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The Pulley

BY  G E O R G E  H E R B E R T

When God at first made man,  

Having a glass of blessings standing by,  

“Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can.  

Let the world’s riches, which dispersèd lie,  

Contract into a span.”  

So strength first made a way;  

Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, pleasure.  

When almost all was out, God made a stay,  

Perceiving that, alone of all his treasure,  

Rest in the bottom lay.  

“For if I should,” said he,  

“Bestow this jewel also on my creature,  

He would adore my gifts instead of me,  

And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature;  

So both should losers be.  

“Yet let him keep the rest,  

But keep them with repining restlessness;  

Let him be rich and weary, that at least,  

If goodness lead him not, yet weariness  

May toss him to my breast.”  
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JOSEPH ADDISON and SIR RICHARD STEELE
1672–1719 1672–1729

addison: [Party Patches]

The Spectator, No. 81, Saturday, June 2, 1711

Qualis ubi audio venaium murmure tigris
Horruit in maculas1——

—statius, Thebaid II.128

About the middle of last winter I went to see an opera at the theater in the Hay-
market, where I could not but take notice of two parties of very fine women that
had placed themselves in the opposite side boxes, and seemed drawn up in a kind
of battle array one against another. After a short survey of them, I found they were
patched differently; the faces, on one hand, being spotted on the right side of the
forehead, and those upon the other on the left. I quickly perceived that they cast
hostile glances upon one another; and that their patches were placed in those dif-
ferent situations as party signals to distinguish friends from foes. In the middle
boxes, between these two opposite bodies, were several ladies who patched indif-
ferently on both sides of their faces, and seemed to sit there with no other inten-
tion but to see the opera. Upon inquiry I found, that the body of Amazons on my
right hand were Whigs; and those on my left, Tories; and that those who had
placed themselves in the middle boxes were a neutral party, whose faces had not
yet declared themselves. These last, however, as I afterwards found, diminished
daily, and took their party with one side or the other; insomuch that I observed
in several of them the patches, which were before dispersed equally, are now all
gone over to the Whig or Tory side of the face. The censorious say that the men
whose hearts are aimed at are very often the occasions that one part of the face
is thus dishonored and lies under a kind of disgrace, while the other is so much
set off and adorned by the owner; and that the patches turn to the right or to the
left, according to the principles of the man who is most in favor. But whatever
may be the motives of a few fantastical coquettes, who do not patch for the pub-
lic good, so much as for their own private advantage, it is certain that there are
several women of honor who patch out of principle, and with an eye to the inter-
est of their country. Nay, I am informed that some of them adhere so steadfastly
to their party, and are so far from sacrificing their zeal for the public to their pas-
sion for any particular person, that in a late draft of marriage articles a lady has
stipulated with her husband that, whatever his opinions are, she shall be at lib-
erty to patch on which side she pleases.

I must here take notice, that Rosalinda, a famous Whig partisan, has most
unfortunately a very beautiful mole on the Tory part of her forehead; which, being
very conspicuous, has occasioned many mistakes, and given an handle to her ene-
mies to misrepresent her face, as though it had revolted from the Whig interest.
But whatever this natural patch may seem to intimate, it is well known that her
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notions of government are still the same. This unlucky mole, however, has mis-
led several coxcombs; and, like the hanging out of false colors, made some of them
converse with Rosalinda in what they thought the spirit of her party, when on a
sudden she has given them an unfortunate in her mole, Nigranilla is as unhappy
in a pimple, which forces her, against her inclinations, to patch on the Whig side.

I am told that many virtuous matrons, who formerly have been taught to
believe that this artificial spotting of the face was unlawful, are now reconciled
by a zeal for their cause, to what they could not be prompted by a concern for
their beauty. This way of declaring war upon one another puts me in mind of what
is reported of the tigress, that several spots rise in her skin when she is angry; or
as Mr. Cowley has imitated the verses that stand as the motto of this paper,

She swells with angry pride,
And calls forth all her spots on every side.

When I was in the theater the time above-mentioned, I had the curiosity to
count the patches on both sides, and found the Tory patches to be about twenty
stronger than the Whig; but to make amends for this small inequality, I the next
morning found the whole puppet show filled with faces spotted after the Whig-
gish manner. Whether or no the ladies had retreated hither in order to rally
their forces I cannot tell; but the next night they came in so great a body to the
opera that they outnumbered the enemy.

This account of party patches will, I am afraid, appear improbable to those who
live at a distance from the fashionable world; but as it is a distinction of a very
singular nature, and what perhaps may never meet with a parallel, I think I should
not have discharged the office of a faithful Spectator had I not recorded it.

I have, in former papers, endeavored to expose this party rage in women, as
it only serves to aggravate the hatreds and animosities that reign among men,
and in a great measure deprives the fair sex of those peculiar charms with
which nature has endowed them.

When the Romans and Sabines were at war, and just upon the point of giv-
ing battle, the women, who were allied to both of them,2 interposed with so
many tears and entreaties that they prevented the mutual slaughter which
threatened both parties, and united them together in a firm and lasting peace.

I would recommend this noble example to our British ladies, at a time when
their country is torn with so many unnatural divisions that if they continue it
will be a misfortune to be born in it. The Greeks thought it so improper for
women to interest themselves in competitions and contentions that for this rea-
son, among others, they forbade them, under pain of death, to be present at the
Olympic games, notwithstanding these were the public diversions of all Greece.

As our English women excel those of all nations in beauty, they should
endeavor to outshine them in all other accomplishments proper to the sex, and
to distinguish themselves as tender mothers and faithful wives, rather than as
furious partisans. Female virtues are of a domestic turn. The family is the proper
province for private women to shine in. If they must be showing their zeal for the
public, let it not be against those who are perhaps of the same family, or at least
of the same religion or nation, but against those who are the open, professed,
undoubted enemies of their faith, liberty, and country. When the Romans were
pressed with a foreign enemy, the ladies voluntarily contributed all their rings and

2 / Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele

2. The Romans had provided themselves with wives by treacherously seizing a number of Sabine women,
who were consequently allied by blood to the one side and by marriage to the other.



jewels to assist the government under a public exigence; which appeared so laud-
able an action in the eyes of their countrymen, that from thenceforth it was per-
mitted by a law to pronounce public orations at the funeral of a woman in praise
of the deceased person, which till that time was peculiar to men. Would our En-
glish ladies, instead of sticking on a patch against those of their own country,
show themselves so truly public-spirited as to sacrifice every one her necklace
against the common enemy, what decrees ought not to be made in favor of them?

Since I am recollecting upon this subject such passages as occur to my mem-
ory out of ancient authors, I cannot omit a sentence in the celebrated funeral
oration of Pericles, which he made in honor of those brave Athenians that were
slain in a fight with the Lace-demonians.3 After having addressed himself to the
several ranks and orders of his countrymen, and shown them how they should
behave themselves in the public cause, he turns to the female part of his audi-
ence: “And as for you,” says he, “I shall advise you in very few words. Aspire
only to those virtues that are peculiar to your sex; follow your natural modesty,
and think it your greatest commendation not to be talked of one way or other.”

addison: [The Trial of the Petticoat]

The Tatler, No. 116, Thursday, January 5, 1709–10

——Pars minima est ipsa puella sui.—Ovid
1

The court being prepared for proceeding on the cause of the petticoat, I gave
orders to bring in a criminal who was taken up as she went out of the puppet
show about three nights ago, and was now standing in the street with a great con-
course of people about her. Word was brought me, that she had endeavored twice
or thrice to come in, but could not do it by reason of her petticoat, which was too
large for the entrance of my house,2 though I had ordered both the folding doors
to be thrown open for its reception. Upon this, I desired the jury of matrons, who
stood at my right hand, to inform themselves of her condition, and know whether
there were any private reasons why she might not make her appearance separate
from her petticoat. This was managed with great discretion, and had such an
effect, that upon the return of the verdict from the bench of matrons, I issued
out an order forthwith, that the criminal should be stripped of her encum-
brances, till she became little enough to enter my house. I had before given direc-
tions for an engine3 of several legs, that could contract or open itself like the top
of an umbrella, in order to place the petticoat upon it, by which means I might
take a leisurely survey of it, as it should appear in its proper dimensions. This was
all done accordingly; and forthwith, upon the closing of the engine, the petticoat
was brought into court. I then directed the machine to be set upon the table, and
dilated in such a manner, as to show the garment in its utmost circumference;
but my great hall was too narrow for the experiment; for before it was half
unfolded, it described so immoderate a circle, that the lower part of it brushed
upon my face as I sat in my chair of judicature. I then inquired for the person
that belonged to the petticoat; and, to my great surprise, was directed to a very
beautiful young damsel, with so pretty a face and shape, that I bid her come out

addison: [The Trial of the Petticoat] / 3

3. Spartans.
1. “The least part of her is the woman herself ”—
Ovid’s Remedia Amoris (“The Cure of Love”), line
344.

2. Extravagant hoop-petticoats, stiffened by
whalebone, had recently come into fashion.
3. Mechanical contrivance.



of the crowd, and seated her upon a little crock4 at my left hand. “My pretty
maid,” said I, “do you own yourself to have been the inhabitant of the garment
before us?” The girl I found had good sense, and told me with a smile, “That
notwithstanding it was her own petticoat, she should be very glad to see an exam-
ple made of it; and that she wore it for no other reason, but that she had a mind
to look as big and burly as other persons of her quality; that she had kept out of
it as long as she could, and till she began to appear little in the eyes of all her
acquaintance; that if she laid it aside, people would think she was not made like
other women.” I always give great allowances to the fair sex upon account of the
fashion, and therefore was not displeased with the defense of the pretty crimi-
nal. I then ordered the vest5 which stood before us to be drawn up by a pulley to
the top of my great hall, and afterwards to be spread open by the engine it was
placed upon, in such a manner, that it formed a very splendid and ample canopy
over our heads, and covered the whole court of judicature with a kind of silken
rotunda, in its form not unlike the cupola of St. Paul’s. I entered upon the whole
cause with great satisfaction, as I sat under the shadow of it.

The counsel for the petticoat was now called in, and ordered to produce what
they had to say against the popular cry which was raised against it. They answered
the objections with great strength and solidity of argument, and expatiated in very
florid harangues, which they did not fail to set off and furbelow6 (if I may be
allowed the metaphor) with many periodical sentences and turns of oratory. The
chief arguments for their client were taken, first, from the great benefit that might
arise to our woolen manufactory from this invention, which was calculated as fol-
lows: the common petticoat has not above four yards in the circumference;
whereas this over our heads had more in the semidiameter;7 so that by allowing
it twenty-four yards in the circumference, the five millions of woolen petticoats,
which (according to Sir William Petty)8 supposing what ought to be supposed in
a well-governed state, that all petticoats are made of that stuff, would amount to
thirty millions of those of the ancient mode. A prodigious improvement of the
woolen trade! and what could not fail to sink the power of France in a few years.

To introduce the second argument, they begged leave to read a petition of the
rope-makers, wherein it was represented, that the demand for cords, and the price
of them, were much risen since this fashion came up. At this, all the company who
were present lifted up their eyes into the vault; and I must confess, we did discover
many traces of cordage which were interwoven in the stiffening of the drapery.

A third argument was founded upon a petition of the Greenland trade,9

which likewise represented the great consumption of whalebone which would
be occasioned by the present fashion, and the benefit which would thereby
accrue to that branch of the British trade.

To conclude, they gently touched upon the weight and unwieldiness of the
garment, which they insinuated might be of great use to preserve the honor of
families.

These arguments would have wrought very much upon me (as I then told the
company in a long and elaborate discourse), had I not considered the great and
additional expense which such fashions would bring upon fathers and hus-
bands; and therefore by no means to be thought of till some years after a peace.

4 / Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele

4. Stool.
5. Garment.
6. Ornament (like the flounce of a dress). “Peri-
odical sentences” consist of several clauses, usually
with elaborate rhetorical constructions.

7. Radius.
8. Economist (1623–87), famous for his exact cal-
culations, who helped invent the science of statistics.
9. The whaling industry.



I further urged, that it would be a prejudice to the ladies themselves, who could
never expect to have any money in the pocket, if they laid out so much on the
petticoat. To this I added, the great temptation it might give to virgins, of act-
ing in security like married women, and by that means give a check to matri-
mony, an institution always encouraged by wise societies.

At the same time, in answer to the several petitions produced on that side, I
showed one subscribed by the women of several persons of quality, humbly set-
ting forth, that since the introduction of this mode, their respective ladies had
(instead of bestowing on them their cast1 gowns) cut them into shreds, and mixed
them with the cordage and buckram, to complete the stiffening of their under-
petticoats. For which, and sundry other reasons, I pronounced the petticoat a for-
feiture; but to show that I did not make that judgment for the sake of filthy lucre,
I ordered it to be folded up, and sent it as a present to a widow gentlewoman, who
has five daughters, desiring she would make each of them a petticoat out of it,
and send me back the remainder, which I design to cut into stomachers, caps, fac-
ings of my waistcoat sleeves, and other garnitures suitable to my age and quality.

I would not be understood, that (while I discard this monstrous invention)
I am an enemy to the proper ornaments of the fair sex. On the contrary, as the
hand of nature has poured on them such a profusion of charms and graces, and
sent them into the world more amiable and finished than the rest of her works;
so I would have them bestow upon themselves all the additional beauties that
art can supply them with, provided it does not interfere with, disguise, or per-
vert, those of nature.

I consider woman as a beautiful romantic animal, that may be adorned with
furs and feathers, pearls and diamonds, ores and silks. The lynx shall cast its
skin at her feet to make her a tippet;2 the peacock, parrot, and swan, shall pay
contributions to her muff; the sea shall be searched for shells, and the rocks
for gems; and every part of nature furnish out its share towards the embellish-
ment of a creature that is the most consummate work of it. All this I shall
indulge them in; but as for the petticoat I have been speaking of, I neither can
nor will allow it.3

steele: [The Gentleman; The Pretty Fellow]

The Tatler, No. 21, Saturday, May 28, 1709

Quidquid agunt homines——
——nostri est farrago libelli.1

—JUVENAL, Satire I.85–86

White’s Chocolate House,2 May 26

A gentleman has writ to me out of the country a very civil letter, and said
things which I suppress with great violence to my vanity. There are many terms

steele: [The Gentleman; The Pretty Fellow] / 5

1. Cast-off.
2. Stole
3. On this paragraph, Virginia Woolf commented,
“As for women—or ‘the fair sex,’ as Addison liked to
call them—their follies were past counting. He did
his best to count them, with a loving particularity
which roused the ill-humor of Swift. But he did it
very charmingly, with a natural relish for the task.
* * * In all these matters Addison was on the side

of sense and taste and civilization.”
1. “Whatever men do * * * shall form the motley
subject of my book.” Steele used this epigraph for
all but a very few of the first 62 Tatlers.
2. One of the fashionable chocolate houses, from
which Steele, in the earlier numbers of the Tatler,
dated “accounts of gallantry, pleasure, and enter-
tainment.”



in my narratives which he complains want explaining, and has therefore
desired that, for the benefit of my country readers, I would let him know what
I mean by a Gentleman, a Pretty Fellow, a Toast, a Coquette, a Critic, a Wit,
and all other appellations of those now in the gayer world, who are in posses-
sion of these several characters; together with an account of those who unfor-
tunately pretend to them. I shall begin with him we usually call a Gentleman,
or man of conversation.

It is generally thought that warmth of imagination, quick relish of plea-
sure, and a manner of becoming it, are the most essential qualities for form-
ing this sort of man. But anyone that is much in company will observe that
the height of good breeding is shown rather in never giving offense, than in
doing obliging things. Thus, he that never shocks you, though he is seldom
entertaining, is more likely to keep your favor than he who often entertains,
and sometimes displeases you. The most necessary talent therefore in a man
of conversation, which is what we ordinarily intend by a fine gentleman, is a
good judgment. He that has this in perfection is master of his companion,
without letting him see it; and has the same advantage over men of any other
qualifications whatsoever, as one that can see would have over a blind man
of ten times his strength.

This is what makes Sophronius the darling of all who converse with him,
and the most powerful with his acquaintance of any man in town. By the light
of this faculty, he acts with great ease and freedom among the men of plea-
sure, and acquits himself with skill and dispatch among the men of business.
All which he performs with so much success that, with as much discretion in
life as any man ever had, he neither is, nor appears, cunning. But as he does
a good office, if he ever does it, with readiness and alacrity, so he denies what
he does not care to engage in, in a manner that convinces you that you ought
not to have asked it. His judgment is so good and unerring, and accompanied
with so cheerful a spirit, that his conversation is a continual feast, at which
he helps some, and is helped by others, in such a manner that the equality of
society is perfectly kept up, and every man obliges as much as he is obliged:
for it is the greatest and justest skill in a man of superior understanding, to
know how to be on a level with his companions. This sweet disposition runs
through all the actions of Sophronius, and makes his company desired by
women, without being envied by men. Sophronius would be as just as he is,
if there were no law; and would be as discreet as he is, if there were no such
thing as calumny.

In imitation of this agreeable being, is made that animal we call a Pretty
Fellow; who being just able to find out that what makes Sophronius accept-
able is a natural behavior, in order to the same reputation, makes his own an
artificial one. Jack Dimple is his perfect mimic, whereby he is of course the
most unlike him of all men living. Sophronius just now passed into the inner
room directly forward: Jack comes as fast after as he can for the right and left
looking glass, in which he had but just approved himself by a nod at each,
and marched on. He will meditate within for half an hour, till he thinks he
is not careless enough in his air, and come back to the mirror to recollect his
forgetfulness. * * *

6 / Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele



steele: [Dueling]

The Tatler, No. 25, Tuesday, June 7, 1709

Quidquid agunt homines——
——nostri est farrago libelli.

—JUVENAL, Satire I.85–86

White’s Chocolate House, June 6

A letter from a young lady, written in the most passionate terms, wherein she
laments the misfortune of a gentleman, her lover, who was lately wounded in
a duel, has turned my thoughts to that subject, and inclined me to examine into
the causes which precipitate men into so fatal a folly. And as it has been pro-
posed to treat of subjects of gallantry in the article from hence, and no one
point in nature is more proper to be considered by the company who frequent
this place than that of duels, it is worth our consideration to examine into this
chimerical groundless humor, and to lay every other thought aside, until we
have stripped it of all its false pretenses to credit and reputation amongst men.

But I must confess, when I consider what I am going about, and run over in
my imagination all the endless crowd of men of honor who will be offended at
such a discourse, I am undertaking, methinks, a work worthy an invulnerable
hero in romance, rather than a private gentleman with a single rapier; but as I
am pretty well acquainted by great opportunities with the nature of man, and
know of a truth that all men fight against their will, the danger vanishes, and
resolution rises upon this subject. For this reason, I shall talk very freely on a
custom which all men wish exploded, though no man has courage enough to
resist it.

But there is one unintelligible word, which I fear will extremely perplex my
dissertation, and I confess to you I find very hard to explain, which is the term
“satisfaction.” An honest country gentleman had the misfortune to fall into
company with two or three modern men of honor, where he happened to be
very ill treated; and one of the company, being conscious of his offense, sends
a note to him in the morning, and tells him he was ready to give him satisfac-
tion. “This is fine doing,” says the plain fellow; “last night he sent me away
cursedly out of humor, and this morning he fancies it would be a satisfaction
to be run through the body.”

As the matter at present stands, it is not to do handsome actions denomi-
nates a man of honor; it is enough if he dares to defend ill ones. Thus you often
see a common sharper in competition with a gentleman of the first rank;
though all mankind is convinced that a fighting gamester is only a pickpocket
with the courage of an highwayman. One cannot with any patience reflect on
the unaccountable jumble of persons and things in this town and nation, which
occasions very frequently that a brave man falls by a hand below that of a com-
mon hangman, and yet his executioner escapes the clutches of the hangman
for doing it. I shall therefore hereafter consider how the bravest men in other
ages and nations have behaved themselves upon such incidents as we decide
by combat; and show, from their practice, that this resentment neither has its
foundation from true reason or solid fame; but is an imposture, made of cow-
ardice, falsehood, and want of understanding. For this work, a good history of
quarrels would be very edifying to the public, and I apply myself to the town
for particulars and circumstances within their knowledge, which may serve to
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embellish the dissertation with proper cuts.1 Most of the quarrels I have ever
known have proceeded from some valiant coxcomb’s persisting in the wrong,
to defend some prevailing folly, and preserve himself from the ingenuity2 of
owning a mistake.

By this means it is called “giving a man satisfaction” to urge your offense
against him with your sword; which puts me in mind of Peter’s order to the
keeper, in The Tale of a Tub:3 “If you neglect to do all this, damn you and your
generation forever: and so we bid you heartily farewell.” If the contradiction in
the very terms of one of our challenges were as well explained and turned into
downright English, would it not run after this manner?
“SIR,

“Your extraordinary behavior last night, and the liberty you were pleased to
take with me, makes me this morning give you this, to tell you, because you are
an ill-bred puppy, I will meet you in Hyde Park an hour hence; and because you
want both breeding and humanity, I desire you would come with a pistol in your
hand, on horseback, and endeavor to shoot me through the head to teach you
more manners. If you fail of doing me this pleasure, I shall say you are a ras-
cal, on every post in town: and so, sir, if you will not injure me more, I shall
never forgive what you have done already. Pray, sir, do not fail of getting every-
thing ready; and you will infinitely oblige, sir, your most obedient humble ser-
vant, etc.” * * *

addison: [Sir Roger at Church]

The Spectator, No, 112, Monday, July 9, 1711

’Auanatonß mBn prpta ueo Bß, nami bß diakeitai, TAma.1

—PYTHAGORAS

I am always very well pleased with a country Sunday, and think, if keeping
holy the seventh day were only a human institution, it would be the best method
that could have been thought of for the polishing and civilizing of mankind. It
is certain the country people would soon degenerate into a kind of savages and
barbarians were there not such frequent returns of a stated time, in which the
whole village meet together with their best faces, and in their cleanliest habits,
to converse with one another upon indifferent subjects, hear their duties
explained to them, and join together in adoration of the Supreme Being. Sun-
day clears away the rust of the whole week, not only as it refreshes in their minds
the notions of religion, but as it puts both the sexes upon appearing in their most
agreeable forms, and exerting all such qualities as are apt to give them a figure
in the eye of the village. A country fellow distinguishes himself as much in the
churchyard as a citizen2 does upon the ’Change, the whole parish politics being
generally discussed in that place either after sermon or before the bell rings.

My friend Sir Roger, being a good churchman, has beautified the inside of

8 / Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele

1. Either woodcuts or engravings on copper plates.
2. Honorable candor.
3. In Swift’s satire, the Roman Church is attacked
in the character of Peter. The passage (slightly mis-
quoted) satirizes the Pope’s practice of issuing
indulgences.

1. “First worship the immortal gods as custom
decrees.” The first of the so-called Golden Verses
of Pythagoras.
2. A citizen of the City of London, hence commonly
a merchant. The “ ’Change” is the Exchange in Lon-
don, where merchants met to transact business.



his church with several texts of his own choosing; he has likewise given a hand-
some pulpit cloth, and railed in the communion table at his own expense. He
has often told me that, at his coming to his estate, he found his parishioners
very irregular; and that, in order to make them kneel and join in the responses,
he gave every one of them a hassock and a Common Prayer book, and at the
same time employed an itinerant singing master, who goes about the country
for that purpose, to instruct them rightly in the tunes of the Psalms; upon
which they now very much value themselves, and indeed outdo most of the
country churches that I have ever heard.

As Sir Roger is landlord to the whole congregation, he keeps them in very
good order, and will suffer nobody to sleep in it besides himself; for if by chance
he has been surprised into a short nap at sermon, upon recovering out of it he
stands up and looks about him, and if he sees anybody else nodding, either
wakes them himself, or sends his servant to them. Several other of the old
knight’s particularities break out upon these occasions; sometimes he will be
lengthening out a verse in the Singing-Psalms half a minute after the rest of
the congregation have done with it; sometimes, when he is pleased with the
matter of his devotion, he pronounces “Amen” three or four times to the same
prayer; and sometimes stands up when everybody else is upon their knees, to
count the congregation, or see if any of his tenants are missing.

I was yesterday very much surprised to hear my old friend, in the midst of the
service, calling out to one John Matthews to mind what he was about, and not
disturb the congregation. This John Matthews, it seems, is remarkable for being
an idle fellow, and at that time was kicking his heels for his diversion. This author-
ity of the knight, though exerted in that odd manner which accompanies him in
all circumstances of life, has a very good effect upon the parish, who are not
polite3 enough to see anything ridiculous in his behavior; besides that the general
good sense and worthiness of his character make his friends observe these little
singularities as foils that rather set off than blemish his good qualities.

As soon as the sermon is finished, nobody presumes to stir till Sir Roger is
gone out of the church. The knight walks down from his seat in the chancel
between a double row of his tenants, that stand bowing to him on each side,
and every now and then inquires how such an one’s wife, or mother, or son, or
father do, whom he does not see at church—which is understood as a secret
reprimand to the person that is absent.

The chaplain has often told me that upon a catechizing day, when Sir Roger
has been pleased with a boy that answers well, he has ordered a Bible to be
given him next day for his encouragement, and sometimes accompanies it with
a flitch of bacon to his mother. Sir Roger has likewise added five pounds a year
to the clerk’s place; and, that he may encourage the young fellows to make
themselves perfect in the church service, has promised, upon the death of the
present incumbent, who is very old, to bestow it according to merit.

The fair understanding between Sir Roger and his chaplain, and their mutual
concurrence in doing good, is the more remarkable because the very next vil-
lage is famous for the differences and contentions that rise between the parson
and the squire, who live in a perpetual state of war. The parson is always preach-
ing at the squire, and the squire, to be revenged on the parson, never comes 
to church. The squire has made all his tenants atheists and tithe-stealers;4
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3. Refined.
4. Farmers who cheat the parson to whom they are

bound to pay annual tithes (i.e., a tenth of the pro-
duce of their farms).



while the parson instructs them every Sunday in the dignity of his order, and
insinuates to them almost in every sermon that he is a better man than his
patron. In short, matters are come to such an extremity that the squire has not
said his prayers either in public or private this half year; and that the parson
threatens him, if he does not mend his manners, to pray for him in the face of
the whole congregation.

Feuds of this nature, though too frequent in the country, are very fatal to the
ordinary people, who are so used to be dazzled with riches that they pay as
much deference to the understanding of a man of an estate as of a man of
learning; and are very hardly brought to regard any truth, how important soever
it may be, that is preached to them, when they know there are several men of
five hundred a year who do not believe it.

addison: [Sir Roger at the Assizes1]

The Spectator, No. 122, Friday, July 20, 1711

Comes jucundus in via pro vehiculo est.2
—PUBLILIUS SYRUS, Fragments

A man’s first care should be to avoid the reproaches of his own heart; his
next, to escape the censures of the world. If the last interferes with the former,
it ought to be entirely neglected; but otherwise there cannot be a greater sat-
isfaction to an honest mind than to see those approbations which it gives itself
seconded by the applauses of the public. A man is more sure of his conduct
when the verdict which he passes upon his own behavior is thus warranted and
confirmed by the opinion of all that know him.

My worthy friend Sir Roger is one of those who is not only at peace within
himself but beloved and esteemed by all about him. He receives a suitable trib-
ute for his universal benevolence to mankind in the returns of affection and
good will which are paid him by everyone that lives within his neighborhood.
I lately met with two or three odd instances of that general respect which is
shown to the good old knight. He would needs carry Will Wimble3 and myself
with him to the county assizes. As we were upon the road, Will Wimble joined
a couple of plain men who rid before us, and conversed with them for some
time, during which my friend Sir Roger acquainted me with their characters.

“The first of them,” says he, “that has a spaniel by his side, is a yeoman4 of
about an hundred pounds a year, an honest man. He is just within the Game
Act,5 and qualified to kill an hare or a pheasant. He knocks down a dinner with
his gun twice or thrice a week; and by that means lives much cheaper than
those who have not so good an estate as himself. He would be a good neighbor
if he did not destroy so many partridges; in short he is a very sensible man,
shoots flying,6 and has been several times foreman of the petty jury.7

10 / Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele

1. Periodic sessions of superior courts held by vis-
iting judges throughout England.
2. “An agreeable companion upon the road is as
good as a coach.” Addison substituted jucundus for
the original’s jacundus (“eloquent”).
3. A character used by Addison to illustrate the
injury done to younger sons of gentlemen by not
educating them for a profession or to trade.

4. A man who owns and cultivates a small estate.
His rank is just below that of gentleman.
5. This law restricted the right to kill game to own-
ers of land whose annual income was £100 or more.
6. A true sportsman, he shoots birds only when
they are on the wing.
7. The trial jury of twelve in an ordinary civil or
criminal case.



“The other that rides along with him is Tom Touchy, a fellow famous for tak-
ing the law of everybody. There is not one in the town where he lives that he
has not sued at a quarter sessions. The rogue had once the impudence to go to
law with the widow.8 His head is full of costs, damages, and ejectments; he
plagued a couple of honest gentlemen so long for a trespass in breaking one of
his hedges, till he was forced to sell the ground it enclosed to defray the charges
of the prosecution. His father left him fourscore pounds a year, but he has cast9

and been cast so often that he is not now worth thirty. I suppose he is going
upon the old business of the willow tree.”

As Sir Roger was giving me this account of Tom Touchy, Will Wimble and
his two companions stopped short till we came up to them. After having paid
their respects to Sir Roger, Will told him that Mr. Touchy and he must appeal
to him upon a dispute that arose between them. Will, it seems, had been giv-
ing his fellow travelers an account of his angling one day in such a hole; when
Tom Touchy, instead of hearing out his story, told him that Mr. Such-an-one,
if he pleased, might take the law of him for fishing in that part of the river. My
friend Sir Roger heard them both, upon a round trot;1 and after having paused
some time, told them, with an air of a man who would not give his judgment
rashly, “that much might be said on both sides.” They were neither of them dis-
satisfied with the knight’s determination, because neither of them found him-
self in the wrong by it. Upon which we made the best of our way to the assizes.

The court was sat before Sir Roger came; but notwithstanding all the justices
had taken their places upon the bench, they made room for the old knight at
the head of them; who, for his reputation in the country, took occasion to whis-
per in the judge’s ear that he was glad his lordship had met with so much good
weather in his circuit. I was listening to the proceedings of the court with much
attention, and infinitely pleased with that great appearance and solemnity
which so properly accompanies such a public administration of our laws, when,
after about an hour’s sitting, I observed to my great surprise, in the midst of a
trial, that my friend Sir Roger was getting up to speak. I was in some pain for
him, till I found he had acquitted himself of two or three sentences, with a look
of much business and great intrepidity.

Upon his first rising the court was hushed, and a general whisper ran among
the country people that Sir Roger was up. The speech he made was so little to
the purpose that I shall not trouble my readers with an account of it; and I
believe was not so much designed by the knight himself to inform the court,
as to give him a figure in my eye, and keep up his credit in the country.

I was highly delighted, when the court rose, to see the gentlemen of the
country gathering about my old friend, and striving who should compliment
him most; at the same time that the ordinary people gazed upon him at a dis-
tance, not a little admiring his courage that was not afraid to speak to the judge.

In our return home we met with a very odd accident which I cannot forbear
relating, because it shows how desirous all who know Sir Roger are of giving
him marks of their esteem. When we were arrived upon the verge of his estate,
we stopped at a little inn to rest ourselves and our horses. The man of the house
had, it seems, been formerly a servant in the knight’s family; and to do honor
to his old master, had some time since, unknown to Sir Roger, put him up in a
signpost before the door; so that the knight’s head had hung out upon the road

addison: [Sir Roger at the Assizes] / 11

8. The woman whom Sir Roger had loved in his
youth. She is frequently mentioned in essays that
deal with the old knight.

9. Defeated in a lawsuit.
1. While trotting briskly.



about a week before he himself knew anything of the matter. As soon as Sir
Roger was acquainted with it, finding that his servant’s indiscretion proceeded
wholly from affection and good will, he only told him that he had made him
too high a compliment; and when the fellow seemed to think that could hardly
be, added, with a more decisive look, that it was too great an honor for any man
under a duke; but told him at the same time that it might be altered with a very
few touches, and that he himself would be at the charge of it. Accordingly they
got a painter, by the knight’s directions, to add a pair of whiskers to the face,
and by a little aggravation of the features to change it into the Saracen’s Head.
I should not have known this story had not the innkeeper, upon Sir Roger’s
alighting, told him in my hearing that his honor’s head was brought back last
night with the alterations that he had ordered to be made in it. Upon this my
friend, with his usual cheerfulness, related the particulars above-mentioned,
and ordered the head to be brought into the room. I could not forbear discov-
ering greater expressions of mirth than ordinary upon the appearance of this
monstrous face, under which, notwithstanding it was made to frown and stare
in a most extraordinary manner, I could still discover a distant resemblance of
my old friend. Sir Roger, upon seeing me laugh, desired me to tell him truly if
I thought it possible for people to know him in that disguise. I at first kept my
usual silence; but upon the knight’s conjuring me to tell him whether it was not
still more like himself than a Saracen, I composed my countenance in the best
manner I could, and replied that much might be said on both sides.

These several adventures, with the knight’s behavior in them, gave me as
pleasant a day as ever I met with in any of my travels.

12 / Joseph Addison and Sir Richard Steele
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I

      IT was at the royal feast, for Persia won
          By Philip's warlike son:
          Aloft in awful state
          The godlike hero sate
          On his imperial throne;
          His valiant peers were plac'd around;
    Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound:
          (So should desert in arms be crown'd.)
    The lovely Thais, by his side,
  Sate like a blooming Eastern bride
  In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride.
       Happy, happy, happy pair!
       None but the brave,
       None but the brave,
       None but the brave deserves the fair.

        CHORUS

       Happy, happy, happy pair!
       None but the brave,
       None but the brave,
       None but the brave deserves the fair.

II

    Timotheus, plac'd on high
      Amid the tuneful choir,
      With flying fingers touch'd the lyre:
      The trembling notes ascend the sky,
       And heav'nly joys inspire.
  The song began from Jove,
  Who left his blissful seats above,
  (Such is the pow'r of mighty love.)
  A dragon's fiery form belied the god:
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  Sublime on radiant spires he rode,
       When he to fair Olympia press'd;
       And while he sought her snowy breast:
  Then, round her slender waist he curl'd,
  And stamp'd an image of himself, a sov'reign of the world.
  The list'ning crowd admire the lofty sound,
  "A present deity," they shout around:
  "A present deity," the vaulted roofs rebound.
       With ravish'd ears
       The monarch hears,
       Assumes the god,
       Affects to nod,
      And seems to shake the spheres.

        CHORUS

       With ravish'd ears
       The monarch hears,
       Assumes the god,
       Affects to nod,
       And seems to shake the spheres.

III

    The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung,
      Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young:
       The jolly god in triumph comes;
       Sound the trumpets; beat the drums;
       Flush'd with a purple grace
       He shews his honest face:
  Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes.
       Bacchus, ever fair and young
       Drinking joys did first ordain;
       Bacchus' blessings are a treasure,
       Drinking is the soldier's pleasure;
       Rich the treasure,
       Sweet the pleasure,
       Sweet is pleasure after pain.

        CHORUS

       Bacchus' blessings are a treasure,
       Drinking is the soldier's pleasure;
       Rich the treasure,
       Sweet the pleasure,
       Sweet is pleasure after pain.
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IV

    Sooth'd with the sound, the king grew vain;
      Fought all his battles o'er again;
  And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he slew the slain.
  The master saw the madness rise,
  His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes;
  And, while he heav'n and earth defied,
  Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride.
       He chose a mournful Muse,
       Soft pity to infuse;
  He sung Darius great and good,
       By too severe a fate,
  Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,
       Fallen from his high estate,
       And welt'ring in his blood;
  Deserted, at his utmost need
  By those his former bounty fed;
  On the bare earth expos'd he lies,
  With not a friend to close his eyes.
  With downcast looks the joyless victor sate,
      Revolving in his alter'd soul
       The various turns of chance below;
      And, now and then, a sigh he stole,
       And tears began to flow.

        CHORUS

       Revolving in his alter'd soul
       The various turns of chance below;
      And, now and then, a sigh he stole,
       And tears began to flow.

V

    The mighty master smil'd to see
  That love was in the next degree;
  'T was but a kindred sound to move,
  For pity melts the mind to love.
      Softly sweet, in Lydian measures,
      Soon he sooth'd his soul to pleasures.
      "War," he sung, "is toil and trouble;
      Honour, but an empty bubble.
       Never ending, still beginning,
      Fighting still, and still destroying:
       If the world be worth thy winning,
      Think, O think it worth enjoying.
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       Lovely Thais sits beside thee,
       Take the good the gods provide thee."
  The many rend the skies with loud applause;
  So Love was crown'd, but Music won the cause.
      The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
       Gaz'd on the fair
  Who caus'd his care,
       And sigh'd and look'd, sigh'd and look'd,
  Sigh'd and look'd, and sigh'd again:
  At length, with love and wine at once oppress'd,
  The vanquish'd victor sunk upon her breast.

        CHORUS

       The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
       Gaz'd on the fair
       Who caus'd his care,
       And sigh'd and look'd, sigh'd and look'd,
       Sigh'd and look'd, and sigh'd again:
  At length, with love and wine at once oppress'd,
  The vanquish'd victor sunk upon her breast.

VI

    Now strike the golden lyre again:
  A louder yet, and yet a louder strain.
  Break his bands of sleep asunder,
  And rouse him, like a rattling peal of thunder.
       Hark, hark, the horrid sound
       Has rais'd up his head:
       As wak'd from the dead,
       And amaz'd, he stares around.
  "Revenge, revenge!" Timotheus cries,
      "See the Furies arise!
      See the snakes that they rear,
      How they hiss in their hair,
  And the sparkles that flash from their eyes!
      Behold a ghastly band,
      Each a torch in his hand!
  Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain,
       And unburied remain
       Inglorious on the plain:
       Give the vengeance due
       To the valiant crew.
  Behold how they toss their torches on high,
       How they point to the Persian abodes,
  And glitt'ring temples of their hostile gods!"
  The princes applaud, with a furious joy;
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  And the king seiz'd a flambeau with zeal to destroy;
       Thais led the way,
       To light him to his prey,
  And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy.

        CHORUS

    And the king seiz'd a flambeau with zeal to destroy;
       Thais led the way,
       To light him to his prey,
  And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy.

VII

       Thus long ago,
       Ere heaving bellows learn'd to blow,
       While organs yet were mute;
       Timotheus, to his breathing flute,
       And sounding lyre,
  Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire.
       At last, divine Cecilia came,
       Inventress of the vocal frame;
  The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,
       Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds,
       And added length to solemn sounds,
  With nature's mother wit, and arts unknown before.
      Let old Timotheus yield the prize,
       Or both divide the crown:
      He rais'd a mortal to the skies;
       She drew an angel down.

        GRAND CHORUS

       At last, divine Cecilia came,
       Inventress of the vocal frame;
  The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store,
       Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds,
       And added length to solemn sounds,
  With nature's mother wit, and arts unknown before.
      Let old Timotheus yield the prize,
       Or both divide the crown:
      He rais'd a mortal to the skies;
       She drew an angel down.
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To His Coy Mistress

BY  A N D R E W  M A RV E L L

Had we but world enough and time,  

This coyness, lady, were no crime.  

We would sit down, and think which way  

To walk, and pass our long love’s day.  

Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side  

Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide  

Of Humber would complain. I would  

Love you ten years before the flood,  

And you should, if you please, refuse  

Till the conversion of the Jews.  

My vegetable love should grow  

Vaster than empires and more slow;  

An hundred years should go to praise  

Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze;  

Two hundred to adore each breast,  

But thirty thousand to the rest;  

An age at least to every part,  

And the last age should show your heart.  

For, lady, you deserve this state,  

Nor would I love at lower rate.  

       But at my back I always hear  

Time’s wingèd chariot hurrying near;  

And yonder all before us lie  

Deserts of vast eternity.  

Thy beauty shall no more be found;  

Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound  

My echoing song; then worms shall try  

That long-preserved virginity,  

And your quaint honour turn to dust,  

And into ashes all my lust;  

The grave’s a fine and private place,  

But none, I think, do there embrace.  

       Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
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Sits on thy skin like morning dew,  

And while thy willing soul transpires  

At every pore with instant fires,  

Now let us sport us while we may, 

And now, like amorous birds of prey,  

Rather at once our time devour  

Than languish in his slow-chapped power.  

Let us roll all our strength and all  

Our sweetness up into one ball,  

And tear our pleasures with rough strife  

Through the iron gates of life:  

Thus, though we cannot make our sun  

Stand still, yet we will make him run. 
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ROBINSON CRUSOE

D D (–) was born in London, the third child
of James Foe, a tallow chandler, and his wife Alice. He attended
Charles Morton’s dissenting academy in Newington Green before
establishing himself as a hosier and general merchant in Cornhill,
and married Mary Tuffley in . A year later he joined the Duke
of Monmouth’s disastrous rebellion against James II, and was lucky
to escape the ‘Bloody Assizes’ following Monmouth’s defeat at
Sedgemoor. Persistent overinvestment precipitated his bankruptcy
in , after which he turned to writing.

Defoe’s first great success came with his satirical poem The True-
Born Englishman (). The Shortest Way with the Dissenters (),
an audacious parody of High Anglican extremism, brought him a
charge of seditious libel and he was briefly imprisoned. Defoe was
employed by successive ministries as a polemicist until about ,
and continued to write prolifically thereafter in a range of fields
including politics, economics, and religion.

Between  and , Defoe produced the pioneering fictional
narratives on which his reputation has come to rest. The first part of
Robinson Crusoe was published on  April , with a sequel in
August. A third part, Serious Reflections, followed in , in which
year Memoirs of a Cavalier and Captain Singleton were also pub-
lished. Moll Flanders, Colonel Jack, and A Journal of the Plague Year
appeared in  and Roxana in , to be followed by further
major works of non-fiction, including A Tour thro’ the Whole Island
of Great Britain (–) and The Complete English Tradesman
(–). Defoe died following a stroke on  April  while in
hiding from a persistent creditor. He is buried in Bunhill Fields.

T K is Chancellor Jackman Professor of English at
the University of Toronto and a Supernumerary Fellow of St Anne’s
College, Oxford. His books include Richardson’s Clarissa and the
Eighteenth-Century Reader (Cambridge, ), Sterne, the Moderns,
and the Novel (Oxford, ), and The Cambridge Companion to
English Literature from  to , co-edited with Jon Mee
(Cambridge, ).

J K has published widely on Defoe, voyage narrative,
and related topics, and serves as a council member of the Hakluyt
Society. He is Senior Research Fellow and Lecturer in English at
Worcester College, Oxford.
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For over  years Oxford World’s Classics have brought
readers closer to the world’s great literature. Now with over 

titles––from the ,-year-old myths of Mesopotamia to the
twentieth century’s greatest novels––the series makes available

lesser-known as well as celebrated writing.

The pocket-sized hardbacks of the early years contained
introductions by Virginia Woolf, T. S. Eliot, Graham Greene,

and other literary figures which enriched the experience of reading.
Today the series is recognized for its fine scholarship and

reliability in texts that span world literature, drama and poetry,
religion, philosophy and politics. Each edition includes perceptive

commentary and essential background information to meet the
changing needs of readers.
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INTRODUCTION

F literary works have as strong a claim as Robinson Crusoe––or,
to use its original title of , The Life and Strange Surprizing
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe––to classic status. With over 
editions (a fraction of the total) listed in the British Library catalogue,
and an enduring global reach in countless translations, Defoe’s first
and most celebrated novel easily passes the test of Samuel Johnson,
for whom ‘length of duration and continuance of esteem’ were the
indicators to watch.1 In the rich interpretative possibilities offered by
the text to successive generations of readers, Robinson Crusoe also
chimes with modern definitions of a literary classic, which stress the
hospitality of complex works to multiple, divergent readings. The
novel rewards analysis as many things––an exotic adventure story; a
study of solitary consciousness; a parable of sin, atonement, and
redemption; a myth of economic individualism; a displaced or
encoded autobiography; an allegory of political defeat; a prophecy of
imperial expansion––yet none of these explanations exhausts it. In
the political purposes to which it has been put, and the cultural
needs it has been made to serve, Defoe’s masterpiece even answers
sceptical accounts of canon formation as a process owing as much to
ideology as to disinterested aesthetic evaluation.

The canonization of Robinson Crusoe has its origins in the second
half of the eighteenth century, propelled by prominent arbiters of
taste in Britain and beyond. In a conversation dating probably from
the s and published after his death, Johnson took care to exempt
the novel (with Don Quixote and The Pilgrim’s Progress) when asking
rhetorically if there was ‘ever yet any thing written by mere man that
was wished longer by its readers’.2 Other commendations by Johnson
are recorded elsewhere, and they herald a recognition of Defoe’s
importance that grew in strength during the Romantic period, not-
ably in a major essay by Walter Scott and in Coleridge’s brilliant

1 Johnson on Shakespeare, ed. Arthur Sherbo, introd. Bertrand H. Bronson,  vols.,
The Yale Edition of the Works of Samuel Johnson vii–viii (New Haven: Yale University
Press, ), vii. .

2 Hester Lynch Piozzi, Anecdotes of the Late Samuel Johnson (), , quoted in
Pat Rogers (ed.), Daniel Defoe: The Critical Heritage (London: Routledge, ), .



marginal commentaries on style and psychology in Robinson Crusoe.
The most influential early champion of the novel was Jean-Jacques
Rousseau, who hailed it in Emile () as ‘a complete treatise on
natural education’, a fable of development that could teach to perfec-
tion the place of humanity in nature.3 Yet Rousseau also dismissed as
redundant almost a quarter of the text (the episodes before and after
the island story), and the novel has owed its success ever since to
the power of its castaway myth. It was above all as a celebration of
pioneer self-sufficiency that Robinson Crusoe ran into more than a
hundred American editions between  and , and reprints
gathered pace in Britain and Europe over the same period.4 Later,
the widespread use of Defoe’s protagonist to illustrate theories of
supply, demand, labour, and value in nineteenth-century economics
gave new resonance to the work, Karl Marx being one among many
thinkers to ground his arguments about homo economicus in the
Crusoe figure. In the same period, the rise of mainstream evangel-
ism enabled Defoe’s religious themes (like those of Bunyan in The
Pilgrim’s Progress) to shed the provocative air of Dissenting radicalism
that surrounded them on first publication, and the novel was widely
valued for its pious content. Wilkie Collins satirizes the dual founda-
tion of the Victorian vogue for Robinson Crusoe, at once utilitarian
and evangelical, in Gabriel Betteredge, the ponderous lead narrator
of The Moonstone (), who regulates ‘all the necessities of this
mortal life’ by using the work as a manual of spiritual solace and
practical advice.5

For the pioneers of modernism in the twentieth century, the spare
style and vivid specifications of Robinson Crusoe made it the founding
text of fictional realism, a status later fleshed out in Ian Watt’s
influential study, The Rise of the Novel (), which identifies the
particularizing solidity of Defoe’s technique as the crucial formal
breakthrough for the early novel. For Virginia Woolf, Robinson Crusoe
displayed a ‘genius for fact’ that could achieve effects ‘beyond any
but the great masters of descriptive prose’, using just the plainest

3 Jean-Jacques Rousseau, Emilius and Sophia; or, A New System of Education,  vols.
(), ii. ; a modern translation is in Rogers (ed.), Daniel Defoe, –.

4 Clarence E. Brigham, ‘Bibliography of the American Editions of Robinson Crusoe to
’, Proceedings of the American Antiquarian Society,  (), –.

5 ‘When my spirits are bad––Robinson Crusoe. When I want advice––Robinson Crusoe
. . . I have worn out six stout Robinson Crusoes with hard work in my service’ (Wilkie
Collins, The Moonstone, ed. John Sutherland (Oxford: Oxford World’s Classics, ), ).
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snatches of nouns and verbs. Likewise, Defoe was for James Joyce
‘the great precursor of the realist movement’.6 But Joyce’s interest in
the novel was also political, and he found in Crusoe a national spirit
of enterprise and conquest that was a harbinger of global empire.
Joyce’s reading highlights the ways in which, as an energizing fable
of exploration and colonial encounter, Robinson Crusoe could be
enlisted throughout the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries
to promote the claims and values of empire across Britain and her
dominions overseas. A ubiquitous book in Victorian schools, it was
also the most popular book among boys, according to a survey of
the s. For one witness at the height of imperial expansion,
it ‘exerted over the minds of Englishmen an influence certainly
greater than any other of modern times’, and it was to this influence
that England owed ‘many of her astonishing discoveries, and no
inconsiderable part of her naval glory’.7 Yet on closer inspection
Defoe’s novel also suggests some of the most salient anxieties and
scruples of the imperial project, and could equally become an enab-
ling resource for colonial and postcolonial writers. Not only Colum-
bus but also Proteus, the Crusoe figure was ‘part of the mythology
of every West Indian child’, as the poet Derek Walcott recalled of
his schoolboy reading in wartime St Lucia. With his rich symbolic
potential and flexible rough-hewn prose, Defoe’s hero offered Carib-
bean writers a voice that was ‘various, contradictory and as change-
able as the Old Man of the Sea’.8

Crusoe in the marketplace

In Defoe’s own lifetime (he died in , almost twelve years to the
day after publishing the novel) the reputation of Robinson Crusoe was
far less exalted. A brazenly commercial production, defiant of tradi-
tional literary decorum and accessible to all readers, Defoe’s novel

6 Virginia Woolf, ‘Robinson Crusoe’ (), in The Common Reader: Second Series
(London: Hogarth Press, ), ; James Joyce, ‘Daniel Defoe’ (), ed. and trans.
Joseph Prescott, Buffalo Studies, . (), .

7 George Borrow, Lavengro (), ch. , quoted in Rogers (ed.), Daniel Defoe, .
For the survey, conducted in  and reported by Edward Salmon in , see Richard
Phillips, Mapping Men and Empire: A Geography of Adventure (London: Routledge,
), , .

8 Derek Walcott, ‘The Figure of Crusoe’ (), in Robert D. Hamner (ed.), Critical
Perspectives on Derek Walcott (Boulder, Colo.: Lynne Rienner Publishers, ), , .
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was one of the most conspicuous successes of the early eighteenth-
century market for print, yet also one of the most suspect. No doubt
it found an audience of some kind within the educated elite, and the
leading poet of the era, Alexander Pope, privately confessed to
admiring the work. But the earliest recorded responses to Robinson
Crusoe fix above all on the scandal of its lowbrow appeal, as though
the outpour of print released by the novel crystallized the anxieties
about cultural democratization and decay that pervade so much of
the period’s satire, from Swift’s A Tale of a Tub to Pope’s own
Dunciad. Published on  April , Robinson Crusoe reappeared in
five further authorized editions within four months, and it is a mark
of the work’s brisk sale that three different printers had to be
enlisted in order to keep up with demand. As the surviving ledger of
one of these printers indicates, the typical print-run for each edition
was about , copies.9 The absolute figures may not be huge, but
early sales of Robinson Crusoe were enough to make a mid-century
biographer of Defoe marvel at ‘the many editions it has sold, and the
sums of money which have been gained by it’.10 They were
unprecedented in the case of prose fiction. As in the jaundiced vision
of Pope or Swift, where the relentless effect of popular print is to
propagate more (and worse), Robinson Crusoe then multiplied itself
in a series of second-order texts. The continuation tentatively floated
in Defoe’s closing lines––‘All these things . . . I may perhaps give
a farther Account of hereafter’ (p. )––materialized in August
, offering readers not only a crowd-pleasing return to Crusoe’s
island but also exotic travels through China and Muscovy. After
a fourth stand-alone edition of , The Farther Adventures of
Robinson Crusoe was then frequently republished in tandem with the
original text, only dropping away from view after the mid-nineteenth
century.

Defoe followed up again in August  with an enigmatic book
of meditations, Serious Reflections During the Life and Surprising
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe: With His Vision of the Angelick World.
Some items in this rather pragmatic compilation have little bearing

9 K. I. D. Maslen, ‘Edition Quantities for Robinson Crusoe, ’, The Library, 
(), –. Two entirely separate printings were published as the ‘third’ edition,
and two more as the ‘fourth’.

10 Robert Shiels, The Lives of the Poets (), iv. , quoted in Rogers (ed.), Daniel
Defoe, .
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on the novel, but others have rich and intriguing implications,
including a discourse ‘Of Isolation’ and a preface (reprinted in the
present edition as Appendix ) that strategically confuses Crusoe’s
voice and identity with Defoe’s own. This display of religious enthu-
siasm did little to head off criticism, however, and may even have
intensified it. ‘There is not an old Woman that can go to the Price of
it, but buys thy Life and Adventures, and leaves it as a Legacy, with
the Pilgrims Progress, the Practice of Piety, and God’s Revenge against
Murther,’ sneered Charles Gildon, a fading hack who railed against
(while profiting from) the novel’s vogue in The Life and Strange
Surprizing Adventures of Mr. D–––– De F–– (), a scurri-
lous attack that was soon in its third edition.11 Where Gildon damned
the novel by association with popular piety and Dissent, others
saw it as a cynical exercise in the kind of far-fetched travelogue
that Swift was shortly to mock in the deadpan implausibilities of
Gulliver’s Travels (). Naive adults marvel at ‘common Books of
Travels and Voyages . . . stuff’d with . . . monstrous and incredible
Narrations’, one contemporary scoffed, while their offspring ‘are
little less delighted with such Books as the Lives and Adventures of
Robinson Crusoe’.12 With its offer of low pleasures to low readers,
from vulgar religiosity to sensational adventure, the novel was a
commercial triumph to be envied, but in almost no recorded case a
literary achievement to be praised.

Several explanations can be given for this downbeat reception. For
Defoe and his publisher, the widespread denigration of Robinson
Crusoe was a simple case of sour grapes, and spoiling copy, on the
part of professional rivals. As the ‘Publisher’s Introduction’ to Serious
Reflections protests, the work had elicited ‘a thousand hard Words
from the Men of Trade; the Effect of that Regret which they enter-
tain’d, at their having no Share in it’. But Defoe’s controversial
personal reputation must also have been a factor. A prolific writer on
trade, religion, and politics for decades before Robinson Crusoe, he
was known above all as a journalist and agitator with ideological
roots in the revolutionary Puritanism of the civil war era. Educated
at a prominent academy for Dissenters (Protestants who refused
to conform to Anglican doctrine as laid down after the Restoration

11 Charles Gildon, The Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Mr. D––––
De F––, of London, Hosier (), pp. ix–x.

12 Anthony Hilliar, A Brief and Merry History of Great-Britain (Dublin, ), –.
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of ), Defoe was a lifelong campaigner against the claims of
divine-right absolutism in church and state, though also something
of a loose cannon at a time when categories of party allegiance were
beginning to harden. As a young man he took arms against James II
in the Duke of Monmouth’s disastrous west-country rebellion of
, and was lucky to escape the ‘Bloody Assizes’ that autumn,
when several of his former schoolfellows––‘your Western Martyrs
that, had they lived, would have been extraordinary Men’, as Defoe
remembered them13––were hanged or transported. When James was
successfully deposed at the ‘Glorious Revolution’ of –, Defoe
became a zealous propagandist for the incoming monarch, William
III, who claimed to have inaugurated a newly benign and consensual
mode of government based on contractual relations between ruler
and ruled. William was nothing less than ‘the restorer of English
liberty’, as Defoe put it in The Original Power of the Collective Body
of the People of England, Examined and Asserted ().14

Defoe came to the peak of his notoriety as the Tory and High
Anglican interest moved back into the ascendancy under Queen
Anne. He was arrested for or otherwise implicated in the production
of seditious libel on several occasions, the first time following his
authorship of The Shortest Way with the Dissenters (). This
pamphlet was a brilliantly provocative work of ventriloquism that
aimed to discredit Anglican extremists by tipping their rabble-
rousing rhetoric into outright calls for violent, even genocidal, sup-
pression of the nonconformist minority. Although The Shortest Way
is identifiable on second reading as laced with ironies that undercut
the surface argument, its immediate function was as a hoax designed
to ensnare or flush out his unwary political opponents. As Defoe
later explained, ‘The case the Book pointed at, was to speak in the
first Person of the Party, and then, thereby, not only speak their
Language, but make them acknowledge it to be theirs, which they
did so openly, that confounded all their Attempts afterwards to deny
it, and to call it a Scandal thrown upon them by another’ (Present State
of the Parties, ). A quarter of a century later, one of the cleverest
lines in Pope’s Dunciad––‘Earless on high, stood unabash’d Defoe’––
plays on Defoe’s adroit stage-management of the punishment that

13 Daniel Defoe, The Present State of the Parties in Great Britain (), .
14 Daniel Defoe, The True-Born Englishman and Other Writings, ed. P. N. Furbank

and W. R. Owens (London: Penguin, ), .
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ensued. Sentenced to stand in the pillory as (in the words of his
indictment) ‘a Seditious man and of a disordered mind, and a person
of bad name, reputation and Conversation’, Defoe was protected
by a ring of heavies, and pelted with flowers, while supporters dis-
tributed copies of his defiant new poem, A Hymn to the Pillory
(). With finely judged absurdity, Pope also keeps in play the
contaminating link with radical Puritanism of the civil war years,
as embodied in William Prynne, the Presbyterian activist whose
ears were cropped for seditious libel in the s, and the thwarted
revolutionary hero of Milton’s Samson Agonistes, ‘eyeless in Gaza’,
‘patient and undaunted’.15

Even in Whig and Dissenting circles, Defoe inspired little trust.
No side escapes incrimination in his political satires and tracts, least
of all Dissenters prepared to compromise (through the practice of
‘occasional conformity’ at Anglican communion) with the political
and religious establishment. After the questionable service done to
nonconformist interests in The Shortest Way, Defoe then worked for
years as the hired pen of the moderate Tory minister Robert Harley,
in whose service he also set up an espionage network and became
a key player in negotiations leading to the union of England and
Scotland in . Thereafter he grew in notoriety for his apparent
readiness to write on opposing sides of any controversy: ‘a hireling
Scribler’; ‘a mercenary Fellow that writ for and against all parties’;
‘a thorough-pac’d, true-bred Hypocrite, an High-Church Man one
Day, and a Rank Whig the next’.16 By the time of Robinson Crusoe,
he was a leading contributor to the most rabid Tory periodical of
the day, Mist’s Weekly Journal, albeit probably in a spirit of damage
limitation.

Defoe’s notoriety as a seditious libeller and literary mercenary
was not alleviated by sporadic allegations of other crimes and
misdemeanours, from smuggling, fraud, and horse-stealing to the

15 Alexander Pope, The Dunciad Variorum (), ii.  (see also i.  n., which
explicitly connects Defoe and Prynne); John Milton, Samson Agonistes (), lines ,
. The Old Bailey indictment of  is quoted by Paula R. Backscheider, Daniel
Defoe: His Life (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins University Press, ), .

16 William Pittis, The True-Born Englishman: A Satyr, Answer’d, nd edn. (),
; contemporary manuscript note in a copy of Defoe’s The True-Born Englishman
(), University of London Library, quoted by Backscheider, Daniel Defoe, ;
Judas Discuver’d . . . Being a Full and True Account of the Apprehending and Taking of
Mr. Daniel De Foe, on Saturday Last, for High-Treason (), .
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cuckoldry of a personal friend. Nor was it helped by the roller-
coaster swings of his business career. A spectacular bankrupt in early
life (he broke in  with debts of £,, more than a million in
modern money), and a fugitive from creditors at the time of his
death, Defoe was wealthy enough in other periods to ape a gentry
lifestyle, with his handsome retreat at Newington Green and his
trumped-up coat of arms (‘three griffins passant counterchanged’).
His early experience of debtors’ gaol was followed by another bank-
ruptcy in  and further arrests for debt in , but did not deter
him from keeping up an exotic series of projects and ventures along-
side his literary career. He dealt or speculated at different phases of
his life in almost every commodity imaginable, from hosiery, bricks,
and timber to civet cats, anchovies, and even a diving-bell for sal-
vaging treasure. Then there was the flamboyant figure he affected
in taverns and coffeehouses, the lavish tasselled wig and outsize
diamond pinky ring he famously sported expressing the same
upstart energies and ambitions that characterize his fictional heroes.
Not only a fanatic and an incendiary (two of the insults that dogged
Defoe most closely in his lifetime), the author of Robinson Crusoe was
also an egregious spiv, and a slave to bling.

Personal factors apart, denigration of the kind suffered by Defoe’s
novel was standard treatment at a time when prose fiction had yet to
position itself as a serious or legitimate mode of writing––a process
of generic elevation that only took hold with Richardson and Fielding
a generation later. Yet the sheer vigour of the attacks on Robinson
Crusoe also indicates a sense that something new and important was
poised to emerge on the literary scene, with disruptive long-term
consequences for the established hierarchy of genres. In the years
that followed, Defoe did little or nothing to minimize the scope for
censure. Between  and  he produced a spate of further
novels about lives of transgression, beginning with the exuberant
Captain Singleton () and closing in grimmer tones with Roxana
(), a work originally entitled The Fortunate Mistress (probably in
wry response to Eliza Haywood’s Idalia; or, The Unfortunate Mistress
(), a scandal narrative by Defoe’s only significant competitor
as a writer of fiction at the time).17 For all his sins, Crusoe looks a

17 Captain Singleton was preceded by a borderline candidate for designation as a
novel, Memoirs of a Cavalier (); Roxana was followed by another, A New Voyage
round the World ().
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model of respectability alongside the lawless protagonists of these
follow-up works: Singleton is a pirate, Roxana a courtesan and
borderline murderess; the heroine of Moll Flanders () is a street
robber, the hero of Colonel Jack () a pickpocket and mercenary.
In each case, Defoe’s choice of material was compounded by the
insidious tendency of his first-person style to foster vicarious involve-
ment in, even sympathetic identification with, the cause of each
narrating subject. As Roxana disarmingly puts it, her design as a
narrator is to ‘move the Pity, even of those that abhor the Crime’,18

and this morally destabilizing effect was only partly mitigated by the
expressions of repentance, some notably perfunctory and fragile,
that typically frame the novels.

Further tarnishing the reputation of Robinson Crusoe was its rapid
penetration into the murkiest depths of the book trade, beyond the
control of Defoe and his publisher William Taylor, who even went to
law in a forlorn attempt to protect his copyright. Taylor may have
authorized the first popular serialization of the work, which ran for
a year from October  in a halfpenny newspaper, the Original
London Post; or, Heathcot’s Intelligence (where instalments had the
interesting side-effect of dramatizing for readers the incremental
pace of Crusoe’s journal). But numerous other publishers cashed in
without permission or payment. Alongside the usual unauthorized
Dublin editions came several piracies and abridgements (including
an error-strewn collector’s item, The Life, and Strange Surprizing
Adventures of Robeson Cruso), while cheap, simplified chapbook
digests were produced for the literate poor. Then came the imita-
tions, beginning with a novel entitled The Adventures and Surprizing
Deliverances of James Dubourdieu and His Wife: Who Were Taken by
Pyrates, and Carried to the Uninhabited Part of the Isle of Paradise,
written by Ambrose Evans and cheekily marketed as ‘very proper to
be bound up with Robinson Crusoe’.19 This work came out in October
 as a double bill with another castaway fiction (The Adventures of
Alexander Vendchurch, Whose Ship’s Crew Rebelled against Him, and
Set Him on Shore on an Island in the South-Sea), thus inaugurating

18 Daniel Defoe, Roxana, ed. John Mullan (Oxford: Oxford World’s Classics, ),
.

19 Daily Post,  Oct. , quoted by Backscheider, Daniel Defoe, ; on Heathcot’s
Intelligence, see H. C. Hutchins, Robinson Crusoe and Its Printing, –: A Biblio-
graphical Study (New York: Columbia University Press, ), –.
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the long-lived subgenre of the ‘Robinsonade’. Other early works in
this vein, marked not only by the island theme but also by titular
claims to strangeness or surprise that were almost the Crusoe trade-
mark, include Ashton’s Memorial; or, An Authentick Account of the
Strange Adventures and Signal Deliverances of Mr. Philip Ashton;
Who . . . Liv’d Alone on a Desolate Island for about  Months (),
and The English Hermit, or the Unparalell’d and Surprizing Adven-
tures of One Philip Quarll, Who Was lately Found in an Uninhabited
Island in the South Sea ().20 All these novels adapt Defoe’s proto-
type in different ways, but all converge on the same basic plot of
isolation, survival, and providential care, often with other borrowed
motifs such as capture by pirates or Moors.

Voyager, castaway, improver

As the many imitations of Robinson Crusoe make clear, the appeal of
the work for many readers was simply as an adventure story, and here
Defoe was tapping into a vogue for voyage literature that was rife as
he wrote. The expanding range of exploratory and privateering
activity undertaken by mariners of the period made voyage narrative
a genre in healthy supply, and demand was ensured by the armchair
fantasies it offered of perilous quest, heroic trial, and often spectacu-
lar reward. As the Earl of Shaftesbury loftily complained in ,
voyages ‘are in our present Days, what Books of Chivalry were, in
those of our Forefathers’.21 Prominent examples include William
Dampier’s A New Voyage round the World () and his associate
Woodes Rogers’s A Cruising Voyage round the World (), both of

20 For a survey of the ‘Robinsonade’ subgenre, see Martin Green, The Robinson
Crusoe Story (University Park: Pennsylvania State University Press, ). Ashton’s
Memorial is a fictionalized memoir, ghostwritten by John Barnard; The English Hermit is
a novel by Peter Longueville, frequently republished in the eighteenth century, once
as The New Robinson Crusoe (). Among the best-known Robinsonades are three
German novels that recast Defoe’s original with significant twists: Johann Gottfried
Schnabel’s Insel Felsenburg (Felsenburg Island, –), a utopian satire that coined the
term Robinsonaden; Joachim Heinrich Campe’s Robinson der Jüngere (Robinson the
Younger, –), which makes the crucial move of stranding its hero without tools,
thereby providing the real prototype for ‘Crusoe economics’; Johann David Weiss’s Der
Schweizerische Robinson (Swiss Family Robinson, ), a myth of patriarchal community
that makes the island a symbolic refuge from the chaos of revolutionary Europe.

21 Anthony Ashley Cooper, Third Earl of Shaftesbury, Soliloquy; or, Advice to an
Author (), , quoted by Philip Edwards, The Story of the Voyage: Sea-Narratives
in Eighteenth-Century England (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, ), .
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which went into new editions––the sixth in Dampier’s case––shortly
before Robinson Crusoe. Like other mariner-authors of the period,
Dampier and Rogers may have sought professional assistance when
reworking their journals, but both take characteristic pride in their
own simplicity of utterance and corresponding authenticity of
report. In their respective prefaces, Dampier rejects the idea that in
matters of style ‘a Seaman should affect Politeness’, while Rogers
announces it as his deliberate choice ‘to keep to the Language of the
Sea’. Much of the vigour of both accounts flows from this demotic
plainness, and a particular success of Dampier’s text is his immedi-
acy in representing not only nautical and buccaneering exploits but
also something of his own inward state in the face of uncertainty and
peril. Other voyage narratives made more of the religious element
that remains a background feature of Dampier’s account, weaving
episodes of deliverance from storm and shipwreck into narratives of
individual reprobacy and salvation.

These are all aspects of the genre that Defoe would exploit, and
his appeal to the market for voyages is evident in the elaborate title-
page of Robinson Crusoe. This feature too attracted censure: ‘the
Title of Crusoe’s Adventures may pass for a Table of Contents’, one
journalist austerely protested, and paid ‘low court to the Vulgar’ in
its sensational tone.22 But extended titles paid off as a promotional
device, and were to become a miniature art form in Defoe’s later
novels: the heroine of Moll Flanders is ‘Twelve Year a Whore, Five
Times a Wife (whereof once to her own Brother)’; the hero of
Colonel Jack––in an inspired moment of typographical havoc––
‘married Four Wives, and Five of them prov’d Whores’. In the case
of Robinson Crusoe, the title stops short of advertising the work’s
preoccupation with cannibalism (a bridge too far for Dampier, who
had never encountered cannibals and doubted their existence), but
otherwise offers an irresistible blend of shipwreck, piracy, and won-
der. In similar vein, the nautical specificities and harrowing evoca-
tions of maritime crisis in Defoe’s early pages show how closely he
studied the voyage genre. The point is nicely caught by the satirist
who, when Swift parodied Dampier’s jargon of the sea in Gulliver’s
Travels, commented that the passages in question ‘seem to have

22 Matthew Concanen, ‘Of the Frauds of Booksellers’, The Speculatist (), ,
.
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been added . . . by the Author of Robinson Crusoe, to enhance the
Price’.23

Yet Defoe did much more than reproduce the Dampier format
as he found it, and the extended title also clarifies his priorities as
he adapted the conventions of the voyage, downplaying elements
redundant to his purpose and intensifying others. His thinking can
be glimpsed in an imaginary circumnavigation narrative that he
wrote some years later, A New Voyage round the World (), which
criticizes writers who allow the tedium of log-work and steerage to
crowd out genuine action. ‘The Stories of their Engagements, when
they have had any Scuffle either with Natives, or European Enemies,
are told superficially and by Halves’, Defoe’s narrator complains;
‘the Storms and Difficulties at Sea or on Shore, have no where a
full Relation’. The primary target here is Sir John Narbrough’s
relentlessly technical report of his South Seas explorations, post-
humously published in . But the implication is that even the
more colourful works of Dampier and Rogers––both of whose narra-
tives are inhibited in practice by the frequent illegality of their
exploits––will be surpassed in the present text. ‘A Seaman when he
comes to the Press, is pretty much out of his Element’, Defoe
observes; in the alternative element of print––the element of his own
personal mastery––he will rectify the usual imbalance.24

The method is already clear in Robinson Crusoe, with its turbulent
evocations of shipwreck and storm and its battles with cannibals
and mutineers. Here Defoe skilfully blends the rough directness of
voyage narrative with features that distinguish his style elsewhere,
notably a loose and flexible syntax that closely registers, in its impro-
visatory form, effects of disorderly motion and random shock. A
typical case arises on p.  when, pounded onto the island by waves,
Crusoe recalls that

the Sea having hurried me along as before, landed me, or rather dash’d me
against a Piece of a Rock, and that with such Force, as it left me senseless,
and indeed helpless, as to my own Deliverance; for the Blow taking my
Side and Breast, beat the Breath as it were quite out of my Body; and had
it returned again immediately, I must have been strangled in the Water . . .

This sentence continues for a hundred more words, and mediates its
23 Gulliver Decypher’d (?), ; for Swift’s parody, see Gulliver’s Travels, ed. Claude

Rawson and Ian Higgins (Oxford: Oxford World’s Classics, ), esp. – ( . i).
24 Daniel Defoe, A New Voyage round the World (), –, .
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representation of the storm entirely through the desperate senses
of the half-drowned Crusoe. Yet it also balances the delirium of
the moment with the clarity of later retrospection. The power of
Crusoe’s prose at this point flows from a deft combination of breath-
less, disoriented syntax with studious verbal selection: the self-
conscious modifications and elaborations (‘landed me, or rather
dash’d me’; ‘senseless, and indeed helpless’); the quickfire allitera-
tions (‘taking . . . my Breast, beat the Breath’), the abrupt lexical
surprises (‘strangled in the water’).

Elsewhere Defoe connects the turmoil of ocean and the turmoil of
consciousness in the same shared terms––Crusoe ‘drowns’ his
repentance after one crisis (p. ); thoughts ‘rowl’ upon his mind in
another (p. )––but on this occasion he sets up a different pattern
in the text. In a passage of desolate calm that epitomized, for
Virginia Woolf, the spare eloquence of the novel, Crusoe then goes
on to recognize that all his comrades are dead, ‘for, as for them, I
never saw them afterwards, or any Sign of them, except three of their
Hats, one Cap, and two Shoes that were not Fellows’ (p. ). In a
novel where traces of life and signs of its absence are typically
expressed as solitary footfalls, single footprints, or even (after the
feast by cannibals on the shore) discarded and scattered feet, the
unpaired shoes are a stroke of laconic genius.

Voyage narrative was not only an opportunity for outlandish
adventure, however, or a launchpad for Defoe’s virtuosity as a narra-
tor of catastrophe. For all his disparagement of non-narrative con-
tent, he also took care to absorb and develop more strictly descriptive
features of the voyage genre. Dampier’s text is one in which, some-
times awkwardly, episodes of buccaneering and pillage exist along-
side meticulous attempts to amass geographical information, record
natural phenomena, and even approach what we might now call
ethnography. In these ways, voyage writers not only assessed their
destinations as candidates for colonial exploitation; they also re-
sponded, more or less consciously, to the calls of Royal Society
scientists that voyagers should contribute to knowledge through
systematic observation and description of natural history in all its
branches. Crusoe’s table of climatic patterns and his call on ‘the
Naturalists’ to explain a physical phenomenon that leaves him baffled
(pp. , ) are two conspicuous instances of a pervasive tendency
in the text. Here Defoe not only builds on the norms of voyage
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narrative but also pursues the affinity with Baconian empirical and
experimental science that marks his canon as a whole. Among the
clearest examples are The Storm (), which documents a freak
hurricane that had devastated England a few months beforehand,
and A General History of Discoveries and Improvements (–), a
historical account of ancient and modern innovations in commerce,
industry, and exploration. As well as observing and recording nature,
Crusoe pursues the Baconian project of turning nature to practical
advantage through experiment and technological innovation, with
meticulous write-up of the results. Some of his attempts to become
‘Master of every mechanick Art’ (p. ) are more promising than
others. But all, from his ingenious fabrication of pots and baskets to
his ill-advised tobacco therapy (‘I . . . held my Nose close over the
Smoke of it as long as I could bear it’ (p. ) ), display a commitment
to scientific advance rivalling that of the most diligent voyage narra-
tor. As Ilse Vickers puts it, Robinson Crusoe expresses ‘the character-
istic Baconian belief in man’s duty to study, alter and improve nature
to his various uses’; its focus on Crusoe’s discoveries and applica-
tions makes the novel ‘an allegory of the advancement of learning: a
model of initiative and invention’.25

At another level, Crusoe’s close observation of rainfall and tides,
and his assiduous experiments in farming and manufacture, express
survival skills of very much the kind dramatized in some of the most
celebrated episodes of voyage narrative. Several voyages record tales
of castaways or maroons, the best known being the Scots mariner
Alexander Selkirk, a figure long assumed to have been the primary
model for Crusoe. Marooned after a dispute with his captain on
the island of Más a Tierra in the south Pacific archipelago of Juan
Fernández,26 Selkirk survived alone for more than four years. His
rescue came in February , when Woodes Rogers put in at the
island to find it inhabited by ‘a Man clothed in Goat-Skins, who
look’d wilder than the first Owners of them’.27 After voyaging further

25 Ilse Vickers, Defoe and the New Sciences (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press,
), , .

26 The island, a dominion of Chile, has now been entrepreneurially renamed Isla
Robinson Crusoe, though Defoe clearly strands his hero in the south Caribbean––
where, as Derek Walcott dryly observes, ‘he has become the property of the Trinidad
and Tobago Tourist board’ (‘Figure of Crusoe’, ).

27 Woodes Rogers, A Cruising Voyage round the World, nd edn. (), . Sub-
sequent quotations are from pp. – of this edition.
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with Rogers, Selkirk returned to Britain to become a reluctant
celebrity in the following decade, and the pages devoted by Rogers to
his case may indeed have set Defoe’s mind to work. As well as
appearing in A Cruising Voyage, Rogers’s account was separately
published in pamphlet form, with a title that heralds Defoe’s dual
emphasis on divine superintendence and strange adventure: Provi-
dence Display’d, or a very Surprizing Account of one Mr. Alexander
Selkirk, Master of a Merchant-Man call’d the Cinque-Ports; who
Dreaming that the Ship would soon after be lost, he desired to be left on a
Desolate-Island in the South-Seas, where he liv’d Four Years and Four
Months, without seeing the Face of Man, the Ship being afterwards cast
away as he Dreamed ().

In Rogers’s account, Selkirk survives an early period of despair, in
which ‘for the first eight months [he] had much ado to bear up
against Melancholy, and the Terror of being left alone in such a
desolate place’. Central to his recovery are his efforts to impose
meaning on adversity by literally inscribing his identity on the island
and structuring the vacancies of time. As Crusoe carves the record of
his shipwreck on a post and notches each passing day, so Selkirk
asserts his presence ‘by cutting his Name on the Trees, and the Time
of his being left, and Continuance there’. Other details of Selkirk’s
isolation look forward to Robinson Crusoe. He sustains himself spir-
itually through daily religious exercise, singing psalms and reciting
scripture, and survives in practice by ingeniously adapting his basic
stock of equipment: ‘a Firelock, some Powder, Bullets, and Tobacco,
a Hatchet, a Knife, a Kettle, a Bible, some practical Pieces, and his
Mathematical Instruments and Books’. He hunts goats on foot when
his gunpowder runs out, and, with Crusoe-like zeal for tabulating
experience, ‘kept an Account of  that he killed while there’. Like
Crusoe again, who domesticates kids and holds whimsical banquets
with his parrot and dog, Selkirk ‘tam’d some Kids, and to divert
himself would now and then sing and dance with them and his Cats’.
He builds two huts from trees and grass, assigning separate purposes
to each, and stitches together goatskins for clothes and bedding;
he hides in a tree from marauding Spaniards ‘because he appre-
hended they would murder him, or make a Slave of him in the
Mines’.

Parallels with Defoe’s hero are also suggested by other published
accounts of Selkirk’s ordeal, including an essay of  by a rival
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Whig journalist, Richard Steele. Concluding his essay, Steele antici-
pates Crusoe’s disenchantment with the prosperity of his post-island
life––‘I had more Care upon my Head now, than I had in my silent
State of Life in the Island’ (p. )––by placing a similar paradox
in Selkirk’s mouth. ‘I am now worth  Pounds’, Steele has Selkirk
lament, ‘but shall never be so happy, as when I was not worth a
Farthing.’28

Selkirk was by no means the only available model, however. In
A Cruising Voyage, Rogers compares him with a previous inhabitant
of Más a Tierra, a Moskito Indian named Will, who had been
marooned from  to  until rescued by Dampier’s crew.
Dampier devotes several pages to Will’s formidable survival skills,
again with emphasis on his improvisatory use of the small supply
of tools and firearms available to him on the island. Dampier also
describes a ritual greeting between Will and the first rescuer to reach
him that anticipates Friday’s encounter with Crusoe and later reunion
with his father. In Dampier’s somewhat cumbersome account, the
rescuer is a fellow Moskito named Robin, who ‘first leap’d ashore,
and running to his Brother Moskito Man, threw himself flat on his
face at his feet, who helping him up, and embracing him, fell flat
with his face on the Ground at Robin’s feet, and was by him taken up
also.’29 At one level, Friday’s comparable gesture in Robinson Crusoe
becomes a fantasy of colonial mastery––‘this it seems was in token of
swearing to be my Slave for ever’, Crusoe eagerly assumes (p. )––
but it may also be a borrowed reflection of actual Carib custom. Some-
thing similar may be true of the naming scene, where Crusoe appears
to ignore or erase Friday’s native identity and name. ‘By renaming
this handsome, twenty-six-year-old savage, Crusoe assumes posses-
sion of him in the same way that Columbus assumed possession of
the land by his namings,’ writes one critic; another protests that
‘Crusoe . . . never over the years inquires as to “Friday’s” real
name’.30 The assertion of ownership is unmistakable, but Defoe’s
point about the naming (which, in a masterstroke of irony, Crusoe

28 Richard Steele, The Englishman (),  (No. ,  Dec. ).
29 William Dampier, A New Voyage round the World, th edn. (), .
30 Maximillian E. Novak, ‘Friday: or, The Power of Naming’, in Albert J. Rivero

(ed.), Augustan Subjects: Essays in Honor of Martin C. Battestin (Newark: University of
Delaware Press, ), ; Patrick J. Keane, ‘Slavery and the Slave Trade: Crusoe
as Defoe’s Representative’, in Roger D. Lund (ed.), Critical Essays on Daniel Defoe
(New York: G. K. Hall, ), .
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botches, having already lost count of his calendar by a day) may be
slightly different. Personal naming is alien to the culture inhabited
by Will and Robin, Dampier claims: ‘They take it as a great favour to
be named by any of us, and will complain for want of it, if we do not
appoint them some name when they are with us: saying of them-
selves they are poor Men, and have no Name’ (New Voyage, –).

Other castaways have been disinterred in a long-running quest
to uncover the ‘original’ Crusoe––a quest in which points of com-
parison routinely drift into assertions of direct influence. Among
the earliest candidates to emerge was the protagonist of a twelfth-
century Hispano-Arabian text, the Philosophus autodidactus of Abu
ibn al-Tufail, which existed in at least two English translations in
Defoe’s lifetime, including Simon Ockley’s The Improvement of
Human-Reason, Exhibited in the Life of Hai Ebn Yokdan (). This
work tells of a child of nature who grows to maturity and wisdom in
isolation from society, and it reappeared again in a loose adaptation
soon after Robinson Crusoe. The original text ‘has certainly been
known to some few of our Countrymen’, the preface to this adapta-
tion declares, and ‘the late History of Robinson Crusoe . . . plainly
shows its Author had his first Hints from hence’.31 Much more
recently, Portuguese candidates have been proposed in a monograph
based on similarities between Robinson Crusoe and various Renais-
sance travelogues, including the story of Fernão Lopes, who in the
sixteenth century was stranded on St Helena for a decade with a
Friday-like Javanese servant. Defoe is unlikely to have known the
detail of this case, but he may indeed have seen passing mentions in
translated histories of ‘Ferdinando Lopez, who to do Pennance for his
Sins, voluntarily staid with a Black in the Island St. Helena, where he
. . . began to sow that Island’.32

Closer to home is the castaway narrative of Henry Pitman, a sur-
geon and pharmacist with distant biographical links to Defoe. Like
Defoe, Pitman had been involved in the Monmouth rebellion of
, and he survived to publish an account of his misfortunes with
the bookseller John Taylor, whose son William was to publish Robin-
son Crusoe thirty years later. Sentenced to transportation, Pitman
escaped with a group of fellow fugitives from the rising, only to be

31 The Life and Surprizing Adventures of Don Juliani de Trezz (c.), Preface.
32 Manuel de Faria e Sousa, The Portugues Asia (), ; see also Fernanda Durão

Ferreira, The Portuguese Origins of Robinson Crusoe (London: Minerva Press, ).
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cast away in  on the Caribbean island of Tortuga. He returned
after the Glorious Revolution to record his experience in A Relation
of the Great Sufferings and Strange Adventures of Henry Pitman,
Chyrurgion to the Late Duke of Monmouth (). Among the salient
details of Pitman’s narrative are his recurrent fears of falling prey to
cannibals or ‘inhumane Man-eaters’, his dogged but failed attempts
to make pottery ‘by tempering the finest Sand with the Yolks of
Turtles Eggs and Goats Hair’, and his admiration for the hunting
skills of ‘my Indian’ (a native he buys from buccaneers for thirty
pieces of eight), ‘at which he was dextrous, that with his Bow and
Arrow he would shoot a small Fish at a great distance’. Eventually, in
an episode loosely resembling Crusoe’s escape, the fugitives make off
by ambushing a gang of mutineers who drop anchor off Tortuga,
sailing away and leaving the mutineers stranded on ‘this desolate and
disconsolate Island’.33

No single castaway narrative anticipates more than sporadic elem-
ents of Defoe’s novel, however, and collectively they reveal nothing
so much as the creative surplus generated in Robinson Crusoe. It is
fair to assume that Defoe looked for raw material––environmental
details, survival techniques, even psychological insights––in stories
of figures like Selkirk, but the most telling overlaps show that he was
in the business of transformation, not imitation. Indeed, the most
striking thing about Crusoe’s narrative is its reversal of the standard
trajectory of castaway tales, which involve not the construction of
a miniaturized civilization but extremes of degradation or even
derangement: more Lord of the Flies than Robinson Crusoe. Where
Crusoe flourishes in his little kingdom, progresses from wickedness
to regeneration, and grows in expressive fluency after decades alone,
Selkirk looks wilder than a goat when rescued, and ‘had so much
forgot his Language for want of Use, that we could scarce under-
stand him, for he seem’d to speak his words by halves’ (Cruising
Voyage, ). Ian Watt notes other cases of degeneration, including
that of a castaway on Mauritius driven mad by a diet of raw turtle,
and another on St Helena who puts to sea in the coffin of a buried
comrade.34

33 A Relation of the Great Sufferings and Strange Adventures of Henry Pitman (),
, , , ; see also Tim Severin, ‘Did Defoe’s Publisher Know a “Real” Robinson
Crusoe?’, Notes and Queries, . (), –.

34 Ian Watt, ‘Robinson Crusoe as a Myth’, Essays in Criticism, . (), .
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At such points, if Defoe is indeed writing with historical cases in
mind, his activity is one of radical remodelling, even pointed viola-
tion, of the expected pattern. By stranding Crusoe on the island and
having him triumph over adversity, he offered his readers a gratify-
ing fantasy of personal achievement, and one expressing the cluster
of ideas contained in one of the most resonant terms of his personal
lexicon, ‘improvement’. From the raw material of the castaway tales,
in which Crusoe’s supposed models rarely move much beyond a
state of low-level endurance, Defoe could produce a thematically
concentrated study of inventiveness, industry, and improvement in
its multiple senses. There are the practical lessons and spiritual
growth that Crusoe draws from experience, ‘improv[ing]’ himself in
‘all the mechanick Exercises which my Necessities put me upon’
(p. ) and making ‘a just Improvement’ of providential signs for
the sake of religious consolation (p. ). Then there are the
achievements of manufacture and agriculture that mark his sojourn
on the island, from domestic utensils––‘in my Wicker Ware also I
improved much’ (p. )––to the cornfields, plantations, and
enclosures––‘my Works and Improvements’ (p. )––that threaten
to betray his presence when the cannibals land. Even Crusoe’s audi-
ence must join in the process by approaching his narrative with an
eye to ‘the Improvement of it’ in their own lives (p. ).

In the largest sense, Robinson Crusoe thus contrives a narrative of
human domination over raw nature in tune with the Whig ideology
of progress that Defoe expresses more directly elsewhere. The theme
is at its most pronounced in his last works, notably his celebrations
of burgeoning industry and commerce in A Tour thro’ the Whole
Island of Great Britain (–) and his insistence elsewhere that the
English must truly become ‘that industrious, applying, improving
People that we pretend to be, and that we ought to be, and might
be’.35 Crusoe provides a model of just this endeavour, a character
driven by the quest for improvement, and one who dedicates himself
to productive labour, conversion of raw materials and resources
into goods for consumption and investment, and rigorous account-
ancy of profit and loss in material and spiritual concerns. From here
flows the remarkable afterlife of Defoe’s creation, especially via the
German Robinsonades, in the history of economics. Crusoe is still
an illustrative focus for analysis of such topics in economic theory

35 Daniel Defoe, An Humble Proposal to the People of England (), .
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as marginal utility, commodity exchange, and the labour theory
of value, while the absence of women and the subordination of
Friday in the island economy have spurred debate in feminist and
postcolonial economics.36

Yet the status of Defoe’s hero as ‘the complacent apologist of
nascent industrial capitalism’, as Watt puts it in an extreme state-
ment of this approach (‘Robinson Crusoe as a Myth’, ), is always
tenuous. As many factors make clear, including his boredom with the
profitable Brazilian plantation and his disinclination to go beyond
self-sufficiency, Crusoe is a peculiarly feckless and short-sighted capit-
alist. He is also one whose ill-focused cupidity is quietly mocked in
the novel. Coleridge famously applauded the moment where Crusoe
suspends his religious reflections on money––‘O Drug! said I aloud,
what art thou good for . . . However, upon second Thoughts, I
took it away’ (p. )––and the irony lingers throughout the work.
Repeatedly, Crusoe disparages his gold––‘ ’Twas to me as the Dirt
under my Feet’ (p. )––even while counting and hoarding it with
obsessive care. In Farther Adventures, he frankly acknowledges his
temperamental unfitness for the rigours of capitalist venture, as
though Defoe foresaw the violence that would be done to the original
work, with all its complicating ironies and hints. Invited to join a
commercial voyage to China, Crusoe now makes clear that he
accepts from mere restlessness, for ‘if Trade was not my Element,
Rambling was’. As for the dignity of work and the accumulation of
commodities for profit, he insists that his labour on the island was for
survival alone, with no further purpose in, or application to, the
world beyond. Rather than modelling the condition of economic
man, he simply escapes it, and he evokes the treadmill of commercial
modernity in tones that are almost tragic:

I saw the World busy round me, one Part labouring for Bread, and the
other Part squandring in vile Excesses or empty Pleasures, equally miser-
able, because the End they propos’d still fled from them; for the Man of
Pleasure every Day surfeited of his Vice, and heap’d up Work for Sorrow
and Repentance; and the M[e]n of Labour spent their Strength in daily

36 For a survey, see M. V. White, ‘Robinson Crusoe’, in John Eatwell, Murray
Milgate, and Peter Newman (eds.), The New Palgrave: A Dictionary of Economics,  vols.
(New York: Stockton Press, ), iv. –; for recent developments, see Ulla Grapard
and Gillian Hewitson (eds.), Robinson Crusoe: The Construction and Deconstruction of
Economic Man (London: Routledge, ).
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Strugglings for Bread to maintain the vital Strength they labour’d with, so
living in a daily Circulation of Sorrow, living but to work, and working but
to live, as if daily Bread were the only End of wearisome Life, and a
wearisome Life the only Occasion of daily Bread.37

Religion and politics

Elsewhere in the sequel, Defoe’s answer to readers who approached
Robinson Crusoe in secular terms, scanning the text for errors in
geography or inconsistencies of action, was to point to his religious
seriousness. The abridgements had injured him not only by breach-
ing copyright, he protests in the preface to Farther Adventures, but
also by representing the original work as mere adventure: ‘They strip
it of all those Reflections, as well religious as moral, which . . . are
calculated for the infinite Advantage of the Reader’. Claims to
didactic probity in fiction were almost obligatory at the time, and
need to be handled with care elsewhere in Defoe. But the religious
dimension of Robinson Crusoe goes beyond incidental moralizing,
and informs the whole shape of the text. As J. Paul Hunter puts it
in one of two landmark accounts of religious traditions in Defoe,
‘Robinson Crusoe is structured on the basis of a familiar Christian
pattern of disobedience-punishment-repentance-deliverance, a pat-
tern set up in the first few pages of the book’.38 From this point of
view, castaways like Selkirk look less significant than the biblical
exemplars who sometimes break the narrative surface: Jonah, pun-
ished for his disobedience by a storm at sea but providentially
brought to land; Job, tested by unthinkable adversity but rewarded at
his latter end; the reckless but repentant prodigal son of Luke .
Also in play are the traditions of conversion narrative and diary-
keeping outlined in G. A. Starr’s classic study Defoe and Spiritual
Autobiography (), associated in particular with the Puritan cul-
ture in which Defoe was raised. In spiritual autobiography, the indi-
vidual life gains shape and meaning from the moment of repentance
or conversion, but this moment rarely turns out to be secure, jeop-
ardized as it is by recurrent backsliding, and demanding constant
struggle. Focused to the exclusion of material conditions or secular

37 Daniel Defoe, The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe (), –; –.
38 J. Paul Hunter, The Reluctant Pilgrim: Defoe’s Emblematic Method and Quest for

Form in Robinson Crusoe (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins Press, ), .
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concerns on the fluctuating state of the soul, spiritual autobiography
records the ongoing battle of inward grace with outward temptation,
and demonstrates the author’s efforts to achieve redemption while
also inscribing the process for personal or shared contemplation.

With his anxious self-reproaches on religious grounds, and his
determination to understand his life in terms of sin and grace,
Crusoe organizes his narrative in a form that is clearly continuous
with this tradition. Like Bunyan in Grace Abounding (), he
snatches spurts of spiritual growth from chance fragments of scrip-
ture, and imposes meaning on the chaos of self and experience by
progressively discovering, and constantly reasserting, providential
pattern and meaning. Here the coexistence of journal and memoir
in Crusoe’s text is an important device for highlighting spiritual
change. The early journal suggests the unmediated ‘Discomposure
of Mind’ (p. ) that afflicts Crusoe in his unregenerate condition;
conversion then makes possible the orderly interpretation and com-
munication of an otherwise ‘unaccountable Life’ (p. ). In both
cases, the result is strangely claustrophobic, the rigour of Crusoe’s
focus on spiritual inwardness tending to distance everything outside
the self (though this is a fluctuating effect, part of Defoe’s point
about Crusoe being the inconsistency of his spiritual progress). As in
Defoe’s fiction as a whole, though with peculiar appropriateness in
the case of this island novel, the consciousness of the narrator comes
across as supremely alone and aloof, imprisoned in self-absorption
even as the island becomes peopled. The first-person form perfectly
embodies the philosophical solipsism articulated in Serious Reflec-
tions: the view that ‘Life in general is . . . but one universal Act
of Solitude’, in which ‘Every Thing revolves in our Minds by
innumerable circular Motions, all centring in our selves’ (Serious
Reflections, ).

It is a standard move to associate the obsessive self-analysis of
spiritual autobiographers with the emergence, via Defoe and others,
of a modern novel dedicated to inward experience and complex psy-
chological representation. That is not to say, however, that Crusoe
always comes across as rigorous or reliable when invoking spiritual or
providential causes and effects. Although Serious Reflections censures
those who cite reliance on Providence to excuse their own weakness
or neglect, there are points in the novel where Crusoe does exactly
that himself. When he fires at random into a group of mutineers,
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only two of whom are his targets, his casual excuse that he thereby
puts it ‘wholly upon God’s Providence to direct the Shot’ (p. )
inspires little confidence in his invocations of Providence elsewhere.
At other points––when the barley grows for miraculous or natural
reasons; when Crusoe is cured by scripture or tobacco––alternative
determinants remain delicately in play, with no firm adjudication
between secular and religious explanation. It is easy to see why, for
Gildon, the religious glosses of Crusoe’s narrative were no more
than irrelevant cant, padding put gratuitously in ‘to swell the Bulk of
your Treatise up to a five Shilling Book’ (Life . . . of Mr. D–––– De
F–– , –). Instead, the real explanation of the novel lay in the
resemblance between Crusoe’s character––including his religious
hypocrisy––and that of Defoe himself. In their unscrupulous motiva-
tion and erratic progress, Crusoe’s adventures could be mapped
directly onto the wayward career of their author. ‘You are the true
Allegorick Image of thy tender Father D––––l ’, Gildon has Defoe
tell Crusoe in a dramatized part of the pamphlet: ‘I drew thee from
the Consideration of my own Mind; I have been all my Life that
Rambling, Inconsistent Creature, which I have made thee’ (p. x).

Somewhat surprisingly, this was a charge that Defoe was prepared
to embrace. His preface to Serious Reflections is a masterly exercise
in ambiguity, written in a voice that associates, without ever quite
equating, Crusoe’s perspective with his own. Irresistibly, however,
this preface implies the validity of an approach to Robinson Crusoe
as displaced autobiography, either because Defoe had consciously
encoded his own misfortunes in Crusoe’s, or because Gildon had
alerted him to symbolic patterns that were unconscious at the time
of writing. Throughout his life, the language of storm and shipwreck
came instinctively to Defoe with reference to his own career, and his
favourite metaphor for debt was one of drowning: ‘The Gulph is too
Large for me to Get ashore again’, he laments in a typical letter.39 In
Serious Reflections, he builds on his earlier public self-representations
by inviting readers to find autobiographical hints in the disasters
suffered by Crusoe. He even uses the term ‘Allegorick History’ to
redefine the novel no longer as literal truth (the official pose of the
original text) but as something teasingly poised between fact and
fiction. Now Robinson Crusoe is an ‘imaginary Story’, but one that in

39 Letters of Daniel Defoe, ed. George Harris Healey (Oxford: Clarendon Press, ),
 (to Robert Harley, May–June ?).
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its circumstances reflects the real-life trials of its author: a man who
has endured ‘a Life of Wonders in continu’d Storms . . . been in
Slavery worse than Turkish . . . been taken up at Sea in Distress,
rais’d again and depress’d again, and that oftner perhaps in one
Man’s Life than ever was known before; Shipwreck’d often, tho’
more by Land than by Sea . . .’ (Appendix , pp. –). Most
strikingly of all, this new account of Robinson Crusoe as figurative
autobiography turns the castaway experience that dominates the
novel into a great emblem of incarceration. In a passage from Serious
Reflections that was to be adopted by Albert Camus as an epigraph to
La Peste (), Defoe writes enigmatically of ‘a State of forc’d
Confinement, which in my real History is represented by a confin’d
Retreat in an Island’; the entire novel thus expresses ‘one kind of
Imprisonment by another’ (Appendix , p. ).

It would be misguided, of course, to attempt systematic corre-
lation between the plot of Robinson Crusoe and its author’s life.
Occasionally, the hard outlines of Pilgrim’s Progress-style allegory
look to be in prospect, as when Crusoe writes of arriving at ‘the
Island of Despair’ (p. ). But for the most part the significant
connections are to do with psychological, emotional, and spiritual
states, or with general patterns of oscillation between good and bad
fortune. That said, Defoe’s talk of the island as symbolic of other
confinement inevitably suggests his own past as a political prisoner,
and the link is reinforced by the cry Crusoe teaches his parrot––
‘Poor Robin Crusoe . . . Where have you been? How come you here?’
(p. )––which echoes Defoe’s own public lament after his punish-
ment for seditious libel: ‘Alas, Poor De Foe! What hast thou been
doing, and for what hast thou suffer’d?’40 More generally, Camus
may have intuited something important when using Defoe’s words
from Serious Reflections to invite a political reading of his own novel
(an allegory of oppression in which plague connotes Nazi occupa-
tion). It is important to remember here that Defoe’s imprisonment
for writing The Shortest Way was not only a matter of personal
misfortune. It was also, in his own eyes, the symptom of a larger,
communal persecution, resurgent after  but severest under the
restored Stuart monarchy of –, which is also almost exactly
the span of Crusoe’s ordeal on the island. This was a period of

40 Daniel Defoe, A Second Volume of the Writings of the Author of The True-Born
Englishman (), .
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‘Trampling on Laws, Oppressing of Subjects, Invading Property,
Persecuting for Conscience, and Suspending the Laws’, as Defoe
characterized it decades later; the crisis comes with Charles II’s
death in  and the failure of the Monmouth rising, when ‘the
Fury of Civil-War it self began to revive in the Popish and Tyran-
nical Government of King James II’ (Present State of the Parties, ).

The celebrated passage in which Crusoe refers to his island exile
as ‘my Reign, or my Captivity, which you please’ (p. ) usefully
indicates the equal and opposite political echoes sounded by his
situation and language. Chronological correspondence is crucial here,
and the pointed simultaneity between Crusoe’s time on the island
and the reign at home of the restored Stuarts suggests a related
thematic correspondence, linking Crusoe’s captivity and reign with
the predicament of England, or of Dissenters in particular, through-
out the Restoration years. Crusoe is shipwrecked and stranded on
 September , just as the collapse of the Puritan republic was
becoming inevitable, and a few months before Milton theatrically
uttered, in The Ready and Easy Way to Establish a Free Common-
wealth (), ‘the last words of our expiring liberty’.41 But the exact
day and month are also important, in keeping with Defoe’s emphasis
in Serious Reflections and elsewhere on the providential significance
of dates and their recurrence in history. The day of Crusoe’s ship-
wreck heralds three key moments, for Defoe, in the extended national
crisis surrounding James II’s reign: James’s marriage to Mary of
Modena on  September , an event inseparable in the public
mind from his conversion to Catholicism; the execution at Taunton
of several prominent Monmouth rebels, including Defoe’s schoolfel-
lows Benjamin Hewling and William Jenkyn, on  September ;
William of Orange’s Declaration of  September , announ-
cing his intention to intervene against James. The date of Crusoe’s
return to England is no less significant. He reaches his homeland
on  June , two years to the day after Monmouth had landed
at Lyme to raise his ill-fated rebellion. But this is also a more
auspicious time, when an increasingly formidable and concerted
opposition to James were already negotiating with William, the aim
being (in Defoe’s words elsewhere) ‘to restore the Liberties of the
People, which the arbitrary Proceedings of that King had ruin’d and

41 John Milton: The Major Works, ed. Stephen Orgel and Jonathan Goldberg
(Oxford: Oxford University Press, ), .
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subverted’.42 As Michael Seidel writes in the first serious attempt
to correlate the time scheme of Robinson Crusoe with English polit-
ical history, ‘Crusoe endures an exile that parallels what Defoe saw as
a condition of the home island’s regressive turn toward more and
more oppressive home rule . . . and he returns just as his land is
about to regain a legitimate status, or return to its senses’.43

Several indications point up the relationship between Crusoe’s
afflictions on one hand and Stuart despotism on the other. It may be
speculative to associate the summer storms on Crusoe’s island with
the rain-drenched rout at Sedgemoor, as Tom Paulin does in his
bravura account of Robinson Crusoe as a novel of survivor’s guilt, or
to hear the jeering of Judge Jeffreys at the Bloody Assizes in the
‘cruel bloody Entertainment’ of the cannibals on the shore (p. ).44

But it is hard not to think of Defoe’s friends and fellow rebels
when considering the incongruous imagery of judicial sentencing,
death by hanging, and sudden reprieve that haunts the novel, while
Crusoe’s Job-like patience in his captivity neatly registers the spirit
of pious endurance sustaining Dissenters during the Restoration
years. One of Defoe’s most direct political hints comes when Crusoe
compares his landing on the island to a stay of execution, and quotes
a rare line of verse: ‘For sudden Joys, like Griefs, confound at first.’
The source of this quotation was not identified in scholarship until
, but would have been recognized by many early readers as
a controversial broadside of  by Robert Wild, a Dissenting min-
ister and satirical poet, entitled Dr. Wild’s Humble Thanks for His
Majesties Gracious Declaration for Liberty of Conscience.45 The poem
voices the mingled hopes and fears of Dissenters on the vexed issue
of religious toleration, and by citing it Defoe connects Crusoe’s
island ordeal with the Puritan condition of jeopardy and alienation
under Stuart rule. By referring in particular to the ‘sudden joys’
provoked by this promise of religious rights, he also sounds an ironic
note, given the well-founded suspicion that later emerged that Stuart
policies on toleration were largely a ploy to strengthen the position

42 Daniel Defoe, Jure Divino (), x.
43 Michael Seidel, ‘Crusoe in Exile’, PMLA  (), .
44 Tom Paulin, ‘Fugitive Crusoe’, London Review of Books, . ( July ),

–; a revised version is in Paulin’s Crusoe’s Secret: The Aesthetics of Dissent (London:
Faber, ).

45 Robert Wild, A Letter from Dr. Robert Wild . . . Together with His Poetica Licentia
(), ; see also Explanatory Note to p. .
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of an implacable Catholic interest. As Defoe robustly put it years
later (glancing at the fate of Huguenots in Catholic France), ‘I told
the Dissenters, I had rather the Church of England should pull our
Cloaths off by Fines and Forfeitures, than the Papists should fall
both upon the Church, and the Dissenters, and pull our Skins off by
Fire and Fagot.’46 Crusoe’s perils, like those of his co-religionists, are
only beginning at this point.

Yet there is no allegorical equivalence here, nor even the clarity of
a number of other intertexts suggested by Crusoe’s situation. In
Andrew Marvell’s poem ‘Bermudas’, the Puritan oarsmen who flee
the Laudian persecutions of the s rejoice as they approach ‘an
Isle so long unknown | And yet far kinder than our own’, and the
political meaning becomes unmistakable as they disembark ‘on a
grassy Stage; | Safe from the Storms, and Prelat’s rage’.47 In Henry
Pitman’s narrative of his ordeal on Tortuga, the status of the cast-
aways as ‘Sufferers on the account of the Duke of Monmouth’ is
never forgotten, and the Caribbean as a whole turns out to be awash
with Monmouth sympathizers, even among James II’s navy (Rela-
tion of Henry Pitman, ; see also , ). No such explicit indica-
tions are available in Robinson Crusoe, and the messages we get are
more interestingly mixed. If on some occasions Crusoe suggests the
posture of Puritan martyrology, reflecting the tone and stance of the
defeated Milton or the imprisoned Bunyan, he also intermittently
assumes a more ironic guise. Scholars have struggled to reconcile
Crusoe’s language of divine-right absolutism with Defoe’s own
Lockean politics, which, as expressed in texts such as The Ori-
ginal Power, firmly resists the claim of monarchical authority to be
grounded in anything other than the assent of the people, contractu-
ally established and liable to withdrawal when power is abused. Yet
the tone is clearly whimsical, even parodic, when Crusoe talks of
being ‘King and Lord of all this Country indefeasibly’ (p. ).
This is not Crusoe’s only attempt to define his relationship to the
island and its inhabitants with reference to an ideology of divine
right that Defoe alternately satirizes and denounces elsewhere.
Later, Crusoe’s voice is that of an absolute monarch who has ‘none
to dispute Sovereignty or Command with me’ (p. ), or who, in a

46 Daniel Defoe, An Appeal to Honour and Justice (), ; Defoe refers specifically
here to James II’s two Declarations of –.

47 Andrew Marvell, ‘Bermudas’, lines –, –.
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more sinister formulation, ‘could hang, draw, give Liberty, and take
it away, and no Rebels among all my Subjects’ (p. ). As the island
begins to be peopled (Crusoe’s earliest claims to sovereignty,
absurdly, are over goats and cats), he even mimics the treacherous
Stuart pose of religious toleration. Now the inhabitants of the island
are ‘perfectly subjected’ to Crusoe as ‘absolute Lord and Law-giver’,
while he exerts his power with the spurious magnanimity of the
Declarations of Indulgence. ‘My Man Friday was a Protestant, his
Father was a Pagan and a Cannibal, and the Spaniard was a Papist’,
he observes: ‘However, I allow’d Liberty of Conscience throughout
my Dominions’ (p. ). Here Crusoe’s condition is more a bur-
lesque of Stuart autocracy than an allegory of Puritan exile; this
indeed is reign and captivity at once.

The parodic nature of Crusoe’s claims to absolute dominion and
indefeasible right over the island also has a bearing on postcolonial
criticism, in which Robinson Crusoe has a reputation no more envi-
able than that of The Tempest: a megatext of complacent Eurocen-
trism, an aggressive myth of supremacy, a rationale for imperial
domination. But does this tell the whole story about a work that also
articulates, in Walcott’s words, ‘the anguish of authority, of the
conscience of empire’ (‘Figure of Crusoe’, )? It is certainly the
case that Crusoe’s situation on the island, and its specific location,
connect directly with Defoe’s keen advocacy of colonial expansion,
especially in South America, a continent he thought ‘infinitely beyond
the Plantations of New England, Virginia, &c. in the Fruitfulness of
the Soil, Kind of Production, and other Advantages’. In the year of
Robinson Crusoe, Defoe was probably the author of an article promot-
ing a proposed South Sea Company venture near the mouth of the
Orinoco (in other words, the mainland nearest Crusoe’s island),
where a new colony would serve ‘to carry on a Trade there equal to
that of the Portuguese in the Brazils, and to bring home an equal
quantity of Gold, as well as to cause a prodigious Consumption of
our British Manufactures’. He voices similar ambitions elsewhere for
this region, which promises, with its abundant riches of people and
gold, ‘an infinite consumption of our Woollen Manufactures . . . and
a Return of that most desirable of all Returns ready Money’.48 At

48 Review,  (No. ,  Aug. ), ; Mist’s Weekly Journal,  Feb. , quoted by
Maximillian E. Novak, Daniel Defoe: Master of Fictions (Oxford: Oxford University
Press, ), ; An Historical Account of the Voyages and Adventures of Sir Walter

Introductionxxxiv



these and other points, Defoe’s vision is clearly that of the ‘first’
British empire, a maritime and commercial empire of settlement as
opposed to an empire of conquest founded on territorial expansion,
economic exploitation, and racial subjection. But it was also one in
which Defoe accepted the Atlantic slave trade and the use of slave
labour on American and West Indian plantations as essential com-
ponents of the project.49 The serious qualms voiced in his religious
works, notably The Family Instructor (), are comfortably
trumped in his writings on trade, which justify the institution of
slavery in terms of economic self-interest and competition with rival
powers.

Yet in his imaginative writing, and especially his fiction, Defoe
was able to think beyond the hard-edged certainties of his mercantil-
ist tracts. In some respects, indeed, he keeps a step ahead of his
postcolonial critics, including the first and greatest of them, James
Joyce, whose account of Crusoe as a prophet of empire smacks of an
essentialism about race––‘the whole Anglo-Saxon spirit is in Crusoe’
(‘Daniel Defoe’, )––that Defoe presciently debunks. As he writes
in The True-Born Englishman (), ethnic purity is a mere mirage,
and national identity derives from an enriching confluence, over the
centuries, of diverse, mobile populations: ‘A True-Born English-
man’s a contradiction, | In speech an irony, in fact a fiction’ (True-
Born Englishman and Other Writings, ). Something of this attitude
conditions the sequel to Robinson Crusoe, which contrasts the fruitful
English settlement on the island, with its indigenous wives and
Anglo-Carib children, with the barren settlement of the Spaniards
nearby, who ‘did not like Women that were not Christians; and . . .
would not touch one of them’ (Farther Adventures, ). A com-
munity arises on the island in which unregulated hybridization, in
cultural as well as mere racial terms, displaces anything remotely
akin to colonial replication of the homeland.

Spain is similarly a foil in the original novel, where Crusoe’s urge
to massacre the cannibals is checked by, among other religious and

Raleigh (), , a ‘probable’ attribution quoted by J. A. Downie, ‘Defoe, Imperialism,
and the Travel Books Reconsidered’, in Lund (ed.), Critical Essays, .

49 On the distinction (and overlaps) between the ‘first’ and ‘second’ British empires,
one typified by Atlantic settlement and trade before the American revolution, the other
by subcontinental conquest and annexation afterwards, see David Armitage, The Ideo-
logical Origins of the British Empire (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, ),
–.
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prudential factors, the memory of conquistador genocide. Elsewhere
Defoe cites an early critique of the conquest of the Americas by
Bartolomé de Las Casas, and Crusoe’s dim awareness of the depre-
dations recorded by Las Casas (who puts the number of victims at
forty million) destabilizes the distinction between civilized and sav-
age on which his self-image depends.

Also shaping Defoe’s thinking at this point is Montaigne’s alarm-
ing suggestion, at the height of the sixteenth-century wars of
religion, that cannibals may be called barbarous ‘in respect to the
Rules of Reason: but not in respect to our selves, who in all Sorts of
Barbarity exceed them’. Where cannibals roast enemies slain in
battle as a ritual of revenge, Europeans roast their fellow-
countrymen alive ‘under Colour of Piety and Religion’; and this
grim paradox plays constantly beneath the surface of Robinson
Crusoe.50 Several passages disrupt or overturn the assumed moral
hierarchy between European and Carib, among them Crusoe’s fear
that the priests of the Spanish Inquisition will prove more barbarous
than the savages (p. ), and the clever reversal of perspectives
involved when Friday perceives the English mutineers as potential
cannibals (p. ). By the time of the sequel, native barbarity has
ceased to hold as a rationale for annexation, and Crusoe steps back
from his whimsical pose as ‘Governour’ or ‘Generalissimo’ of an
English colony. Revisiting the island, he reverts to a language of
Lockean political relations that clearly exposes the parodic nature of
his claims to divine-right sovereignty in the original novel: ‘I never
so much as pretended to plant in the Name of any Government or
Nation . . . or to call my People Subjects to any one Nation more
than another; nay, I never so much as gave the Place a Name; but left
it as I found it, belonging to no Man; and the People under no
Discipline or Government but my own; who . . . had no Authority or
Power, to Act or Command one way or other, farther than voluntary
Consent mov’d them to comply’ (Farther Adventures, –).

Slavery is the most intriguing question of all, though not one to
which Crusoe himself gives very much thought. He exploits slave
labour on his Brazilian plantation, undertakes three slaving voyages,

50 Essays of Michael Seigneur de Montaigne, trans. Charles Cotton, th edn.,  vols.
(), i. –; for Las Casas, see below,  and n. On the impact of both authors, see
Claude Rawson, God, Gulliver and Genocide: Barbarism and the European Imagination,
– (Oxford: Oxford University Press, ), –.
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and talks about slavery as a given. Nothing indicates that when
he laments the wickedness of his seafaring life he has in mind his
activities as a slaver, and when he talks of having ‘done wrong’ by
selling Xury into slavery (p. ), or again by leaving his plantation
‘to turn Supra-Cargo to Guinea, to fetch Negroes’ (p. ), he does
so on grounds that are strictly pragmatic. Nor can this moral indif-
ference be explained away with reference to the standards of the
time. It is true that Robinson Crusoe pre-dates the abolitionist move-
ment, and that an unequivocal position against slavery is nowhere
found in fiction until the later eighteenth century, despite moves in
that direction from Aphra Behn’s Oroonoko () onwards. Opposi-
tion to slavery had been mounted by Quakers as early as the s,
however, and in Captain Singleton Defoe reflects this fact by having
Quaker William denounce the slave trade as contrary to nature and
‘the highest Injustice’.51 In this context, the oddness of Crusoe’s
inability to see his slaving activities as even potentially controversial
is not only a modern perception. Writing within months of publica-
tion, Gildon expresses astonishment that Defoe seemed to have set
up, but then failed to follow through, a moral fable in which Crusoe
is punished specifically for his crimes as a slaver. ‘ ’Tho he afterwards
proves so scrupulous about falling upon the Cannibals or Men-
Eaters’, Gildon protests of Crusoe’s narrative, ‘yet he neither then
nor afterwards found any check of Conscience in that infamous
Trade of buying and selling of Men for Slaves; else one would have
expected him to have attributed his Shipwreck to this very Cause’
(Life . . . of Mr. D–––– De F–– , ).

Gildon does not entertain the possibility here that Crusoe’s failure
to recognize the most obvious rationale for his punishment is only
the largest of the many ironies running through the text. Yet it is far
from clear, for all the closeness of perspective between narrator and
author in general, that the irrelevance of slave-trading in Crusoe’s
mind demonstrates its irrelevance in Defoe’s. Though intermittent
and fragmentary as an explicit topic, slavery is no less crucial as a
submerged theme in Robinson Crusoe than in the comparable case, a
century later, of Jane Austen’s Mansfield Park. Both are novels in
which little is said about slave traffic or slave labour but much is
authorially implied, and in which the silence of characters complicit

51 Daniel Defoe, Captain Singleton, ed. Shiv K. Kumar, introd. Penelope Wilson
(Oxford: Oxford World’s Classics, ), .
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in the trade is itself an eloquent fact. Crusoe’s own blind spot is
obvious enough, but Defoe puts slavery at the very centre of his
plot, which prefigures Crusoe’s confinement on the island by his
two-year enslavement on the Barbary Coast (an occupational hazard
for European mariners at the time), and forces us to recognize that it
is a slaving voyage, however irrelevant Crusoe thinks it, that lands
him in his island prison. Moreover, Crusoe’s inability to see any
pattern here does not prevent him from making it visible to the
reader. Enslaved to his Turkish master, he blurs the crucial point
when deploring ‘this surprising Change of my Circumstances from a
Merchant to a miserable Slave’ (p. ), but not before reminding us
that his special line as a merchant was as ‘a Guiney Trader’ (p. );
the change of circumstance, in other words, is specifically from slaver
to slave. He then defines his Turkish enslavement as ‘but a Taste of
the Misery I was to go thro’ ’ (p. ), thus indicating, while not quite
grasping himself, the important sense in which his later experience
on the island is also one of enslavement. Condemned to decades of
hard labour, toiling on plantations an ocean from home, Crusoe
endures an ordeal that uncannily reflects the fate of his intended
cargo. He suffers a punishment that fits his crime even more perfectly
than before.

Nor are the ironies lurking in Crusoe’s story structural only.
There is no need to go as far as Coleridge, who in point of style
thought Defoe a finer ironist than Swift, to find in the episode of
Xury’s sale some calculated jarring notes. Having restrained the urge
to drown Xury as they escape from their Turkish master, Crusoe
then promises to make him ‘a great Man’, and credits him with
qualities of affection and loyalty ‘that made me love him ever after’
(pp. , ). But his tone abruptly changes when the Portuguese
captain offers sixty pieces of eight––double the most famous of all
temptations to betrayal––for ownership of Xury, with a vague prom-
ise to release the boy after ten years as a slave. ‘I was very loath to sell
the poor Boy’s Liberty’, Crusoe scrupulously notes, ‘who had
assisted me so faithfully in procuring my own. However . . . upon
this, and Xury saying he was willing to go to him, I let the Captain
have him’ (p. ). As so often in Defoe, the unheralded ‘however’,
used not to modify but simply to erase the moral reflection that
precedes it, is unmistakably incriminating in effect. In retrospect,
moreover, it is hard not to hear the connection with Crusoe’s empty
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renunciation of money some pages later: ‘However, upon second
Thoughts, I took it away’ (p. ; quoted above, p. xxvi). In both cases,
Defoe exposes the dubious sincerity of his narrator, and his con-
science-conquering reflexes of greed, by the same little shock of
style.

Similar ironies return on the appearance of Friday, where Crusoe’s
first reaction, which is to look forward to having ‘a Companion’ on
the island (p. ), is rapidly sidelined by his inveterate solitariness
and his impulse to dominate. Interpreting Friday’s gestures of obli-
gation in the most gratifying possible terms, and with an alliterative
relish that underlines his acquisitive instincts, he reports that Friday
‘made all the Signs to me of Subjection, Servitude, and Submis-
sion’ (p. ), and reads these signs as constituting a commitment
to slavery for life. For all his subsequent benevolence in practice,
Crusoe asserts over Friday a relationship of absolute power and pos-
session that is then subtly connected by Defoe with the political
theme of his novel. As the ‘absolute Lord’ to whom Friday is ‘per-
fectly subjected’ (p. ), Crusoe establishes a hierarchy of domin-
ation that is no less extreme or arbitrary than the sovereignty
claimed by James II, and enforced by his hitman Judge Jeffreys, over
the people of England. When Defoe goes on to write in Serious
Reflections of having personally lived under ‘Slavery worse than
Turkish’, he seals this link between acts of enslavement in the novel
and political oppression in the nation, and it is not a link that works
wholly to Crusoe’s advantage. As a prisoner who reigns and a slave
who enslaves, Crusoe occupies the peculiarly conflicted position, at
different levels, of tyrannized and tyrant at once. Perhaps Defoe’s
control of this paradox is no more secure than that of the slave-
owning libertarians from whom, as Johnson famously wrote during
the American Revolution more than fifty years later, ‘we hear the
loudest yelps for liberty among the drivers of negroes’.52 But it
would be hard to argue that he endorses Crusoe’s position in all its
aspects, or that he fails to expose the contradiction between slavery
as a practice and the ideology of liberty for which his novel stands as
a whole.

52 Samuel Johnson, Political Writings, ed. Donald J. Greene (New Haven: Yale
University Press, ), .
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NOTE ON THE TEXT

Robinson Crusoe was entered in the Stationers’ Register on  April
 and advertised as published ‘this day’ in the Post Boy and the St
James’s Evening Post for – April and the Daily Courant of 
April. Seven numbered editions were published in Defoe’s lifetime,
the first four of these within four months, and the existence of
entirely separate double printings of both the ‘third’ and ‘fourth’
editions brings to nine the true number of lifetime editions.1 There
were also various piracies, abridgements, and serializations. Defoe
produced two sequels: The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe on
 August  and Serious Reflections During the Life and Surprising
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe on  August .

The original publisher of Robinson Crusoe was William Taylor,
printer and bookseller, who was said to have cleared £, profit
from the venture. The print-run of each edition appears to have
been about ,, and the price of early editions was five shillings.
Defoe’s authorship was first asserted in September  by Charles
Gildon, who in The Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of
Mr D–––– De F––, of London, Hosier () indicates the commercial
success of the novel with his jibe that ‘there is not an old Woman
that can go to the Price of it, but buys thy Life and Adventures’
(pp. ix–x).

The Oxford World’s Classics edition of Robinson Crusoe is based
on the first-edition text established by J. Donald Crowley for the
Oxford English Novels edition of , to which we have made a
handful of corrections and emendations. Substantive variants
abound in other lifetime editions, but Crowley’s painstaking colla-
tion of these editions (up to and including the posthumous ‘eighth’
of  but excluding the alternative ‘third’ and ‘fourth’ editions, of
which he was unaware) reveals no internal evidence of authorial
revision; nor is there external evidence to this effect. Defoe’s manu-
script of the novel does not survive, but the obstacles faced by
his compositors are indicated by other examples of his hurried

1 K. I. D. Maslen, ‘The Printers of Robinson Crusoe, ’, The Library,  (),
–; Maslen, ‘Edition Quantities for Robinson Crusoe, ’, The Library,  (),
–; D. F. Foxon, ‘More on Robinson Crusoe, ’, The Library,  (), –.



handwriting, with its close and indistinct characters, sketchy punc-
tuation, crowded substitutions and revisions, and confusing short-
hand contractions. Numerous corrections are made in later editions,
but new errors also enter the text on each new setting of type, the
overall number of textual variants running into many thousands.

Crowley’s treatment of his copy text (the Bodleian Library copy
of the first edition, shelfmark Don. E. ) is conservative, and he
confines his emendations to silent correction of substantive mis-
prints and adjustment of accidentals where meaning is garbled or
disrupted by the original punctuation. The ‘errata’ instructions
listed at the end of the copy text have been observed. Otherwise,
spelling, italicization, and punctuation remain unaltered from the
first edition, which offers, for all its evident flaws, the closest avail-
able approach to the original style and rhythm of Defoe’s prose.
Crowley’s Textual Notes are retained in the present edition as illus-
trations, necessarily selective, of the kinds of alteration unsystemat-
ically introduced in later editions, notably after , when copyright
of Robinson Crusoe passed to new booksellers, William Mears and
Thomas Woodward, following Taylor’s death in .
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A CHRONOLOGY OF DANIEL DEFOE

Life and works Historical events

 Autumn: Daniel Defoe, son
of James Foe, a prosperous
tallow chandler, born in
St Giles, Cripplegate.

Restoration of the Stuart monarchy with
the arrival and coronation of Charles II in
London.

 Samuel Annesley ejected from
his living at St Giles,
Cripplegate. The Foes follow
him out of the Anglican
church, becoming
Nonconformists or
Dissenters.

Act of Uniformity requires the use of all
rites and ceremonies from the Book of
Common Prayer in Anglican services.

 The Foes probably leave
London during the outbreak
of plague.

Start of the second Anglo-Dutch War.
Plague in London kills ,.

 Defoe’s mother, Ann Foe,
dies some time between
 and .

England, Sweden, and the United
Provinces form the Triple Alliance
against France.

 Charles agrees Treaty of Dover with
Louis XIV, promising to restore
England to Catholicism in return for
subsidies.

 Defoe probably attends
boarding school of
James Fisher, an
Independent clergyman,
in Dorking, Surrey, at
about this time.

Charles II issues Declaration of
Indulgence, permitting licensed
worship by Dissenters.

 First Test Act excludes Catholics and
Dissenters from public office.

 Defoe enters Charles
Morton’s academy in
Newington Green, where he
trains for the Presbyterian
ministry.

Parliament proposes to place new
limitations on future Catholic rulers.
Third Anglo-Dutch war ends with the
Treaty of Westminster.

 Onset of the Exclusion Crisis: allegations
of a Jesuit plot to kill Charles II and
replace him with his Catholic brother,
James, precipitate sustained attempts
to exclude James from the
succession.



Life and works Historical events

 Defoe decides against the
ministry and becomes a
wholesale hosier.

Parliament passes second Exclusion Bill
against James.

 Defoe established as a hosier,
living in Cornhill.

Rye House Plot to assassinate Charles II.

 Defoe marries Mary Tuffley,
with a dowry of £,;
the marriage produces six
daughters and two sons.

Pope Innocent XI forms a Holy League to
evict the Turks from Europe.

 Defoe is among the
Monmouth rebels routed at
the Battle of Sedgemoor in
Somerset, but escapes the
subsequent ‘Bloody Assizes’.

Accession of James II. Rebellion raised by
James Scott, Duke of Monmouth, bastard
son of Charles II, defeated at Sedgemoor.
Louis XIV revokes Edict of Nantes, ending
toleration for Protestants in France.

 Defoe becomes a liveryman of
the Butchers’ Company. His
name appears in the General
Pardon issued for Monmouth
rebels.

James II issues his first Declaration of
Indulgence, suspending laws against
Catholics and Dissenters.

 Defoe publishes his first
pamphlet, A Letter to a
Dissenter from His Friend at the
Hague, alleging the insincerity
of James II’s offer of religious
toleration.

Second Declaration of Indulgence. William
of Orange lands at Torbay, precipitating
‘Glorious Revolution’ and flight of James
to France. England joins War of the
League of Augsburg against France.

 Defoe joins a ‘Royal Regiment
of Volunteer Horse’, led by
Monmouth’s son, in parade
honouring William III at the
Lord Mayor’s Show.

Parliament offers crown to William and
passes Bill of Rights, limiting power of
the monarchy. James II lands in Ireland.
Toleration Act grants Dissenters rights
of religious assembly, but not civil equality.

 Throughout this period,
Defoe invests in shipping and
an import/export business
trading in tobacco, timber,
wines and spirits, and hosiery.

James II decisively defeated by William III
at the Battle of the Boyne, near Drogheda,
Ireland.

 Defoe goes bankrupt for
£,, and is committed to
the Fleet and later the King’s
Bench Prison.

Massacre at Glencoe against the
MacDonald clan, who had delayed
pledging allegiance to William III.

 Establishes brick and tile
factory at Tilbury, Essex.
House of Lords rejects Bill
to relieve named merchants
(including Defoe) of part of
their outstanding debt.

William makes a succession of political
appointments, creating ‘Whig Junto’.
Bank of England established.
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Life and works Historical events

 Defoe becomes an accountant
to the commissioners of the
window tax. He now styles
himself ‘De Foe’.

Window tax imposed in England.
Licensing Act lapses, suspending formal
censorship of the press.

 Defoe publishes first major
work, An Essay upon Projects.

Treaty of Ryswick ends War of the League
of Augsburg. Louis XIV recognizes
William III as king of England.

 Lex Talionis; or, An Enquiry
into the most Proper Ways to
Prevent the Persecution of the
Protestants in France.

Launch of Darien scheme, an unsuccessful
attempt by Scotland to establish a colony
on the isthmus of Panama.

 Defoe becomes a household
name with publication of The
True-Born Englishman, a verse
satire defending William III.

James II dies in exile. Louis XIV declares
his grandson king of Spain, invades the
Spanish Netherlands, and recognizes
James II’s son as James III.

 The Shortest Way with the
Dissenters, a satire on the
extremism of High Church
Tories such as the preacher
Henry Sacheverell, leads to
issue of a warrant for Defoe’s
arrest.

Death of William III and accession of
Queen Anne. Outbreak of War of Spanish
Succession, fought by a European
coalition, including England, to prevent
the Bourbon dynasty inheriting the
Spanish throne.

 Defoe imprisoned and
pilloried for his authorship of
The Shortest Way, released
after intervention by Robert
Harley, Speaker of the House
of Commons and Secretary of
State, but now financially
ruined.

Southern England battered by the great
storm of – November.

 Harley recruits Defoe as a
political agent. Defoe
publishes The Storm and
launches the Review, a
periodical on politics, trade,
and religion (–).

Whigs secure electoral victories, bringing
the Whig Junto to power. British Forces
capture Gibraltar and defeat the French
at the Battle of Blenheim.

 Defoe publishes Jure Divino,
a verse satire on arbitrary rule.
Second bankruptcy. Sent to
Scotland to advance the
interests of political union
with England, and publishes
vigorously in this cause until
.

English, Dutch, and German troops defeat
the French at the Battle of Ramillies.
French fleet destroyed in Toulon.

Chronology xlix



Life and works Historical events

 Defoe is closely involved in
political manoeuvres and
negotiations leading to the
Union.

Act of Union between England and
Scotland creates the unitary state of Great
Britain.

 Defoe reports to London on
elections in Scotland, and
serves the new ministry under
Sidney Godolphin until .

Attempted Jacobite landing at the Firth
of Forth. General election brings in a
moderate Whig and Tory administration.

 Publishes The History of the
Union of Great Britain.

Copyright Act establishes limited
protection of literary property.

 Defoe returns to Scotland to
calm fears over High Church
Tory extremism in England.
He serves Robert Harley’s
ministry –.

Impeachment trial of Sacheverell. Whigs
lose their majority in parliament. Harley
becomes Chancellor of the Exchequer and
starts secret peace talks with France.

 Defoe makes his final visit to
Scotland. Publishes An Essay
on the History of Parties,
reviewing past legislation
against Dissenters and
attacking the Bill against
Occasional Conformity.

South Sea Company established.
Occasional Conformity Act prevents
Dissenters and Catholics from taking
occasional Anglican communion to qualify
for public office.

 Defoe suffers further arrests
for debt and, following
publication of Reasons against
the Succession of the House
of Hanover and two other
ironic tracts, seditious libel;
successfully petitions Queen
Anne for pardon.

Treaty of Utrecht ends War of the Spanish
Succession. Britain secures the Asiento,
the monopoly on trading slaves to Spanish
America. General election results in a
massive Tory victory.

 Defoe writes in defence of his
patron, Harley, against
charges of high treason.

Schism Act requires all teachers to
conform to Church of England. Death
of Anne and accession of George I,
inaugurating Whig political supremacy
until .

 Defoe’s career as a hired party
writer drawing to a close.
Publishes volume i of The
Family Instructor, his first
conduct manual, and a partly
autobiographical text, An
Appeal to Honour and Justice.

Major Jacobite rebellion in Scotland. With
Henry St John, Viscount Bolingbroke,
Robert Harley is impeached for treason.
Bolingbroke flees to France.

 Defoe edits Mercurius Politicus
(–), a moderate Tory
monthly journal.

Upsurge in piracy on the eastern seaboard
of North America at about this time.
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Life and works Historical events

 Defoe writes for Nathaniel
Mist’s Tory Weekly Journal
(–).

Failure of the impeachment trial against
Harley.

 Publishes A Continuation of
Letters Written by a Turkish
Spy at Paris and volume ii of
The Family Instructor.

Austria, Britain, France, and the United
Provinces launch War of the Quadruple
Alliance (to ) to halt Spain’s territorial
ambitions in Italy.

 Defoe founds Whig journal
the Manufacturer, which runs
from January to September.
Publishes Robinson Crusoe
(April) and The Farther
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe
(August).

Scheme for colonizing the mouth of the
Orinoco is published in Mist’s Weekly
Journal. British troops defeat a Jacobite
force at Glen Shiel. Occasional
Conformity and Schism Acts repealed.

 Defoe pursues his career as
novelist with Memoirs of a
Cavalier, Captain Singleton,
Serious Reflections . . . of
Robinson Crusoe; –
August: The Farther
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe.

South Sea Bubble provokes stock market
collapse and financial scandal. Quarantine
to stop spread of plague from Marseilles,
where ,–, die.

–  Defoe is now earning an
estimated £, or more per
annum from his activities with
various political journals.

Atterbury Plot, a Jacobite conspiracy
involving Francis Atterbury, Bishop of
Rochester.

 Defoe leases several hundred
acres near Colchester, Essex.
Publishes Moll Flanders,
Religious Courtship, A Journal
of the Plague Year, Colonel
Jack.

Robert Walpole becomes de facto Prime
Minister, using revelation of the Atterbury
Plot to discredit the Tories and consolidate
his grip on power.

 Defoe starts an abortive plan
to establish a tile works.

Bolingbroke returns from exile. Waltham
Black Act adds fifty capital offences to
penal code.

 Defoe publishes Roxana, A
New Voyage round the World,
and volume i of A Tour thro’
the Whole Island of Great
Britain (volume ii, ;
volume iii, ).

Thomas Longman purchases the stock
and household goods of William Taylor,
publisher of Robinson Crusoe, for £,
s. d.

 Defoe undergoes a successful
operation to remove bladder
stones. Publishes volume i
of The Complete English
Tradesman (volume ii, ).

Treaty of Vienna: Austria pledges to assist
Spain in recovering Gibraltar from Britain.
League of Hanover: Britain, France, and
Holland form alliance against Spain.
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Life and works Historical events

 A General History of the
Principal Discoveries and
Improvements in Useful Arts
(published in four parts); The
Political History of the Devil
(two parts).

Accession of George II. War breaks out
against Spain.

 Defoe is engaged in legal rows
over his Colchester property,
now heavily mortgaged and
unprofitable. – March: A
Plan of English Commerce.

Truce between England and Spain. Penal
codes against Irish Catholics, commencing
in , culminate in a law withdrawing
voting rights.

 Defoe commences The
Complete English Gentleman
(posthumously published in
).

Treaty of Seville formalizes peace between
England and Spain.

  April: Defoe dies of a
stroke in Rope Makers’ Alley
close to his birthplace, hiding
from creditors.

Captain Robert Jenkins, a British seaman,
is captured off Cuba and mistreated by the
Spanish authorities, leading to War of
Jenkins’ Ear in .

Chronologylii



This page intentionally left blank



This map was first printed in the fourth edition of Robinson Crusoe and in the
first edition of Defoe’s continuation, The Farther Adventures of Robinson
Crusoe, both published in August . Dotted lines describe Crusoe’s
voyages in the sequel as well as in the original novel.

‘R. Crusoe’s I.’ is shown near the mouth of the ‘R Oronoque’ off the northern
coast of South America.
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THE PREFACE.

IF ever the Story of any private Man’s Adventures in the World were
worth making Publick, and were acceptable when Publish’d, the Editor of
this Account thinks this will be so.

The Wonders of this Man’s Life exceed all that (he thinks) is to be
found extant;* the Life of one Man being scarce capable of a greater
Variety.

The Story is told with Modesty, with Seriousness, and with a religious
Application of Events to the Uses to which wise Men always apply them
(viz.) to the Instruction of others by this Example, and to justify and
honour the Wisdom of Providence in all the Variety of our Circum-
stances, let them happen how they will.

The Editor believes the thing to be a just History of Fact;* neither is
there any Appearance of Fiction in it: And however thinks, because all
such things are dispatch’d,* that the Improvement of it, as well to the
Diversion, as to the Instruction of the Reader, will be the same; and as
such, he thinks, without farther Compliment to the World, he does them a
great Service in the Publication.
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THE LIFE
AND ADVENTURES OF
ROBINSON CRUSOE, &c.

I Was born in the Year , in the City of York,* of a good Family,
tho’ not of that Country, my Father being a Foreigner of Bremen,*
who settled first at Hull:* He got a good Estate by Merchandise, and
leaving off his Trade, lived afterward at York, from whence he had
married my Mother, whose Relations were named Robinson, a very
good Family in that Country, and from whom I was called Robinson
Kreutznaer; but by the usual Corruption of Words in England, we are
now called, nay we call our selves, and write our Name Crusoe,* and
so my Companions always call’d me.

I had two elder Brothers, one of which was Lieutenant Collonel to
an English Regiment of Foot in Flanders, formerly commanded by
the famous Coll. Lockhart, and was killed at the Battle near Dunkirk
against the Spaniards:* What became of my second Brother I never
knew any more than my Father or Mother did know what was
become of me.

Being the third Son of the Family, and not bred to any Trade, my
Head began to be fill’d very early with rambling Thoughts: My
Father, who was very ancient, had given me a competent Share of
Learning, as far as House-Education, and a Country Free-School
generally goes, and design’d me for the Law; but I would be satisfied
with nothing but going to Sea, and my Inclination to this led me so
strongly against the Will, nay the Commands of my Father, and
against all the Entreaties and Perswasions of my Mother and other
Friends, that there seem’d to be something fatal in that Propension
of Nature tending directly to the Life of Misery which was to befal
me.

My Father, a wise and grave Man, gave me serious and excellent
Counsel against what he foresaw was my Design. He call’d me one
Morning into his Chamber, where he was confined by the Gout, and
expostulated very warmly with me upon this Subject: He ask’d me
what Reasons more than a meer wandring Inclination I had for leav-
ing my Father’s House and my native Country, where I might be well



introduced, and had a Prospect of raising my Fortunes by Applica-
tion and Industry, with a Life of Ease and Pleasure. He told me it
was for Men of desperate Fortunes on one Hand, or of aspiring,
superior Fortunes on the other, who went abroad upon Adventures,
to rise by Enterprize, and make themselves famous in Undertakings
of a Nature out of the common Road; that these things were all
either too far above me, or too far below me; that mine was the
middle State, or what might be called the upper Station of Low Life,
which he had found by long Experience was the best State in the
World, the most suited to human Happiness, not exposed to the
Miseries and Hardships, the Labour and Sufferings of the mechan-
ick Part of Mankind, and not embarass’d with the Pride, Luxury,
Ambition and Envy of the upper Part of Mankind. He told me, I
might judge of the Happiness of this State, by this one thing, viz.
That this was the State of Life which all other People envied, that
Kings have frequently lamented the miserable Consequences of
being born to great things, and wish’d they had been placed in the
Middle of the two Extremes, between the Mean and the Great; that
the wise Man gave his Testimony to this as the just Standard of true
Felicity, when he prayed to have neither Poverty or Riches.*

He bid me observe it, and I should always find, that the Calamities
of Life were shared among the upper and lower Part of Mankind;
but that the middle Station had the fewest Disasters, and was not
expos’d to so many Vicissitudes as the higher or lower Part of Man-
kind; nay, they were not subjected to so many Distempers and
Uneasinesses either of Body or Mind, as those were who, by vicious
Living, Luxury and Extravagancies on one Hand, or by hard
Labour, Want of Necessaries, and mean or insufficient Diet on the
other Hand, bring Distempers upon themselves by the natural Con-
sequences of their Way of Living; That the middle Station of Life
was calculated for all kind of Vertues and all kinds of Enjoyments;
that Peace and Plenty were the Hand-maids of a middle Fortune;
that Temperance, Moderation, Quietness, Health, Society, all agree-
able Diversions, and all desirable Pleasures, were the Blessings
attending the middle Station of Life; that this Way Men went
silently and smoothly thro’ the World, and comfortably out of it, not
embarass’d with the Labours of the Hands or of the Head, not sold
to the Life of Slavery for daily Bread, or harrast with perplex’d
Circumstances, which rob the Soul of Peace, and the Body of Rest;
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not enrag’d with the Passion of Envy, or secret burning Lust of
Ambition for great things; but in easy Circumstances sliding gently
thro’ the World, and sensibly tasting the Sweets of living, without
the bitter, feeling that they are happy, and learning by every Day’s
Experience to know it more sensibly.

After this, he press’d me earnestly, and in the most affectionate
manner, not to play the young Man, not to precipitate my self into
Miseries which Nature and the Station of Life I was born in, seem’d
to have provided against; that I was under no Necessity of seeking
my Bread; that he would do well for me, and endeavour to enter me
fairly into the Station of Life which he had been just recommending
to me; and that if I was not very easy and happy in the World, it must
be my meer Fate or Fault that must hinder it, and that he should
have nothing to answer for, having thus discharg’d his Duty in warn-
ing me against Measures which he knew would be to my Hurt: In a
word, that as he would do very kind things for me if I would stay and
settle at Home as he directed, so he would not have so much Hand in
my Misfortunes, as to give me any Encouragement to go away: And
to close all, he told me I had my elder Brother for an Example, to
whom he had used the same earnest Perswasions to keep him from
going into the Low Country Wars, but could not prevail, his young
Desires prompting him to run into the Army where he was kill’d;*
and tho’ he said he would not cease to pray for me, yet he would
venture to say to me, that if I did take this foolish Step, God would
not bless me, and I would have Leisure hereafter to reflect upon
having neglected his Counsel when there might be none to assist in
my Recovery.

I observed in this last Part of his Discourse, which was truly
Prophetick, tho’ I suppose my Father did not know it to be so him-
self; I say, I observed the Tears run down his Face very plentifully,
and especially when he spoke of my Brother who was kill’d; and that
when he spoke of my having Leisure to repent, and none to assist
me, he was so mov’d, that he broke off the Discourse, and told me,
his Heart was so full he could say no more to me.

I was sincerely affected with this Discourse, as indeed who could
be otherwise?* and I resolv’d not to think of going abroad any
more, but to settle at home according to my Father’s Desire. But
alas! a few Days wore it all off; and in short, to prevent any of my
Father’s farther Importunities, in a few Weeks after, I resolv’d to run
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quite away from him. However, I did not act so hastily neither as my
first Heat of Resolution prompted, but I took my Mother, at a time
when I thought her a little pleasanter than ordinary, and told her,
that my Thoughts were so entirely bent upon seeing the World, that
I should never settle to any thing with Resolution enough to go
through with it, and my Father had better give me his Consent than
force me to go without it; that I was now Eighteen Years old, which
was too late to go Apprentice to a Trade, or Clerk to an Attorney;
that I was sure if I did, I should never serve out my time, and I
should certainly run away from my Master before my Time was out,
and go to Sea; and if she would speak to my Father to let me go but
one Voyage abroad, if I came home again and did not like it, I would
go no more, and I would promise by a double Diligence to recover
that Time I had lost.

This put my Mother into a great Passion: She told me, she knew it
would be to no Purpose to speak to my Father upon any such Sub-
ject; that he knew too well what was my Interest to give his Consent
to any thing so much for my Hurt, and that she wondered how I
could think of any such thing after such a Discourse as I had had
with my Father, and such kind and tender Expressions as she knew
my Father had us’d to me; and that in short, if I would ruine my self
there was no Help for me; but I might depend I should never have
their Consent to it: That for her Part she would not have so much
Hand in my Destruction; and I should never have it to say, that my
Mother was willing when my Father was not.

Tho’ my Mother refused to move it to my Father, yet as I have
heard afterwards, she reported all the Discourse to him, and that my
Father, after shewing a great Concern at it, said to her with a Sigh,
That Boy might be happy if he would stay at home, but if he goes
abroad he will be the miserablest Wretch that was ever born: I can
give no Consent to it.

It was not till almost a Year after this that I broke loose, tho’ in the
mean time I continued obstinately deaf to all Proposals of settling to
Business, and frequently expostulating with my Father and Mother,
about their being so positively determin’d against what they knew
my Inclinations prompted me to. But being one Day at Hull, where I
went casually, and without any Purpose of making an Elopement that
time; but I say, being there, and one of my Companions being going
by Sea to London, in his Father’s Ship, and prompting me to go with
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them, with the common Allurement of Seafaring Men, viz That it
should cost me nothing for my Passage, I consulted neither Father or
Mother any more, nor so much as sent them Word of it; but leaving
them to hear of it as they might, without asking God’s Blessing, or
my Father’s, without any Consideration of Circumstances or Con-
sequences, and in an ill Hour, God knows. On the first of September
* I went on Board a Ship bound for London; never any young
Adventurer’s Misfortunes, I believe, began sooner, or continued
longer than mine. The Ship was no sooner gotten out of the Humber,
but the Wind began to blow, and the Waves to rise* in a most fright-
ful manner; and as I had never been at Sea before, I was most
inexpressibly sick in Body, and terrify’d in my Mind: I began now
seriously to reflect upon what I had done, and how justly I was
overtaken by the Judgment of Heaven for my wicked leaving my
Father’s House, and abandoning my Duty; all the good Counsel of
my Parents, my Father’s Tears and my Mother’s Entreaties came
now fresh into my Mind, and my Conscience, which was not yet
come to the Pitch of Hardness to which it has been since, reproach’d
me with the Contempt of Advice, and the Breach of my Duty to God
and my Father.

All this while the Storm encreas’d, and the Sea, which I had never
been upon before, went very high, tho’ nothing like what I have seen
many times since; no, nor like what I saw a few Days after: But it was
enough to affect me then, who was but a young Sailor, and had never
known any thing of the matter. I expected every Wave would have
swallowed us up, and that every time the Ship fell down, as I
thought, in the Trough or Hollow of the Sea, we should never rise
more; and in this Agony of Mind, I made many Vows and Resolu-
tions,* that if it would please God here to spare my Life this one
Voyage, if ever I got once my Foot upon dry Land again, I would go
directly home to my Father, and never set it into a Ship again while I
liv’d; that I would take his Advice, and never run my self into such
Miseries as these any more. Now I saw plainly the Goodness of his
Observations about the middle Station of Life, how easy, how com-
fortably he had liv’d all his Days, and never had been expos’d to
Tempests at Sea, or Troubles on Shore; and I resolv’d that I would,
like a true repenting Prodigal,* go home to my Father.

These wise and sober Thoughts continued all the while the Storm
continued, and indeed some time after; but the next Day the Wind
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was abated and the Sea calmer, and I began to be a little inur’d to it:
However I was very grave for all that Day, being also a little Sea sick
still; but towards Night the Weather clear’d up, the Wind was quite
over, and a charming fine Evening follow’d; the Sun went down
perfectly clear and rose so the next Morning; and having little or no
Wind and a smooth Sea, the Sun shining upon it, the Sight was, as I
thought, the most delightful that ever I saw.

I had slept well in the Night, and was now no more Sea sick but
very chearful, looking with Wonder upon the Sea that was so rough
and terrible the Day before, and could be so calm and so pleasant in
so little time after. And now least my good Resolutions should con-
tinue, my Companion, who had indeed entic’d me away, comes to
me, Well Bob, says he, clapping me on the Shoulder, How do you do
after it? I warrant you were frighted, wa’n’t you, last Night, when it blew
but a Cap full of Wind? A Cap full d’you call it? said I, ’twas a terrible
Storm: A Storm, you Fool you, replies he, do you call that a Storm,
why it was nothing at all; give us but a good Ship and Sea Room, and we
think nothing of such a Squal of Wind as that; but you’re but a fresh
Water Sailor, Bob; come let us make a Bowl of Punch and we’ll forget
all that, d’ye see what charming Weather ’tis now. To make short this
sad Part of my Story, we went the old way of all Sailors, the Punch
was made, and I was made drunk with it, and in that one Night’s
Wickedness I drowned all my Repentance, all my Reflections upon
my past Conduct, and all my Resolutions for my future. In a word, as
the Sea was returned to its Smoothness of Surface and settled Calm-
ness by the Abatement of that Storm, so the Hurry of my Thoughts
being over, my Fears and Apprehensions of being swallow’d up by
the Sea being forgotten, and the Current of my former Desires
return’d, I entirely forgot the Vows and Promises that I made in my
Distress. I found indeed some Intervals of Reflection, and the serious
Thoughts did, as it were endeavour to return again sometimes, but I
shook them off, and rouz’d my self from them as it were from a
Distemper, and applying my self to Drink and Company, soon mas-
ter’d the Return of those Fits, for so I call’d them, and I had in five
or six Days got as compleat a Victory over Conscience as any young
Fellow that resolv’d not to be troubled with it, could desire: But I was
to have another Trial for it still; and Providence,* as in such Cases
generally it does, resolv’d to leave me entirely without Excuse. For if
I would not take this for a Deliverance, the next was to be such a one
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as the worst and most harden’d Wretch among us would confess
both the Danger and the Mercy.

The sixth Day of our being at Sea we came into Yarmouth Roads;
the Wind having been contrary, and the Weather calm, we had made
but little Way since the Storm. Here we were obliged to come to an
Anchor, and here we lay, the Wind continuing contrary, viz. at
South-west, for seven or eight Days, during which time a great many
Ships from Newcastle came into the same Roads, as the common
Harbour where the Ships might wait for a Wind for the River.

We had not however rid here so long, but should have Tided it up
the River, but that the Wind blew too fresh; and after we had lain
four or five Days, blew very hard. However, the Roads being reck-
oned as good as a Harbour, the Anchorage good, and our Ground-
Tackle very strong, our Men were unconcerned, and not in the least
apprehensive of Danger, but spent the Time in Rest and Mirth, after
the manner of the Sea; but the eighth Day in the Morning, the Wind
increased, and we had all Hands at Work to strike our Top-Masts,
and make every thing snug and close, that the Ship might ride as easy
as possible. By Noon the Sea went very high indeed, and our Ship
rid Forecastle in, shipp’d several Seas, and we thought once or twice
our Anchor had come home; upon which our Master order’d out the
Sheet Anchor; so that we rode with two Anchors a-Head, and the
Cables vered out to the better End.*

By this Time it blew a terrible Storm indeed, and now I began to
see Terror and Amazement in the Faces even of the Seamen them-
selves. The Master, tho’ vigilant to the Business of preserving the
Ship, yet as he went in and out of his Cabbin by me, I could hear him
softly to himself say several times, Lord be merciful to us, we shall be
all lost, we shall be all undone; and the like. During these first Hurries,
I was stupid, lying still in my Cabbin, which was in the Steerage, and
cannot describe my Temper: I could ill reassume the first Penitence,
which I had so apparently trampled upon, and harden’d my self
against: I thought the Bitterness of Death had been past, and that
this would be nothing too like the first. But when the Master himself
came by me, as I said just now, and said we should be all lost, I was
dreadfully frighted: I got up out of my Cabbin, and look’d out; but
such a dismal Sight I never saw: The Sea went Mountains high, and
broke upon us every three or four Minutes: When I could look about,
I could see nothing but Distress round us: Two Ships that rid near us
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we found had cut their Masts by the Board,* being deep loaden; and
our Men cry’d out, that a Ship which rid about a Mile a-Head of us
was foundered. Two more Ships being driven from their Anchors,
were run out of the Roads to Sea at all Adventures, and that was not a
Mast standing. The light Ships fared the best, as not so much
labouring in the Sea; but two or three of them drove, and came close
by us, running away with only their Sprit-sail out before the Wind.

Towards Evening the Mate and Boat-Swain begg’d the Master of
our Ship to let them cut away the Foremast, which he was very
unwilling to: But the Boat-Swain protesting to him, that if he did
not, the Ship would founder, he consented; and when they had cut
away the Foremast, the Main-Mast stood so loose, and shook the
Ship so much, they were obliged to cut her away also, and make a
clear Deck.

Any one may judge what a Condition I must be in at all this, who
was but a young Sailor, and who had been in such a Fright before at
but a little. But if I can express at this Distance the Thoughts I had
about me at that time, I was in tenfold more Horror of Mind upon
Account of my former Convictions, and the having returned from
them to the Resolutions I had wickedly taken at first, than I was at
Death it self; and these added to the Terror of the Storm, put me
into such a Condition, that I can by no Words describe it. But the
worst was not come yet, the Storm continued with such Fury, that
the Seamen themselves acknowledged they had never known a
worse. We had a good Ship, but she was deep loaden, and wallowed
in the Sea, that the Seamen every now and then cried out, she would
founder. It was my Advantage in one respect, that I did not know
what they meant by Founder, till I enquir’d. However, the Storm
was so violent, that I saw what is not often seen, the Master, the
Boat-Swain, and some others more sensible than the rest, at their
Prayers, and expecting every Moment when the Ship would go to
the Bottom. In the Middle of the Night, and under all the rest of our
Distresses, one of the Men that had been down on Purpose to see,
cried out we had sprung a Leak; another said there was four Foot
Water in the Hold. Then all Hands were called to the Pump. At that
very Word my Heart, as I thought, died within me, and I fell back-
wards upon the Side of my Bed where I sat, into the Cabbin. How-
ever, the Men roused me, and told me, that I that was able to do
nothing before, was as well able to pump as another; at which I
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stirr’d up, and went to the Pump and work’d very heartily. While this
was doing, the Master seeing some light Colliers, who not able to
ride out the Storm, were oblig’d to slip* and run away to Sea, and
would come near us, ordered to fire a Gun as a Signal of Distress. I
who knew nothing what that meant, was so surprised, that I thought
the Ship had broke, or some dreadful thing had happen’d. In a word,
I was so surprised, that I fell down in a Swoon. As this was a time
when every Body had his own Life to think of, no Body minded me,
or what was become of me; but another Man stept up the Pump, and
thrusting me aside with his Foot, let me lye, thinking I had been
dead; and it was a great while before I came to my self.

We work’d on, but the Water encreasing in the Hold, it was appar-
ent that the Ship would founder, and tho’ the Storm began to abate a
little, yet as it was not possible she could swim till we might run into
a Port, so the Master continued firing Guns for Help; and a light
Ship who had rid it out just a Head of us ventured a Boat out to help
us. It was with the utmost Hazard the Boat came near us, but it was
impossible for us to get on Board, or for the Boat to lie near the Ship
Side, till at last the Men rowing very heartily, and venturing their
Lives to save ours, our Men cast them a Rope over the Stern with a
Buoy to it, and then vered it out a great Length, which they after
great Labour and Hazard took hold of and we hall’d them close
under our Stern and got all into their Boat. It was to no Purpose for
them or us after we were in the Boat to think of reaching to their own
Ship, so all agreed to let her drive and only to pull her in towards
Shore as much as we could, and our Master promised them, That if
the Boat was stav’d upon Shore he would make it good to their
Master, so partly rowing and partly driving our Boat went away to
the Norward sloaping towards the Shore almost as far as Winterton
Ness.*

We were not much more than a quarter of an Hour out of our Ship
but we saw her sink, and then I understood for the first time what
was meant by a Ship foundering in the Sea; I must acknowledge I
had hardly Eyes to look up when the Seamen told me she was sink-
ing; for from that Moment they rather put me into the Boat than that
I might be said to go in, my Heart was as it were dead within me,
partly with Fright, partly with Horror of Mind and the Thoughts of
what was yet before me.

While we were in this Condition, the Men yet labouring at the
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Oar to bring the Boat near the Shore, we could see, when our Boat
mounting the Waves, we were able to see the Shore, a great many
People running along the Shore to assist us when we should come
near, but we made but slow way towards the Shore, nor were we able
to reach the Shore, till being past the Light-House at Winterton, the
Shore falls off to the Westward towards Cromer, and so the Land
broke off a little the Violence of the Wind:* Here we got in, and tho’
not without much Difficulty got all safe on Shore and walk’d after-
wards on Foot to Yarmouth, where, as unfortunate Men, we were
used with great Humanity as well by the Magistrates of the Town,
who assign’d us good Quarters, as by particular Merchants and
Owners of Ships, and had Money given us sufficient to carry us
either to London or back to Hull, as we thought fit.

Had I now had the Sense to have gone back to Hull, and have gone
home, I had been happy, and my Father, an Emblem of our Blessed
Saviour’s Parable,* had even kill’d the fatted Calf for me; for hearing
the Ship I went away in was cast away in Yarmouth Road, it was a
great while before he had any Assurance that I was not drown’d.

But my ill Fate push’d me on now with an Obstinacy that nothing
could resist; and tho’ I had several times loud Calls from my Reason
and my more composed Judgment to go home, yet I had no Power to
do it. I know not what to call this, nor will I urge, that it is a secret
over-ruling Decree that hurries us on to be the Instruments of our
own Destruction, even tho’ it be before us, and that we rush upon it
with our Eyes open. Certainly nothing but some such decreed
unavoidable Misery attending, and which it was impossible for me to
escape, could have push’d me forward against the calm Reasonings
and Perswasions of my most retired Thoughts, and against two such
visible Instructions as I had met with in my first Attempt.

My Comrade, who had help’d to harden me before, and who was
the Master’s Son, was now less forward than I; the first time he
spoke to me after we were at Yarmouth, which was not till two or
three Days, for we were separated in the Town to several Quarters; I
say, the first time he saw me, it appear’d his Tone was alter’d, and
looking very melancholy and shaking his Head, ask’d me how I did,
and telling his Father who I was, and how I had come this Voyage
only for a Trial in order to go farther abroad; his Father turning to
me with a very grave and concern’d Tone, Young Man, says he, you
ought never to go to Sea any more, you ought to take this for a plain and
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visible Token that you are not to be a Seafaring Man. Why, Sir, said I,
will you go to Sea no more? That is another Case, said he, it is my
Calling, and therefore my Duty; but as you made this Voyage for a Trial,
you see what a Taste Heaven has given you of what you are to expect if
you persist; perhaps this is all befallen us on your Account, like Jonah in
the Ship of Tarshish.* Pray, continues he, what are you? and on what
Account did you go to Sea? Upon that I told him some of my Story; at
the End of which he burst out with a strange kind of Passion, What
had I done, says he, that such an unhappy Wretch should come into
my Ship? I would not set my Foot in the same Ship with thee again
for a Thousand Pounds. This indeed was, as I said, an Excursion of
his Spirits which were yet agitated by the Sense of his Loss, and was
farther than he could have Authority to go. However he afterwards
talk’d very gravely to me, exhorted me to go back to my Father, and
not tempt Providence to my Ruine; told me I might see a visible
Hand of Heaven against me, And young Man, said he, depend upon it,
if you do not go back, where-ever you go, you will meet with nothing but
Disasters and Disappointments till your Father’s Words are fulfilled upon
you.

We parted soon after; for I made him little Answer, and I saw him
no more; which way he went, I know not. As for me, having some
Money in my Pocket, I travelled to London by Land; and there, as
well as on the Road, had many Struggles with my self, what Course
of Life I should take, and whether I should go Home, or go to Sea.

As to going Home, Shame opposed the best Motions that offered
to my Thoughts; and it immediately occurr’d to me how I should be
laugh’d at among the Neighbours, and should be asham’d to see, not
my Father and Mother only, but even every Body else; from whence
I have since often observed, how incongruous and irrational the
common Temper of Mankind is, especially of Youth, to that Reason
which ought to guide them in such Cases, viz. That they are not
asham’d to sin, and yet are asham’d to repent; not asham’d of the
Action for which they ought justly to be esteemed Fools, but are
asham’d of the returning, which only can make them be esteem’d
wise Men.

In this State of Life however I remained some time, uncertain
what Measures to take, and what Course of Life to lead. An irresist-
ible Reluctance continu’d to going Home; and as I stay’d a while, the
Remembrance of the Distress I had been in wore off; and as that
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abated, the little Motion I had in my Desires to a Return wore off
with it, till at last I quite lay’d aside the Thoughts of it, and lookt out
for a Voyage.

That evil Influence which carryed me first away from my Father’s
House, that hurried me into the wild and indigested Notion of rais-
ing my Fortune; and that imprest those Conceits so forcibly upon
me, as to make me deaf to all good Advice, and to the Entreaties and
even Command of my Father: I say the same Influence, whatever it
was, presented the most unfortunate of all Enterprises to my View;
and I went on board a Vessel bound to the Coast of Africa; or, as our
Sailors vulgarly call it, a Voyage to Guinea.*

It was my great Misfortune that in all these Adventures I did not
ship my self as a Sailor; whereby, tho’ I might indeed have workt a
little harder than ordinary, yet at the same time I had learn’d the
Duty and Office of a Fore-mast Man; and in time might have qualli-
fied my self for a Mate or Lieutenant, if not for a Master: But as it
was always my Fate to choose for the worse, so I did here; for having
Money in my Pocket, and good Cloaths upon my Back, I would
always go on board in the Habit of a Gentleman; and so I neither had
any Business in the Ship, or learn’d to do any.

It was my Lot first of all to fall into pretty good Company in
London, which does not always happen to such loose and unguided
young Fellows as I then was; the Devil generally not omitting to lay
some Snare for them very early: But it was not so with me, I first fell
acquainted with the Master of a Ship who had been on the Coast of
Guinea; and who having had very good Success there, was resolved
to go again; and who taking a Fancy to my Conversation, which was
not at all disagreeable at that time, hearing me say I had a mind to see
the World, told me if I wou’d go the Voyage with him I should be at
no Expence; I should be his Mess-mate and his Companion, and if I
could carry any thing with me, I should have all the Advantage of it
that the Trade would admit; and perhaps I might meet with some
Encouragement.

I embrac’d the Offer, and entring into a strict Friendship with this
Captain, who was an honest and plain-dealing Man, I went the Voy-
age with him, and carried a small Adventure with me, which by the
disinterested Honesty of my Friend the Captain, I increased very
considerably; for I carried about  l. in such Toys and Trifles as the
Captain directed me to buy. This  l. I had mustered together by
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the Assistance of some of my Relations whom I corresponded with,
and who, I believe, got my Father, or at least my Mother, to contrib-
ute so much as that to my first Adventure.

This was the only Voyage which I may say was successful in all my
Adventures, and which I owe to the Integrity and Honesty of my
Friend the Captain, under whom also I got a competent Knowledge
of the Mathematicks and the Rules of Navigation,* learn’d how to
keep an Account of the Ship’s Course, take an Observation;* and in
short, to understand some things that were needful to be understood
by a Sailor: For, as he took Delight to introduce me, I took Delight to
learn; and, in a word, this Voyage made me both a Sailor and a
Merchant: for I brought Home L. .  Ounces* of Gold Dust for my
Adventure, which yielded me in London at my Return, almost  l.
and this fill’d me with those aspiring Thoughts which have since so
compleated my Ruin.

Yet even in this Voyage I had my Misfortunes too; particularly,
that I was continually sick, being thrown into a violent Calenture by
the excessive Heat of the Climate; our principal Trading being upon
the Coast, from the Latitude of  Degrees, North even to the Line*
it self.

I was now set up for a Guiney Trader; and my Friend, to my great
Misfortune, dying soon after his Arrival, I resolved to go the same
Voyage again, and I embark’d in the same Vessel with one who was
his Mate in the former Voyage, and had now got the Command of
the Ship. This was the unhappiest Voyage that ever Man made; for
tho’ I did not carry quite  l. of my new gain’d Wealth, so that I
had  left, and which I lodg’d with my Friend’s Widow, who was
very just to me, yet I fell into terrible Misfortunes in this Voyage;
and the first was this, viz. Our Ship making her Course towards the
Canary Islands, or rather between those Islands and the African
Shore, was surprised in the Grey of the Morning, by a Turkish Rover
of Sallee,* who gave Chase to us with all the Sail she could make. We
crowded also as much Canvas as our Yards would spread, or our
Masts carry, to have got clear; but finding the Pirate gain’d upon us,
and would certainly come up with us in a few Hours, we prepar’d to
fight; our Ship having  Guns, and the Rogue . About three in
the Afternoon he came up with us, and bringing to by Mistake, just
athwart our Quarter,* instead of athwart our Stern, as he intended,
we brought  of our Guns to bear on that Side, and pour’d in a
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Broadside upon him, which made him sheer off again, after return-
ing our Fire, and pouring in also his small Shot from near  Men
which he had on Board. However, we had not a Man touch’d, all our
Men keeping close. He prepar’d to attack us again, and we to defend
our selves; but laying us on Board* the next time upon our other
Quarter, he entred o Men upon our Decks, who immediately fell to
cutting and hacking the Decks and Rigging. We ply’d them with
Small-shot, Half-Pikes, Powder-Chests, and such like, and clear’d
our Deck of them twice. However, to cut short this melancholly Part
of our Story, our Ship being disabled, and three of our Men kill’d,
and eight wounded, we were obliged to yield, and were carry’d all
Prisoners into Sallee, a Port belonging to the Moors.

The Usage I had there was not so dreadful as at first I appre-
hended, nor was I carried up the Country to the Emperor’s Court, as
the rest of our Men were, but was kept by the Captain of the Rover,
as his proper Prize, and made his Slave, being young and nimble, and
fit for his Business. At this surprising Change of my Circumstances
from a Merchant to a miserable Slave, I was perfectly overwhelmed;
and now I look’d back upon my Father’s prophetick Discourse to
me, that I should be miserable, and have none to relieve me, which I
thought was now so effectually brought to pass, that it could not be
worse; that now the Hand of Heaven had overtaken me, and I was
undone without Redemption. But alas! this was but a Taste of the
Misery I was to go thro’, as will appear in the Sequel of this Story.

As my new Patron or Master had taken me Home to his House, so
I was in hopes that he would take me with him when he went to Sea
again, believing that it would some time or other be his Fate to be
taken by a Spanish or Portugal Man of War; and that then I should be
set at Liberty. But this Hope of mine was soon taken away; for when
he went to Sea, he left me on Shoar to look after his little Garden,
and do the common Drudgery of Slaves about his House; and when
he came home again from his Cruise, he order’d me to lye in the
Cabbin to look after the Ship.

Here I meditated nothing but my Escape; and what Method I
might take to effect it, but found no Way that had the least Prob-
ability in it: Nothing presented to make the Supposition of it
rational; for I had no Body to communicate it to, that would embark
with me; no Fellow-Slave, no Englishman, Irishman, or Scotsman
there but my self; so that for two Years, tho’ I often pleased my self
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with the Imagination, yet I never had the least encouraging Prospect
of putting it in Practice.

After about two Years an odd Circumstance presented it self,
which put the old Thought of making some Attempt for my Liberty,
again in my Head: My Patron lying at Home longer than usual,
without fitting out his Ship, which, as I heard, was for want of
Money; he used constantly, once or twice a Week, sometimes oftner,
if the Weather was fair, to take the Ship’s Pinnace, and go out into
the Road a-fishing; and as he always took me and a young Maresco*
with him to row the Boat, we made him very merry, and I prov’d
very dexterous in catching Fish; insomuch that sometimes he would
send me with a Moor, one of his Kinsmen, and the Youth the
Maresco, as they call’d him, to catch a Dish of Fish for him.

It happen’d one time, that going a fishing in a stark calm Morning,
a Fog rose so thick, that tho’ we were not half a League from the
Shoar we lost Sight of it; and rowing we knew not whither or which
way, we labour’d all Day and all the next Night, and when the Morn-
ing came we found we had pull’d off to Sea instead of pulling in for
the Shoar; and that we were at least two Leagues from the Shoar:
However we got well in again, tho’ with a great deal of Labour, and
some Danger; for the Wind began to blow pretty fresh in the Morn-
ing; but particularly we were all very hungry.

But our Patron warn’d by this Disaster, resolved to take more
Care of himself for the future; and having lying by him the Long-
boat of our English Ship we had taken, he resolved he would not go
a fishing any more without a Compass and some Provision; so he
ordered the Carpenter of his Ship, who also was an English Slave, to
build a little State-room or Cabin in the middle of the Long Boat,
like that of a Barge, with a Place to stand behind it to steer and hale
home the Main-sheet,* and Room before for a hand or two to stand
and work the Sails; she sail’d with that we call a Shoulder of Mutton
Sail; and the Boom gib’d over the Top of the Cabbin, which lay
very snug and low, and had in it Room for him to lye, with a Slave or
two,* and a Table to eat on, with some small Lockers to put in some
Bottles of such Liquor as he thought fit to drink in; particularly his
Bread, Rice and Coffee.

We went frequently out with this Boat a fishing, and as I was
most dextrous to catch fish for him, he never went without me: It
happen’d that he had appointed to go out in this Boat, either for
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Pleasure or for Fish, with two or three Moors of some Distinction in
that Place, and for whom he had provided extraordinarily; and had
therefore sent on board the Boat over Night, a larger Store of Provi-
sions than ordinary; and had order’d me to get ready three Fuzees
with Powder and Shot, which were on board his Ship; for that* they
design’d some Sport of Fowling as well as Fishing.

I got all things ready as he had directed, and waited the next
Morning with the Boat, washed clean, her Antient and Pendants
out, and every thing to accomodate his Guests; when by and by my
Patroon came on board alone, and told me his Guests had put off
going, upon some Business that fell out, and order’d me with the
Man and Boy, as usual, to go out with the Boat and catch them some
Fish, for that his Friends were to sup at his House; and commanded
that as soon as I had got some Fish I should bring it home to his
House; all which I prepar’d to do.

This Moment my former Notions of Deliverance darted into my
Thoughts, for now I found I was like to have a little Ship at my
Command; and my Master being gone, I prepar’d to furnish my self,
not for a fishing Business but for a Voyage; tho’ I knew not, neither
did I so much as consider whither I should steer; for any where to get
out of that Place was my Way.

My first Contrivance was to make a Pretence to speak to this
Moor, to get something for our Subsistance on board; for I told him
we must not presume to eat of our Patroon’s Bread, he said that was
true; so he brought a large Basket of Rusk or Bisket of their kind, and
three Jarrs with fresh Water into the Boat; I knew where my
Patroon’s Case of Bottles stood, which it was evident by the make
were taken out of some English Prize; and I convey’d them into the
Boat while the Moor was on Shoar, as if they had been there before,
for our Master: I convey’d also a great Lump of Bees-Wax into the
Boat, which weighed above half a Hundred Weight, with a Parcel of
Twine or Thread, a Hatchet, a Saw and a Hammer, all which were of
great Use to us afterwards; especially the Wax to make Candles.
Another Trick I try’d upon him, which he innocently came into also;
his Name was Ismael, who they call Muly or Moely, so I call’d to him,
Moely said I, our Patroon’s Guns are on board the Boat, can you not
get a little Powder and Shot, it may be we may kill some Alcamies (a
Fowl like our Curlieus) for our selves, for I know he keeps the Gun-
ner’s Stores in the Ship? Yes, says he, I’ll bring some, and accordingly
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he brought a great Leather Pouch which held about a Pound and half
of Powder, or rather more; and another with Shot, that had five or six
Pound, with some Bullets; and put all into the Boat: At the same
time I had found some Powder of my Master’s in the Great Cabbin,
with which I fill’d one of the large Bottles in the Case, which was
almost empty; pouring what was in it into another: and thus fur-
nished with every thing needful, we sail’d out of the Port to fish: The
Castle which is at the Entrance of the Port knew who we were, and
took no Notice of us; and we were not above a Mile out of the Port
before we hal’d in our Sail, and set us down to fish: The Wind blew
from the N.NE. which was contrary to my Desire; for had it blown
southerly I had been sure to have made the Coast of Spain, and at
least reacht to the Bay of Cadiz; but my Resolutions were, blow
which way it would, I would be gone from that horrid Place where I
was, and leave the rest to Fate.

After we had fisht some time and catcht nothing, for when I had
Fish on my Hook, I would not pull them up, that he might not see
them; I said to the Moor, this will not do, our Master will not be thus
serv’d, we must stand farther off: He thinking no harm agreed, and
being in the head of the Boat set the Sails; and as I had the Helm I
run the Boat out near a League farther, and then brought her too as
if I would fish; when giving the Boy the Helm, I stept forward to
where the Moor was, and making as if I stoopt for something behind
him, I took him by Surprize with my Arm under his Twist, and tost
him clear over-board into the Sea; he rise* immediately, for he swam
like a Cork, and call’d to me, begg’d to be taken in, told me he would
go all over the World with me; he swam so strong after the Boat that
he would have reacht me very quickly, there being but little Wind;
upon which I stept into the Cabbin and fetching one of the Fowling-
pieces, I presented it at him, and told him, I had done him no hurt,
and if he would be quiet I would do him none; but said I, you swim
well enough to reach to the Shoar, and the Sea is calm, make the best
of your Way to Shoar and I will do you no harm, but if you come
near the Boat I’ll shoot you thro’ the Head; for I am resolved to have
my Liberty; so he turn’d himself about and swam for the Shoar, and
I make no doubt but he reacht it with Ease, for he was an Excellent
Swimmer.

I could ha’ been content to ha’ taken this Moor with me, and ha’
drown’d the Boy, but there was no venturing to trust him: When he
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was gone I turn’d to the Boy, who they call’d Xury, and said to him,
Xury, if you will be faithful to me I’ll make you a great Man, but if
you will not stroak your Face to be true to me, that is, swear by
Mahomet and his Father’s Beard, I must throw you into the Sea too;
the Boy smil’d in my Face and spoke so innocently that I could not
mistrust him; and swore to be faithful to me, and go all over the
World with me.

While I was in View of the Moor that was swimming, I stood out
directly to Sea with the Boat, rather stretching to Windward, that
they might think me gone towards the Straits-mouth* (as indeed any
one that had been in their Wits must ha’ been supposed to do) for
who would ha’ suppos’d we were saild on to the southward to the
truly Barbarian Coast,* where whole Nations of Negroes were sure
to surround us with their Canoes, and destroy us; where we could
ne’er once go on shoar but we should be devour’d by savage Beasts,
or more merciless Savages of humane kind.*

But as soon as it grew dusk in the Evening, I chang’d my Course,
and steer’d directly South and by East, bending my Course a little
toward the East, that I might keep in with the Shoar; and having a
fair fresh Gale of Wind, and a smooth quiet Sea, I made such Sail
that I believe by the next Day at Three a Clock in the Afternoon,
when I first made the Land, I could not be less than  Miles South
of Sallee; quite beyond the Emperor of Morocco’s Dominions, or
indeed of any other King thereabouts, for we saw no People.

Yet such was the Fright I had taken at the Moors, and the dreadful
Apprehensions I had of falling into their Hands, that I would not
stop, or go on Shoar, or come to an Anchor; the Wind continuing
fair, ’till I had sail’d in that manner five Days: And then the Wind
shifting to the southward, I concluded also that if any of our Vessels
were in Chase of me, they also would now give over; so I ventur’d to
make to the Coast, and came to an Anchor in the Mouth of a little
River, I knew not what, or where; neither what Latitude, what Coun-
try, what Nations, or what River: I neither saw, or desir’d to see any
People, the principal thing I wanted was fresh Water: We came into
this Creek in the Evening, resolving to swim on shoar as soon as it
was dark, and discover the Country; but as soon as it was quite dark,
we heard such dreadful Noises of the Barking, Roaring, and Howling
of Wild Creatures, of we knew not what Kinds, that the poor Boy
was ready to die with Fear, and beg’d of me not to go on shoar till
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Day; well Xury said I, then I won’t, but it may be we may see Men by
Day, who will be as bad to us as those Lyons; then we give them the
shoot Gun says Xury laughing, make them run wey; such English Xury
spoke by conversing among us Slaves; however I was glad to see the
Boy so cheerful, and I gave him a Dram (out of our Patroon’s Case of
Bottles) to chear him up: After all, Xury’s Advice was good, and I
took it, we dropt our little Anchor and lay still all Night; I say still,
for we slept none! for in two or three Hours we saw vast great
Creatures (we knew not what to call them) of many sorts, come down
to the Sea-shoar and run into the Water, wallowing and washing
themselves for the Pleasure of cooling themselves; and they made
such hideous Howlings and Yellings, that I never indeed heard the
like.

Xury was dreadfully frighted, and indeed so was I too; but we
were both more frighted when we heard one of these mighty Crea-
tures come swimming towards our Boat, we could not see him, but
we might hear him by his blowing to be a monstrous, huge and
furious Beast; Xury said it was a Lyon, and it might be so for ought I
know; but poor Xury cryed to me to weigh the Anchor and row away;
no says I, Xury, we can slip our Cable with the Buoy to it and go off
to Sea, they cannot follow us far; I had no sooner said so, but I
perceiv’d the Creature (whatever it was) within Two Oars Length,
which something surprized me; however I immediately stept to the
Cabbin-door, and taking up my Gun fir’d at him, upon which he
immediately turn’d about and swam towards the Shoar again.

But it is impossible to describe the horrible Noises, and hideous
Cryes and Howlings, that were raised as well upon the Edge of the
Shoar, as higher within the Country; upon the Noise or Report of
the Gun, a Thing I have some Reason to believe those Creatures had
never heard before: This Convinc’d me that there was no going on
Shoar for us in the Night upon that Coast, and how to venture on
Shoar in the Day was another Question too; for to have fallen into
the Hands of any of the Savages, had been as bad as to have fallen
into the Hands of Lyons and Tygers; at least we were equally appre-
hensive of the Danger of it.

Be that as it would, we were oblig’d to go on Shoar somewhere or
other for Water, for we had not a Pint left in the Boat; when or where
to get to it was the Point: Xury said, if I would let him go on Shoar
with one of the Jarrs, he would find if there was any Water and bring
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some to me. I ask’d him why he would go? Why I should not go and
he stay in the Boat? The Boy answer’d with so much Affection that
made me love him ever after. Says he, If wild Mans come, they eat me,
you go wey. Well, Xury, said I, we will both go, and if the wild Mans
come we will kill them, they shall Eat neither of us; so I gave Xury a
piece of Rusk-bread to Eat and a Dram out of our Patroon’s Case of
Bottles which I mentioned before; and we hal’d the Boat in as near
the Shoar as we thought was proper, and so waded on Shoar, carry-
ing nothing but our Arms and two Jarrs for Water.

I did not care to go out of Sight of the Boat, fearing the coming of
Canoes with Savages down the River; but the Boy seeing a low Place
about a Mile up the Country rambled to it; and by and by I saw him
come running towards me, I thought he was pursued by some Sav-
age, or frighted with some wild Beast, and I run forward towards him
to help him, but when I came nearer to him, I saw something hang-
ing over his Shoulders which was a Creature that he had shot, like a
Hare but different in Colour, and longer Legs, however we were very
glad of it, and it was very good Meat; but the great Joy that poor
Xury came with, was to tell me he had found good Water and seen no
wild Mans.

But we found afterwards that we need not take such Pains for
Water, for a little higher up the Creek where we were, we found the
Water fresh when the Tide was out, which flowed but a little way up;
so we filled our Jarrs and feasted on the Hare we had killed, and
prepared to go on our Way, having seen no Foot-steps of any humane
Creature in that part of the Country.

As I had been one Voyage to this Coast before, I knew very well
that the Islands of the Canaries, and the Cape de Verd Islands also, lay
not far off from the Coast. But as I had no Instruments to take an
Observation to know what Latitude we were in, and did not exactly
know, or at least remember what Latitude they were in; I knew not
where to look for them, or when to stand off to Sea towards them;
otherwise I might now easily have found some of these Islands. But
my hope was, that if I stood along this Coast till I came to that Part
where the English Traded, I should find some of their Vessels upon
their usual Design of Trade, that would relieve and take us in.

By the best of my Calculation, that Place where I now was, must
be that Country, which lying between the Emperor of Morocco’s
Dominions and the Negro’s, lies wast and uninhabited, except by
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wild Beasts; the Negroes having abandon’d it and gone farther South
for fear of the Moors; and the Moors not thinking it worth inhabiting,
by reason of its Barrenness; and indeed both forsaking it because of
the prodigious Numbers of Tygers, Lyons, Leopards and other furi-
ous Creatures which harbour there; so that the Moors use it for their
Hunting only, where they go like an Army, two or three thousand
Men at a time; and indeed for near an hundred Miles together upon
this Coast, we saw nothing but a wast uninhabited Country, by Day;
and heard nothing but Howlings and Roaring of wild Beasts, by
Night.

Once or twice in the Day time, I thought I saw the Pico of Tener-
iffe,* being the high top of the Mountain Teneriffe in the Canaries;
and had a great mind to venture out in hopes of reaching thither; but
having tried twice I was forced in again by contrary Winds, the Sea
also going too high for my little Vessel, so I resolved to pursue my
first Design and keep along the Shoar.

Several times I was obliged to land for fresh Water, after we had
left this Place; and once in particular, being early in the Morning, we
came to an Anchor under a little Point of Land which was pretty
high, and the Tide beginning to flow, we lay still to go farther in;
Xury, whose Eyes were more about him than it seems mine were,
calls softly to me, and tells me that we had best go farther off the
Shoar; for, says he, look yonder lies a dreadful Monster on the side of
that Hillock fast asleep: I look’d where he pointed, and saw a dread-
ful Monster indeed, for it was a terrible great Lyon that lay on the
Side of the Shoar, under the Shade of a Piece of the Hill that hung as
it were a little over him. Xury, says I, you shall go on Shoar and kill
him; Xury look’d frighted, and said, Me kill! he eat me at one Mouth;
one Mouthful he meant; however, I said no more to the Boy, but bad
him lye still, and I took our biggest Gun, which was almost
Musquet-bore,* and loaded it with a good Charge of Powder, and
with two Slugs, and laid it down; then I loaded another Gun with
two Bullets, and the third, for we had three Pieces, I loaded with five
smaller Bullets. I took the best aim I could with the first Piece to have
shot him into the Head, but he lay so with his Leg rais’d a little above
his Nose, that the Slugs hit his Leg about the Knee, and broke the
Bone. He started up growling at first, but finding his Leg broke fell
down again, and then got up upon three Legs and gave the most
hideous Roar that ever I heard; I was a little suppriz’d that I had not
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hit him on the Head; however I took up the second Piece immedi-
ately, and tho’ he began to move off fir’d again, and shot him into the
Head, and had the Pleasure to see him drop, and make but little
Noise, but lay struggling for Life. Then Xury took Heart, and would
have me let him go on Shoar: Well, go said I, so the Boy jump’d into
the Water, and taking a little Gun in one Hand swam to Shoar with
the other Hand, and coming close to the Creature, put the Muzzle
of the Piece to his Ear, and shot him into the Head again which
dispatch’d him quite.*

This was Game indeed to us, but this was no Food, and I was very
sorry to lose three Charges of Powder and Shot upon a Creature that
was good for nothing to us. However Xury said he would have some
of him; so he comes on board, and ask’d me to give him the Hatchet;
for what, Xury, said I? Me cut off his Head, said he. However Xury
could not cut off his Head, but he cut off a Foot and brought it with
him, and it was a monstrous great one.

I bethought my self however, that perhaps the Skin of him might
one way or other be of some Value to us; and I resolved to take off his
Skin if I could. So Xury and I went to work with him; but Xury was
much the better Workman at it, for I knew very ill how to do it.
Indeed it took us up both the whole Day, but at last we got off the
Hide of him, and spreading it on the top of our Cabbin, the Sun
effectually dried it in two Days time, and it afterwards serv’d me to
lye upon.

After this Stop we made on to the Southward continually for ten
or twelve Days, living very sparing on our Provisions, which began
to abate very much, and going no oftner into the Shoar than we were
oblig’d to for fresh Water; my Design in this was to make the River
Gambia or Sennegall, that is to say, any where about the Cape de Verd,
where I was in hopes to meet with some European Ship, and if I did
not, I knew not what Course I had to take, but to seek out for the
Islands, or perish there among the Negroes. I knew that all the Ships
from Europe, which sail’d either to the Coast of Guiney, or to Brasil,
or to the East-Indies, made this Cape or those Islands; and in a word, I
put the whole of my Fortune upon this single Point, either that I
must meet with some Ship, or must perish.

When I had pursued this Resolution about ten Days longer, as I
have said, I began to see that the Land was inhabited, and in two or
three Places as we sailed by, we saw People stand upon the Shoar to
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look at us, we could also perceive they were quite Black and Stark-
naked. I was once inclin’d to ha’ gone on Shoar to them; but Xury
was my better Councellor, and said to me, no go, no go; however I
hal’d in nearer the Shoar that I might talk to them, and I found they
run along the Shoar by me a good way; I observ’d they had no
Weapons in their Hands, except one who had a long slender Stick,
which Xury said was a Lance, and that they would throw them a
great way with good aim; so I kept at a distance, but talk’d with them
by Signs as well as I could; and particularly made Signs for some
thing to Eat, they beckon’d to me to stop my Boat, and that they
would fetch me some Meat; upon this I lower’d the top of my Sail,
and lay by,* and two of them run up into the Country, and in less
than half an Hour came back and brought with them two Pieces of
dry Flesh and some Corn, such as is the Produce of their Country,
but we neither knew what the one or the other was; however we were
willing to accept it, but how to come at it was our next Dispute, for I
was not for venturing on Shore to them, and they were as much
affraid of us; but they took a safe way for us all, for they brought it to
the Shore and laid it down, and went and stood a great way off till we
fetch’d it on Board, and then came close to us again.

We made Signs of Thanks to them, for we had nothing to make
them amends; but an Opportunity offer’d that very Instant to oblige
them wonderfully, for while we were lying by the Shore, came two
mighty Creatures one pursuing the other, (as we took it) with great
Fury, from the Mountains towards the Sea; whether it was the Male
pursuing the Female, or whether they were in Sport or in Rage, we
could not tell, any more than we could tell whether it was usual or
strange, but I believe it was the latter; because in the first Place, those
ravenous Creatures seldom appear but in the Night; and in the sec-
ond Place, we found the People terribly frighted, especially the
Women. The Man that had the Lance or Dart did not fly from them,
but the rest did; however as the two Creatures ran directly into the
Water, they did not seem to offer to fall upon any of the Negroes, but
plung’d themselves into the Sea and swam about as if they had come
for their Diversion; at last one of them began to come nearer our
Boat than at first I expected, but I lay ready for him, for I had loaded
my Gun with all possible Expedition, and bad Xury load both the
other;* as soon as he came fairly within my reach, I fir’d, and shot
him directly into the Head; immediately he sunk down into the Water,
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but rose instantly and plung’d up and down as if he was struggling
for Life; and so indeed he was, he immediately made to the Shore,
but between the Wound which was his mortal Hurt, and the stran-
gling of the Water, he dyed just before he reach’d the Shore.

It is impossible to express the Astonishment of these poor Crea-
tures at the Noise and the Fire of my Gun; some of them were even
ready to dye for Fear, and fell down as Dead with the very Terror.
But when they saw the Creature dead and sunk in the Water, and
that I made Signs to them to come to the Shore; they took Heart and
came to the Shore and began to search for the Creature, I found him
by his Blood staining the Water, and by the help of a Rope which I
flung round him and gave the Negroes to hawl, they drag’d him on
Shore, and found that it was a most curious Leopard, spotted and
fine to an admirable Degree, and the Negroes held up their Hands
with Admiration to think what it was I had kill’d him with.

The other Creature frighted with the flash of Fire and the Noise
of the Gun swam on Shore, and ran up directly to the Mountains
from whence they came, nor could I at that Distance know what it
was. I found quickly the Negroes were for eating the Flesh of this
Creature, so I was willing to have them take it as a Favour from me,
which when I made Signs to them that they might take him, they
were very thankful for, immediately they fell to work with him, and
tho’ they had no Knife, yet with a sharpen’d Piece of Wood they took
off his Skin as readily, and much more readily than we cou’d have
done with a Knife; they offer’d me some of the Flesh, which I
declined, making as if I would give it them, but made Signs for the
Skin, which they gave me very freely, and brought me a great deal
more of their Provision, which tho’ I did not understand, yet I
accepted; then I made Signs to them for some Water, and held out
one of my Jarrs to them, turning it bottom upward, to shew that it
was empty, and that I wanted to have it filled. They call’d immedi-
ately to some of their Friends, and there came two Women and
brought a great Vessel made of Earth, and burnt as I suppose in the
Sun; this they set down for me, as before, and I sent Xury on Shore
with my Jarrs, and filled them all three: The Women were as stark
Naked as the Men.

I was now furnished with Roots and Corn, such as it was, and
Water, and leaving my friendly Negroes, I made forward for about
eleven Days more without offering to go near the Shoar, till I saw the
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Land run out a great Length into the Sea, at about the Distance of
four or five Leagues before me, and the Sea being very calm I kept a
large offing* to make this Point; at length, doubling the Point at
about two Leagues from the Land, I saw plainly Land on the other
Side to Seaward; then I concluded, as it was most certain indeed,
that this was the Cape de Verd, and those the Islands, call’d from
thence Cape de Verd Islands.* However they were at a great Distance,
and I could not well tell what I had best to do, for if I should be taken
with a Fresh of Wind I might neither reach one or other.

In this Dilemma, as I was very pensive, I stept into the Cabbin and
sat me down, Xury having the Helm, when on a suddain the Boy
cry’d out, Master, Master, a Ship with a Sail, and the foolish Boy was
frighted out of his Wits, thinking it must needs be some of his
Master’s Ships sent to pursue us, when, I knew we were gotten far
enough out of their reach. I jump’d out of the Cabbin, and immedi-
ately saw not only the Ship, but what she was, (viz.) that it was a
Portuguese Ship, and as I thought was bound to the Coast of Guinea
for Negroes. But when I observ’d the Course she steer’d, I was soon
convinc’d they were bound some other way, and did not design to
come any nearer to the Shoar; upon which I stretch’d out to Sea as
much as I could, resolving to speak with them if possible.

With all the Sail I could make, I found I should not be able to
come in their Way, but that they would be gone by, before I could
make any Signal to them; but after I had crowded to the utmost,* and
began to despair, they it seems saw me by the help of their
Perspective-Glasses, and that it was some European Boat, which as
they supposed must belong to some Ship that was lost, so they
shortned Sail* to let me come up. I was encouraged with this, and as I
had my Patroon’s Antient on Board, I made a Waft of it* to them for
a Signal of Distress, and fir’d a Gun, both which they saw, for they
told me they saw the Smoke, tho’ they did not hear the Gun; upon
these Signals they very kindly brought too, and lay by for me, and in
about three Hours time I came up with them.

They ask’d me what I was, in Portuguese, and in Spanish, and in
French, but I understood none of them; but at last a Scots Sailor who
was on board, call’d to me, and I answer’d him, and told him I was an
Englishman, that I had made my escape out of Slavery from the
Moors at Sallee; then they bad me come on board, and very kindly
took me in, and all my Goods.

Robinson Crusoe 



It was an inexpressible Joy to me, that any one will believe, that I
was thus deliver’d, as I esteem’d it, from such a miserable and almost
hopeless Condition as I was in, and I immediately offered all I had to
the Captain of the Ship, as a Return for my Deliverance; but he
generously told me, he would take nothing from me, but that all I
had should be deliver’d safe to me when I came to the Brasils, for
says he, I have sav’d your Life on no other Terms than I would be glad to
be saved my self, and it may one time or other be my Lot to be taken up in
the same Condition; besides, said he, when I carry you to the Brasils, so
great a way from your own Country, if I should take from you what you
have, you will be starved there, and then I only take away that Life I
have given. No, no, Seignor Inglese, says he, Mr. Englishman, I will
carry you thither in Charity, and those things will help you to buy your
Subsistance there and your Passage home again.

As he was Charitable in his Proposal, so he was Just in the Per-
formance to a tittle, for he ordered the Seamen that none should
offer to touch any thing I had; then he took every thing into his own
Possession, and gave me back an exact Inventory of them, that I
might have them, even so much as my three Earthen Jarrs.

As to my Boat it was a very good one, and that he saw, and told me
he would buy it of me for the Ship’s use, and ask’d me what I would
have for it?* I told him he had been so generous to me in every thing,
that I could not offer to make any Price of the Boat, but left it
entirely to him, upon which he told me he would give me a Note of
his Hand to pay me  Pieces of Eight* for it at Brasil, and when it
came there, if any one offer’d to give more he would make it up; he
offer’d me also  Pieces of Eight more for my Boy Xury, which I
was loath to take, not that I was not willing to let the Captain have
him, but I was very loath to sell the poor Boy’s Liberty,* who had
assisted me so faithfully in procuring my own. However when I let
him know my Reason, he own’d it to be just, and offer’d me this
Medium, that he would give the Boy an Obligation to set him free
in ten Years, if he turn’d Christian; upon this, and Xury saying he
was willing to go to him, I let the Captain have him.

We had a very good Voyage to the Brasils, and arriv’d in the Bay de
Todos los Santos, or All-Saints Bay,* in about Twenty-two Days after.
And now I was once more deliver’d from the most miserable of all
Conditions of Life, and what to do next with my self I was now to
consider.
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The generous Treatment the Captain gave me, I can never enough
remember; he would take nothing of me for my Passage, gave me
twenty Ducats for the Leopard’s Skin, and forty for the Lyon’s Skin
which I had in my Boat, and caused every thing I had in the Ship to
be punctually deliver’d me, and what I was willing to sell he bought,
such as the Case of Bottles, two of my Guns, and a Piece of the
Lump of Bees-wax, for I had made Candles of the rest; in a word, I
made about  Pieces of Eight of all my Cargo, and with this Stock
I went on Shoar in the Brasils.

I had not been long here, but being recommended to the House of
a good honest Man like himself, who had an Ingenio as they call it;
that is, a Plantation and a Sugar-House. I lived with him some time,
and acquainted my self by that means with the Manner of their
planting and making of Sugar; and seeing how well the Planters
liv’d, and how they grew rich suddenly, I resolv’d, if I could get
Licence to settle there, I would turn Planter among them, resolving
in the mean time to find out some Way to get my Money which I had
left in London remitted to me. To this Purpose getting a kind of a
Letter of Naturalization, I purchased as much Land that was
Uncur’d, as my Money would reach, and form’d a Plan for my
Plantation and Settlement, and such a one as might be suitable to the
Stock which I proposed to my self to receive from England.

I had a Neighbour, a Portugueze of Lisbon, but born of English
Parents, whose Name was Wells, and in much such Circumstances as
I was. I call him my Neighbour, because his Plantation lay next to
mine, and we went on very sociably together. My Stock was but low
as well as his; and we rather planted for Food than any thing else, for
about two Years. However, we began to increase, and our Land began
to come into Order; so that the third Year we planted some Tobacco,
and made each of us a large Piece of Ground ready for planting
Canes in the Year to come; but we both wanted Help, and now I
found more than before, I had done wrong in parting with my Boy
Xury.

But alas! for me to do wrong that never did right, was no great
Wonder: I had no Remedy but to go on; I was gotten into an
Employment quite remote to my Genius, and directly contrary to
the Life I delighted in, and for which I forsook my Father’s House,
and broke thro’ all his good Advice; nay, I was coming into the very
Middle Station, or upper Degree of low Life, which my Father
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advised me to before; and which if I resolved to go on with, I might
as well ha’ staid at Home, and never have fatigu’d my self in the
World as I had done; and I used often to say to my self, I could ha’
done this as well in England among my Friends, as ha’ gone 
Miles off to do it among Strangers and Salvages in a Wilderness, and
at such a Distance, as never to hear from any Part of the World that
had the least Knowledge of me.

In this manner I used to look upon my Condition with the utmost
Regret. I had no body to converse with but now and then this
Neighbour; no Work to be done, but by the Labour of my Hands;
and I used to say, I liv’d just like a Man cast away upon some desolate
Island, that had no body there but himself. But how just has it been,
and how should all Men reflect, that when they compare their pres-
ent Conditions with others that are worse, Heaven may oblige them
to make the Exchange, and be convinc’d of their former Felicity by
their Experience: I say, how just has it been, that the truly solitary
Life I reflected on in an Island of meer Desolation should be my Lot,
who had so often unjustly compar’d it with the Life which I then led,
in which had I continued, I had in all Probability been exceeding
prosperous and rich.

I was in some Degree settled in my Measures for carrying on the
Plantation, before my kind Friend the Captain of the Ship that took
me up at Sea, went back; for the Ship remained there in providing
his Loading, and preparing for his Voyage, near three Months, when
telling him what little Stock I had left behind me in London, he gave
me this friendly and sincere Advice, Seignior Inglese says he, for so he
always called me, if you will give me Letters, and a Procuration here
in Form to me, with Orders to the Person who has your Money
in London, to send your Effects to Lisbon, to such Persons as I shall
direct, and in such Goods as are proper for this Country, I will bring
you the Produce of them, God willing, at my Return; but since
human Affairs are all subject to Changes and Disasters, I would
have you give Orders but for One Hundred Pounds Sterl.* which
you say is Half your Stock, and let the Hazard be run for the first; so
that if it come safe, you may order the rest the same Way; and if
it miscarry, you may have the other Half to have Recourse to for
your Supply.

This was so wholesom Advice, and look’d so friendly, that I could
not but be convinc’d it was the best Course I could take; so I accord-
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ingly prepared Letters to the Gentlewoman with whom I had left my
Money, and a Procuration to the Portuguese Captain, as he desired.

I wrote the English Captain’s Widow a full Account of all my
Adventures, my Slavery, Escape, and how I had met with the Portu-
gal Captain at Sea, the Humanity of his Behaviour, and in what
Condition I was now in, with all other necessary Directions for my
Supply; and when this honest Captain came to Lisbon, he found
means by some of the English Merchants there, to send over not the
Order only, but a full Account of my Story to a Merchant at London,
who represented it effectually to her; whereupon, she not only
delivered the Money, but out of her own Pocket sent the Portugal
Captain a very handsom Present for his Humanity and Charity to me.

The Merchant in London vesting this Hundred Pounds in English
Goods, such as the Captain had writ for, sent them directly to him at
Lisbon, and he brought them all safe to me to the Brasils, among
which, without my Direction (for I was too young in my Business to
think of them) he had taken Care to have all Sorts of Tools, Iron-
Work, and Utensils necessary for my Plantation, and which were of
great Use to me.

When this Cargo arrived, I thought my Fortunes made, for I was
surprised with the Joy of it; and my good Steward the Captain had
laid out the Five Pounds which my Friend had sent him for a Present
for himself, to purchase, and bring me over a Servant under Bond for
six Years Service, and would not accept of any Consideration, except
a little Tobacco, which I would have him accept, being of my own
Produce.

Neither was this all; but my Goods being all English Manu-
factures, such as Cloath, Stuffs, Bays, and things particularly valu-
able and desirable in the Country, I found means to sell them to a
very great Advantage; so that I might say, I had more than four times
the Value of my first Cargo, and was now infinitely beyond my poor
Neighbour, I mean in the Advancement of my Plantation; for the
first thing I did, I bought me a Negro Slave, and an European Ser-
vant also; I mean another besides that which the Captain brought me
from Lisbon.

But as abus’d Prosperity is oftentimes made the very Means of our
greatest Adversity, so was it with me. I went on the next Year with
great Success in my Plantation: I raised fifty great Rolls of Tobacco
on my own Ground, more than I had disposed of for Necessaries
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among my Neighbours; and these fifty Rolls being each of above a
 Wt.* were well cur’d and laid by against the Return of the Fleet
from Lisbon: and now increasing in Business and in Wealth, my Head
began to be full of Projects and Undertakings beyond my Reach;
such as are indeed often the Ruine of the best Heads in Business.

Had I continued in the Station I was now in, I had room for all the
happy things to have yet befallen me, for which my Father so earn-
estly recommended a quiet retired Life, and of which he had so
sensibly describ’d the middle Station of Life to be full of; but other
things attended me, and I was still to be the wilful Agent of all my
own Miseries; and particularly to encrease my Fault and double the
Reflections upon my self, which in my future Sorrows I should have
leisure to make; all these Miscarriages were procured by my appar-
ent obstinate adhering to my foolish inclination of wandring abroad
and pursuing that Inclination, in contradiction to the clearest Views
of doing my self good in a fair and plain pursuit of those Prospects
and those measures of Life, which Nature and Providence concurred
to present me with, and to make my Duty.

As I had once done thus in my breaking away from my Parents, so
I could not be content now, but I must go and leave the happy View I
had of being a rich and thriving Man in my new Plantation, only to
pursue a rash and immoderate Desire of rising faster than the
Nature of the Thing admitted; and thus I cast my self down again
into the deepest Gulph of human Misery that ever Man fell into, or
perhaps could be consistent with Life and a State of Health in the
World.

To come then by the just Degrees, to the Particulars of this Part of
my Story; you may suppose, that having now lived almost four Years
in the Brasils, and beginning to thrive and prosper very well upon
my Plantation; I had not only learn’d the Language, but had con-
tracted Acquaintance and Friendship among my Fellow-Planters, as
well as among the Merchants at St. Salvadore,* which was our Port;
and that in my Discourses among them, I had frequently given them
an Account of my two Voyages to the Coast of Guinea, the manner of
Trading with the Negroes there, and how easy it was to purchase
upon the Coast, for Trifles, such as Beads, Toys, Knives, Scissars,
Hatchets, bits of Glass, and the like; not only Gold Dust, Guinea
Grains,* Elephants Teeth, &c. but Negroes for the Service of the
Brasils, in great Numbers.
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They listened always very attentively to my Discourses on these
Heads, but especially to that Part which related to the buying
Negroes, which was a Trade at that time not only not far entred into,
but as far as it was, had been carried on by the Assiento’s,* or Permis-
sion of the Kings of Spain and Portugal, and engross’d in the Pub-
lick, so that few Negroes were brought, and those excessive dear.*

It happen’d, being in Company with some Merchants and Planters
of my Acquaintance, and talking of those things very earnestly, three
of them came to me the next Morning, and told me they had been
musing very much upon what I had discoursed with them of, the last
Night, and they came to make a secret Proposal to me; and after
enjoining me Secrecy, they told me, that they had a mind to fit out a
Ship to go to Guinea, that they had all Plantations as well as I, and
were straiten’d for nothing so much as Servants; that as it was a Trade
that could not be carried on, because they could not publickly sell the
Negroes when they came home, so they desired to make but one Voy-
age, to bring the Negroes on Shoar privately, and divide them among
their own Plantations; and in a Word, the Question was, whether I
would go their Super-Cargo in the Ship to manage the Trading Part
upon the Coast of Guinea? And they offer’d me that I should have my
equal Share of the Negroes without providing any Part of the Stock.

This was a fair Proposal it must be confess’d, had it been made to
any one that had not had a Settlement and Plantation of his own to
look after, which was in a fair way of coming to be very Considerable,
and with a good Stock upon it. But for me that was thus entered and
established, and had nothing to do but go on as I had begun for three
or four Years more, and to have sent for the other hundred Pound
from England, and who in that time, and with that little Addition,
could scarce ha’ fail’d of being worth three or four thousand Pounds
Sterling, and that encreasing too; for me to think of such a Voyage,
was the most preposterous Thing that ever Man in such Circum-
stances could be guilty of.

But I that was born to be my own Destroyer, could no more resist
the Offer than I could restrain my first rambling Designs, when my
Father’s good Counsel was lost upon me. In a word, I told them I
would go with all my Heart, if they would undertake to look after my
Plantation in my Absence, and would dispose of it to such as I should
direct if I miscarry’d. This they all engag’d to do, and entred into
Writings or Covenants to do so; and I made a formal Will, disposing
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of my Plantation and Effects, in Case of my Death, making the
Captain of the Ship that had sav’d my Life as before, my universal
Heir, but obliging him to dispose of my Effects as I had directed in
my Will, one half of the Produce being to himself, and the other to
be ship’d to England.

In short, I took all possible Caution to preserve my Effects, and
keep up my Plantation; had I used half as much Prudence to have
look’d into my own Intrest, and have made a Judgment of what I
ought to have done, and not to have done, I had certainly never gone
away from so prosperous an Undertaking, leaving all the probable
Views of a thriving Circumstance, and gone upon a Voyage to Sea,
attended with all its common Hazards; to say nothing of the Reasons
I had to expect particular Misfortunes to my self.

But I was hurried on, and obey’d blindly the Dictates of my Fancy
rather than my Reason; and accordingly the Ship being fitted out,
and the Cargo furnished, and all things done as by Agreement, by
my Partners in the Voyage, I went on Board in an evil Hour, the
st of Sept. ,* being the same Day eight Year that I went from
my Father and Mother at Hull, in order to act the Rebel to their
Authority, and the Fool to my own Interest.

Our Ship was about  Tun Burthen,* carried  Guns, and 
Men, besides the Master, his Boy, and my self; we had on board no
large Cargo of Goods, except of such Toys as were fit for our Trade
with the Negroes, such as Beads, bits of Glass, Shells, and odd
Trifles, especially little Looking-Glasses, Knives, Scissars, Hatchets,
and the like.

The same Day I went on board we set sail, standing away to the
Northward upon our own Coast, with Design to stretch over for the
Affrican Coast, when they came about  or  Degrees of Northern
Latitude, which it seems was the manner of their Course in those
Days. We had very good Weather, only excessive hot, all the way
upon our own Coast, till we came the Height of Cape St. Augustino,*
from whence keeping farther off at Sea we lost Sight of Land, and
steer’d as if we was bound for the Isle Fernand de Noronha* holding
our Course N.E. by N. and leaving those Isles on the East; in this
Course we past the Line in about  Days time, and were by our last
Observation in  Degrees  Min. Northern Latitude, when a vio-
lent Tournado or Hurricane took us quite out of our Knowledge; it
began from the South-East, came about to the North-West, and then
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settled into the North-East, from whence it blew in such a terrible
manner, that for twelve Days together we could do nothing but drive,
and scudding away before it, let it carry us whither ever Fate and the
Fury of the Winds directed; and during these twelve Days, I need
not say, that I expected every Day to be swallowed up, nor indeed did
any in the Ship expect to save their Lives.

In this Distress, we had besides the Terror of the Storm, one of
our Men dyed of the Calenture, and one Man and the Boy wash’d
over board; about the th Day the Weather abating a little, the
Master made an Observation as well as he could,* and found that he
was in about  Degrees North Latitude, but that he was  Degrees
of Longitude difference West from Cape St. Augustino; so that he
found he was gotten upon the Coast of Guiana,* or the North Part of
Brasil, beyond the River Amozones, toward that of the River
Oronoque, commonly call’d the Great River, and began to consult
with me what Course he should take, for the Ship was leaky and very
much disabled, and he was going directly back to the Coast of Brasil.

I was positively against that, and looking over the Charts of the
Sea-Coast of America with him, we concluded there was no
inhabited Country for us to have recourse to, till we came within the
Circle of the Carribbe-Islands, and therefore resolved to stand away
for Barbadoes, which by keeping off at Sea, to avoid the Indraft of the
Bay or Gulph of Mexico, we might easily perform, as we hoped, in
about fifteen Days Sail; whereas we could not possibly make our
Voyage to the Coast of Affrica without some Assistance, both to our
Ship and to our selves.

With this Design we chang’d our Course and steer’d away N.W.
by W. in order to reach some of our English Islands, where I hoped
for Relief; but our Voyage was otherwise determined, for being in the
Latitude of  Deg.  Min.* a second Storm came upon us, which
carry’d us away with the same Impetuosity Westward, and drove us
so out of the very Way of all humane Commerce, that had all our
Lives been saved, as to the Sea, we were rather in Danger of being
devoured by Savages than ever returning to our own Country.

In this Distress, the Wind still blowing very hard, one of our Men
early in the Morning, cry’d out, Land; and we had no sooner run out
of the Cabbin to look out in hopes of seeing where abouts in the
World we were; but the Ship struck upon a Sand, and in a moment
her Motion being so stopp’d, the Sea broke over her in such a
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manner, that we expected we should all have perish’d immediately,
and we were immediately driven into our close Quarters to shelter us
from the very Foam and Sprye of the Sea.

It is not easy for any one, who has not been in the like Condition,
to describe or conceive the Consternation of Men in such Circum-
stances; we knew nothing where we were, or upon what Land it was
we were driven, whether an Island or the Main, whether inhabited or
not inhabited; and as the Rage of the Wind was still great, tho’ rather
less than at first, we could not so much as hope to have the Ship hold
many Minutes without breaking in Pieces, unless the Winds by a
kind of Miracle should turn immediately about. In a word, we sat
looking upon one another, and expecting Death every Moment, and
every Man acting accordingly, as preparing for another World, for
there was little or nothing more for us to do in this; that which was
our present Comfort, and all the Comfort we had, was, that contrary
to our Expectation the Ship did not break yet, and that the Master
said the Wind began to abate.

Now tho’ we thought that the Wind did a little abate, yet the Ship
having thus struck upon the Sand, and sticking too fast for us to
expect her getting off, we were in a dreadful Condition indeed, and
had nothing to do but to think of saving our Lives as well as we
could; we had a Boat at our Stern just before the Storm, but she was
first stav’d by dashing against the Ship’s Rudder, and in the next
Place she broke away, and either sunk or was driven off to Sea, so
there was no hope from her; we had another Boat on board, but how
to get her off into the Sea, was a doubtful thing; however there was
no room to debate, for we fancy’d the Ship would break in Pieces
every Minute, and some told us she was actually broken already.

In this Distress the Mate of our Vessel lays hold of the Boat, and
with the help of the rest of the Men, they got her flung over the
Ship’s-side, and getting all into her, let go, and committed our selves
being Eleven in Number, to God’s Mercy, and the wild Sea; for tho’
the Storm was abated considerably, yet the Sea went dreadful high
upon the Shore, and might well be call’d, Den wild Zee, as the Dutch
call the Sea in a Storm.

And now our Case was very dismal indeed; for we all saw plainly,
that the Sea went so high, that the Boat could not live, and that we
should be inevitably drowned. As to making Sail, we had none, nor,
if we had, could we ha’ done any thing with it; so we work’d at the
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Oar towards the Land, tho’ with heavy Hearts, like Men going to
Execution; for we all knew, that when the Boat came nearer the
Shore, she would be dash’d in a Thousand Pieces by the Breach of
the Sea.* However, we committed our Souls to God in the most
earnest Manner, and the Wind driving us towards the Shore, we
hasten’d our Destruction with our own Hands, pulling as well as we
could towards Land.

What the Shore was, whether Rock or Sand, whether Steep or
Shoal, we knew not; the only Hope that could rationally give us the
least Shadow of Expectation, was, if we might happen into some Bay
or Gulph, or the Mouth of some River, where by great Chance we
might have run our Boat in, or got under the Lee of the Land,* and
perhaps made smooth Water. But there was nothing of this appeared;
but as we made nearer and nearer the Shore, the Land look’d more
frightful than the Sea.

After we had row’d, or rather driven about a League and a Half, as
we reckon’d it, a raging Wave, Mountain-like, came rowling a-stern
of us, and plainly bad us expect the Coup de Grace. In a word, it took
us with such a Fury, that it overset the Boat at once; and separating
us as well from the Boat, as from one another, gave us not time
hardly to say, O God! for we were all swallowed up in a Moment.

Nothing can describe the Confusion of Thought which I felt
when I sunk into the Water; for tho’ I swam very well, yet I could not
deliver my self from the Waves so as to draw Breath, till that Wave
having driven me, or rather carried me a vast Way on towards the
Shore, and having spent it self, went back, and left me upon the
Land almost dry, but half-dead with the Water I took in. I had so
much Presence of Mind as well as Breath left, that seeing my self
nearer the main Land than I expected, I got upon my Feet, and
endeavoured to make on towards the Land as fast as I could, before
another Wave should return, and take me up again. But I soon found
it was impossible to avoid it; for I saw the Sea come after me as high
as a great Hill, and as furious as an Enemy which I had no Means or
Strength to contend with; my Business was to hold my Breath, and
raise my self upon the Water, if I could; and so by swimming to
preserve my Breathing, and Pilot my self towards the Shore, if pos-
sible; my greatest Concern now being, that the Sea, as it would carry
me a great Way towards the Shore when it came on, might not carry
me back again with it when it gave back towards the Sea.
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The Wave that came upon me again, buried me at once  or 
Foot deep in its own Body; and I could feel my self carried with a
mighty Force and Swiftness towards the Shore a very great Way; but
I held my Breath, and assisted my self to swim still forward with all
my Might. I was ready to burst with holding my Breath, when, as I
felt my self rising up, so to my immediate Relief, I found my Head
and Hands shoot out above the Surface of the Water; and tho’ it was
not two Seconds of Time that I could keep my self so, yet it reliev’d
me greatly, gave me Breath and new Courage. I was covered again
with Water a good while, but not so long but I held it out; and
finding the Water had spent it self, and began to return, I strook
forward against the Return of the Waves, and felt Ground again with
my Feet. I stood still a few Moments to recover Breath, and till the
Water went from me, and then took to my Heels, and run with what
Strength I had farther towards the Shore. But neither would this
deliver me from the Fury of the Sea, which came pouring in after me
again, and twice more I was lifted up by the Waves, and carried
forwards as before, the Shore being very flat.

The last Time of these two had well near been fatal to me; for the
Sea having hurried me along as before, landed me, or rather dash’d
me against a Piece of a Rock, and that with such Force, as it left me
senseless, and indeed helpless, as to my own Deliverance; for the
Blow taking my Side and Breast, beat the Breath as it were quite out
of my Body; and had it returned again immediately, I must have been
strangled in the Water; but I recover’d a little before the return of the
Waves, and seeing I should be cover’d again with the Water, I
resolv’d to hold fast by a Piece of the Rock, and so to hold my
Breath, if possible, till the Wave went back; now as the Waves were
not so high as at first, being nearer Land, I held my Hold till the
Wave abated, and then fetch’d another Run, which brought me so
near the Shore, that the next Wave, tho’ it went over me, yet did not
so swallow me up as to carry me away, and the next run I took, I got
to the main Land, where, to my great Comfort, I clamber’d up the
Clifts of the Shore, and sat me down upon the Grass, free from
Danger, and quite out of the Reach of the Water.

I was now landed, and safe on Shore, and began to look up and
thank God that my Life was sav’d in a Case wherein there was some
Minutes before scarce any room to hope. I believe it is impossible to
express to the Life what the Extasies and Transports of the Soul are,
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when it is so sav’d, as I may say, out of the very Grave; and I do not
wonder now at that Custom, viz. That when a Malefactor who has
the Halter about his Neck, is tyed up, and just going to be turn’d off,*
and has a Reprieve brought to him: I say, I do not wonder that they
bring a Surgeon with it, to let him Blood that very Moment they tell
him of it, that the Surprise may not drive the Animal Spirits from
the Heart, and overwhelm him:

For sudden Joys, like Griefs, confound at first.*

I walk’d about on the Shore, lifting up my Hands, and my whole
Being, as I may say, wrapt up in the Contemplation of my Deliver-
ance, making a Thousand Gestures and Motions which I cannot
describe, reflecting upon all my Comerades that were drown’d, and
that there should not be one Soul sav’d but my self; for, as for them, I
never saw them afterwards, or any Sign of them, except three of their
Hats, one Cap, and two Shoes that were not Fellows.

I cast my Eyes to the stranded Vessel, when the Breach and Froth
of the Sea being so big, I could hardly see it, it lay so far off, and
considered, Lord! how was it possible I could get on Shore?

After I had solac’d my Mind with the comfortable Part of my
Condition, I began to look round me to see what kind of Place I was
in, and what was next to be done, and I soon found my Comforts
abate, and that in a word I had a dreadful Deliverance: For I was wet,
had no Clothes to shift me, nor any thing either to eat or drink to
comfort me, neither did I see any Prospect before me, but that of
perishing with Hunger, or being devour’d by wild Beasts; and that
which was particularly afflicting to me, was, that I had no Weapon
either to hunt and kill any Creature for my Sustenance, or to defend
my self against any other Creature that might desire to kill me for
theirs: In a Word, I had nothing about me but a Knife, a Tobacco-
pipe, and a little Tobacco in a Box, this was all my Provision, and this
threw me into terrible Agonies of Mind, that for a while I run about
like a Mad-man; Night coming upon me, I began with a heavy Heart
to consider what would be my Lot if there were any ravenous Beasts in
that Country, seeing at Night they always come abroad for their Prey.

All the Remedy that offer’d to my Thoughts at that Time, was, to
get up into a thick bushy Tree like a Firr, but thorny, which grew
near me, and where I resolv’d to set all Night, and consider the next
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Day what Death I should dye, for as yet I saw no Prospect of Life; I
walk’d about a Furlong from the Shore, to see if I could find any
fresh Water to drink, which I did, to my great Joy; and having drank
and put a little Tobacco in my Mouth to prevent Hunger, I went to
the Tree, and getting up into it, endeavour’d to place my self so, as
that if I should sleep I might not fall; and having cut me a short
Stick, like a Truncheon, for my Defence, I took up my Lodging, and
having been excessively fatigu’d, I fell fast asleep, and slept as com-
fortably as, I believe, few could have done in my Condition, and
found my self the most refresh’d with it, that I think I ever was on
such an Occasion.

When I wak’d it was broad Day, the Weather clear, and the Storm
abated, so that the Sea did not rage and swell as before: But that
which surpris’d me most, was, that the Ship was lifted off in the
Night from the Sand where she lay, by the Swelling of the Tyde, and
was driven up almost as far as the Rock which I first mention’d,
where I had been so bruis’d by the dashing me against it; this being
within about a Mile from the Shore where I was, and the Ship
seeming to stand upright still, I wish’d my self on board, that, at
least, I might save some necessary things for my use.

When I came down from my Appartment in the Tree, I look’d
about me again, and the first thing I found was the Boat, which lay as
the Wind and the Sea had toss’d her up upon the Land, about two
Miles on my right Hand. I walk’d as far as I could upon the Shore to
have got to her, but found a Neck or Inlet of Water between me and
the Boat, which was about half a Mile broad, so I came back for the
present, being more intent upon getting at the Ship, where I hop’d to
find something for my present Subsistence.

A little after Noon I found the Sea very calm, and the Tyde ebb’d
so far out, that I could come within a Quarter of a Mile of the Ship;
and here I found a fresh renewing of my Grief, for I saw evidently,
that if we had kept on board, we had been all safe, that is to say, we
had all got safe on Shore, and I had not been so miserable as to be left
entirely destitute of all Comfort and Company, as I now was; this
forc’d Tears from my Eyes again, but as there was little Relief in
that, I resolv’d, if possible, to get to the Ship, so I pull’d off my
Clothes, for the Weather was hot to Extremity, and took the Water,
but when I came to the Ship, my Difficulty was still greater to know
how to get on board, for as she lay a ground, and high out of the
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Water, there was nothing within my Reach to lay hold of; I swam
round her twice, and the second Time I spy’d a small Piece of a
Rope, which I wonder’d I did not see at first, hang down by the Fore-
Chains so low, as that with great Difficulty I got hold of it, and by
the help of that Rope, got up into the Forecastle of the Ship; here I
found that the Ship was bulg’d, and had a great deal of Water in her
Hold, but that she lay so on the Side of a Bank of hard Sand, or
rather Earth, that her Stern lay lifted up upon the Bank, and her
Head low almost to the Water; by this Means all her Quarter was
free, and all that was in that Part was dry; for you may be sure my
first Work was to search and to see what was spoil’d and what was
free; and first I found that all the Ship’s Provisions were dry and
untouch’d by the Water, and being very well dispos’d to eat, I went
to the Bread-room and fill’d my Pockets with Bisket,* and eat it as I
went about other things, for I had no time to lose; I also found some
Rum in the great Cabbin, of which I took a large Dram, and which I
had indeed need enough of to spirit me for what was before me: Now
I wanted nothing but a Boat to furnish my self with many things
which I forsaw would be very necessary to me.

It was in vain to sit still and wish for what was not to be had, and
this Extremity rouz’d my Application; we had several spare Yards,
and two or three large sparrs of Wood, and a spare Top-mast or two
in the Ship; I resolv’d to fall to work with these, and I flung as many
of them over board as I could manage for their Weight, tying every
one with a Rope that they might not drive away; when this was done
I went down the Ship’s Side, and pulling them to me, I ty’d four of
them fast together at both Ends as well as I could, in the Form of a
Raft, and laying two or three short Pieces of Plank upon them cross-
ways, I found I could walk upon it very well, but that it was not able
to bear any great Weight, the Pieces being too light; so I went to
work, and with the Carpenter’s Saw I cut a spare Top-mast into
three Lengths, and added them to my Raft, with a great deal of
Labour and Pains, but hope of furnishing my self with Necessaries,
encourag’d me to go beyond what I should have been able to have
done upon another Occasion.

My Raft was now strong enough to bear any reasonable Weight;
my next Care was what to load it with, and how to preserve what I
laid upon it from the Surf of the Sea; But I was not long considering
this, I first laid all the Plank or Boards upon it that I could get, and

Robinson Crusoe 



having consider’d well what I most wanted, I first got three of the
Seamens Chests, which I had broken open and empty’d, and lower’d
them down upon my Raft; the first of these I fill’d with Provision,
viz. Bread, Rice, three Dutch Cheeses, five Pieces of dry’d Goat’s
Flesh, which we liv’d much upon, and a little Remainder of
European Corn which had been laid by for some Fowls which we
brought to Sea with us, but the Fowls were kill’d; there had been
some Barly and Wheat together, but, to my great Disappointment, I
found afterwards that the Rats had eaten or spoil’d it all; as for
Liquors, I found several Cases of Bottles belonging to our Skipper,
in which were some Cordial Waters, and in all about five or six
Gallons of Rack, these I stow’d by themselves, there being no need
to put them into the Chest, nor no room for them. While I was doing
this, I found the Tyde began to flow, tho’ very calm, and I had the
Mortification to see my Coat, Shirt, and Wast-coat which I had left
on Shore upon the Sand, swim away; as for my Breeches which were
only Linnen and open knee’d, I swam on board in them and my
Stockings: However this put me upon rummaging for Clothes, of
which I found enough, but took no more than I wanted for present
use, for I had other things which my Eye was more upon, as first
Tools to work with on Shore, and it was after long searching that I
found out the Carpenter’s Chest, which was indeed a very useful
Prize to me, and much more valuable than a Ship Loading of Gold
would have been at that time; I got it down to my Raft, even whole as
it was, without losing time to look into it, for I knew in general what
it contain’d.

My next Care was for some Ammunition and Arms; there were
two very good Fowling-pieces in the great Cabbin, and two Pistols,
these I secur’d first, with some Powder-horns, and a small Bag of
Shot, and two old rusty Swords; I knew there were three Barrels of
Powder in the Ship, but knew not where our Gunner had stow’d
them, but with much search I found them, two of them dry and
good, the third had taken Water, those two I got to my Raft, with the
Arms, and now I thought my self pretty well freighted, and began to
think how I should get to Shore with them, having neither Sail, Oar,
or Rudder, and the least Cap full of Wind would have overset all my
Navigation.

I had three Encouragements, . A smooth calm Sea, . The Tide
rising and setting in to the Shore, . What little Wind there was blew
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me towards the Land; and thus, having found two or three broken
Oars belonging to the Boat, and besides the Tools which were in the
Chest, I found two Saws, an Axe, and a Hammer, and with this
Cargo I put to Sea; For a Mile, or thereabouts, my Raft went very
well, only that I found it drive a little distant from the Place where I
had landed before, by which I perceiv’d that there was some Indraft
of the Water, and consequently I hop’d to find some Creek or River
there, which I might make use of as a Port to get to Land with my
Cargo.

As I imagin’d, so it was, there appear’d before me a little opening
of the Land, and I found a strong Current of the Tide set into it, so I
guided my Raft as well as I could to keep in the Middle of the
Stream: But here I had like to have suffer’d a second Shipwreck,
which, if I had, I think verily would have broke my Heart, for know-
ing nothing of the Coast, my Raft run a-ground at one End of it
upon a Shoal, and not being a-ground at the other End, it wanted
but a little that all my Cargo had slip’d off towards that End that was
a-float, and so fall’n into the Water: I did my utmost by setting my
Back against the Chests, to keep them in their Places, but could not
thrust off the Raft with all my Strength, neither durst I stir from the
Posture I was in, but holding up the Chests with all my Might, stood
in that Manner near half an Hour, in which time the rising of
the Water brought me a little more upon a Level, and a little after, the
Water still rising, my Raft floated again, and I thrust her off with the
Oar I had, into the Channel, and then driving up higher, I at length
found my self in the Mouth of a little River, with Land on both Sides,
and a strong Current or Tide running up, I look’d on both Sides for
a proper Place to get to Shore, for I was not willing to be driven too
high up the River, hoping in time to see some Ship at Sea, and
therefore resolv’d to place my self as near the Coast as I could.

At length I spy’d a little Cove on the right Shore of the Creek, to
which with great Pain and Difficulty I guided my Raft, and at last
got so near, as that, reaching Ground with my Oar, I could thrust her
directly in, but here I had like to have dipt all my Cargo in the Sea
again; for that Shore lying pretty steep, that is to say sloping, there
was no Place to land, but where one End of my Float, if it run on
Shore, would lie so high, and the other sink lower as before, that it
would endanger my Cargo again: All that I could do, was to wait ’till
the Tide was at highest, keeping the Raft with my Oar like an
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Anchor to hold the Side of it fast to the Shore, near a flat Piece of
Ground, which I expected the Water would flow over; and so it did:
As soon as I found Water enough, for my Raft drew about a Foot of
Water,* I thrust her on upon that flat Piece of Ground, and there
fasten’d or mor’d her by sticking my two broken Oars into the
Ground; one on one Side near one End, and one on the other Side
near the other End; and thus I lay ’till the Water ebb’d away, and left
my Raft and all my Cargoe safe on Shore.

My next Work was to view the Country, and seek a proper Place
for my Habitation, and where to stow my Goods to secure them from
whatever might happen; where I was I yet knew not, whether on the
Continent or on an Island, whether inhabited or not inhabited,
whether in Danger of wild Beasts or not: There was a Hill not above
a Mile from me, which rose up very steep and high, and which
seem’d to over-top some other Hills which lay as in a Ridge from it
northward; I took out one of the fowling Pieces, and one of the
Pistols, and an Horn of Powder, and thus arm’d I travell’d for Dis-
covery up to the Top of that Hill, where after I had with great
Labour and Difficulty got to the Top, I saw my Fate to my great
Affliction, (viz.) that I was in an Island environ’d every Way with the
Sea, no Land to be seen, except some Rocks which lay a great Way
off, and two small Islands less than this, which lay about three
Leagues to the West.

I found also that the Island I was in was barren, and, as I saw good
Reason to believe, un-inhabited, except by wild Beasts, of whom
however I saw none, yet I saw Abundance of Fowls, but knew not
their Kinds, neither when I kill’d them could I tell what was fit for
Food, and what not; at my coming back, I shot at a great Bird which
I saw sitting upon a Tree on the Side of a great Wood, I believe it was
the first Gun that had been fir’d there since the Creation of the
World; I had no sooner fir’d, but from all the Parts of the Wood there
arose an innumerable Number of Fowls of many Sorts, making a
confus’d Screaming, and crying every one according to his usual
Note; but not one of them of any Kind that I knew: As for the
Creature I kill’d, I took it to be a Kind of a Hawk, its Colour and
Beak resembling it, but had no Talons or Claws more than common,
its Flesh was Carrion, and fit for nothing.

Contented with this Discovery, I came back to my Raft, and fell to
Work to bring my Cargoe on Shore, which took me up the rest of
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that Day, and what to do with my self at Night I knew not, nor
indeed where to rest; for I was afraid to lie down on the Ground, not
knowing but some wild Beast might devour me, tho’, as I afterwards
found, there was really no Need for those Fears.

However, as well as I could, I barricado’d my self round with the
Chests and Boards that I had brought on Shore, and made a Kind of
a Hut for that Night’s Lodging; as for Food, I yet saw not which Way
to supply my self, except that I had seen two or three Creatures like
Hares run out of the Wood where I shot the Fowl.

I now began to consider, that I might yet get a great many Things
out of the Ship, which would be useful to me, and particularly some
of the Rigging, and Sails, and such other Things as might come to
Land, and I resolv’d to make another Voyage on Board the Vessel, if
possible; and as I knew that the first Storm that blew must necessar-
ily break her all in Pieces, I resolv’d to set all other Things apart, ’till I
got every Thing out of the Ship that I could get; then I call’d a
Council, that is to say, in my Thoughts, whether I should take back
the Raft, but this appear’d impracticable; so I resolv’d to go as before,
when the Tide was down, and I did so, only that I stripp’d before I
went from my Hut, having nothing on but a Chequer’d Shirt, and a
Pair of Linnen Drawers, and a Pair of Pumps on my Feet.

I got on Board the Ship, as before, and prepar’d a second Raft, and
having had Experience of the first, I neither made this so unweildy,
nor loaded it so hard, but yet I brought away several Things very
useful to me; as first, in the Carpenter’s Stores I found two or three
Bags full of Nails and Spikes, a great Skrew-Jack, a Dozen or two of
Hatchets, and above all, that most useful Thing call’d a Grindstone;
all these I secur’d together, with several Things belonging to the
Gunner, particularly two or three Iron Crows, and two Barrels of
Musquet Bullets, seven Musquets, and another fowling Piece, with
some small Quantity of Powder more; a large Bag full of small Shot,
and a great Roll of Sheet Lead: But this last was so heavy, I could not
hoise* it up to get it over the Ship’s Side.

Besides these Things, I took all the Mens Cloths that I could find,
and a spare Fore-top-sail, a Hammock, and some Bedding; and with
this I loaded my second Raft, and brought them all safe on Shore to
my very great Comfort.

I was under some Apprehensions during my Absence from the
Land, that at least my Provisions might be devour’d on Shore; but
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when I came back, I found no Sign of any Visitor, only there sat a
Creature like a wild Cat upon one of the Chests, which when I came
towards it, ran away a little Distance, and then stood still; she sat
very compos’d, and unconcern’d, and look’d full in my Face, as if
she had a Mind to be acquainted with me, I presented my Gun at
her, but as she did not understand it, she was perfectly unconcern’d
at it, nor did she offer to stir away; upon which I toss’d her a Bit of
Bisket, tho’ by the Way I was not very free of it, for my Store was not
great: However, I spar’d her a Bit, I say, and she went to it, smell’d of
it, and ate it, and look’d (as pleas’d) for more, but I thank’d her, and
could spare no more; so she march’d off.

Having got my second Cargoe on Shore, tho’ I was fain to open
the Barrels of Powder, and bring them by Parcels, for they were too
heavy, being large Casks, I went to work to make me a little Tent with
the Sail and some Poles which I cut for that Purpose, and into this
Tent I brought every Thing that I knew would spoil, either with
Rain or Sun, and I piled all the empty Chests and Casks up in a
Circle round the Tent, to fortify it from any sudden Attempt, either
from Man or Beast.

When I had done this I block’d up the Door of the Tent with some
Boards within, and an empty Chest set up an End* without, and
spreading one of the Beds upon the Ground, laying my two Pistols
just at my Head, and my Gun at Length by me, I went to Bed for the
first Time, and slept very quietly all Night, for I was very weary and
heavy, for the Night before I had slept little, and had labour’d very
hard all Day, as well to fetch all those Things from the Ship, as to get
them on Shore.

I had the biggest Magazine of all Kinds now that ever were laid
up, I believe, for one Man, but I was not satisfy’d still; for while the
Ship sat upright in that Posture, I thought I ought to get every Thing
out of her that I could; so every Day at low Water I went on Board,
and brought away some Thing or other: But particularly the third
Time I went, I brought away as much of the Rigging as I could, as
also all the small Ropes and Rope-twine I could get, with a Piece of
spare Canvass, which was to mend the Sails upon Occasion, the
Barrel of wet Gun-powder: In a Word, I brought away all the Sails
first and last, only that I was fain to cut them in Pieces, and bring as
much at a Time as I could; for they were no more useful to be Sails,
but as meer Canvass only.
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But that which comforted me more still was, that at last of all,
after I had made five or six such Voyages as these, and thought I had
nothing more to expect from the Ship that was worth my medling
with, I say, after all this, I found a great Hogshead of Bread and three
large Runlets of Rum or Spirits, and a Box of Sugar, and a Barrel of
fine Flower; this was surprizing to me, because I had given over
expecting any more Provisions, except what was spoil’d by the
Water: I soon empty’d the Hogshead of that Bread, and wrapt it up
Parcel by Parcel in Pieces of the Sails, which I cut out; and in a
Word, I got all this safe on Shore also.

The next Day I made another Voyage; and now having plunder’d
the Ship of what was portable and fit to hand out, I began with the
Cables; and cutting the great Cable into Pieces, such as I could move,
I got two Cables and a Hawser on Shore, with all the Iron Work I
could get; and having cut down the Spritsail-yard, and the Missen-
yard, and every Thing I could to make a large Raft, I loaded it with
all those heavy Goods, and came away: But my good Luck began
now to leave me; for this Raft was so unweildy, and so overloaden,
that after I was enter’d the little Cove, where I had landed the rest of
my Goods, not being able to guide it so handily as I did the other, it
overset, and threw me and all my Cargoe into the Water; as for my
self it was no great Harm, for I was near the Shore; but as to my
Cargoe, it was great Part of it lost, especially the Iron, which I
expected would have been of great Use to me: However, when the
Tide was out, I got most of the Pieces of Cable ashore, and some of
the Iron, tho’ with infinite Labour; for I was fain to dip for it* into
the Water, a Work which fatigu’d me very much: After this I went
every Day on Board, and brought away what I could get.

I had been now thirteen Days on Shore, and had been eleven
Times on Board the Ship;* in which Time I had brought away all
that one Pair of Hands could well be suppos’d capable to bring, tho’ I
believe verily, had the calm Weather held, I should have brought
away the whole Ship Piece by Piece: But preparing the th Time to
go on Board, I found the Wind begin to rise; however at low Water I
went on Board, and tho’ I thought I had rumag’d the Cabbin so
effectually, as that nothing more could be found, yet I discover’d a
Locker with Drawers in it, in one of which I found two or three
Razors, and one Pair of large Sizzers, with some ten or a Dozen of
good Knives and Forks; in another I found about Thirty six Pounds
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value in Money, some European Coin, some Brasil, some Pieces of
Eight, some Gold, some Silver.

I smil’d to my self at the Sight of this Money, O Drug! said I
aloud, what art thou good for, Thou art not worth to me, no not the
taking off of the Ground, one of those Knives is worth all this Heap,
I have no Manner of use for thee,* e’en remain where thou art, and
go to the Bottom as a Creature whose Life is not worth saving.
However, upon Second Thoughts, I took it away, and wrapping all
this in a Piece of Canvas, I began to think of making another Raft,
but while I was preparing this, I found the Sky over-cast, and the
Wind began to rise, and in a Quarter of an Hour it blew a fresh Gale
from the Shore; it presently occur’d to me, that it was in vain to
pretend to make a Raft with the Wind off Shore, and that it was my
Business to be gone before the Tide of Flood began, otherwise I
might not be able to reach the Shore at all: Accordingly I let my self
down into the Water, and swam cross the Channel, which lay
between the Ship and the Sands, and even that with Difficulty
enough, partly with the Weight of the Things I had about me, and
partly the Roughness of the Water, for the Wind rose very hastily,
and before it was quite high Water, it blew a Storm.

But I was gotten home to my little Tent, where I lay with all my
Wealth about me very secure. It blew very hard all that Night, and in
the Morning when I look’d out, behold no more Ship was to be seen;
I was a little surpriz’d, but recover’d my self with this satisfactory
Reflection, viz. That I had lost no time, nor abated no Dilligence to
get every thing out of her that could be useful to me, and that indeed
there was little left in her that I was able to bring away if I had had
more time.

I now gave over any more Thoughts of the Ship, or of any thing
out of her, except what might drive on Shore from her Wreck, as
indeed divers Pieces of her afterwards did; but those things were of
small use to me.

My Thoughts were now wholly employ’d about securing my self
against either Savages, if any should appear, or wild Beasts, if any
were in the Island; and I had many Thoughts of the Method how to
do this, and what kind of Dwelling to make, whether I should make
me a Cave in the Earth, or a Tent upon the Earth: And, in short, I
resolv’d upon both, the Manner and Discription of which, it may
not be improper to give an Account of.
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I soon found the Place I was in was not for my Settlement, particu-
larly because it was upon a low moorish Ground near the Sea, and I
believ’d would not be wholsome, and more particularly because
there was no fresh Water near it, so I resolv’d to find a more healthy
and more convenient Spot of Ground.

I consulted several Things in my Situation which I found would
be proper for me, st. Health, and fresh Water I just now mention’d,
dly. Shelter from the Heat of the Sun, dly. Security from ravenous
Creatures, whether Men or Beasts, thly. a View to the Sea, that if
God sent any Ship in Sight, I might not lose any Advantage for my
Deliverance, of which I was not willing to banish all my Expectation
yet.

In search of a Place proper for this, I found a little Plain on the
Side of a rising Hill; whose Front towards this little Plain, was steep
as a House-side, so that nothing could come down upon me from the
Top; on the Side of this Rock there was a hollow Place worn a little
way in like the Entrance or Door of a Cave, but there was not really
any Cave or Way into the Rock at all.

On the Flat of the Green, just before this hollow Place, I resolv’d
to pitch my Tent: This Plain was not above an Hundred Yards
broad, and about twice as long, and lay like a Green before my Door,
and at the End of it descended irregularly every Way down into the
Low-grounds by the Sea-side. It was on the N.N.W. Side of the Hill,
so that I was shelter’d from the Heat every Day, till it came to a W.
and by S. Sun, or thereabouts, which in those Countries is near the
Setting.

Before I set up my Tent, I drew a half Circle before the hollow
Place, which took in about Ten Yards in its Semi-diameter from the
Rock, and Twenty Yards in its Diameter, from its Beginning and
Ending.

In this half Circle I pitch’d two Rows of strong Stakes, driving
them into the Ground till they stood very firm like Piles, the biggest
End being out of the Ground about Five Foot and a Half, and
sharpen’d on the Top: The two Rows did not stand above Six Inches
from one another.

Then I took the Pieces of Cable which I had cut in the Ship, and I
laid them in Rows one upon another, within the Circle, between
these two Rows of Stakes, up to the Top, placing other Stakes in the
In-side, leaning against them, about two Foot and a half high, like a
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Spurr to a Post,* and this Fence was so strong, that neither Man or
Beast could get into it or over it: This cost me a great deal of Time
and Labour, especially to cut the Piles in the Woods, bring them to
the Place, and drive them into the Earth.

The Entrance into this Place I made to be not by a Door, but by a
short Ladder to go over the Top, which Ladder, when I was in, I
lifted over after me, and so I was compleatly fenc’d in, and fortify’d,
as I thought, from all the World, and consequently slept secure in the
Night, which otherwise I could not have done, tho’, as it appear’d
afterward, there was no need of all this Caution from the Enemies
that I apprehended Danger from.

Into this Fence or Fortress, with infinite Labour, I carry’d all
my Riches, all my Provisions, Ammunition and Stores, of which
you have the Account above, and I made me a large Tent, which,
to preserve me from the Rains that in one Part of the Year are
very violent there, I made double, viz. One smaller Tent within, and
one larger Tent above it, and cover’d the uppermost with a large
Tarpaulin which I had sav’d among the Sails.

And now I lay no more for a while in the Bed which I had brought
on Shore, but in a Hammock, which was indeed a very good one, and
belong’d to the Mate of the Ship.

Into this Tent I brought all my Provisions, and every thing that
would spoil by the Wet, and having thus enclos’d all my Goods, I
made up the Entrance, which till now I had left open, and so pass’d
and re-pass’d, as I said, by a short Ladder.

When I had done this, I began to work my Way into the Rock, and
bringing all the Earth and Stones that I dug down out thro’ my Tent,
I laid ’em up within my Fence in the Nature of a Terras, that so* it
rais’d the Ground within about a Foot and a Half; and thus I made
me a Cave just behind my Tent, which serv’d me like a Cellar to my
House.

It cost me much Labour, and many Days, before all these Things
were brought to Perfection, and therefore I must go back to some
other Things which took up some of my Thoughts. At the same time
it happen’d after I had laid my Scheme for the setting up my Tent
and making the Cave, that a Storm of Rain falling from a thick dark
Cloud, a sudden Flash of Lightning happen’d, and after that a great
Clap of Thunder, as is naturally the Effect of it; I was not so much
surpris’d with the Lightning as I was with a Thought which darted
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into my Mind as swift as the Lightning it self: O my Powder! My
very Heart sunk within me, when I thought, that at one Blast all my
Powder might be destroy’d, on which, not my Defence only, but the
providing me Food, as I thought, entirely depended; I was nothing
near so anxious about my own Danger, tho’ had the Powder took fire,
I had never known who had hurt me.*

Such Impression did this make upon me, that after the Storm was
over, I laid aside all my Works, my Building, and Fortifying, and
apply’d my self to make Bags and Boxes to separate the Powder, and
keep it a little and a little in a Parcel, in hope, that whatever might
come, it might not all take Fire at once, and to keep it so apart that it
should not be possible to make one part fire another: I finish’d this
Work in about a Fortnight, and I think my Powder, which in all was
about  l. weight was divided in not less than a Hundred Parcels;
as to the Barrel that had been wet, I did not apprehend any Danger
from that, so I plac’d it in my new Cave, which in my Fancy I call’d
my Kitchin, and the rest I hid up and down in Holes among the
Rocks, so that no wet might come to it, marking very carefully
where I laid it.

In the Interval of time while this was doing I went out once at
least every Day with my Gun, as well to divert my self, as to see if I
could kill any thing fit for Food, and as near as I could to acquaint my
self with what the Island produc’d. The first time I went out I
presently discover’d that there were Goats in the Island,* which was
a great Satisfaction to me; but then it was attended with this Mis-
fortune to me, viz. That they were so shy, so subtile, and so swift of
Foot, that it was the difficultest thing in the World to come at them:
But I was not discourag’d at this, not doubting but I might now and
then shoot one, as it soon happen’d, for after I had found their
Haunts a little, I laid wait in this Manner for them: I observ’d if they
saw me in the Valleys, tho’ they were upon the Rocks, they would
run away as in a terrible Fright; but if they were feeding in the
Valleys, and I was upon the Rocks, they took no Notice of me, from
whence I concluded, that by the Position of their Opticks, their
Sight was so directed downward, that they did not readily see
Objects that were above them; so afterward I took this Method, I
always clim’d the Rocks first to get above them, and then had fre-
quently a fair Mark. The first shot I made among these Creatures, I
kill’d a She-Goat which had a little Kid by her which she gave Suck
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to, which griev’d me heartily; but when the Old one fell, the Kid
stood stock still by her till I came and took her up, and not only so,
but when I carry’d the Old one with me upon my Shoulders, the Kid
follow’d me quite to my Enclosure, upon which I laid down the
Dam, and took the Kid in my Arms, and carry’d it over my Pale, in
hopes to have bred it up tame, but it would not eat, so I was forc’d
to kill it and eat it my self; these two supply’d me with Flesh a
great while, for I eat sparingly; and sav’d my Provisions (my Bread
especially) as much as possibly I could.

Having now fix’d my Habitation, I found it absolutely necessary to
provide a Place to make a Fire in, and Fewel to burn; and what I did
for that, as also how I enlarg’d my Cave, and what Conveniencies I
made, I shall give a full Account of in its Place: But I must first give
some little Account of my self, and of my Thoughts about Living,
which it may well be suppos’d were not a few.

I had a dismal Prospect of my Condition, for as I was not cast
away upon that Island without being driven, as is said, by a violent
Storm quite out of the Course of our intended Voyage, and a great
Way, viz. some Hundreds of Leagues out of the ordinary Course of
the Trade of Mankind, I had great Reason to consider it as a
Determination of Heaven, that in this desolate Place, and in this
desolate Manner I should end my Life; the Tears would run plenti-
fully down my Face when I made these Reflections, and sometimes I
would expostulate with my self, Why Providence should thus com-
pleatly ruine its Creatures, and render them so absolutely miserable,
so without Help abandon’d, so entirely depress’d, that it could hardly
be rational to be thankful for such a Life.

But something always return’d swift upon me to check these
Thoughts, and to reprove me; and particularly one Day walking with
my Gun in my Hand by the Sea-side, I was very pensive upon the
Subject of my present Condition, when Reason as it were expostu-
lated with me t’other Way, thus: Well, you are in a desolate Condi-
tion ’tis true, but pray remember, Where are the rest of you? Did not
you come Eleven of you into the Boat, where are the Ten? Why were
not they sav’d and you lost? Why were you singled out? Is it better to
be here or there? and then I pointed to the Sea. All Evills are to be
consider’d with the Good that is in them, and with what worse
attends them.

Then it occurr’d to me again, how well I was furnish’d for my
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Subsistence, and what would have been my Case if it had not
happen’d, Which was an Hundred Thousand to one, that the Ship
floated from the Place where she first struck and was driven so
near to the Shore that I had time to get all these Things out of her:
What would have been my Case, if I had been to have liv’d in the
Condition in which I at first came on Shore, without Necessaries of
Life, or Necessaries to supply and procure them? Particularly said
I aloud, (tho’ to my self) what should I ha’ done without a Gun,
without Ammunition, without any Tools to make any thing, or to
work with, without Clothes, Bedding, a Tent, or any manner of
Covering, and that now I had all these to a Sufficient Quantity, and
was in a fair way to provide my self in such a manner, as to live
without my Gun when my Ammunition was spent; so that I had a
tollerable View of subsisting without any Want as long as I liv’d; for
I consider’d from the beginning how I would provide for the
Accidents that might happen, and for the time that was to come,
even not only after my Ammunition should be spent, but even after
my Health or Strength should decay.

I confess I had not entertain’d any Notion of my Ammunition
being destroy’d at one Blast, I mean my Powder being blown up by
Lightning, and this made the Thoughts of it so surprising to me
when it lighten’d and thunder’d, as I observ’d just now.

And now being to enter into a melancholy Relation of a Scene of
silent Life, such perhaps as was never heard of in the World before, I
shall take it from its Beginning, and continue it in its Order. It was,
by my Account, the th. of Sept. when, in the Manner as above
said, I first set Foot upon this horrid Island, when the Sun being, to
us, in its Autumnal Equinox, was almost just over my Head, for I
reckon’d my self, by Observation, to be in the Latitude of  Degrees
 Minutes North of the Line.*

After I had been there about Ten or Twelve Days, it came into my
Thoughts, that I should lose my Reckoning of Time for want of
Books and Pen and Ink, and should even forget the Sabbath Days
from the working Days; but to prevent this I cut it with my Knife
upon a large Post, in Capital Letters, and making it into a great Cross
I set it up on the Shore where I first landed, viz. I came on Shore here
on the th of Sept. . Upon the Sides of this square Post I cut
every Day a Notch with my Knife, and every seventh Notch was as
long again as the rest, and every first Day of the Month as long again
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as that long one, and thus I kept my Kalander, or weekly, monthly,
and yearly reckoning of Time.

In the next place we are to observe, that among the many things
which I brought out of the Ship in the several Voyages, which, as
above mention’d, I made to it, I got several things of less Value, but
not all* less useful to me, which I omitted setting down before; as
in particular, Pens, Ink, and Paper, several Parcels in the Captain’s,
Mate’s, Gunner’s, and Carpenter’s keeping, three or four Com-
passes, some Mathematical Instruments, Dials, Perspectives,
Charts, and Books of Navigation, all which I huddel’d together,
whether I might want them or no; also I found three very good
Bibles which came to me in my Cargo from England, and which I
had pack’d up among my things; some Portugueze Books also, and
among them two or three Popish Prayer-Books, and several other
Books, all which I carefully secur’d. And I must not forget, that we
had in the Ship a Dog and two Cats, of whose eminent History I
may have occasion to say something in its place; for I carry’d both
the Cats with me, and as for the Dog, he jump’d out of the Ship of
himself and swam on Shore to me the Day after I went on Shore
with my first Cargo, and was a trusty Servant to me many Years; I
wanted nothing that he could fetch me, nor any Company that he
could make up to me, I only wanted to have him talk to me, but
that would not do: As I observ’d before, I found Pen, Ink and
Paper, and I husbanded them to the utmost, and I shall shew, that
while my Ink lasted, I kept things very exact, but after that was
gone I could not, for I could not make any Ink by any Means that I
could devise.

And this put me in mind that I wanted many things, notwith-
standing all that I had amass’d together, and of these, this of Ink was
one, as also Spade, Pick-Axe, and Shovel to dig or remove the Earth,
Needles, Pins, and Thread; as for Linnen, I soon learn’d to want that
without much Difficulty.

This want of Tools made every Work I did go on heavily, and it
was near a whole Year before I had entirely finish’d my little Pale or
surrounded Habitation: The Piles or Stakes, which were as heavy as
I could well lift, were a long time in cutting and preparing in the
Woods, and more by far in bringing home, so that I spent some times
two Days in cutting and bringing home one of those Posts, and a
third Day in driving it into the Ground; for which Purpose I got a
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heavy Piece of Wood at first, but at last bethought my self of one of
the Iron Crows, which however tho’ I found it, yet it made driving
those Posts or Piles very laborious and tedious Work.

But what need I ha’ been concern’d at the Tediousness of any
thing I had to do, seeing I had time enough to do it in, nor had I any
other Employment if that had been over, at least, that I could foresee,
except the ranging the Island to seek for Food, which I did more or
less every Day.

I now began to consider seriously my Condition, and the Circum-
stance I was reduc’d to, and I drew up the State of my Affairs in
Writing, not so much to leave them to any that were to come after
me, for I was like to have but few Heirs, as to deliver my Thoughts
from daily poring upon them, and afflicting my Mind; and as my
Reason began now to master my Despondency, I began to comfort
my self as well as I could, and to set the good against the Evil, that
I might have something to distinguish my Case from worse, and I
stated it very impartially, like Debtor and Creditor, the Comforts I
enjoy’d, against the Miseries I suffer’d, Thus,

Evil. Good.
I am cast upon a horrible

desolate Island, void of all
hope of Recovery.

But I am alive, and not
drown’d as all my Ship’d
Company was.

I am singl ’d out and sep-
arated, as it were, from all
the World to be miserable.

But I am singl ’d out too
from all the Ship’s Crew to
be spar’d from Death; and
he that miraculously sav’d
me from Death, can deliver
me from this Condition.

I am divided from Man-
kind, a Solitaire, one ban-
ish’d from humane Society.

But I am not starv’d and
perishing on a barren Place,
affording no Sustenance.

I have not Clothes to
cover me.

But I am in a hot Cli-
mate, where if I had Clothes
I could hardly wear them.
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Upon the whole, here was an undoubted Testimony, that there
was scarce any Condition in the World so miserable, but there was
something Negative or something Positive to be thankful for in it;
and let this stand as a Direction from the Experience of the most
miserable of all Conditions in this World, that we may always find in
it something to comfort our selves from, and to set in the Descrip-
tion of Good and Evil, on the Credit Side of the Accompt.

Having now brought my Mind a little to relish my Condition, and
given over looking out to Sea to see if I could spy a Ship, I say, giving
over these things, I began to apply my self to accommodate my way
of Living, and to make things as easy to me as I could.

I have already describ’d my Habitation, which was a Tent under
the Side of a Rock, surrounded with a strong Pale of Posts and
Cables, but I might now rather call it a Wall, for I rais’d a kind of
Wall up against it of Turfs, about two Foot thick on the Out-side,
and after some time, I think it was a Year and Half, I rais’d Rafters
from it leaning to the Rock, and thatch’d or cover’d it with Bows of
Trees, and such things as I could get to keep out the Rain, which I
found at some times of the Year very violent.

I have already observ’d how I brought all my Goods into this Pale,
and into the Cave which I had made behind me: But I must observe
too, that at first this was a confus’d Heap of Goods, which as they lay
in no Order, so they took up all my Place, I had no room to turn my

I am without Defence or
Means to resist any Violence
of Man or Beast.

But I am cast on an
Island, where I see no wild
Beasts to hurt me, as I saw
on the Coast of Africa: And
what if I had been Ship-
wreck’d there?

I have no Soul to speak
to, or relieve me.

But God wonderfully sent
the Ship in near enough to
the Shore, that I have got-
ten out so many necessary
things as will either supply
my Wants, or enable me to
supply my self even as long
as I live.
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self; so I set my self to enlarge my Cave and Works farther into the
Earth, for it was a loose sandy Rock, which yielded easily to the
Labour I bestow’d on it; and so when I found I was pretty safe as to
Beasts of Prey, I work’d side-ways to the Right Hand into the Rock,
and then turning to the Right again, work’d quite out and made me
a Door to come out, on the Out-side of my Pale or Fortification.

This gave me not only Egress and Regress, as it were a back Way
to my Tent and to my Storehouse, but gave me room to stow my
Goods.

And now I began to apply my self to make such necessary things
as I found I most wanted, as particularly a Chair and a Table, for
without these I was not able to enjoy the few Comforts I had in the
World, I could not write, or eat, or do several things with so much
Pleasure without a Table.

So I went to work; and here I must needs observe, that as Reason
is the Substance and Original of the Mathematicks, so by stating and
squaring every thing by Reason, and by making the most rational
Judgment of things, every Man may be in time Master of every
mechanick Art. I had never handled a Tool in my Life, and yet in
time by Labour, Application, and Contrivance, I found at last that I
wanted nothing but I could have made it, especially if I had had
Tools; however I made abundance of things, even without Tools, and
some with no more Tools than an Adze and a Hatchet, which per-
haps were never made that way before, and that with infinite Labour:
For Example, If I wanted a Board, I had no other Way but to cut
down a Tree, set it on an Edge before me, and hew it flat on either
Side with my Axe, till I had brought it to be thin as a Plank, and then
dubb it smooth with my Adze. It is true, by this Method I could
make but one Board out of a whole Tree, but this I had no Remedy
for but Patience, any more than I had for the prodigious deal of Time
and Labour which it took me up to make a Plank or Board: But my
Time or Labour was little worth, and so it was as well employ’d one
way as another.

However, I made me a Table and a Chair, as I observ’d above, in
the first Place, and this I did out of the short Pieces of Boards that I
brought on my Raft from the Ship: But when I had wrought out
some Boards, as above, I made large Shelves of the Breadth of a Foot
and Half one over another, all along one Side of my Cave, to lay all
my Tools, Nails, and Iron-work, and in a Word, to separate every
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thing at large in their Places, that I might come easily at them; I
knock’d Pieces into the Wall of the Rock to hang my Guns and all
things that would hang up.

So that had my Cave been to be seen, it look’d like a general Maga-
zine of all Necessary things, and I had every thing so ready at my
Hand, that it was a great Pleasure to me to see all my Goods in such
Order, and especially to find my Stock of all Necessaries so great.

And now it was when I began to keep a Journal of every Day’s
Employment, for indeed at first I was in too much Hurry, and not
only Hurry as to Labour, but in too much Discomposure of Mind,
and my Journal would ha’ been full of many dull things: For
Example, I must have said thus. Sept. the th. After I got to Shore
and had escap’d drowning, instead of being thankful to God for my
Deliverance, having first vomited with the great Quantity of salt
Water which was gotten into my Stomach, and recovering my self a
little, I ran about the Shore, wringing my Hands and beating my
Head and Face, exclaiming at my Misery, and crying out, I was
undone, undone, till tyr’d and faint I was forc’d to lye down on the
Ground to repose, but durst not sleep for fear of being devour’d.

Some Days after this, and after I had been on board the Ship, and
got all that I could out of her, yet I could not forbear getting up to the
Top of a little Mountain and looking out to Sea in hopes of seeing a
Ship, then fancy at a vast Distance I spy’d a Sail, please my self with
the Hopes of it, and then after looking steadily till I was almost blind,
lose it quite, and sit down and weep like a Child, and thus encrease
my Misery by my Folly.

But having gotten over these things in some Measure, and having
settled my houshold Stuff and Habitation, made me a Table and a
Chair, and all as handsome about me as I could, I began to keep my
Journal, of which I shall here give you the Copy (tho’ in it will be
told all these Particulars over again)* as long as it lasted, for having
no more Ink I was forc’d to leave it off.

The JOURNAL.

September , . I poor miserable Robinson Crusoe, being ship-
wreck’d, during a dreadful Storm, in the offing, came on Shore on
this dismal unfortunate Island, which I call’d the Island of Despair,
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all the rest of the Ship’s Company being drown’d, and my self almost
dead.

All the rest of that Day I spent in afflicting my self at the dismal
Circumstances I was brought to, viz. I had neither Food, House,
Clothes, Weapon, or Place to fly to, and in Despair of any Relief, saw
nothing but Death before me, either that I should be devour’d by
wild Beasts, murther’d by Savages, or starv’d to Death for Want of
Food. At the Approach of Night, I slept in a Tree for fear of wild
Creatures, but slept soundly tho’ it rain’d all Night.

October . In the Morning I saw to my great Surprise the Ship had
floated with the high Tide, and was driven on Shore again much
nearer the Island, which as it was some Comfort on one hand, for
seeing her sit upright, and not broken to Pieces, I hop’d, if the Wind
abated, I might get on board, and get some Food and Necessaries out
of her for my Relief; so on the other hand, it renew’d my Grief at the
Loss of my Comrades, who I imagin’d if we had all staid on board
might have sav’d the Ship, or at least that they would not have been
all drown’d as they were; and that had the Men been sav’d, we might
perhaps have built us a Boat out of the Ruins of the Ship, to have
carried us to some other Part of the World. I spent great Part of this
Day in perplexing my self on these things; but at length seeing the
Ship almost dry, I went upon the Sand as near as I could, and then
swam on board; this Day also it continu’d raining, tho’ with no Wind
at all.

From the st of October, to the th. All these Days entirely spent
in many several Voyages to get all I could out of the Ship, which I
brought on Shore, every Tide of Flood, upon Rafts. Much Rain also
in these Days, tho’ with some Intervals of fair Weather: But, it
seems, this was the rainy Season.

Oct. . I overset my Raft, and all the Goods I had got upon it, but
being in shoal Water, and the things being chiefly heavy, I recover’d
many of them when the Tide was out.

Oct. . It rain’d all Night and all Day, with some Gusts of Wind,
during which time the Ship broke in Pieces, the Wind blowing a
little harder than before, and was no more to be seen, except the
Wreck of her, and that only at low Water. I spent this Day in covering
and securing the Goods which I had sav’d, that the Rain might not
spoil them.

Oct. . I walk’d about the Shore almost all Day to find out a place
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to fix my Habitation, greatly concern’d to secure my self from an
Attack in the Night, either from wild Beasts or Men. Towards Night
I fix’d upon a proper Place under a Rock, and mark’d Out a Semi-
Circle for my Encampment, which I resolv’d to strengthen with a
Work, Wall, or Fortification made of double Piles, lin’d within with
Cables, and without with Turf.

From the th. to the th. I work’d very hard in carrying all my
Goods to my new Habitation, tho’ some Part of the time it rain’d
exceeding hard.

The st. in the Morning I went out into the Island with my Gun
to see for some Food, and discover the Country, when I kill’d a She-
Goat, and her Kid follow’d me home, which I afterwards kill’d also
because it would not feed.

November . I set up my Tent under a Rock, and lay there for the
first Night, making it as large as I could with Stakes driven in to
swing my Hammock upon.

Nov. . I set up all my Chests and Boards, and the Pieces of
Timber which made my Rafts, and with them form’d a Fence round
me, a little within the Place I had mark’d out for my Fortification.

Nov. . I went out with my Gun and kill’d two Fowls like Ducks,
which were very good Food. In the Afternoon went to work to make
me a Table.

Nov. . This Morning I began to order my times of Work, of
going out with my Gun, time of Sleep, and time of Diversion, viz.
Every Morning I walk’d out with my Gun for two or three Hours if
it did not rain, then employ’d my self to work till about Eleven a-
Clock, then eat what I had to live on, and from Twelve to Two I lay
down to sleep, the Weather being excessive hot, and then in the
Evening to work again: The working Part of this Day and of the next
were wholly employ’d in making my Table, for I was yet but a very
sorry Workman, tho’ Time and Necessity made me a compleat nat-
ural Mechanick soon after, as I believe it would do any one else.

Nov. . This Day went abroad with my Gun and my Dog, and
kill’d a wild Cat, her Skin pretty soft, but her Flesh good for noth-
ing: Every Creature I kill’d I took off the Skins and preserv’d them:
Coming back by the Sea Shore, I saw many Sorts of Sea Fowls which
I did not understand, but was surpris’d and almost frighted with two
or three Seals,* which, while I was gazing at, not well knowing what
they were, got into the Sea and escap’d me for that time.
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Nov. . After my Morning Walk I went to work with my Table
again, and finish’d it, tho’ not to my liking; nor was it long before I
learn’d to mend it.

Nov. . Now it began to be settled fair Weather. The th, th, th,
th, and Part of the th. (for the th was Sunday) I took wholly
up to make me a Chair, and with much ado brought it to a tolerable
Shape, but never to please me, and even in the making I pull’d it in
Pieces several times. Note, I soon neglected my keeping Sundays, for
omitting my Mark for them on my Post, I forgot which was which.

Nov. . This Day it rain’d, which refresh’d me exceedingly, and
cool’d the Earth, but it was accompany’d with terrible Thunder and
Lightning, which frighted me dreadfully for fear of my Powder; as
soon as it was over, I resolv’d to separate my Stock of Powder into as
many little Parcels as possible, that it might not be in Danger.

Nov. , , . These three Days I spent in making little square
Chests or Boxes, which might hold about a Pound or two Pound, at
most, of Powder, and so putting the Powder in, I stow’d it in Places
as secure and remote from one another as possible. On one of these
three Days I kill’d a large Bird that was good to eat, but I know not
what to call it.

Nov. . This Day I began to dig behind my Tent into the Rock to
make room for my farther Conveniency: Note, Two Things I wanted
exceedingly for this Work, viz. A Pick-axe, a Shovel, and a Wheel-
barrow or Basket, so I desisted from my Work, and began to consider
how to supply that Want and make me some Tools; as for a Pick-axe,
I made use of the Iron Crows, which were proper enough, tho’
heavy; but the next thing was a Shovel or Spade, this was so abso-
lutely necessary, that indeed I could do nothing effectually without
it, but what kind of one to make I knew not.

Nov. . The next Day in searching the Woods I found a Tree of
that Wood, or like it, which, in the Brasils they call the Iron Tree,* for
its exceeding Hardness, of this, with great Labour and almost spoil-
ing my Axe, I cut a Piece, and brought it home too with Difficulty
enough, for it was exceeding heavy.

The excessive Hardness of the Wood, and having no other Way,
made me a long while upon this Machine, for I work’d it effectually
by little and little into the Form of a Shovel or Spade, the Handle
exactly shap’d like ours in England, only that the broad Part having
no Iron shod upon it at Bottom, it would not last me so long,
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however it serv’d well enough for the uses which I had occasion to
put it to; but never was a Shovel, I believe, made after that Fashion,
or so long a making.

I was still deficient, for I wanted a Basket or a Wheel-barrow, a
Basket I could not make by any Means, having no such things as
Twigs that would bend to make Wicker Ware, at least none yet found
out; and as to a Wheel-barrow, I fancy’d I could make all but the
Wheel, but that I had no Notion of, neither did I know how to go
about it; besides I had no possible Way to make the Iron Gudgeons
for the Spindle or Axis of the Wheel to run in, so I gave it over, and
so for carrying away the Earth which I dug out of the Cave, I made
me a Thing like a Hodd, which the Labourers carry Morter in, when
they serve the Bricklayers.

This was not so difficult to me as the making the Shovel; and yet
this, and the Shovel, and the Attempt which I made in vain, to make
a Wheel-Barrow, took me up no less than four Days, I mean always,
excepting my Morning Walk with my Gun, which I seldom fail’d,
and very seldom fail’d also bringing Home something fit to eat.

Nov. . My other Work having now stood still, because of my
making these Tools; when they were finish’d, I went on, and working
every Day, as my Strength and Time allow’d, I spent eighteen Days
entirely in widening and deepening my Cave, that it might hold my
Goods commodiously.

Note, During all this Time, I work’d to make this Room or Cave
spacious enough to accommodate me as a Warehouse or Magazin, a
Kitchen, a Dining-room, and a Cellar ; as for my Lodging, I kept to
the Tent, except that some Times in the wet Season of the Year, it
rain’d so hard, that I could not keep my self dry, which caused me
afterwards to cover all my Place within my Pale with long Poles in
the Form of Rafters leaning against the Rock, and load them with
Flaggs and large Leaves of Trees like a Thatch.

December th, I began now to think my Cave or Vault finished,
when on a Sudden, (it seems I had made it too large) a great quantity
of Earth fell down from the Top and one Side, so much, that in short
it frighted me, and not without Reason too; for if I had been under it
I had never wanted a Grave-Digger: Upon this Disaster I had a great
deal of Work to do over again; for I had the loose Earth to carry out;
and which was of more Importance, I had the Seiling to prop up, so
that I might be sure no more would come down.
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Dec. . This Day I went to Work with it accordingly, and got two
Shores or Posts pitch’d upright to the Top, with two Pieces of
Boards a-cross over each Post, this I finish’d the next Day; and
setting more Posts up with Boards, in about a Week more I had the
Roof secur’d; and the Posts standing in Rows, serv’d me for Parti-
tions to part of my House.

Dec. . From this Day to the Twentieth I plac’d Shelves, and
knock’d up Nails on the Posts to hang every Thing up that could be
hung up, and now I began to be in some Order within Doors.

Dec. . Now I carry’d every Thing into the Cave, and began to
furnish my House, and set up some Pieces of Boards, like a Dresser,
to order my Victuals upon, but Boards began to be very scarce with
me; also I made me another Table.

Dec. . Much Rain all Night and all Day, no stirring out.
Dec. . Rain all Day.
Dec. . No Rain, and the Earth much cooler than before, and

pleasanter.
Dec. . Kill’d a young Goat, and lam’d another so as that I

catch’d it, and led it Home in a String; when I had it Home, I bound
and splinter’d up its Leg which was broke, N.B. I took such Care of
it, that it liv’d, and the Leg grew well, and as strong as ever; but by
my nursing it so long it grew tame, and fed upon the little Green at
my Door, and would not go away: This was the first Time that I
entertain’d a Thought of breeding up some tame Creatures, that I
might have Food when my Powder and Shot was all spent.

Dec. , , . Great Heats and no Breeze; so that there was no
Stirring abroad, except in the Evening for Food; this Time I spent in
putting all my Things in Order within Doors.

January . Very hot still, but I went abroad early and late with my
Gun, and lay still in the Middle of the Day; this Evening going
farther into the Valleys which lay towards the Center of the Island, I
found there was plenty of Goats, tho’ exceeding shy and hard to
come at, however I resolv’d to try if I could not bring my Dog to
hunt them down.

Jan. . Accordingly, the next Day, I went out with my Dog, and set
him upon the Goats; but I was mistaken, for they all fac’d about
upon the Dog, and he knew his Danger too well, for he would not
come near them.

Jan. . I began my Fence or Wall; which being still jealous of my
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being attack’d by some Body, I resolv’d to make very thick and
strong.

N.B. This Wall being describ’d before, I purposely omit what was said
in the Journal; it is sufficient to observe, that I was no less Time than
from the d of January to the th of April, working, finishing, and
perfecting this Wall, tho’ it was no more than about  Yards in
Length, being a half Circle from one Place in the Rock to another
Place about eight Yards from it, the Door of the Cave being in the
Center behind it.

All this Time I work’d very hard, the Rains hindering me many
Days, nay sometimes Weeks together; but I thought I should never
be perfectly secure ’till this Wall was finish’d; and it is scarce credible
what inexpressible Labour every Thing was done with, especially the
bringing Piles out of the Woods, and driving them into the Ground,
for I made them much bigger than I need to have done.

When this Wall was finished, and the Out-side double fenc’d with
a Turff-Wall rais’d up close to it, I perswaded my self, that if any
People were to come on Shore there, they would not perceive any
Thing like a Habitation; and it was very well I did so, as may be
observ’d hereafter upon a very remarkable Occasion.*

During this Time, I made my Rounds in the Woods for Game
every Day when the Rain admitted me, and made frequent Discover-
ies in these Walks of something or other to my Advantage; particu-
larly I found a Kind of wild Pidgeons, who built not as Wood Pidg-
eons in a Tree, but rather as House Pidgeons, in the Holes of the
Rocks; and taking some young ones, I endeavoured to breed them
up tame, and did so; but when they grew older they flew all away,
which perhaps was at first for Want of feeding them, for I had
nothing to give them; however I frequently found their Nests, and
got their young ones, which were very good Meat.

And now, in the managing my houshold Affairs, I found my self
wanting in many Things, which I thought at first it was impossible
for me to make, as indeed as to some of them it was; for Instance, I
could never make a Cask to be hooped, I had a small Runlet or two,
as I observed before, but I cou’d never arrive to the Capacity of mak-
ing one by them, tho’ I spent many Weeks about it; I could neither
put in the Heads, or joint the Staves so true to one another, as to
make them hold Water, so I gave that also over.
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In the next Place, I was at a great Loss for Candle; so that as soon
as ever it was dark, which was generally by Seven-a-Clock, I was
oblig’d to go to Bed: I remembred the Lump of Bees-wax with which
I made Candles in my African Adventure, but I had none of that now;
the only Remedy I had was, that when I had kill’d a Goat, I sav’d the
Tallow, and with a little Dish made of Clay, which I bak’d in the Sun,
to which I added a Wick of some Oakum, I made me a Lamp; and
this gave me Light, tho’ not a clear steady Light like a Candle; in the
Middle of all my Labours it happen’d, that rumaging my Things, I
found a little Bag, which, as I hinted before, had been fill’d with Corn
for the feeding of Poultry, not for this Voyage, but before, as I suppose,
when the Ship came from Lisbon; what little Remainder of Corn had
been in the Bag, was all devour’d with the Rats, and I saw nothing
in the Bag but Husks and Dust; and being willing to have the Bag
for some other Use, I think it was to put Powder in, when I divided it
for Fear of the Lightning, or some such Use, I shook the Husks of
Corn out of it on one Side of my Fortification under the Rock.

It was a little before the great Rains, just now mention’d, that I
threw this Stuff away, taking no Notice of any Thing, and not so
much as remembring that I had thrown any Thing there; when about
a Month after, or thereabout, I saw some few Stalks of something
green, shooting out of the Ground, which I fancy’d might be some
Plant I had not seen, but I was surpriz’d and perfectly astonish’d,
when, after a little longer Time, I saw about ten or twelve Ears
come out, which were perfect green Barley of the same Kind as our
European, nay, as our English Barley.

It is impossible to express the Astonishment and Confusion of my
Thoughts on this Occasion; I had hitherto acted upon no religious
Foundation at all, indeed I had very few Notions of Religion in my
Head, or had* entertain’d any Sense of any Thing that had befallen
me, otherwise than as a Chance, or, as we lightly say, what pleases
God; without so much as enquiring into the End of Providence in
these Things, or his Order in governing Events in the World: But
after I saw Barley grow there, in a Climate which I know was not
proper for Corn, and especially that I knew not how it came there, it
startl’d me strangely, and I began to suggest, that God had miracu-
lously caus’d this Grain to grow without any Help of Seed sown,
and that it was so directed purely for my Sustenance, on that wild
miserable Place.
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This touch’d my Heart a little, and brought Tears out of my Eyes,
and I began to bless my self, that such a Prodigy of Nature should
happen upon my Account; and this was the more strange to me,
because I saw near it still all along by the Side of the Rock, some
other straggling Stalks, which prov’d to be Stalks of Ryce, and which
I knew, because I had seen it grow in Africa when I was ashore there.

I not only thought these the pure Productions of Providence for
my Support, but not doubting, but that there was more in the Place,
I went all over that Part of the Island, where I had been before,
peering in every Corner, and under every Rock, to see for more of
it, but I could not find any; at last it occur’d to my Thoughts, that I
had shook a Bag of Chickens Meat out in that Place, and then the
Wonder began to cease; and I must confess, my religious Thankful-
ness to God’s Providence began to abate too upon the Discovering
that all this was nothing but what was common; tho’ I ought to have
been as thankful for so strange and unforseen Providence, as if it had
been miraculous; for it was really the Work of Providence as to me,
that should order or appoint, that  or  Grains of Corn should
remain unspoil’d, (when the Rats had destroy’d all the rest,) as if it
had been dropt from Heaven; as also, that I should throw it out in
that particular Place, where it being in the Shade of a high Rock, it
sprang up immediately; whereas, if I had thrown it anywhere else, at
that Time, it had been burnt up and destroy’d.

I carefully sav’d the Ears of this Corn you may be sure in their
Season, which was about the End of June; and laying up every Corn,
I resolv’d to sow them all again, hoping in Time to have some Quan-
tity sufficient to supply me with Bread; But it was not till the th
Year that I could allow my self the least Grain of this Corn to eat,
and even then but sparingly, as I shall say afterwards in its Order; for
I lost all that I sow’d the first Season, by not observing the proper
Time; for I sow’d it just before the dry Season, so that it never came
up at all, at least, not as it would ha’ done: Of which in its Place.*

Besides this Barley, there was, as above,  or  Stalks of Ryce,
which I preserv’d with the same Care, and whose Use was of the
same Kind or to the same Purpose, (viz.) to make me Bread, or
rather Food; for I found Ways to cook it up without baking, tho’ I did
that also after some Time. But to return to my Journal,

I work’d excessive hard these three or four Months to get my Wall
done; and the th of April I closed it up, contriving to go into it, not
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by a Door, but over the Wall by a Ladder, that there might be no Sign
in the Out-side of my Habitation.

April . I finish’d the Ladder, so I went up with the Ladder to the
Top, and then pull’d it up after me, and let it down in the In-side:
This was a compleat Enclosure to me; for within I had Room
enough, and nothing could come at me from without, unless it could
first mount my Wall.

The very next Day after this Wall was finish’d, I had almost had
all my Labour overthrown at once, and my self kill’d; the Case was
thus, As I was busy in the Inside of it, behind my Tent, just in the
Entrance into my Cave, I was terribly frighted with a most dreadful
surprising Thing indeed; for all on a sudden I found the Earth come
crumbling down from the Roof of my Cave, and from the Edge of
the Hill over my Head, and two of the Posts I had set up in the Cave
crack’d in a frightful Manner; I was heartily scar’d, but thought
nothing* of what was really the Cause, only thinking that the Top of
my Cave was falling in, as some of it had done before; and for Fear I
shou’d be bury’d in it, I run foreward to my Ladder, and not think-
ing my self safe there neither, I got over my Wall for Fear of the
Pieces of the Hill which I expected might roll down upon me: I was
no sooner stepp’d down upon the firm Ground, but I plainly saw it
was a terrible Earthquake, for the Ground I stood on shook three
Times at about eight Minutes Distance,* with three such Shocks, as
would have overturn’d the strongest Building that could be suppos’d
to have stood on the Earth, and a great Piece of the Top of a Rock,
which stood about half a Mile from me next the Sea, fell down with
such a terrible Noise, as I never heard in all my Life, I perceiv’d also,
the very Sea was put into violent Motion by it; and I believe the
Shocks were stronger under the Water than on the Island.

I was so amaz’d with the Thing it self, having never felt the like,
or discours’d with any one that had, that I was like one dead or
stupify’d; and the Motion of the Earth made my Stomach sick like
one that was toss’d at Sea; but the Noise of the falling of the Rock
awak’d me as it were, and rousing me from the stupify’d Condition I
was in, fill’d me with Horror, and I thought of nothing then but the
Hill falling upon my Tent and all my houshold Goods, and burying
all at once; and this sunk my very Soul within me a second Time.

After the third Shock was over, and I felt no more for some Time,
I began to take Courage, and yet I had not Heart enough to go over
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my Wall again, for Fear of being buried alive, but sat still upon the
Ground, greatly cast down and disconsolate, not knowing what to
do: All this while I had not the least serious religious Thought,
nothing but the common, Lord ha’ Mercy upon me; and when it was
over, that went away too.

While I sat thus, I found the Air over-cast, and grow cloudy, as if
it would Rain; soon after that the Wind rose by little and little, so
that, in less than half an Hour, it blew a most dreadful Hurricane:
The Sea was all on a Sudden cover’d over with Foam and Froth, the
Shore was cover’d with the Breach of the Water, the Trees were torn
up by the Roots, and a terrible Storm it was; and this held about
three Hours, and then began to abate, and in two Hours more it was
stark calm, and began to rain very hard.

All this while I sat upon the Ground very much terrify’d and
dejected, when on a sudden it came into my thoughts, that these
Winds and Rain being the Consequences of the Earthquake, the
Earthquake it self was spent and over, and I might venture into my
Cave again: With this Thought my Spirits began to revive, and the
Rain also helping to perswade me, I went in and sat down in my
Tent, but the Rain was so violent, that my Tent was ready to be
beaten down with it, and I was forc’d to go into my Cave, tho’ very
much affraid and uneasy for fear it should fall on my Head.

This violent Rain forc’d me to a new Work, viz. To cut a Hole
thro’ my new Fortification like a Sink to let the Water go out, which
would else have drown’d my Cave. After I had been in my Cave some
time, and found still no more Shocks of the Earthquake follow, I
began to be more compos’d; and now to support my Spirits, which
indeed wanted it very much, I went to my little Store and took a
small Sup of Rum, which however I did then and always very spar-
ingly, knowing I could have no more when that was gone.

It continu’d raining all that Night, and great Part of the next Day,
so that I could not stir abroad, but my Mind being more compos’d, I
began to think of what I had best do, concluding that if the Island
was subject to these Earthquakes, there would be no living for me in
a Cave, but I must consider of building me some little Hut in an open
Place which I might surround with a Wall as I had done here, and so
make my self secure from wild Beasts or Men; but concluded, if I
staid where I was, I should certainly, one time or other, be bury’d
alive.
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With these Thoughts I resolv’d to remove my Tent from the Place
where it stood, which was just under the hanging Precipice of the
Hill, and which, if it should be shaken again, would certainly fall
upon my Tent: And I spent the two next Days, being the th and
th of April, in contriving where and how to remove my Habitation.

The fear of being swallow’d up alive, made me that I never slept in
quiet, and yet the Apprehensions of lying abroad without any Fence
was almost equal to it; but still when I look’d about and saw how
every thing was put in order, how pleasantly conceal’d I was, and
how safe from Danger, it made me very loath to remove.

In the mean time it occur’d to me that it would require a vast deal
of time for me to do this, and that I must be contented to run the
Venture where I was, till I had form’d a Camp for my self, and had
secur’d it so as to remove to it: So with this Resolution I compos’d
my self for a time, and resolv’d that I would go to work with all
Speed to build me a Wall with Piles and Cables, &c. in a Circle as
before, and set my Tent up in it when it was finish’d, but that I
would venture to stay where I was till it was finish’d and fit to remove
to. This was the st.

April . The next Morning I began to consider of Means to put
this Resolve in Execution, but I was at a great loss about my Tools; I
had three large Axes and abundance of Hatchets, (for we carried
the Hatchets for Traffick with the Indians) but with much chopping
and cutting knotty hard Wood, they were all full of Notches and dull,
and tho’ I had a Grindstone, I could not turn it and grind my Tools
too, this cost me as much Thought as a Statesman would have
bestow’d upon a grand Point of Politicks, or a Judge upon the Life
and Death of a Man. At length I contriv’d a Wheel with a String, to
turn it with my Foot, that I might have both my Hands at Liberty:
Note, I had never seen any such thing in England, or at least not to
take Notice how it was done, tho’ since I have observ’d it is very
common there; besides that, my Grindstone was very large and
heavy. This Machine cost me a full Week’s Work to bring it to
Perfection.

April , . These two whole Days I took up in grinding my
Tools, my Machine for turning my Grindstone performing very well.

April . Having perceiv’d my Bread had been low a great while,
now I took a Survey of it, and reduc’d my self to one Bisket-cake a
Day, which made my Heart very heavy.
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May . In the Morning looking towards the Sea-side, the Tide
being low, I saw something lye on the Shore bigger than ordinary,
and it look’d like a Cask; when I came to it, I found a small Barrel,
and two or three Pieces of the Wreck of the Ship, which were driven
on Shore by the late Hurricane, and looking towards the Wreck
itself, I thought it seem’d to lye higher out of the Water than it us’d
to do; I examin’d the Barrel which was driven on Shore, and soon
found it was a Barrel of Gunpowder, but it had taken Water, and the
Powder was cak’d as hard as a Stone; however I roll’d it farther on
Shore for the present, and went on upon the Sands as near as I could
to the Wreck of the Ship to look for more.

When I came down to the Ship I found it strangely remov’d, The
Fore-castle which lay before bury’d in Sand, was heav’d up at least
Six Foot, and the Stern which was broke to Pieces and parted from
the rest by the Force of the Sea soon after I had left rummaging her,
was toss’d, as it were, up, and cast on one Side, and the Sand was
thrown so high on that Side next her Stern, that whereas there was a
great Place of Water before, so that I could not come within a Quar-
ter of a Mile of the Wreck without swimming, I could now walk
quite up to her when the Tide was out; I was surpriz’d with this at
first, but soon concluded it must be done by the Earthquake, and as
by this Violence the Ship was more broken open than formerly, so
many Things came daily on Shore, which the Sea had loosen’d, and
which the Winds and Water rolled by Degrees to the Land.

This wholly diverted my Thoughts from the Design of removing
my Habitation; and I busied my self mightily that Day especially, in
searching whether I could make any Way into the Ship, but I found
nothing was to be expected of that Kind, for that all the In-side of
the Ship was choack’d up with Sand: However, as I had learn’d not
to despair of any Thing, I resolv’d to pull every Thing to Pieces that
I could of the Ship, concluding, that every Thing I could get from
her would be of some Use or other to me.

May . I began with my Saw, and cut a Piece of a Beam thro’,
which I thought held some of the upper Part or Quarter-Deck
together, and when I had cut it thro’, I clear’d away the Sand as well
as I could from the Side which lay highest; but the Tide coming in, I
was oblig’d to give over for that Time.

May . I went a fishing, but caught not one Fish that I durst eat of,
till I was weary of my Sport, when just going to leave off, I caught a
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young Dolphin. I had made me a long Line of some Rope Yarn, but I
had no Hooks, yet I frequently caught Fish enough, as much as I
car’d to eat; all which I dry’d in the Sun, and eat them dry.

May . Work’d on the Wreck, cut another Beam asunder, and
brought three great Fir Planks off from the Decks, which I ty’d
together, and made swim on Shore when the Tide of Flood came on.

May . Work’d on the Wreck, got several Iron Bolts out of her,
and other Pieces of Iron Work, work’d very hard, and came Home
very much tyr’d, and had Thoughts of giving it over.

May . Went to the Wreck again, but with an Intent not to work,
but found the Weight of the Wreck had broke itself down, the Beams
being cut, that several Pieces of the Ship seem’d to lie loose, and the
In-side of the Hold lay so open, that I could see into it, but almost
full of Water and Sand.

May . Went to the Wreck, and carry’d an Iron Crow to wrench
up the Deck, which lay now quite clear of the Water or Sand; I
wrench’d open two Planks, and brought them on Shore also with the
Tide: I left the Iron Crow in the Wreck for next Day.

May . Went to the Wreck, and with the Crow made Way into the
Body of the Wreck, and felt several Casks, and loosen’d them with
the Crow, but could not break them up; I felt also the Roll of English
Lead, and could stir it, but it was too heavy to remove.

May , , , , . Went every Day to the Wreck, and got a
great deal of Pieces of Timber, and Boards, or Plank, and  or 
Weight of Iron.

May . I carry’d two Hatchets to try if I could not cut a Piece off
of the Roll of Lead, by placing the Edge of one Hatchet, and driving
it with the other; but as it lay about a Foot and a half in the Water, I
could not make any Blow to drive the Hatchet.

May . It had blow’d hard in the Night, and the Wreck appear’d
more broken by the Force of the Water; but I stay’d so long in the
Woods to get Pidgeons for Food, that the Tide prevented me going
to the Wreck that Day.

May . I saw some Pieces of the Wreck blown on Shore, at a
great Distance, near two Miles off me, but resolv’d to see what they
were, and found it was a Piece of the Head, but too heavy for me to
bring away.

May . Every Day to this Day I work’d on the Wreck, and with
hard Labour I loosen’d some Things so much with the Crow, that
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the first blowing Tide several Casks floated out, and two of the
Seamens Chests; but the Wind blowing from the Shore, nothing
came to Land that Day, but Pieces of Timber, and a Hogshead which
had some Brazil Pork in it, but the Salt-water and the Sand had
spoil’d it.

I continu’d this Work every Day to the th of June, except the
Time necessary to get Food, which I always appointed, during this
Part of my Employment, to be when the Tide was up, that I might be
ready when it was ebb’d out, and by this Time I had gotten Timber,
and Plank, and Iron-Work enough, to have builded a good Boat, if I
had known how; and also, I got at several Times, and in several
Pieces, near  Weight of the Sheet-Lead.

June . Going down to the Sea-side, I found a large Tortoise or
Turtle;* this was the first I had seen, which it seems was only my
Misfortune, not any Defect of the Place, or Scarcity; for had I hap-
pen’d to be on the other Side of the Island, I might have had Hun-
dreds of them every Day, as I found afterwards; but perhaps had paid
dear enough for them.

June . I spent in cooking the Turtle; I found in her threescore
Eggs; and her Flesh was to me at that Time the most savoury and
pleasant that ever I tasted in my Life, having had no Flesh, but of
Goats and Fowls, since I landed in this horrid Place.

June . Rain’d all Day, and I stay’d within. I thought at this Time
the Rain felt Cold, and I was something chilly, which I knew was not
usual in that Latitude.

June . Very ill, and shivering, as if the Weather had been cold.
June . No Rest all Night, violent Pains in my Head, and

feaverish.
June . Very ill, frighted almost to Death with the Apprehensions

of my sad Condition, to be sick, and no Help: Pray’d to GOD for the
first Time since the Storm off of Hull, but scarce knew what I said,
or why; my Thoughts being all confused.

June . A little better, but under dreadful Apprehensions of
Sickness.

June . Very bad again, cold and shivering, and then a violent
Head-ach.

June . Much better.
June . An Ague very violent; the Fit held me seven Hours, cold

Fit and hot, with faint Sweats after it.
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June . Better; and having no Victuals to eat, took my Gun,
but found my self very weak; however I kill’d a She-Goat, and
with much Difficulty got it Home, and broil’d some of it, and eat;
I wou’d fain have stew’d it, and made some Broath, but had no
Pot.

June . The Ague again so violent, that I lay a-Bed all Day, and
neither eat or drank. I was ready to perish for Thirst, but so weak, I
had not Strength to stand up, or to get my self any Water to drink:
Pray’d to God again, but was light-headed, and when I was not, I
was so ignorant, that I knew not what to say; only I lay and cry’d,
Lord look upon me, Lord pity me, Lord have Mercy upon me: I suppose
I did nothing else for two or three Hours, till the Fit wearing off, I
fell asleep, and did not wake till far in the Night; when I wak’d, I
found my self much refresh’d, but weak, and exceeding thirsty:
However, as I had no Water in my whole Habitation, I was forc’d to
lie till Morning, and went to sleep again: In this second Sleep, I had
this terrible Dream.

I thought, that I was sitting on the Ground on the Out-side of my
Wall, where I sat when the Storm blew after the Earthquake, and
that I saw a Man descend from a great black Cloud, in a bright Flame
of Fire, and light upon the Ground: He was all over as bright as a
Flame, so that I could but just bear to look towards him; his Coun-
tenance was most inexpressibly dreadful, impossible for Words to
describe; when he stepp’d upon the Ground with his Feet, I thought
the Earth trembl’d, just as it had done before in the Earthquake, and
all the Air look’d, to my Apprehension, as if it had been fill’d with
Flashes of Fire.

He was no sooner landed upon the Earth, but he moved forward
towards me, with a long Spear or Weapon in his Hand, to kill me;
and when he came to a rising Ground, at some Distance, he spoke to
me, or I heard a Voice so terrible, that it is impossible to express the
Terror of it; all that I can say, I understood, was this, Seeing all these
Things have not brought thee to Repentance, now thou shalt die: At
which Words, I thought he lifted up the Spear that was in his Hand,
to kill me.

No one, that shall ever read this Account, will expect that I should
be able to describe the Horrors of my Soul at this terrible Vision, I
mean, that even while it was a Dream, I even dreamed of those
Horrors; nor is it any more possible to describe the Impression that
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remain’d upon my Mind when I awak’d and found it was but a
Dream.

I had alas! no divine Knowledge; what I had received by the good
Instruction of my Father was then worn out by an uninterrupted
Series, for  Years, of Seafaring Wickedness, and a constant Conver-
sation with nothing but such as were like my self, wicked and
prophane to the last Degree: I do not remember that I had in all that
Time one Thought that so much as tended either to looking upwards
toward God, or inwards towards a Reflection upon my own Ways: But
a certain Stupidity of Soul, without Desire of Good, or Conscience
of Evil,* had entirely overwhelm’d me, and I was all that the most
hardned, unthinking, wicked Creature among our common Sailors,
can be supposed to be, not having the least Sense, either of the Fear
of God in Danger, or of Thankfulness to God in Deliverances.

In the relating what is already past of my Story, this will be the
more easily believ’d, when I shall add, that thro’ all the Variety of
Miseries that had to this Day befallen me, I never had so much as
one Thought of it being the Hand of God, or that it was a just
Punishment for my Sin; my rebellious Behaviour against my Father,
or my present Sins which were great; or so much as a Punishment
for the general Course of my wicked Life. When I was on the des-
perate Expedition on the desart Shores of Africa, I never had so
much as one Thought of what would become of me; or one Wish to
God to direct me whether I should go, or to keep me from the
Danger which apparently surrounded me, as well from voracious
Creatures as cruel Savages: But I was meerly thoughtless of a God,*
or a Providence; acted like a meer Brute from the Principles of
Nature, and by the Dictates of common Sense only, and indeed
hardly that.

When I was deliver’d and taken up at Sea by the Portugal Captain,
well us’d, and dealt justly and honourably with, as well as charitably,
I had not the least Thankfulness on my Thoughts: When again I was
shipwreck’d, ruin’d, and in Danger of drowning on this Island, I was
as far from Remorse, or looking on it as a Judgment; I only said to my
self often, that I was an unfortunate Dog, and born to be always
miserable.

It is true, when I got on Shore first here, and found all my Ship’s
Crew drown’d, and my self spar’d, I was surpriz’d with a Kind of
Extasie, and some Transports of Soul, which, had the Grace of God
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assisted, might have come up to true Thankfulness; but it ended
where it begun, in a meer common Flight of Joy, or as I may say,
being glad I was alive, without the least Reflection upon the dis-
tinguishing Goodness of the Hand which had preserv’d me, and had
singled me out to be preserv’d, when all the rest were destroy’d; or
an Enquiry why Providence had been thus merciful to me; even just
the same common Sort of Joy which Seamen generally have after
they are got safe ashore from a Ship-wreck, which they drown all in
the next Bowl of Punch, and forget almost as soon as it is over, and
all the rest of my Life was like it.

Even when I was afterwards, on due Consideration, made sensible
of my Condition, how I was cast on this dreadful Place, out of the
Reach of humane Kind, out of all Hope of Relief, or Prospect of
Redemption, as soon as I saw but a Prospect of living, and that I
should not starve and perish for Hunger, all the Sense of my Afflic-
tion wore off, and I begun to be very easy, apply’d my self to the
Works proper for my Preservation and Supply, and was far enough
from being afflicted at my Condition, as a Judgment from Heaven, or
as the Hand of God against me; these were Thoughts which very
seldom enter’d into my Head.

The growing up of the Corn, as is hinted in my Journal, had at
first some little Influence upon me, and began to affect me with
Seriousness, as long as I thought it had something miraculous in it;
but as soon as ever that Part of the Thought was remov’d, all the
Impression which was rais’d from it, wore off also, as I have noted
already.

Even the Earthquake, tho’ nothing could be more terrible in its
Nature, or more immediately directing to the invisible Power which
alone directs such Things, yet no sooner was the first Fright over,
but the Impression it had made went off also. I had no more Sense of
God or his Judgments, much less of the present Affliction of my
Circumstances being from his Hand, than if I had been in the most
prosperous Condition of Life.

But now when I began to be sick, and a leisurely View of the
Miseries of Death came to place itself before me; when my Spirits
began to sink under the Burthen of a strong Distemper, and Nature
was exhausted with the Violence of the Feaver; Conscience that
had slept so long, begun to awake, and I began to reproach my self
with my past Life, in which I had so evidently, by uncommon
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Wickedness, provok’d the Justice of God to lay me under uncommon
Strokes, and to deal with me in so vindictive a Manner.

These Reflections oppress’d me for the second or third Day of my
Distemper, and in the Violence, as well of the Feaver, as of the
dreadful Reproaches of my Conscience, extorted some Words from
me, like praying to God, tho’ I cannot say they were either a Prayer
attended with Desires or with Hopes; it was rather the Voice of meer
Fright and Distress; my Thoughts were confus’d, the Convictions
great upon my Mind, and the Horror of dying in such a miserable
Condition rais’d Vapours into my Head with the meer Apprehen-
sions; and in these Hurries of my Soul, I know not what my Tongue
might express: but it was rather Exclamation, such as, Lord! what a
miserable Creature am I? If I should be sick, I shall certainly die for
Want of Help, and what will become of me! Then the Tears burst out
of my Eyes, and I could say no more for a good while.

In this Interval, the good Advice of my Father came to my Mind,
and presently his Prediction which I mention’d at the Beginning of
this Story, viz. That if I did take this foolish Step, God would not bless
me, and I would have Leisure hereafter to reflect upon having neglected
his Counsel, when there might be none to assist in my Recovery.* Now,
said I aloud, My dear Father’s Words are come to pass: God’s Justice
has overtaken me, and I have none to help or hear me: I rejected the
Voice of Providence, which had mercifully put me in a Posture or
Station of Life, wherein I might have been happy and easy; but I
would neither see it my self, or learn to know the Blessing of it from
my Parents; I left them to mourn over my Folly, and now I am left to
mourn under the Consequences of it: I refus’d their Help and
Assistance who wou’d have lifted me into the World, and wou’d have
made every Thing easy to me, and now I have Difficulties to struggle
with, too great for even Nature itself to support, and no Assistance,
no Help, no Comfort, no Advice; then I cry’d out, Lord be my Help,
for I am in great Distress.

This was the first Prayer, if I may call it so, that I had made for
many Years: But I return to my Journal.

June . Having been somewhat refresh’d with the Sleep I had
had, and the Fit being entirely off, I got up; and tho’ the Fright and
Terror of my Dream was very great, yet I consider’d, that the Fit of
the Ague wou’d return again the next Day, and now was my Time to
get something to refresh and support my self when I should be ill;
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and the first Thing I did, I fill’d a large square Case Bottle with
Water, and set it upon my Table, in Reach of my Bed; and to take off
the chill or aguish Disposition of the Water, I put about a Quarter of
a Pint of Rum into it, and mix’d them together; then I got me a Piece
of the Goat’s Flesh, and broil’d it on the Coals, but could eat very
little; I walk’d about, but was very weak, and withal very sad and
heavy-hearted in the Sense of my miserable Condition; dreading the
Return of my Distemper the next Day; at Night I made my Supper
of three of the Turtle’s Eggs, which I roasted in the Ashes, and eat,
as we call it, in the Shell; and this was the first Bit of Meat I had ever
ask’d God’s Blessing to, even as I cou’d remember, in my whole Life.

After I had eaten, I try’d to walk, but found my self so weak, that I
cou’d hardly carry the Gun, (for I never went out without that) so I
went but a little Way, and sat down upon the Ground, looking out
upon the Sea, which was just before me, and very calm and smooth:
As I sat here, some such Thoughts as these occurred to me.

What is this Earth and Sea of which I have seen so much, whence
is it produc’d, and what am I, and all the other Creatures, wild and
tame, humane and brutal, whence are we?

Sure we are all made by some secret Power, who form’d the Earth
and Sea, the Air and Sky; and who is that?

Then it follow’d most naturally, It is God that has made it all:
Well, but then it came on strangely, if God has made all these
Things, He guides and governs them all, and all Things that concern
them; for the Power that could make all Things, must certainly have
Power to guide and direct them.

If so, nothing can happen in the great Circuit of his Works, either
without his Knowledge or Appointment.

And if nothing happens without his Knowledge, he knows that I
am here, and am in this dreadful Condition; and if nothing happens
without his Appointment, he has appointed all this to befal me.

Nothing occurr’d to my Thought to contradict any of these Con-
clusions; and therefore it rested upon me with the greater Force, that
it must needs be, that God had appointed all this to befal me; that I
was brought to this miserable Circumstance by his Direction, he
having the sole Power, not of me only, but of every Thing that
happen’d in the World. Immediately it follow’d,

Why has God done this to me? What have I done to be thus us’d?
My Conscience presently check’d me in that Enquiry, as if I had
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blasphem’d, and methought it spoke to me like a Voice; WRETCH!
dost thou ask what thou hast done! look back upon a dreadful mis-
spent Life, and ask thy self what thou hast not done? ask, Why is it that
thou wert not long ago destroy’d? Why wert thou not drown’d in Yar-
mouth Roads? Kill’d in the Fight when the Ship was taken by the
Sallee Man of War? Devour’d by the wild Beasts on the Coast of
Africa? Or, Drown’d HERE, when all the Crew perish’d but thy self ?
Dost thou ask, What have I done?

I was struck dumb with these Reflections, as one astonish’d, and
had not a Word to say, no not to answer to my self, but rise up
pensive and sad, walk’d back to my Retreat, and went up over my
Wall, as if I had been going to Bed, but my Thoughts were sadly
disturb’d, and I had no Inclination to Sleep; so I sat down in my
Chair, and lighted my Lamp, for it began to be dark: Now as the
Apprehension of the Return of my Distemper terrify’d me very
much, it occurr’d to my Thought, that the Brasilians take no Physick
but their Tobacco, for almost all Distempers; and I had a Piece of a
Roll of Tobacco in one of the Chests, which was quite cur’d, and
some also that was green and not quite cur’d.

I went, directed by Heaven no doubt; for in this Chest I found a
Cure, both for Soul and Body, I open’d the Chest, and found what I
look’d for, viz. the Tobacco; and as the few Books, I had sav’d, lay
there too, I took out one of the Bibles which I mention’d before, and
which to this Time I had not found Leisure, or so much as Inclin-
ation to look into; I say, I took it out, and brought both that and the
Tobacco with me to the Table.

What Use to make of the Tobacco,* I knew not, as to my Dis-
temper, or whether it was good for it or no; but I try’d several
Experiments with it, as if I was resolv’d it should hit one Way or
other: I first took a Piece of a Leaf, and chew’d it in my Mouth,
which indeed at first almost stupify’d my Brain, the Tobacco being
green and strong, and that I had not been much us’d to it; then I took
some and steeped it an Hour or two in some Rum, and resolv’d to
take a Dose of it when I lay down; and lastly, I burnt some upon a
Pan of Coals, and held my Nose close over the Smoke of it as long as
I could bear it, as well for the Heat as almost for Suffocation.

In the Interval of this Operation, I took up the Bible and began to
read, but my Head was too much disturb’d with the Tobacco to bear
reading, at least that Time; only having open’d the Book casually, the
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first Words that occurr’d to me were these, Call on me in the Day of
Trouble, and I will deliver, and thou shalt glorify me.*

The Words were very apt to my Case, and made some Impression
upon my Thoughts at the Time of reading them, tho’ not so much as
they did afterwards; for as for being deliver’d, the Word had no
Sound, as I may say, to me; the Thing was so remote, so impossible
in my Apprehension of Things, that I began to say as the Children of
Israel did, when they were promis’d Flesh to eat, Can God spread a
Table in the Wilderness? * so I began to say, Can God himself deliver
me from this Place? and as it was not for many Years that any Hope
appear’d, this prevail’d very often upon my Thoughts: But however,
the Words made a great Impression upon me, and I mused upon
them very often. It grew now late, and the Tobacco had, as I said,
doz’d my Head so much, that I inclin’d to sleep; so I left my Lamp
burning in the Cave, least I should want any Thing in the Night, and
went to Bed; but before I lay down, I did what I never had done in all
my Life, I kneel’d down and pray’d to God to fulfil the Promise to
me, that if I call’d upon him in the Day of Trouble, he would deliver
me; after my broken and imperfect Prayer was over, I drunk the Rum
in which I had steep’d the Tobacco, which was so strong and rank of
the Tobacco, that indeed I could scarce get it down; immediately
upon this I went to Bed, I found presently it flew up in my Head
violently, but I fell into a sound Sleep, and wak’d no more ’till by the
Sun it must necessarily be near Three a-Clock in the Afternoon the
next Day; nay, to this Hour, I’m partly of the Opinion, that I slept all
the next Day and Night, and ’till almost Three that Day after; for
otherwise I knew not how I should lose a Day out of my Reckoning
in the Days of the Week, as it appear’d some Years after I had done:
for if I had lost it by crossing and re-crossing the Line,* I should
have lost more than one Day: But certainly I lost a Day in my
Accompt, and never knew which Way.

Be that however one Way or th’ other, when I awak’d I found my
self exceedingly refresh’d, and my Spirits lively and chearful; when I
got up, I was stronger than I was the Day before, and my Stomach
better, for I was hungry; and in short, I had no Fit the next Day, but
continu’d much alter’d for the better; this was the th.

The th was my well Day of Course, and I went abroad with my
Gun, but did not care to travel too far, I kill’d a Sea Fowl or two,
something like a brand Goose,* and brought them Home, but was
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not very forward to eat them; so I ate some more of the Turtle’s
Eggs, which were very good: This Evening I renew’d the Medicine
which I had suppos’d did me good the Day before, viz. the Tobacco
steep’d in Rum, only I did not take so much as before, nor did I chew
any of the Leaf, or hold my Head over the Smoke; however, I was not
so well the next Day, which was the first of July, as I hop’d I shou’d
have been; for I had a little Spice of the cold Fit, but it was not much.

July . I renew’d the Medicine all the three Ways, and doz’d my
self with it as at first; and doubled the Quantity which I drank.

. I miss’d the Fit for good and all, tho’ I did not recover my full
Strength for some Weeks after; while I was thus gathering Strength,
my Thoughts run exceedingly upon this Scripture, I will deliver thee,
and the Impossibility of my Deliverance lay much upon my Mind in
Barr of*  my ever expecting it: But as I was discouraging my self with
such Thoughts, it occurr’d to my Mind, that I pored so much upon
my Deliverance from the main Affliction, that I disregarded the
Deliverance I had receiv’d; and I was, as it were, made to ask my self
such Questions as these, viz. Have I not been deliver’d, and wonder-
fully too, from Sickness? from the most distress’d Condition that
could be, and that was so frightful to me, and what Notice I had
taken of it? Had I done my Part? God had deliver’d me, but I had not
glorify’d him; that is to say, I had not own’d and been thankful for
that as a Deliverance, and how cou’d I expect greater Deliverance?

This touch’d my Heart very much, and immediately I kneel’d
down and gave God Thanks aloud, for my Recovery from my
Sickness.

July . In the Morning I took the Bible, and beginning at the New
Testament, I began seriously to read it, and impos’d upon my self to
read a while every Morning and every Night, not tying my self to the
Number of Chapters, but as long as my Thoughts shou’d engage me:
It was not long after I set seriously to this Work, but* I found my
Heart more deeply and sincerely affected with the Wickedness of my
past Life: The Impression of my Dream reviv’d, and the Words, All
these Things have not brought thee to Repentance, ran seriously in my
Thought: I was earnestly begging of God to give me Repentance,
when it happen’d providentially the very Day that reading the Scrip-
ture, I came to these Words, He is exalted a Prince and a Saviour, to
give Repentance, and to give Remission:* I threw down the Book, and
with my Heart as well as my Hands lifted up to Heaven, in a Kind of
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Extasy of Joy, I cry’d out aloud, Jesus, thou Son of David, Jesus, thou
exalted Prince and Saviour, give me Repentance!

This was the first Time that I could say, in the true Sense of the
Words, that I pray’d in all my Life; for now I pray’d with a Sense of
my Condition, and with a true Scripture View of Hope founded on
the Encouragement of the Word of God; and from this Time, I may
say, I began to have Hope that God would hear me.

Now I began to construe the Words mentioned above, Call on me,
and I will deliver you, in a different Sense from what I had ever done
before; for then I had no Notion of any thing being call’d Deliver-
ance, but my being deliver’d from the Captivity I was in; for tho’ I
was indeed at large in the Place, yet the Island was certainly a Prison
to me,* and that in the worst Sense in the World; but now I learn’d to
take it in another Sense: Now I look’d back upon my past Life with
such Horrour, and my Sins appear’d so dreadful, that my Soul
sought nothing of God, but Deliverance from the Load of Guilt that
bore down all my Comfort: As for my solitary Life it was nothing; I
did not so much as pray to be deliver’d from it, or think of it; It was
all of no Consideration in Comparison to this: And I add this Part
here, to hint to whoever shall read it, that whenever they come to a
true Sense of things, they will find Deliverance from Sin a much
greater Blessing, than Deliverance from Affliction.

But leaving this Part, I return to my Journal.
My Condition began now to be, tho’ not less miserable as to my

Way of living, yet much easier to my Mind; and my Thoughts being
directed, by a constant reading the Scripture, and praying to God, to
things of a higher Nature: I had a great deal of Comfort within,
which till now I knew nothing of; also, as my Health and Strength
returned, I bestirr’d my self to furnish my self with every thing that
I wanted, and make my Way of living as regular as I could.

From the th of July to the th, I was chiefly employ’d in walk-
ing about with my Gun in my Hand, a little and a little, at a Time, as
a Man that was gathering up his Strength after a Fit of Sickness: For
it is hardly to be imagin’d, how low I was, and to what Weakness I
was reduc’d. The Application which I made Use of was perfectly
new, and perhaps what had never cur’d an Ague before, neither can I
recommend it to any one to practise, by this Experiment; and tho’ it
did carry off the Fit, yet it rather contributed to weakening me; for I
had frequent Convulsions in my Nerves and Limbs for some Time.

Robinson Crusoe 



I learn’d from it also this in particular, that being abroad in the
rainy Season was the most pernicious thing to my Health that could
be, especially in those Rains which came attended with Storms and
Hurricanes of Wind; for as the Rain which came in the dry Season
was always most accompany’d with such Storms, so I found that
Rain was much more dangerous than the Rain which fell in Septem-
ber and October.*

I had been now in this unhappy Island above  Months, all
Possibility of Deliverance from this Condition, seem’d to be entirely
taken from me; and I firmly believed, that no humane Shape had
ever set Foot upon that Place:* Having now secur’d my Habitation,
as I thought, fully to my Mind, I had a great Desire to make a more
perfect Discovery of the Island, and to see what other Productions I
might find, which I yet knew nothing of.

It was the th of July that I began to take a more particular
Survey of the Island it self: I went up the Creek first, where, as I
hinted, I brought my Rafts on Shore; I found after I came about two
Miles up, that the Tide did not flow any higher, and that it was no
more than a little Brook of running Water, and very fresh and good;
but this being the dry Season, there was hardly any Water in some
Parts of it, at least, not enough to run in any Stream, so as it could be
perceiv’d.

On the Bank of this Brook I found many pleasant Savana’s, or
Meadows; plain, smooth, and cover’d with Grass; and on the rising
Parts of them next to the higher Grounds, where the Water, as it
might be supposed, never overflow’d, I found a great deal of
Tobacco, green, and growing to a great and very strong Stalk; there
were divers other Plants which I had no Notion of, or Understanding
about, and might perhaps have Vertues of their own, which I could
not find out.

I searched for the Cassava Root,* which the Indians in all that
Climate make their Bread of, but I could find none. I saw large Plants
of Alloes,* but did not then understand them. I saw several Sugar
Canes, but wild, and for want of Cultivation, imperfect. I contented
my self with these Discoveries for this Time, and came back musing
with my self what Course I might take to know the Vertue and
Goodness of any of the Fruits or Plants which I should discover; but
could bring it to no Conclusion; for in short, I had made so little
Observation while I was in the Brasils, that I knew little of the Plants
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in the Field, at least very little that might serve me to any Purpose
now in my Distress.

The next Day, the th, I went up the same Way again, and after
going something farther than I had gone the Day before, I found the
Brook, and the Savana’s began to cease, and the Country became
more woody than before; in this Part I found different Fruits, and
particularly I found Mellons upon the Ground in great Abundance,
and Grapes upon the Trees; the Vines had spread indeed over the
Trees, and the Clusters of Grapes were just now in their Prime, very
ripe and rich: This was a surprising Discovery, and I was exceeding
glad of them; but I was warn’d by my Experience to eat sparingly of
them, remembring, that when I was ashore in Barbary, the eating of
Grapes kill’d several of our English Men who were Slaves there, by
throwing them into Fluxes and Feavers: But I found an excellent
Use for these Grapes, and that was to cure or dry them in the Sun,
and keep them as dry’d Grapes or Raisins are kept, which I thought
would be, as indeed they were, as wholesom as agreeable to eat, when
no Grapes might be to be had.

I spent all that Evening there, and went not back to my Habita-
tion, which by the Way was the first Night, as I might say, I had lain
from Home. In the Night I took my first Contrivance, and got up
into a Tree, where I slept well, and the next Morning proceeded
upon my Discovery, travelling near four Miles, as I might judge by
the Length of the Valley, keeping still due North, with a Ridge of
Hills on the South and North-side of me.

At the End of this March I came to an Opening, where the Coun-
try seem’d to descend to the West, and a little Spring of fresh Water
which issued out of the Side of the Hill by me, run the other Way,
that is due East; and the Country appear’d so fresh, so green, so
flourishing, every thing being in a constant Verdure, or Flourish of
Spring, that it looked like a planted Garden.

I descended a little on the Side of that delicious Vale, surveying it
with a secret Kind of Pleasure, (tho’ mixt with my other afflicting
Thoughts) to think that this was all my own, that I was King and
Lord of all this Country indefeasibly,* and had a Right of Possession;
and if I could convey it, I might have it in Inheritance, as compleatly
as any Lord of a Mannor in England. I saw here Abundance of Cocoa
Trees, Orange, and Lemmon, and Citron Trees; but all wild, and
very few bearing any Fruit, at least not then: However, the green
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Limes that I gathered, were not only pleasant to eat, but very whole-
some; and I mix’d their Juice afterwards with Water, which made it
very wholesome, and very cool, and refreshing.

I found now I had Business enough to gather and carry Home;
and I resolv’d to lay up a Store, as well of Grapes, as Limes and
Lemons, to furnish my self for the wet Season, which I knew was
approaching.

In Order to this, I gather’d a great Heap of Grapes in one Place,
and a lesser Heap in another Place, and a great Parcel of Limes and
Lemons in another Place; and taking a few of each with me, I trav-
ell’d homeward, and resolv’d to come again, and bring a Bag or Sack,
or what I could make to carry the rest Home.

Accordingly, having spent three Days in this Journey, I came
Home; so I must now call my Tent and my Cave: But, before I got
thither, the Grapes were spoil’d; the Richness of the Fruits, and the
Weight of the Juice having broken them, and bruis’d them, they were
good for little or nothing; as to the Limes, they were good, but I
could bring but a few.

The next Day, being the th, I went back, having made me
two small Bags to bring Home my Harvest: But I was surpriz’d,
when coming to my Heap of Grapes, which were so rich and fine
when I gather’d them, I found them all spread about, trod to
Pieces, and dragg’d about, some here, some there, and Abundance
eaten and devour’d: By this I concluded, there were some wild
Creatures thereabouts, which had done this; but what they were, I
knew not.

However, as I found there there was no laying them up on Heaps,
and no carrying them away in a Sack, but that one Way they would
be destroy’d, and the other Way they would be crush’d with their
own Weight. I took another Course; for I gather’d a large Quantity of
the Grapes, and hung them up upon the out Branches of the Trees,
that they might cure and dry in the Sun; and as for the Limes and
Lemons, I carry’d as many back as I could well stand under.

When I came Home from this Journey, I contemplated with great
Pleasure the Fruitfulness of that Valley, and the Pleasantness of the
Scituation, the Security from Storms on that Side the Water, and the
Wood, and concluded, that I had pitch’d upon a Place to fix my
Abode, which was by far the worst Part of the Country. Upon the
Whole I began to consider of removing my Habitation; and to look
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out for a Place equally safe, as where I now was scituate, if possible, in
that pleasant fruitful Part of the Island.

This Thought run long in my Head, and I was exceeding fond of
it for some Time, the Pleasantness of the Place tempting me; but
when I came to a nearer View of it, and to consider that I was now by
the Sea-Side, where it was at least possible that something might
happen to my Advantage, and by the same ill Fate that brought me
hither, might bring some other unhappy Wretches to the same Place;
and tho’ it was scarce probable that any such Thing should ever
happen, yet to enclose my self among the Hills and Woods, in the
Center of the Island, was to anticipate my Bondage, and to render
such an Affair not only Improbable, but Impossible; and that there-
fore I ought not by any Means to remove.

However, I was so Enamour’d of this Place, that I spent much of
my Time there, for the whole remaining Part of the Month of July;
and tho’ upon second Thoughts I resolv’d as above, not to remove,
yet I built me a little kind of a Bower, and surrounded it at a Distance
with a strong Fence, being a double Hedge, as high as I could reach,
well stak’d, and fill’d between with Brushwood; and here I lay very
secure, sometimes two or three Nights together, always going over it
with a Ladder, as before; so that I fancy’d now I had my Country-
House, and my Sea-Coast-House: And this Work took me up to the
Beginning of August.

I had but newly finish’d my Fence, and began to enjoy my Labour,
but the Rains came on, and made me stick close to my first Habita-
tion; for tho’ I had made me a Tent like the other, with a Piece of a
Sail, and spread it very well; yet I had not the Shelter of a Hill to
keep me from Storms, nor a Cave behind me to retreat into, when
the Rains were extraordinary.

About the Beginning of August, as I said, I had finish’d my Bower,
and began to enjoy my self. The third of August, I found the Grapes
I had hung up were perfectly dry’d, and indeed, were excellent good
Raisins of the Sun; so I began to take them down from the Trees, and
it was very happy that I did so; for the Rains which follow’d would
have spoil’d them, and I had lost the best Part of my Winter Food;
for I had above two hundred large Bunches of them. No sooner had I
taken them all down, and carry’d most of them Home to my Cave,
but it began to rain, and from hence, which was the fourteenth of
August, it rain’d more or less, every Day, till the Middle of October;
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and sometimes so violently, that I could not stir out of my Cave for
several Days.

In this Season I was much surpriz’d with the Increase of my
Family; I had been concern’d for the Loss of one of my Cats, who
run away from me, or as I thought had been dead, and I heard no
more Tale or Tidings of her, till to my Astonishment she came
Home about the End of August, with three Kittens; this was the more
strange to me, because tho’ I had kill’d a wild Cat, as I call’d it, with
my Gun; yet I thought it was a quite differing Kind from our Euro-
pean Cats; yet the young Cats were the same Kind of House breed
like the old one; and both my Cats being Females, I thought it very
strange: But from these three Cats, I afterwards came to be so pes-
ter’d with Cats, that I was forc’d to kill them like Vermine, or wild
Beasts, and to drive them from my House as much as possible.

From the fourteenth of August to the twenty sixth, incessant Rain,
so that I could not stir, and was now very careful not to be much wet.
In this Confinement I began to be straitned for Food, but venturing
out twice, I one Day kill’d a Goat, and the last Day, which was the
twenty sixth, found a very large Tortoise, which was a Treat to me,
and my Food was regulated thus; I eat a Bunch of Raisins for my
Breakfast, a Piece of the Goat’s Flesh, or of the Turtle for my Dinner
broil’d; for to my great Misfortune, I had no Vessel to boil or stew
any Thing; and two or three of the Turtle’s Eggs for my Supper.

During this Confinement in my Cover, by the Rain, I work’d daily
two or three Hours at enlarging my Cave, and by Degrees work’d it
on towards one Side, till I came to the Out-Side of the Hill, and
made a Door or Way out, which came beyond my Fence or Wall, and
so I came in and out this Way; but I was not perfectly easy at lying so
open; for as I had manag’d my self before, I was in a perfect
Enclosure, whereas now I thought I lay expos’d, and open for any
Thing to come in upon me; and yet I could not perceive that there
was any living Thing to fear, the biggest Creature that I had yet seen
upon the Island being a Goat.

September the thirtieth, I was now come to the unhappy Anni-
versary of my Landing. I cast up the Notches on my Post, and found
I had been on Shore three hundred and sixty five Days. I kept this
Day as a Solemn Fast, setting it apart to Religious Exercise, prostrat-
ing my self on the Ground with the most serious Humiliation, con-
fessing my Sins to God, acknowledging his Righteous Judgments
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upon me, and praying to him to have Mercy on me, through Jesus
Christ; and having not tasted the least Refreshment for twelve
Hours, even till the going down of the Sun, I then eat a Bisket Cake,
and a Bunch of Grapes, and went to Bed, finishing the Day as I
began it.

I had all this Time observ’d no Sabbath-Day; for as at first I had
no Sense of Religion upon my Mind, I had after some Time omitted
to distinguish the Weeks, by making a longer Notch than ordinary
for the Sabbath-Day, and so did not really know what any of the
Days were; but now having cast up the Days, as above, I found I had
been there a Year; so I divided it into Weeks, and set apart every
seventh Day for a Sabbath; though I found at the End of my Account
I had lost a Day or two in my Reckoning.

A little after this my Ink began to fail me, and so I contented my
self to use it more sparingly, and to write down only the most
remarkable Events of my Life, without continuing a daily Memo-
randum of other Things.

The rainy Season, and the dry Season, began now to appear regu-
lar to me, and I learn’d to divide them so, as to provide for them
accordingly. But I bought all my Experience before I had it; and this
I am going to relate, was one of the most discouraging Experiments
that I made at all: I have mention’d that I had sav’d the few Ears of
Barley and Rice, which I had so surprizingly found spring up, as I
thought, of themselves, and believe there was about thirty Stalks of
Rice, and about twenty of Barley; and now I thought it a proper
Time to sow it after the Rains, the Sun being in its Southern Position
going from me.

Accordingly I dug up a Piece of Ground as well as I could with my
wooden Spade, and dividing it into two Parts, I sow’d my Grain; but
as I was sowing, it casually occur’d to my Thoughts, That I would
not sow it all at first, because I did not know when was the proper
Time for it; so I sow’d about two Thirds of the Seed, leaving about a
Handful of each.

It was a great Comfort to me afterwards, that I did so, for not one
Grain of that I sow’d this Time came to any Thing; for the dry
Months following, the Earth having had no Rain after the Seed was
sown, it had no Moisture to assist its Growth, and never came up at
all, till the wet Season had come again, and then it grew as if it had
been but newly sown.
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Finding my first Seed did not grow, which I easily imagin’d was
by the Drought, I sought for a moister Piece of Ground to make
another Trial in, and I dug up a Piece of Ground near my new
Bower, and sow’d the rest of my Seed in February, a little before the
Vernal Equinox; and this having the rainy Months of March and April
to water it, sprung up very pleasantly, and yielded a very good Crop;
but having Part of the Seed left only, and not daring to sow all that I
had, I had but a small Quantity at last, my whole Crop not amount-
ing to above half a Peck of each kind.

But by this Experiment I was made Master of my Business, and
knew exactly when the proper Season was to sow; and that I might
expect two Seed Times, and two Harvests every Year.

While this Corn was growing, I made a little Discovery which was
of use to me afterwards: As soon as the Rains were over, and the
Weather began to settle, which was about the Month of November, I
made a Visit up the Country to my Bower, where though I had not
been some Months, yet I found all Things just as I left them. The
Circle or double Hedge that I had made, was not only firm and
entire; but the Stakes which I had cut out of some Trees that grew
thereabouts, were all shot out and grown with long Branches, as
much as a Willow-Tree usually shoots the first Year after lopping its
Head. I could not tell what Tree to call it, that these Stakes were cut
from. I was surpriz’d, and yet very well pleas’d, to see the young
Trees grow; and I prun’d them, and led them up to grow as much
alike as I could; and it is scarce credible how beautiful a Figure they
grew into in three Years; so that though the Hedge made a Circle
of about twenty five Yards in Diameter, yet the Trees, for such I
might now call them, soon cover’d it; and it was a compleat Shade,
sufficient to lodge under all the dry Season.

This made me resolve to cut some more Stakes, and make me a
Hedge like this in a Semicircle round my Wall; I mean that of my
first Dwelling, which I did; and placing the Trees or Stakes in a
double Row, at about eight Yards distance from my first Fence, they
grew presently, and were at first a fine Cover to my Habitation,
and afterward serv’d for a Defence also, as I shall observe in its
Order.

I found now, That the Seasons of the Year might generally be
divided, not into Summer and Winter, as in Europe; but into the Rainy
Seasons, and the Dry Seasons, which were generally thus,*
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The Rainy Season sometimes held longer or shorter, as the Winds
happen’d to blow; but this was the general Observation I made: After
I had found by Experience, the ill Consequence of being abroad in
the Rain. I took Care to furnish my self with Provisions before hand,
that I might not be oblig’d to go out; and I sat within Doors as much
as possible during the wet Months.

This Time I found much Employment, (and very suitable also to
the Time) for I found great Occasion of many Things which I had no
way to furnish my self with, but by hard Labour and constant Appli-
cation; particularly, I try’d many Ways to make my self a Basket, but
all the Twigs I could get for the Purpose prov’d so brittle, that they
would do nothing. It prov’d of excellent Advantage to me now, That
when I was a Boy, I used to take great Delight in standing at a
Basketmaker’s, in the Town where my Father liv’d, to see them make
their Wicker-ware; and being as Boys usually are, very officious to
help, and a great Observer of the Manner how they work’d those
Things, and sometimes lending a Hand, I had by this Means full
Knowledge of the Methods of it, that I wanted nothing but the
Materials; when it came into my Mind, That the Twigs of that Tree
from whence I cut my Stakes that grew, might possibly be as tough as
the Sallows, and Willows, and Osiers in England, and I resolv’d to try.

Half February,
March,

Half April,





Rainy, the Sun being then on, or
near the Equinox.

Half April,
May,
June,
July,

Half August,







Dry, the Sun being then to the
North of the Line.

Half August,
September,

Half October,





Rainy, the Sun being then come
back.

Half October,
November,
December,
January,

Half February,







Dry, the Sun being then to the
South of the Line.
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Accordingly the next Day, I went to my Country-House, as I call’d
it, and cutting some of the smaller Twigs, I found them to my Pur-
pose as much as I could desire; whereupon I came the next Time
prepar’d with a Hatchet to cut down a Quantity, which I soon found,
for there was great Plenty of them; these I set up to dry within my
Circle or Hedge, and when they were fit for Use, I carry’d them to
my Cave, and here during the next Season, I employ’d my self in
making, as well as I could, a great many Baskets, both to carry Earth,
or to carry or lay up any Thing as I had occasion; and tho’ I did not
finish them very handsomly, yet I made them sufficiently serviceable
for my Purpose; and thus afterwards I took Care never to be without
them; and as my Wicker-ware decay’d, I made more, especially, I
made strong deep Baskets to place my Corn in, instead of Sacks,
when I should come to have any Quantity of it.

Having master’d this Difficulty, and employ’d a World of Time
about it, I bestirr’d my self to see if possible how to supply two
Wants: I had no Vessels to hold any Thing that was Liquid, except
two Runlets which were almost full of Rum, and some Glass-Bottles,
some of the common Size, and others which were Case-Bottles
square, for the holding of Waters, Spirits, &c. I had not so much as a
Pot to boil any Thing, except a great Kettle, which I sav’d out of the
Ship, and which was too big for such Use as I desir’d it, viz. To make
Broth, and stew a Bit of Meat by it self. The Second Thing I would
fain have had, was a Tobacco-Pipe; but it was impossible to me to
make one, however, I found a Contrivance for that too at last.*

I employ’d my self in Planting my Second Rows of Stakes or Piles
and in this Wicker working all the Summer, or dry Season, when
another Business took me up more Time than it could be imagin’d I
could spare.

I mention’d before, That I had a great Mind to see the whole
Island, and that I had travell’d up the Brook, and so on to where I
built my Bower, and where I had an Opening quite to the Sea on the
other Side of the Island; I now resolv’d to travel quite Cross to the
Sea-Shore on that Side; so taking my Gun, a Hatchet, and my Dog,
and a larger Quantity of Powder and Shot than usual, with two
Bisket Cakes, and a great Bunch of Raisins in my Pouch for my
Store, I began my Journey; when I had pass’d the Vale where my
Bower stood as above, I came within View of the Sea, to the West,
and it being a very clear Day, I fairly descry’d Land, whether an
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Island or a Continent, I could not tell; but it lay very high, extending
from the West, to the W. S. W. at a very great Distance; by my Guess
it could not be less than Fifteen or Twenty Leagues off.

I could not tell what Part of the World this might be, otherwise
than that I know it must be Part of America, and as I concluded by all
my Observations, must be near the Spanish Dominions, and perhaps
was all Inhabited by Savages, where if I should have landed, I had
been in a worse Condition than I was now; and therefore I acqui-
esced in the Dispositions of Providence, which I began now to own,
and to believe, order’d every Thing for the best; I say, I quieted my
Mind with this, and left afflicting my self with Fruitless Wishes of
being there.

Besides, after some Pause upon this Affair, I consider’d, that if
this Land was the Spanish Coast, I should certainly, one Time or
other, see some Vessel pass or re-pass one Way or other; but if not,
then it was the Savage Coast between the Spanish Country and
Brasils, which are indeed the worst of Savages; for they are Canni-
bals, or Men-eaters, and fail not to murther and devour all the
humane Bodies that fall into their Hands.

With these Considerations I walk’d very leisurely forward, I
found that Side of the Island where I now was, much pleasanter than
mine, the open or Savanna Fields sweet, adorn’d with Flowers and
Grass, and full of very fine Woods. I saw Abundance of Parrots, and
fain I would have caught one, if possible to have kept it to be tame,
and taught it to speak to me. I did, after some Pains taking, catch a
young Parrot, for I knock’d it down with a Stick, and having recov-
er’d it, I brought it home; but it was some Years before I could make
him speak: However, at last I taught him to call me by my Name very
familiarly: But the Accident that follow’d, tho’ it be a Trifle, will be
very diverting in its Place.

I was exceedingly diverted with this Journey: I found in the low
Grounds Hares, as I thought them to be, and Foxes, but they differ’d
greatly from all the other Kinds I had met with; nor could I satisfy
my self to eat them, tho’ I kill’d several: But I had no Need to be
ventrous; for I had no Want of Food, and of that which was very
good too; especially these three Sorts, viz. Goats, Pidgeons, and
Turtle or Tortoise; which, added to my Grapes, Leaden-hall Market*
could not have furnish’d a Table better than I, in Proportion to the
Company; and tho’ my Case was deplorable enough, yet I had great
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Cause for Thankfulness, that I was not driven to any Extremities for
Food; but rather Plenty, even to Dainties.

I never travell’d in this Journey above two Miles outright in a Day,
or thereabouts; but I took so many Turns and Returns, to see what
Discoveries I could make, that I came weary enough to the Place
where I resolv’d to sit down for all Night; and then I either repos’d
my self in a Tree, or surrounded my self with a Row of Stakes set
upright in the Ground, either from one Tree to another, or so as no
wild Creature could come at me, without waking me.

As soon as I came to the Sea Shore, I was surpriz’d to see that I
had taken up my Lot on the worst Side of the Island; for here indeed
the Shore was cover’d with innumerable Turtles, whereas on the
other Side I had found but three in a Year and half. Here was also an
infinite Number of Fowls, of many Kinds, some which I had seen,
and some which I had not seen of before, and many of them very
good Meat; but such as I knew not the Names of, except those call’d
Penguins.*

I could have shot as many as I pleas’d, but was very sparing of my
Powder and Shot; and therefore had more Mind to kill a she Goat, if
I could, which I could better feed on; and though there were many
Goats here more than on my Side the Island, yet it was with much
more Difficulty that I could come near them, the Country being flat
and even, and they saw me much sooner than when I was on the Hill.

I confess this Side of the Country was much pleasanter than mine,
but yet I had not the least Inclination to remove; for as I was fix’d in
my Habitation, it became natural to me, and I seem’d all the while I
was here, to be as it were upon a Journey, and from Home: However,
I travell’d along the Shore of the Sea, towards the East, I suppose
about twelve Miles; and the setting up a great Pole upon the Shore
for a Mark, I concluded I would go Home again; and that the next
Journey I took should be on the other Side of the Island, East from
my Dwelling, and so round till I came to my Post again: Of which in
its Place.*

I took another Way to come back than that I went, thinking I could
easily keep all the Island so much in my View, that I could not miss
finding my first Dwelling by viewing the Country; but I found my
self mistaken; for being come about two or three Miles, I found my
self descended into a very large Valley; but so surrounded with Hills,
and those Hills cover’d with Wood, that I could not see which was
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my Way by any Direction but that of the Sun, nor even then, unless I
knew very well the Position of the Sun at that Time of the Day.

It happen’d to my farther Misfortune, That the Weather prov’d
hazey for three or four Days, while I was in this Valley; and not being
able to see the Sun, I wander’d about very uncomfortably, and at last
was oblig’d to find out the Sea Side, look for my Post, and come back
the same Way I went; and then by easy Journies I turn’d Homeward,
the Weather being exceeding hot, and my Gun, Ammunition,
Hatchet, and other Things very heavy.

In this Journey my Dog surpriz’d a young Kid, and seiz’d upon it,
and I running in to take hold of it, caught it, and sav’d it alive from
the Dog: I had a great Mind to bring it Home if I could; for I had
often been musing, Whether it might not be possible to get a Kid or
two, and so raise a Breed of tame Goats, which might supply me
when my Powder and Shot should be all spent.

I made a Collar to this little Creature, and with a String which I
made of some Rope-Yarn, which I always carry’d about me, I led
him along, tho’ with some Difficulty, till I came to my Bower, and
there I enclos’d him, and left him; for I was very impatient to be at
Home, from whence I had been absent above a Month.

I cannot express what a Satisfaction it was to me, to come into my
old Hutch, and lye down in my Hamock-Bed: This little wandring
Journey, without settled Place of Abode, had been so unpleasant to
me, that my own House, as I call’d it to my self, was a perfect
Settlement to me, compar’d to that; and it rendred every Thing
about me so comfortable, that I resolv’d I would never go a great
Way from it again, while it should be my Lot to stay on the Island.

I repos’d my self here a Week, to rest and regale my self after my
long Journey; during which, most of the Time was taken up in the
weighty Affair of making a Cage for my Poll, who began now to be a
meer Domestick,* and to be mighty well acquainted with me. Then I
began to think of the poor Kid, which I had penn’d in within my
little Circle, and resolv’d to go and fetch it Home, or give it some
Food; accordingly I went, and found it where I left it; for indeed it
could not get out, but almost starv’d for want of Food: I went and cut
Bows of Trees, and Branches of such Shrubs as I could find, and
threw it over, and having fed it, I ty’d it as I did before, to lead it
away; but it was so tame with being hungry, that I had no need to
have ty’d it; for it follow’d me like a Dog; and as I continually fed it,
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the Creature became so loving, so gentle, and so fond, that it became
from that Time one of my Domesticks also, and would never leave
me afterwards.

The rainy Season of the Autumnal Equinox was now come, and I
kept the th of Sept. in the same solemn Manner as before, being
the Anniversary of my Landing on the Island, having now been there
two Years, and no more Prospect of being deliver’d, than the first
Day I came there. I spent the whole Day in humble and thankful
Acknowledgments of the many wonderful Mercies which my Soli-
tary Condition was attended with, and without which it might have
been infinitely more miserable. I gave humble and hearty Thanks
that God had been pleas’d to discover to me, even that it was possible
I might be more happy in this Solitary Condition, than I should have
been in a Liberty of Society, and in all the Pleasures of the World.
That he could fully make up to me, the Deficiencies of my Solitary
State, and the want of Humane Society by his Presence, and the
Communications of his Grace to my Soul, supporting, comforting,
and encouraging me to depend upon his Providence here, and hope
for his Eternal Presence hereafter.

It was now that I began sensibly to feel how much more happy this
Life I now led was, with all its miserable Circumstances, than the
wicked, cursed, abominable Life I led all the past Part of my Days;
and now I chang’d both my Sorrows and my Joys; my very Desires
alter’d, my Affections chang’d their Gusts,* and my Delights were
perfectly new, from what they were at my first Coming, or indeed for
the two Years past.

Before, as I walk’d about, either on my Hunting, or for viewing
the Country, the Anguish of my Soul at my Condition, would break
out upon me on a sudden, and my very Heart would die within me,
to think of the Woods, the Mountains, the Desarts I was in; and how
I was a Prisoner lock’d up with the Eternal Bars and Bolts of the
Ocean,* in an uninhabited Wilderness, without Redemption: In the
midst of the greatest Composures of my Mind, this would break out
upon me like a Storm, and make me wring my Hands, and weep like
a Child: Sometimes it would take me in the middle of my Work, and
I would immediately sit down and sigh, and look upon the Ground
for an Hour or two together; and this was still worse to me; for if I
could burst out into Tears, or vent my self by Words, it would go off,
and the Grief having exhausted it self would abate.
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But now I began to exercise my self with new Thoughts; I daily
read the Word of God, and apply’d all the Comforts of it to my
present State: One Morning being very sad, I open’d the Bible upon
these Words, I will never, never leave thee, nor forsake thee;* immedi-
ately it occurr’d, That these Words were to me, Why else should
they be directed in such a Manner, just at the Moment when I was
mourning over my Condition, as one forsaken of God and Man?
Well then, said I, if God does not forsake me, of what ill Con-
sequence can it be, or what matters it, though the World should all
forsake me, seeing on the other Hand, if I had all the World, and
should lose the Favour and Blessing of God, there wou’d be no
Comparison in the Loss.

From this Moment I began to conclude in my Mind, That it was
possible for me to be more happy in this forsaken Solitary Condition,
than it was probable I should ever have been in any other Particular
State in the World; and with this Thought I was going to give
Thanks to God for bringing me to this Place.

I know not what it was, but something shock’d my Mind at that
Thought, and I durst not speak the Words: How canst thou be such a
Hypocrite, (said I, even audibly) to pretend to be thankful for a
Condition, which however thou may’st endeavour to be contented
with, thou would’st rather pray heartily to be deliver’d from; so I
stopp’d there: But though I could not say, I thank’d God for being
there; yet I sincerely gave Thanks to God for opening my Eyes, by
whatever afflicting Providences, to see the former Condition of my
Life, and to mourn for my Wickedness, and repent. I never open’d
the Bible, or shut it, but my very Soul within me, bless’d God for
directing my Friend in England, without any Order of mine, to pack
it up among my Goods; and for assisting me afterwards to save it out
of the Wreck of the Ship.

Thus, and in this Disposition of Mind, I began my third Year: and
tho’ I have not given the Reader the Trouble of so particular Account
of my Works this Year as the first; yet in General it may be observ’d,
That I was very seldom idle; but having regularly divided my Time,
according to the several daily Employments that were before me,
such as, First, My Duty to God, and the Reading the Scriptures,
which I constantly set apart some Time for thrice every Day. Sec-
ondly, The going Abroad with my Gun for Food, which generally
took me up three Hours in every Morning, when it did not Rain.
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Thirdly, The ordering, curing, preserving, and cooking what I had
kill’d or catch’d for my Supply; these took up great Part of the Day;
also it is to be considered that the middle of the Day when the Sun
was in the Zenith, the Violence of the Heat was too great to stir out;
so that about four Hours in the Evening was all the Time I could be
suppos’d to work in; with this Exception, That sometimes I chang’d
my Hours of Hunting and Working, and went to work in the Morn-
ing, and Abroad with my Gun in the Afternoon.

To this short Time allow’d for Labour, I desire may be added the
exceeding Laboriousness of my Work; the many Hours which for
want of Tools, want of Help, and want of Skill, every Thing I did,
took up out of my Time: For Example, I was full two and forty Days
making me a Board for a long Shelf, which I wanted in my Cave;
whereas two Sawyers with their Tools, and a Saw-Pit, would have
cut six of them out of the same Tree in half a Day.

My Case was this, It was to be a large Tree, which was to be cut
down, because my Board was to be a broad one. This Tree I was
three Days a cutting down, and two more cutting off the Bows, and
reducing it to a Log, or Piece of Timber. With inexpressible hacking
and hewing I reduc’d both the Sides of it into Chips, till it begun to
be light enough to move; then I turn’d it, and made one Side of it
smooth, and flat, as a Board from End to End; then turning that Side
downward, cut the other Side, till I brought the Plank to be about
three Inches thick, and smooth on both Sides. Any one may judge
the Labour of my Hands in such a Piece of Work; but Labour and
Patience carry’d me through that and many other Things: I only
observe this in Particular, to shew, The Reason why so much of my
Time went away with so little Work, viz. That what might be a little
to be done with Help and Tools, was a vast Labour, and requir’d a
prodigious Time to do alone, and by hand.

But notwithstanding this, with Patience and Labour I went
through many Things; and indeed every Thing that my Circum-
stances made necessary to me to do, as will appear by what follows.

I was now, in the Months of November and December, expecting
my Crop of Barley and Rice. The Ground I had manur’d or dug up
for them was not great; for as I observ’d, my Seed of each was not
above the Quantity of half a Peck; for I had lost one whole Crop by
sowing in the dry Season; but now my Crop promis’d very well,
when on a sudden I found I was in Danger of losing it all again by

Robinson Crusoe



Enemies of several Sorts, which it was scarce possible to keep from
it; as First, The Goats, and wild Creatures which I call’d Hares, who
tasting the Sweetness of the Blade, lay in it Night and Day, as soon as
it came up, and eat it so close, that it could get no Time to shoot up
into Stalk.

This I saw no Remedy for, but by making an Enclosure about it
with a Hedge, which I did with a great deal of Toil; and the more,
because it requir’d Speed. However, as my Arable Land was but
small, suited to my Crop, I got it totally well fenc’d, in about three
Weeks Time; and shooting some of the Creatures in the Day Time, I
set my Dog to guard it in the Night, tying him up to a Stake at the
Gate, where he would stand and bark all Night long; so in a little
Time the Enemies forsook the Place, and the Corn grew very strong,
and well, and began to ripen apace.

But as the Beasts ruined me before, while my Corn was in the
Blade; so the Birds were as likely to ruin me now, when it was in the
Ear; for going along by the Place to see how it throve, I saw my little
Crop surrounded with Fowls of I know not how many sorts, who
stood as it were watching till I should be gone: I immediately let fly
among them (for I always had my Gun with me) I had no sooner
shot, but there rose up a little Cloud of Fowls, which I had not seen
at all, from among the Corn it self.

This touch’d me sensibly, for I foresaw, that in a few Days they
would devour all my Hopes, that I should be starv’d, and never be
able to raise a Crop at all, and what to do I could not tell: However I
resolv’d not to loose my Corn, if possible, tho’ I should watch it
Night and Day. In the first Place, I went among it to see what
Damage was already done, and found they had spoil’d a good deal of
it, but that as it was yet too Green for them, the Loss was not so
great, but that the Remainder was like to be a good Crop if it could
be sav’d.

I staid by it to load my Gun, and then coming away I could easily
see the Thieves sitting upon all the Trees about me, as if they only
waited till I was gone away, and the Event proved it to be so; for as I
walk’d off as if I was gone, I was no sooner out of their sight, but
they dropt down one by one into the Corn again. I was so provok’d
that I could not have Patience to stay till more came on, knowing that
every Grain that they eat now, was, as it might be said, a Peck-loaf to
me in the Consequence;* but coming up to the Hedge, I fir’d again,
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and kill’d three of them. This was what I wish’d for; so I took them
up, and serv’d them as we serve notorious Thieves in England, (viz.)
Hang’d them in Chains* for a Terror to others; it is impossible to
imagine almost, that this should have such an Effect, as it had; for
the Fowls wou’d not only not come at the Corn, but in short they
forsook all that Part of the Island, and I could never see a Bird near
the Place as long as my Scare-Crows hung there.

This I was very glad of, you may be sure, and about the latter end
of December, which was our second Harvest of the Year, I reap’d my
Crop.

I was sadly put to it for a Scythe or a Sicle to cut it down, and all I
could do was to make one as well as I could out of one of the Broad
Swords or Cutlasses, which I sav’d among the Arms out of the Ship.
However, as my first Crop was but small I had no great Difficulty to
cut it down; in short, I reap’d it my Way, for I cut nothing off but the
Ears, and carry’d it away in a great Basket which I had made, and so
rubb’d it out with my Hands; and at the End of all my Harvesting, I
found that out of my half Peck of Seed, I had near two Bushels of
Rice, and above two Bushels and half of Barley, that is to say, by my
Guess, for I had no Measure at that time.

However, this was a great Encouragement to me, and I foresaw
that in time, it wou’d please God to supply me with Bread: And yet
here I was perplex’d again, for I neither knew how to grind or make
Meal of my Corn, or indeed how to clean it and part it; nor if made
into Meal, how to make Bread of it, and if how to make it, yet I knew
not how to bake it; these things being added to my Desire of having a
good Quantity for Store, and to secure a constant Supply, I resolv’d
not to taste any of this Crop but to preserve it all for Seed against the
next Season, and in the mean time to employ all my Study and
Hours of Working to accomplish this great Work of Providing my
self with Corn and Bread.

It might be truly said, that now I work’d for my Bread; ’tis a little
wonderful, and what I believe few People have thought much upon,
(viz.) the strange multitude of little Things necessary in the Provid-
ing, Producing, Curing, Dressing, Making and Finishing this one
Article of Bread.

I that was reduced to a meer State of Nature, found this to my
daily Discouragement, and was made more and more sensible of it
every Hour, even after I had got the first Handful of Seed-Corn,
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which, as I have said, came up unexpectedly, and indeed to a
surprize.

First, I had no Plow to turn up the Earth, no Spade or Shovel to
dig it. Well, this I conquer’d, by making a wooden Spade, as I
observ’d before; but this did my Work in but a wooden manner, and
tho’ it cost me a great many Days to make it, yet for want of Iron it
not only wore out the sooner, but made my Work the harder, and
made it be perform’d much worse.

However this I bore with, and was content to work it out with
Patience, and bear with the badness of the Performance. When the
Corn was sow’d, I had no Harrow, but was forced to go over it my
self and drag a great heavy Bough of a Tree over it, to Scratch it, as it
may be call’d, rather than Rake or Harrow it.

When it was growing and grown, I have observ’d already, how
many things I wanted, to Fence it, Secure it, Mow or Reap it, Cure
and Carry it Home, Thrash, Part it from the Chaff, and Save it.
Then I wanted a Mill to Grind it, Sieves to Dress it, Yeast and Salt
to make it into Bread, and an Oven to bake it, and yet all these things
I did without, as shall be observ’d; and yet the Corn was an inestim-
able Comfort and Advantage to me too. All this, as I said, made every
thing laborious and tedious to me, but that there was no help for;
neither was my time so much Loss to me, because as I had divided it,
a certain Part of it was every Day appointed to these Works; and as I
resolv’d to use none of the Corn for Bread till I had a greater Quan-
tity by me, I had the next six Months to apply my self wholly by
Labour and Invention to furnish my self with Utensils proper for the
performing all the Operations necessary for the making the Corn
(when I had it) fit for my use.

But first, I was to prepare more Land, for I had now Seed
enough to sow above an Acre of Ground. Before I did this, I had a
Week’s-work at least to make me a Spade, which when it was done
was but a sorry one indeed, and very heavy, and requir’d double
Labour to work with it; however I went thro’ that, and sow’d my
Seed in two large flat Pieces of Ground, as near my House as I
could find them to my Mind, and fenc’d them in with a good
Hedge, the Stakes of which were all cut of that Wood which I had
set before, and knew it would grow, so that in one Year’s time I
knew I should have a Quick or Living-Hedge, that would want but
little Repair. This Work was not so little as to take me up less than
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three Months, because great Part of that time was of the wet Season,
when I could not go abroad.

Within Doors, that is, when it rained, and I could not go out, I
found Employment on the following Occasions; always observing,
that all the while I was at work I diverted my self with talking to my
Parrot, and teaching him to Speak, and I quickly learn’d him to
know his own Name, and at last to speak it out pretty loud P O L L,
which was the first Word I ever heard spoken in the Island by any
Mouth but my own. This therefore was not my Work, but an assist-
ant to my Work, for now, as I said, I had a great Employment upon
my Hands, as follows, (viz.) I had long study’d by some Means or
other, to make my self some Earthen Vessels, which indeed I wanted
sorely, but knew not where to come at them: However, considering
the Heat of the Climate, I did not doubt but if I could find out any
such Clay, I might botch up some such Pot, as might, being dry’d in
the Sun, be hard enough, and strong enough to bear handling, and to
hold any Thing that was dry, and requir’d to be kept so; and as this
was necessary in the preparing Corn, Meal, &c. which was the Thing
I was upon, I resolv’d to make some as large as I could, and fit only to
stand like Jarrs to hold what should be put into them.

It would make the Reader pity me, or rather laugh at me, to tell
how many awkward ways I took to raise this Paste, what odd mishap-
en ugly things I made, how many of them fell in, and how many fell
out, the Clay not being stiff enough to bear its own Weight; how
many crack’d by the over violent Heat of the Sun, being set out too
hastily; and how many fell in pieces with only removing, as well
before as after they were dry’d; and in a word, how after having
labour’d hard to find the Clay, to dig it, to temper it, to bring it home
and work it; I could not make above two large earthern ugly things, I
cannot call them Jarrs, in about two Months Labour.

However, as the Sun bak’d these Two, very dry and hard, I lifted
them very gently up, and set them down again in two great Wicker-
Baskets which I had made on purpose for them, that they might not
break, and as between the Pot and the Basket there was a little room
to spare, I stuff ’d it full of the Rice and Barley Straw, and these two
Pots being to stand always dry, I thought would hold my dry Corn,
and perhaps the Meal, when the Corn was bruised.

Tho’ I miscarried so much in my Design for large Pots, yet I made
several smaller things with better Success, such as little round Pots,
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flat Dishes, Pitchers and Pipkins, and any things my Hand turn’d
to, and the Heat of the Sun bak’d them strangely hard.

But all this would not answer my End, which was to get an earthen
Pot to hold what was Liquid, and bear the Fire, which none of these
could do. It happen’d after some time, making a pretty large Fire for
cooking my Meat, when I went to put it out after I had done with it, I
found a broken Piece of one of my Earthen-ware Vessels in the Fire,
burnt as hard as a Stone, and red as a Tile. I was agreeably surpris’d
to see it, and said to my self, that certainly they might be made to
burn whole if they would burn broken.

This set me to studying how to order my Fire, so as to make it
burn me some Pots. I had no Notion of a Kiln, such as the Potters
burn in, or of glazing them with Lead, tho’ I had some Lead to do it
with; but I plac’d three large Pipkins, and two or three Pots in a Pile
one upon another, and plac’d my Fire-wood all round it with a great
Heap of Embers under them, I ply’d the Fire with fresh Fuel round
the out-side, and upon the top, till I saw the Pots in the inside red hot
quite thro’, and observ’d that they did not crack at all; when I saw
them clear red, I let them stand in that Heat about  or  Hours, till I
found one of them, tho’ it did not crack, did melt or run, for the Sand
which was mixed with the Clay melted by the violence of the Heat,
and would have run into Glass if I had gone on, so I slack’d my Fire
gradually till the Pots began to abate of the red Colour, and watching
them all Night, that I might not let the Fire abate too fast, in the
Morning I had three very good, I will not say handsome Pipkins; and
two other Earthen Pots, as hard burnt as cou’d be desir’d; and one of
them perfectly glaz’d with the Running of the Sand.

After this Experiment, I need not say that I wanted no sort of
Earthen Ware for my Use; but I must needs say, as to the Shapes of
them, they were very indifferent, as any one may suppose, when I
had no way of making them; but as the Children make Dirt-Pies, or
as a Woman would make Pies, that never learn’d to raise Past.

No Joy at a Thing of so mean a Nature was ever equal to mine,
when I found I had made an Earthen Pot that would bear the Fire;
and I had hardly Patience to stay till they were cold, before I set one
upon the Fire again, with some Water in it, to boil me some Meat,
which it did admirably well; and with a Piece of a Kid, I made some
very good Broth, though I wanted Oatmeal, and several other
Ingredients, requisite to make it so good as I would have had it been.
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My next Concern was, to get me a Stone Mortar, to stamp or beat
some Corn in; for as to the Mill, there was no thought at arriving to
that Perfection of Art, with one Pair of Hands. To supply this Want I
was at a great Loss; for of all Trades in the World I was as perfectly
unqualify’d for a Stone-cutter, as for any whatever; neither had I any
Tools to go about it with. I spent many a Day to find out a great
Stone big enough to cut hollow, and make fit for a Mortar, and could
find none at all; except what was in the solid Rock, and which I had
no way to dig or cut out; nor indeed were the Rocks in the Island of
Hardness sufficient, but were all of a sandy crumbling Stone, which
neither would bear the Weight of a heavy Pestle, or would break the
Corn without filling it with Sand; so after a great deal of Time lost in
searching for a Stone, I gave it over, and resolv’d to look out for a
great Block of hard Wood, which I found indeed much easier; and
getting one as big as I had Strength to stir, I rounded it, and form’d it
in the Out-side with my Axe and Hatchet, and then with the Help of
Fire, and infinite Labour, made a hollow Place in it, as the Indians in
Brasil make their Canoes.* After this, I made a great heavy Pestle or
Beater, of the Wood call’d the Iron-wood, and this I prepar’d and
laid by against I had my next Crop of Corn, when I propos’d to my
self, to grind, or rather pound my Corn into Meal to make my Bread.

My next Difficulty was to make a Sieve, or Search, to dress my
Meal, and to part it from the Bran, and the Husk, without which I
did not see it possible I could have any Bread. This was a most
difficult Thing, so much as but to think on; for to be sure I had
nothing like the necessary Thing to make it; I mean fine thin Canvas,
or Stuff, to search the Meal through. And here I was at a full Stop
for many Months; nor did I really know what to do; Linnen I had
none left, but what was meer Rags; I had Goats Hair, but neither
knew I how to weave it, or spin it; and had I known how, here was no
Tools to work it with; all the Remedy that I found for this, was, That
at last I did remember I had among the Seamens Cloaths which were
sav’d out of the Ship, some Neckcloths of Callicoe, or Muslin; and
with some Pieces of these, I made three small Sieves, but proper
enough for the Work; and thus I made shift for some Years; how I did
afterwards, I shall shew in its Place.*

The baking Part was the next Thing to be consider’d, and how I
should make Bread when I came to have Corn; for first I had no
Yeast; as to that Part, as there was no supplying the Want, so I did
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not concern my self much about it: But for an Oven, I was indeed in
great Pain; at length I found out an Experiment for that also, which
was this; I made some Earthen Vessels very broad, but not deep; that
is to say, about two Foot Diameter, and not above nine Inches deep;
these I burnt in the Fire, as I had done the other, and laid them by;
and when I wanted to bake, I made a great Fire upon my Hearth,
which I had pav’d with some square Tiles of my own making, and
burning also; but I should not call them square.

When the Fire-wood was burnt pretty much into Embers, or live
Coals, I drew them forward upon this Hearth, so as to cover it all
over, and there I let them lye, till the Hearth was very hot, then
sweeping away all the Embers, I set down my Loaf, or Loaves, and
whelming down the Earthen Pot upon them, drew the Embers all
round the Out-side of the Pot, to keep in, and add to the Heat; and
thus, as well as in the best Oven in the World, I bak’d my Barley
Loaves, and became in little Time a meer Pastry-Cook into the
Bargain; for I made my self several Cakes of the Rice, and Puddings;
indeed I made no Pies, neither had I any Thing to put into them,
supposing I had, except the Flesh either of Fowls or Goats.

It need not be wondred at, if all these Things took me up most
Part of the third Year of my Abode here; for it is to be observ’d, That
in the Intervals of these Things, I had my new Harvest and Hus-
bandry to manage; for I reap’d my Corn in its Season, and carry’d it
Home as well as I could, and laid it up in the Ear, in my large
Baskets, till I had Time to rub it out; for I had no Floor to thrash it
on, or Instrument to thrash it with.

And now indeed my Stock of Corn increasing, I really wanted to
build my Barns bigger. I wanted a Place to lay it up in; for the
Increase of the Corn now yielded me so much, that I had of the
Barley about twenty Bushels, and of the Rice as much, or more;
insomuch, that now I resolv’d to begin to use it freely; for my Bread
had been quite gone a great while; Also I resolved to see what quan-
tity would be sufficient for me a whole Year, and to sow but once a
Year.

Upon the whole, I found that the forty Bushels of Barley and Rice,
was much more than I could consume in a Year; so I resolv’d to sow
just the same Quantity every Year, that I sow’d the last, in Hopes that
such a Quantity would fully provide me with Bread, &c.

All the while these Things were doing, you may be sure my
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Thoughts run many times upon the Prospect of Land which I had
seen from the other Side of the Island, and I was not without secret
Wishes that I were on Shore there, fancying the seeing the main
Land, and in an inhabited Country, I might find some Way or other
to convey my self farther, and perhaps at last find some Means of
Escape.

But all this while I made no Allowance for the Dangers of such a
Condition, and how I might fall into the Hands of Savages, and
perhaps such as I might have Reason to think far worse than the
Lions and Tigers of Africa. That if I once came into their Power,
I should run a Hazard more than a thousand to one of being kill’d,
and perhaps of being eaten; for I had heard that the People of the
Carribean Coast were Canibals, or Man-eaters; and I knew by the
Latitude that I could not be far off from that Shore. That suppose
they were not Canibals, yet that they might kill me, as many Euro-
peans who had fallen into their Hands had been serv’d, even when
they had been ten or twenty together; much more I that was but
one, and could make little or no Defence: All these Things, I say,
which I ought to have consider’d well of, and did cast up in my
Thoughts afterwards, yet took up none of my Apprehensions at
first; but my Head run mightily upon the Thought of getting over
to the Shore.

Now I wish’d for my Boy Xury, and the long Boat, with the
Shoulder of Mutton Sail, with which I sail’d above a thousand Miles
on the Coast of Africk; but this was in vain. Then I thought I would
go and look at our Ship’s Boat, which, as I have said, was blown up
upon the Shore, a great Way in the Storm, when we were first cast
away. She lay almost where she did at first, but not quite; and was
turn’d by the Force of the Waves and the Winds almost Bottom
upward, against a high Ridge of Beachy rough Sand; but no Water
about her as before.

If I had had Hands to have refitted her, and to have launch’d
her into the Water, the Boat would have done well enough, and I
might have gone back into the Brasils with her easily enough; but
I might have foreseen, That I could no more turn her, and set her
upright upon her Bottom, than I could remove the Island: However,
I went to the Woods, and cut Levers and Rollers, and brought
them to the Boat, resolv’d to try what I could do, suggesting to my
self, That if I could but turn her down, I might easily repair the
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Damage she had receiv’d, and she would be a very good Boat, and I
might go to Sea in her very easily.

I spar’d no Pains indeed, in this Piece of fruitless Toil, and spent,
I think, three or four Weeks about it; at last finding it impossible
to heave it up with my little Strength, I fell to digging away the
Sand, to undermine it, and so to make it fall down, setting Pieces
of Wood to thrust and guide it right in the Fall.

But when I had done this, I was unable to stir it up again, or to get
under it, much less to move it forward, towards the Water; so I was
forc’d to give it over; and yet, though I gave over the Hopes of the
Boat, my desire to venture over for the Main increased, rather than
decreased, as the Means for it seem’d impossible.

This at length put me upon thinking, Whether it was not possible
to make my self a Canoe, or Periagua, such as the Natives of those
Climates make, even without Tools, or, as I might say, without
Hands, viz. of the Trunk of a great Tree. This I not only thought
possible, but easy, and pleas’d my self extreamly with the Thoughts
of making it, and with my having much more Convenience for it
than any of the Negroes or Indians; but not at all considering the
particular Inconveniences which I lay under, more than the Indians
did, viz. Want of Hands to move it, when it was made, into the
Water, a Difficulty much harder for me to surmount, than all the
Consequences of Want of Tools could be to them; for what was it to
me, That when I had chosen a vast Tree in the Woods, I might with
much Trouble cut it down, if after I might be able with my Tools to
hew and dub the Out-side into the proper Shape of a Boat, and burn
or cut out the In-side to make it hollow, so to make a Boat of it: If
after all this, I must leave it just there where I found it, and was not
able to launch it into the Water.

One would have thought, I could not have had the least Reflection
upon my Mind of my Circumstance, while I was making this Boat;
but I should have immediately thought how I should get it into the
Sea; but my Thoughts were so intent upon my Voyage over the Sea
in it, that I never once consider’d how I should get it off of the Land;
and it was really in its own Nature more easy for me to guide it over
forty five Miles of Sea, than about forty five Fathom of Land, where
it lay, to set it a float in the Water.

I went to work upon this Boat, the most like a Fool, that ever Man
did, who had any of his Senses awake. I pleas’d my self with the
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Design, without determining whether I was ever able to undertake it;
not but that the Difficulty of launching my Boat came often into my
Head; but I put a stop to my own Enquiries into it, by this foolish
Answer which I gave my self, Let’s first make it, I’ll warrant I’ll find
some Way or other to get it along, when ’tis done.

This was a most preposterous Method; but the Eagerness of my
Fancy prevail’d, and to work I went. I fell’d a Cedar Tree: I question
much whether Solomon ever had such a One for the Building of the
Temple at Jerusalem.* It was five Foot ten Inches Diameter at the
lower Part next the Stump, and four Foot eleven Inches Diameter
at the End of twenty two Foot, after which it lessen’d for a while,
and then parted into Branches: It was not without infinite Labour
that I fell’d this Tree: I was twenty Days hacking and hewing at it
at the Bottom. I was fourteen more getting the Branches and
Limbs, and the vast spreading Head of it cut off, which I hack’d
and hew’d through with Axe and Hatchet, and inexpressible
Labour: After this, it cost me a Month to shape it, and dub it to a
Proportion, and to something like the Bottom of a Boat, that it
might swim upright as it ought to do. It cost me near three Months
more to clear the In-side, and work it out so, as to make an exact
Boat of it: This I did indeed without Fire, by meer Malett and
Chissel, and by the dint of hard Labour, till I had brought it to be a
very handsome Periagua, and big enough to have carry’d six and
twenty Men, and consequently big enough to have carry’d me and
all my Cargo.

When I had gone through this Work, I was extremely delighted
with it. The Boat was really much bigger than I ever saw a Canoe, or
Periagua, that was made of one Tree, in my Life. Many a weary
Stroke it had cost, you may be sure; and there remain’d nothing but
to get it into the Water; and had I gotten it into the Water, I make no
question but I should have began the maddest Voyage, and the most
unlikely to be perform’d, that ever was undertaken.

But all my Devices to get it into the Water fail’d me; tho’ they cost
me infinite Labour too. It lay about one hundred Yards from the
Water, and not more: But the first Inconvenience was, it was up Hill
towards the Creek; well, to take away this Discouragement, I resolv’d
to dig into the Surface of the Earth, and so make a Declivity: This I
begun, and it cost me a prodigious deal of Pains; but who grutches
Pains, that have their Deliverance in View: But when this was work’d
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through, and this Difficulty manag’d, it was still much at one; for I
could no more stir the Canoe, than I could the other Boat.

Then I measur’d the Distance of Ground, and resolv’d to cut a
Dock, or Canal, to bring the Water up to the Canoe, seeing I could
not bring the Canoe down to the Water: Well, I began this Work, and
when I began to enter into it, and calculate how deep it was to be
dug, how broad, how the Stuff to be thrown out, I found, That by
the Number of Hands I had, being none but my own, it must have
been ten or twelve Years before I should have gone through with it;
for the Shore lay high, so that at the upper End, it must have been at
least twenty Foot Deep; so at length, tho’ with great Reluctancy, I
gave this Attempt over also.

This griev’d me heartily, and now I saw, tho’ too late, the Folly of
beginning a Work before we count the Cost; and before we judge
rightly of our own Strength to go through with it.

In the middle of this Work, I finish’d my fourth Year in this Place,
and kept my Anniversary with the same Devotion, and with as much
Comfort as ever before; for by a constant Study, and serious Applica-
tion of the Word of God, and by the Assistance of his Grace, I gain’d
a different Knowledge from what I had before. I entertain’d different
Notions of Things. I look’d now upon the World as a Thing remote,
which I had nothing to do with, no Expectation from, and indeed no
Desires about: In a Word, I had nothing indeed to do with it, nor was
ever like to have; so I thought it look’d as we may perhaps look upon
it hereafter, viz. as a Place I had liv’d in, but was come out of it; and
well might I say, as Father Abraham to Dives, Between me and thee is a
great Gulph fix’d.*

In the first Place, I was remov’d from all the Wickedness of the
World here. I had neither the Lust of the Flesh, the Lust of the Eye,
or the Pride of Life.* I had nothing to covet; for I had all that I was
now capable of enjoying: I was Lord of the whole Mannor; or if I
pleas’d, I might call my self King, or Emperor over the whole
Country which I had Possession of. There were no Rivals. I had no
Competitor, none to dispute Sovereignty or Command with me. I
might have rais’d Ship Loadings of Corn; but I had no use for it;
so I let as little grow as I thought enough for my Occasion. I had
Tortoise or Turtles enough; but now and then one, was as much as
I could put to any use. I had Timber enough to have built a Fleet
of Ships. I had Grapes enough to have made Wine, or to have
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cur’d into Raisins, to have loaded that Fleet, when they had been
built.

But all I could make use of, was, All that was valuable. I had
enough to eat, and to supply my Wants, and, what was all the rest to
me? If I kill’d more Flesh than I could eat, the Dog must eat it, or the
Vermin. If I sow’d more Corn than I could eat, it must be spoil’d.
The Trees that I cut down, were lying to rot on the Ground. I could
make no more use of them than for Fewel; and that I had no Occa-
sion for, but to dress my Food.

In a Word, The Nature and Experience of Things dictated to me
upon just Reflection, That all the good Things of this World, are no
farther good to us, than they are for our Use; and that whatever we
may heap up indeed to give others, we enjoy just as much as we can
use, and no more. The most covetous griping Miser in the World
would have been cur’d of the Vice of Covetousness, if he had been in
my Case; for I possess’d infinitely more than I knew what to do with.
I had no room for Desire, except it was of Things which I had not,
and they were but Trifles, though indeed of great Use to me. I had,
as I hinted before, a Parcel of Money, as well Gold as Silver, about
thirty six Pounds Sterling: Alas! There the nasty sorry useless Stuff
lay; I had no manner of Business for it; and I often thought with my
self, That I would have given a Handful of it for a Gross of Tobacco-
Pipes, or for a Hand-Mill to grind my Corn; nay, I would have given
it all for Sixpenny-worth of Turnip and Carrot Seed out of England,
or for a Handful of Pease and Beans, and a Bottle of Ink: As it was, I
had not the least Advantage by it, or Benefit from it; but there it lay
in a Drawer, and grew mouldy with the Damp of the Cave, in the wet
Season; and if I had had the Drawer full of Diamonds, it had been
the same Case; and they had been of no manner of Value to me,
because of no Use.

I had now brought my State of Life to be much easier in it self
than it was at first, and much easier to my Mind, as well as to my
Body. I frequently sat down to my Meat with Thankfulness, and
admir’d the Hand of God’s Providence, which had thus spread my
Table in the Wilderness. I learn’d to look more upon the bright
Side of my Condition, and less upon the dark Side; and to consider
what I enjoy’d, rather than what I wanted; and this gave me some-
times such secret Comforts, that I cannot express them; and which I
take Notice of here, to put those discontented People in Mind of it,
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who cannot enjoy comfortably what God has given them; because
they see, and covet something that he has not given them: All our
Discontents about what we want, appear’d to me, to spring from the
Want of Thankfulness for what we have.

Another Reflection was of great Use to me, and doubtless would
be so to any one that should fall into such Distress as mine was; and
this was, To compare my present Condition with what I at first
expected it should be; nay, with what it would certainly have been, if
the good Providence of God had not wonderfully order’d the Ship to
be cast up nearer to the Shore, where I not only could come at her,
but could bring what I got out of her to the Shore, for my Relief and
Comfort; without which, I had wanted for Tools to work, Weapons
for Defence, or Gun-Powder and Shot for getting my Food.

I spent whole Hours, I may say whole Days, in representing to my
self in the most lively Colours, how I must have acted, if I had got
nothing out of the Ship. How I could not have so much as got any
Food, except Fish and Turtles; and that as it was long before I found
any of them, I must have perish’d first. That I should have liv’d, if I
had not perish’d, like a meer Savage. That if I had kill’d a Goat, or a
Fowl, by any Contrivance, I had no way to flea or open them, or part
the Flesh from the Skin, and the Bowels, or to cut it up; but must
gnaw it with my Teeth, and pull it with my Claws like a Beast.

These Reflections made me very sensible of the Goodness of
Providence to me, and very thankful for my present Condition, with
all its Hardships and Misfortunes: And this Part also I cannot but
recommend to the Reflection of those, who are apt in their Misery to
say, Is any Affliction like mine! Let them consider, How much worse
the Cases of some People are, and their Case might have been, if
Providence had thought fit.

I had another Reflection which assisted me also to comfort my
Mind with Hopes; and this was, comparing my present Condition
with what I had deserv’d, and had therefore Reason to expect from
the Hand of Providence. I had liv’d a dreadful Life, perfectly desti-
tute of the Knowledge and Fear of God. I had been well instructed
by Father and Mother; neither had they been wanting to me, in their
early Endeavours, to infuse a religious Awe of God into my Mind, a
Sense of my Duty, and of what the Nature and End of my Being,
requir’d of me. But alas! falling early into the Seafaring Life, which
of all the Lives is the most destitute of the Fear of God, though his
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Terrors are always before them; I say, falling early into the Seafaring
Life, and into Seafaring Company, all that little Sense of Religion
which I had entertain’d, was laugh’d out of me by my Mess-Mates,
by a harden’d despising of Dangers; and the Views of Death, which
grew habitual to me; by my long Absence from all Manner of
Opportunities to converse with any thing but what was like my self,
or to hear any thing that was good, or tended towards it.

So void was I of every Thing that was good, or of the least Sense of
what I was, or was to be, that in the greatest Deliverances I enjoy’d,
such as my Escape from Sallee; my being taken up by the Portuguese
Master of the Ship; my being planted so well in the Brasils; my
receiving the Cargo from England, and the like; I never had once the
Word Thank God, so much as on my Mind, or in my Mouth; nor in
the greatest Distress, had I so much as a Thought to pray to him, or
so much as to say, Lord have Mercy upon me; no nor to mention the
Name of God, unless it was to swear by, and blaspheme it.

I had terrible Reflections upon my Mind for many Months, as I
have already observ’d, on the Account of my wicked and hardned
Life past; and when I look’d about me and considered what particu-
lar Providences had attended me since my coming into this Place,
and how God had dealt bountifully with me; had not only punished
me less than my Iniquity had deserv’d, but had so plentifully pro-
vided for me; this gave me great hopes that my Repentance was
accepted, and that God had yet Mercy in store for me.

With these Reflections I work’d my Mind up, not only to Resigna-
tion to the Will of God in the present Disposition of my Circum-
stances; but even to a sincere Thankfulness for my Condition, and
that I who was yet a living Man, ought not to complain, seeing I had
not the due Punishment of my Sins; that I enjoy’d so many Mercies
which I had no reason to have expected in that Place; that I ought
never more to repine at my Condition but to rejoyce, and to give
daily Thanks for that daily Bread, which nothing but a Croud of
Wonders could have brought. That I ought to consider I had been
fed even by Miracle, even as great as that of feeding Elijah by
Ravens;* nay, by a long Series of Miracles, and that I could hardly
have nam’d a Place in the unhabitable Part of the World where I
could have been cast more to my Advantage: A Place, where as I had
no Society, which was my Affliction on one Hand, so I found no
ravenous Beast, no furious Wolves or Tygers to threaten my Life, no
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venomous Creatures or poisonous, which I might feed on to my
Hurt, no Savages to murther and devour me.

In a word, as my Life was a Life of Sorrow, one way, so it was a
Life of Mercy, another; and I wanted nothing to make it a Life of
Comfort, but to be able to make my Sence of God’s Goodness to me,
and Care over me in this Condition, be my daily Consolation; and
after I did make a just Improvement of these things, I went away and
was no more sad.

I had now been here so long, that many Things which I brought
on Shore for my Help, were either quite gone, or very much wasted
and near spent.

My Ink, as I observed, had been gone some time, all but a very
little, which I eek’d out with Water a little and a little, till it was so
pale it scarce left any Appearance of black upon the Paper: As long as
it lasted, I made use of it to minute down the Days of the Month on
which any remarkable Thing happen’d to me, and first by casting up
Times past: I remember that there was a strange Concurrence of
Days, in the various Providences which befel me; and which, if I had
been superstitiously inclin’d to observe Days as Fatal or Fortunate, I
might have had Reason to have look’d upon with a great deal of
Curiosity.*

First I had observed, that the same Day that I broke away from my
Father and my Friends, and run away to Hull, in order to go to Sea;
the same Day afterwards I was taken by the Sallee Man of War, and
made a Slave.

The same Day of the Year that I escaped out of the Wreck of that
Ship in Yarmouth Rodes, that same Day-Year afterwards I made my
escape from Sallee in the Boat.

The same Day of the Year I was born on (viz.) the th of Septem-
ber, that same Day, I had my Life so miraculously saved  Year
after,* when I was cast on Shore in this Island, so that my wicked
Life, and my solitary Life begun both on a Day.

The next Thing to my Ink’s being wasted, was that of my Bread, I
mean the Bisket which I brought out of the Ship; this I had hus-
banded to the last degree, allowing my self but one Cake of Bread a
Day for above a Year, and yet I was quite without Bread for near a
Year before I got any Corn of my own, and great Reason I had to be
thankful that I had any at all, the getting it being, as has been already
observed, next to miraculous.
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My Cloaths began to decay too mightily: As to Linnen, I had had
none a good while, except some chequer’d Shirts which I found in
the Chests of the other Seamen, and which I carefully preserved,
because many times I could bear no other Cloaths on but a Shirt; and
it was a very great help to me that I had among all the Men’s Cloaths
of the Ship almost three dozen of Shirts. There were also several
thick Watch Coats of the Seamens, which were left indeed, but they
were too hot to wear; and tho’ it is true, that the Weather was so
violent hot, that there was no need of Cloaths, yet I could not go
quite naked; no, tho’ I had been inclin’d to it, which I was not, nor
could not abide the thoughts of it, tho’ I was all alone.

The Reason why I could not go quite naked, was, I could not bear
the heat of the Sun so well when quite naked, as with some Cloaths
on; nay, the very Heat frequently blistered my Skin; whereas with a
Shirt on, the Air itself made some Motion, and whistling under that
Shirt was twofold cooler than without it; no more could I ever bring
my self to go out in the heat of Sun, without a Cap or a Hat; the heat
of the Sun beating with such Violence as it does in that Place, would
give me the Head-ach presently, by darting so directly on my Head,
without a Cap or Hat on, so that I could not bear it, whereas, if I put
on my Hat, it would presently go away.

Upon those Views I began to consider about putting the few Rags
I had, which I call’d Cloaths, into some Order; I had worn out all the
Wast-coats I had, and my Business was now to try if I could not
make Jackets out of the great Watch-Coats which I had by me, and
with such other Materials as I had, so I set to Work a Taylering, or
rather indeed a Botching, for I made most piteous Work of it. How-
ever, I made shift to make two or three new Wastcoats, which I hoped
wou’d serve me a great while; as for Breeches or Drawers, I made but
a very sorry shift indeed, till afterward.

I have mentioned that I saved the Skins of all the Creatures that I
kill’d, I mean four-footed ones, and I had hung them up stretch’d
out with Sticks in the Sun, by which means some of them were so
dry and hard that they were fit for little, but others it seems were
very useful. The first thing I made of these was a great Cap for my
Head, with the Hair on the out Side to shoor off the Rain; and this I
perform’d so well, that after this I made me a Suit of Cloaths wholly
of these Skins, that is to say, a Wastcoat, and Breeches open at Knees,
and both loose, for they were rather wanting to keep me cool than to
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keep me warm. I must not omit to acknowledge that they were
wretchedly made; for if I was a bad Carpenter, I was a worse Tayler.
However, they were such as I made very good shift with;* and when I
was abroad, if it happen’d to rain, the Hair of my Wastcoat and Cap
being outermost, I was kept very dry.

After this I spent a great deal of Time and Pains to make me an
Umbrella; I was indeed in great want of one, and had a great Mind to
make one; I had seen them made in the Brasils, where they are very
useful in the great Heats which are there. And I felt the Heats every
jot as great here, and greater too, being nearer the Equinox; besides,
as I was oblig’d to be much abroad, it was a most useful thing to me,
as well for the Rains as the Heats.* I took a world of Pains at it, and
was a great while before I could make any thing likely to hold; nay,
after I thought I had hit the Way, I spoil’d  or  before I made one to
my Mind; but at last I made one that answer’d indifferently well:
The main Difficulty I found was to make it to let down. I could make
it to spread, but if it did not let down too, and draw in, it was not
portable for me any Way but just over my Head, which wou’d not do.
However, at last, as I said, I made one to answer, and covered it with
Skins, the Hair upwards, so that it cast off the Rains like a Pent-
house, and kept off the Sun so effectually, that I could walk out in
the hottest of the Weather with greater Advantage than I could
before in the coolest, and when I had no need of it, cou’d close it and
carry it under my Arm.

Thus I liv’d mighty comfortably, my Mind being entirely com-
posed by resigning to the Will of God, and throwing my self wholly
upon the Disposal of his Providence. This made my Life better than
sociable, for when I began to regret the want of Conversation, I
would ask my self whether thus conversing mutually with my own
Thoughts, and, as I hope I may say, with even God himself by
Ejaculations, was not better than the utmost Enjoyment of humane
Society in the World.

I cannot say that after this, for five Years, any extraordinary thing
happened to me, but I liv’d on in the same Course, in the same
Posture and Place, just as before; the chief things I was employ’d in,
besides my yearly Labour of planting my Barley and Rice, and cur-
ing my Raisins, of both which I always kept up just enough to have
sufficient Stock of one Year’s Provisions beforehand. I say, besides
this yearly Labour, and my daily Labour of going out with my Gun, I
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had one Labour to make me a Canoe, which at last I finished. So that
by digging a Canal to it of six Foot wide, and four Foot deep, I
brought it into the Creek, almost half a Mile. As for the first, which
was so vastly big, as I made it without considering before-hand, as I
ought to do, how I should be able to launch it; so never being able to
bring it to the Water, or bring the Water to it, I was oblig’d to let it
lye where it was, as a Memorandum to teach me to be wiser next
Time: Indeed, the next Time, tho’ I could not get a Tree proper for
it, and in a Place where I could not get the Water to it, at any less
Distance, than as I have said, near half a Mile; yet as I saw it was
practicable at last, I never gave it over; and though I was near two
Years about it, yet I never grutch’d my Labour, in Hopes of having a
Boat to go off to Sea at last.

However, though my little Periagua was finish’d; yet the Size of it
was not at all answerable to the Design which I had in View, when I
made the first; I mean, Of venturing over to the Terra Firma, where
it was above forty Miles broad; accordingly, the Smallness of my
Boat assisted to put an End to that Design, and now I thought no
more of it: But as I had a Boat, my next Design was to make a Tour
round the Island; for as I had been on the other Side, in one Place,
crossing as I have already describ’d it, over the Land; so the Dis-
coveries I made in that little Journey, made me very eager to see
other Parts of the Coast; and now I had a Boat, I thought of nothing
but sailing round the Island.

For this Purpose, that I might do every Thing with Discretion and
Consideration, I fitted up a little Mast to my Boat, and made a Sail to
it, out of some of the Pieces of the Ship’s Sail, which lay in store; and
of which I had a great Stock by me.

Having fitted my Mast and Sail, and try’d the Boat, I found she
would sail very well: Then I made little Lockers, or Boxes, at either
End of my Boat, to put Provisions, Necessaries and Ammunition,
&c. into, to be kept dry, either from Rain, or the Sprye of the Sea;
and a little long hollow Place I cut in the In-side of the Boat, where I
could lay my Gun, making a Flap to hang down over it to keep it dry.

I fix’d my Umbrella also in a Step at the Stern, like a Mast, to
stand over my Head, and keep the Heat of the Sun off of me like an
Auning; and thus I every now and then took a little Voyage upon the
Sea, but never went far out, nor far from the little Creek; but at last
being eager to view the Circumference of my little Kingdom, I
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resolv’d upon my Tour, and accordingly I victuall’d my Ship for the
Voyage, putting in two Dozen of my Loaves (Cakes I should rather
call them) of Barley Bread, an Earthen Pot full of parch’d Rice, a Food
I eat a great deal of, a little Bottle of Rum, half a Goat, and Powder
and Shot for killing more, and two large Watch-coats, of those
which, as I mention’d before, I had sav’d out of the Seamen’s Chests;
these I took, one to lye upon, and the other to cover me in the Night.

It was the sixth of November, in the sixth Year of my Reign,* or
my Captivity, which you please, That I set out on this Voyage, and I
found it much longer than I expected; for though the Island it self
was not very large, yet when I came to the East Side of it, I found a
great Ledge of Rocks lye out above two Leagues into the Sea, some
above Water, some under it; and beyond that, a Shoal of Sand, lying
dry half a League more; so that I was oblig’d to go a great Way out to
Sea to double the Point.

When first I discover’d them, I was going to give over my Enter-
prise, and come back again, not knowing how far it might oblige me
to go out to Sea; and above all, doubting how I should get back again;
so I came to an Anchor; for I had made me a kind of an Anchor with
a Piece of a broken Graplin, which I got out of the Ship.

Having secur’d my Boat, I took my Gun, and went on Shore,
climbing up upon a Hill, which seem’d to over-look that Point,
where I saw the full extent of it, and resolv’d to venture.

In my viewing the Sea from that Hill where I stood, I perceiv’d a
strong, and indeed, a most furious Current, which run to the East,
and even came close to the Point; and I took the more Notice of it,
because I saw there might be some Danger; that when I came into it,
I might be carry’d out to Sea by the Strength of it, and not be able to
make the Island again; and indeed, had I not gotten first up upon this
Hill, I believe it would have been so; for there was the same Current
on the other Side the Island, only, that it set off at a farther Distance;
and I saw there was a strong Eddy under the Shore; so I had nothing
to do but to get in out of the first Current, and I should presently be
in an Eddy.

I lay here, however, two Days; because the Wind blowing pretty
fresh at E.S.E. and that being just contrary to the said Current, made
a great Breach of the Sea upon the Point; so that it was not safe for
me to keep too close to the Shore for the Breach,* nor to go too far
off because of the Stream.
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The third Day in the Morning, the Wind having abated over
Night, the Sea was calm, and I ventur’d; but I am a warning Piece*
again, to all rash and ignorant Pilots; for no sooner was I come to the
Point, when even I was not my Boat’s Length from the Shore, but I
found my self in a great Depth of Water, and a Current like the
Sluice of a Mill: It carry’d my Boat a long with it with such Violence,
That all I could do, could not keep her so much as on the Edge of it;
but I found it hurry’d me farther and farther out from the Eddy,
which was on my left Hand. There was no Wind stirring to help me,
and all I could do with my Paddlers signify’d nothing, and now I
began to give my self over for lost; for as the Current was on both
Sides the Island, I knew in a few Leagues Distance they must joyn
again, and then I was irrecoverably gone; nor did I see any Possibility
of avoiding it; so that I had no Prospect before me but of Perishing;
not by the Sea, for that was calm enough, but of starving for Hunger.
I had indeed found a Tortoise on the Shore, as big almost as I could
lift, and had toss’d it into the Boat; and I had a great Jar of fresh
Water, that is to say, one of my Earthen Pots; but what was all this to
being driven into the vast Ocean, where to be sure, there was no
Shore, no main Land, or Island, for a thousand Leagues at least.

And now I saw how easy it was for the Providence of God to make
the most miserable Condition Mankind could be in worse. Now I
look’d back upon my desolate solitary Island, as the most pleasant
Place in the World, and all the Happiness my Heart could wish for,
was to be but there again. I stretch’d out my Hands to it with eager
Wishes. O happy Desart, said I, I shall never see thee more. O
miserable Creature, said I, whether am I going: Then I reproach’d
my self with my unthankful Temper, and how I had repin’d at my
solitary Condition; and now what would I give to be on Shore there
again. Thus we never see the true State of our Condition, till it is
illustrated to us by its Contraries; nor know how to value what we
enjoy, but by the want of it. It is scarce possible to imagine the
Consternation I was now in, being driven from my beloved Island
(for so it appear’d to me now to be) into the wide Ocean, almost two
Leagues, and in the utmost Despair of ever recovering it again.
However, I work’d hard, till indeed my Strength was almost
exhausted, and kept my Boat as much to the Northward, that is,
towards the Side of the Current which the Eddy lay on, as possibly I
could; when about Noon, as the Sun pass’d the Meridian, I thought I
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felt a little Breeze of Wind in my Face, springing up from the S. S. E.
This chear’d my Heart a little, and especially when in about half an
Hour more, it blew a pretty small gentle Gale. By this Time I was
gotten at a frightful Distance from the Island, and had the least
Cloud or haizy Weather interven’d, I had been undone another Way
too; for I had no Compass on Board, and should never have known
how to have steer’d towards the Island, if I had but once lost Sight of
it; but the Weather continuing clear, I apply’d my self to get up my
Mast again, spread my Sail, standing away to the North, as much as
possible, to get out of the Current.

Just as I had set my Mast and Sail, and the Boat began to stretch
away, I saw even by the Clearness of the Water, some Alteration of
the Current was near; for where the Current was so strong, the
Water was foul; but perceiving the Water clear, I found the Current
abate, and presently I found to the East, at about half a Mile, a
Breach of the Sea upon some Rocks; these Rocks I found caus’d the
Current to part again, and as the main Stress of it ran away more
Southerly, leaving the Rocks to the North-East; so the other return’d
by the Repulse of the Rocks, and made a strong Eddy, which run
back again to the North-West, with a very sharp Stream.

They who know what it is to have a Reprieve brought to them
upon the Ladder, or to be rescued from Thieves just a going to
murther them, or, who have been in such like Extremities, may guess
what my present Surprise of Joy was, and how gladly I put my Boat
into the Stream of this Eddy, and the Wind also freshning, how
gladly I spread my Sail to it, running chearfully before the Wind,
and with a strong Tide or Eddy under Foot.

This Eddy carryed me about a League in my Way back again
directly towards the Island, but about two Leagues more to the
Northward than the Current which carried me away at first; so that
when I came near the Island, I found my self open to the Northern
Shore of it, that is to say, the other End of the Island opposite to that
which I went out from.

When I had made something more than a League of Way by the
help of this Current or Eddy, I found it was spent and serv’d me no
farther. However, I found that being between the two great Currents,
(viz.) that on the South Side which had hurried me away, and that on
the North which lay about a League on the other Side. I say between
these two, in the wake of the Island, I found the Water at least still
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and running no Way, and having still a Breeze of Wind fair for me, I
kept on steering directly for the Island, tho’ not making such fresh
Way as I did before.

About four a-Clock in the Evening, being then within about a
League of the Island, I found the Point of the Rocks which occa-
sioned this Disaster, stretching out as is describ’d before to the
Southward, and casting off the Current more Southwardly, had of
Course made another Eddy to the North, and this I found very
strong, but not directly setting the Way my Course lay which was
due West, but almost full North. However having a fresh Gale, I
stretch’d a-cross this Eddy slanting North-west, and in about an
Hour came within about a Mile of the Shore, where it being smooth
Water, I soon got to Land.

When I was on Shore I fell on my Knees and gave God Thanks for
my Deliverance, resolving to lay aside all Thoughts of my Deliver-
ance by my Boat, and refreshing my self with such Things as I had, I
brought my Boat close to the Shore in a little Cove that I had spy’d
under some Trees, and lay’d me down to sleep, being quite spent
with the Labour and Fatigue of the Voyage.

I was now at a great Loss which Way to get Home with my Boat, I
had run so much Hazard, and knew too much the Case to think of
attempting it by the Way I went out, and what might be at the other
Side (I mean the West Side) I knew not, nor had I any Mind to run any
more Ventures; so I only resolved in the Morning to make my Way
Westward along the Shore and to see if there was no Creek where I
might lay up my Frigate in Safety, so as to have her again if I wanted
her; in about three Mile or thereabout coasting the Shore, I came to a
very good Inlet or Bay about a Mile over, which narrowed till it came
to a very little Rivulet or Brook, where I found a very convenient
Harbour for my Boat and where she lay as if she had been in a little
Dock made on Purpose for her. Here I put in, and having stow’d my
Boat very safe, I went on Shore to look about me and see where I was.

I soon found I had but a little past by the Place where I had been
before, when I travell’d on Foot to that Shore; so taking nothing out
of my Boat, but my Gun and my Umbrella, for it was exceeding hot,
I began my March: The Way was comfortable enough after such a
Voyage as I had been upon, and I reach’d my old Bower in the
Evening, where I found every thing standing as I left it; for I always
kept it in good Order, being, as I said before, my Country House.
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I got over the Fence, and laid me down in the Shade to rest my
Limbs; for I was very weary, and fell asleep: But judge you, if you
can, that read my Story, what a Surprize I must be in, when I was
wak’d out of my Sleep by a Voice calling me by my Name several
times, Robin, Robin, Robin Crusoe, poor Robin Crusoe, where are you
Robin Crusoe? Where are you? Where have you been?*

I was so dead asleep at first, being fatigu’d with Rowing, or Pad-
dling, as it is call’d, the first Part of the Day, and with walking the
latter Part, that I did not wake thoroughly, but dozing between sleep-
ing and waking, thought I dream’d that some Body spoke to me: But
as the Voice continu’d to repeat Robin Crusoe, Robin Crusoe, at last I
began to wake more perfectly, and was at first dreadfully frighted,
and started up in the utmost Consternation: But no sooner were my
Eyes open, but I saw my Poll sitting on the Top of the Hedge; and
immediately knew that it was he that spoke to me; for just in such
bemoaning Language I had used to talk to him, and teach him; and
he had learn’d it so perfectly, that he would sit upon my Finger, and
lay his Bill close to my Face, and cry, Poor Robin Crusoe, Where are
you? Where have you been? How come you here? And such things as I
had taught him.

However, even though I knew it was the Parrot, and that indeed it
could be no Body else, it was a good while before I could compose
my self: First, I was amazed how the Creature got thither, and then,
how he should just keep about the Place, and no where else: But as I
was well satisfied it could be no Body but honest Poll, I got it over;
and holding out my Hand, and calling him by his Name Poll, the
sociable Creature came to me, and sat upon my Thumb, as he used to
do, and continu’d talking to me, Poor Robin Crusoe, and how did I
come here? and where had I been? just as if he had been overjoy’d to
see me again; and so I carry’d him Home along with me.

I had now had enough of rambling to Sea for some time, and had
enough to do for many Days to sit still, and reflect upon the Danger I
had been in: I would have been very glad to have had my Boat again
on my Side of the Island; but I knew not how it was practicable to get
it about as to the East Side of the Island, which I had gone round; I
knew well enough there was no venturing that Way; my very heart
would shrink, and my very Blood run chill but to think of it: And as
to the other Side of the Island, I did not know how it might be there;
but supposing the Current ran with the same Force against the
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Shore at the East as it pass’d by it on the other, I might run the same
Risk of being driven down the Stream, and carry’d by the Island, as I
had been before, of being carry’d away from it; so with these
Thoughts I contented my self to be without any Boat, though it had
been the Product of so many Months Labour to make it, and of so
many more to get it unto the Sea.

In this Government of my Temper, I remain’d near a Year, liv’d a
very sedate retir’d Life, as you may well suppose; and my Thoughts
being very much composed as to my Condition, and fully comforted
in resigning my self to the Dispositions of Providence, I thought I
liv’d really very happily in all things, except that of Society.

I improv’d my self in this time in all the mechanick Exercises
which my Necessities put me upon applying my self to, and I believe
cou’d, upon Occasion, make a very good Carpenter, especially con-
sidering how few Tools I had.

Besides this, I arriv’d at an unexpected Perfection in my Earthen
Ware, and contriv’d well enough to make them with a Wheel, which
I found infinitely easyer and better; because I made things round and
shapable, which before were filthy things indeed to look on. But I
think I was never more vain of my own Performance, or more joyful
for any thing I found out, than for my being able to make a Tobacco-
Pipe. And tho’ it was a very ugly clumsy thing, when it was done,
and only burnt red like other Earthen Ware, yet as it was hard and
firm, and would draw the Smoke, I was exceedingly comforted with
it, for I had been always used to smoke, and there were Pipes in the
Ship, but I forgot them at first, not knowing that there was Tobacco
in the Island; and afterwards, when I search’d the Ship again, I could
not come at any Pipes at all.

In my Wicker Ware also I improved much, and made abundance
of necessary Baskets, as well as my Invention shew’d me, tho’ not
very handsome, yet they were such as were very handy and conveni-
ent for my laying things up in, or fetching things home in. For
Example, if I kill’d a Goat abroad, I could hang it up in a Tree, flea it,
and dress it, and cut it in Pieces, and bring it home in a Basket, and
the like by a Turtle, I could cut it up, take out the Eggs, and a Piece
or two of the Flesh, which was enough for me, and bring them home
in a Basket, and leave the rest behind me. Also large deep Baskets
were my Receivers for my Corn, which I always rubb’d out as soon
as it was dry, and cured, and kept it in great Baskets.
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I began now to perceive my Powder abated considerably, and this
was a Want which it was impossible for me to supply, and I began
seriously to consider what I must do when I should have no more
Powder; that is to say, how I should do to kill any Goat. I had, as is
observ’d in the third Year of my being here, kept a young Kid, and
bred her up tame, and I was in hope of getting a He-Goat, but I
could not by any Means bring it to pass, ’till my Kid grew an old
Goat; and I could never find in my Heart to kill her, till she dy’d at
last of meer Age.

But being now in the eleventh Year of my Residence, and, as I
have said, my Ammunition growing low, I set my self to study some
Art to trap and snare the Goats, to see whether I could not catch
some of them alive, and particularly I wanted a She-Goat great with
young.

To this Purpose I made Snares to hamper them, and I do believe
they were more than once taken in them, but my Tackle was not
good, for I had no Wire, and I always found them broken, and my
Bait devoured.

At length I resolv’d to try a Pit-fall, so I dug several large Pits in
the Earth, in Places where I had observ’d the Goats used to feed, and
over these Pits I plac’d Hurdles of my own making too, with a great
Weight upon them; and several times I put Ears of Barley, and dry
Rice, without setting the Trap, and I could easily perceive that the
Goats had gone in and eaten up the Corn, for I could see the Mark of
their Feet. At length I set three Traps in one Night, and going the
next Morning I found them all standing, and yet the Bait eaten and
gone: This was very discouraging. However, I alter’d my Trap, and,
not to trouble you with Particulars, going one Morning to see my
Trap, I found in one of them a large old He-Goat, and in one of the
other, three Kids, a Male and two Females.

As to the old one, I knew not what to do with him, he was so fierce
I durst not go into the Pit to him; that is to say, to go about to bring
him away alive, which was what I wanted. I could have kill’d him,
but that was not my Business, nor would it answer my End. So I e’en
let him out, and he ran away as if he had been frighted out of his
Wits: But I had forgot then what I learn’d afterwards, that Hunger
will tame a Lyon. If I had let him stay there three or four Days
without Food, and then have carry’d him some Water to drink, and
then a little Corn, he would have been as tame as one of the Kids, for
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they are mighty sagacious tractable Creatures where they are well
used.

However, for the present I let him go, knowing no better at that
time; then I went to the three Kids, and taking them one by one, I
tyed them with Strings together, and with some Difficulty brought
them all home.

It was a good while before they wou’d feed, but throwing them
some sweet Corn, it tempted them and they began to be tame; and
now I found that if I expected to supply my self with Goat-Flesh
when I had no Powder or Shot left, breeding some up tame was my
only way, when perhaps I might have them about my House like a
Flock of Sheep.

But then it presently occurr’d to me, that I must keep the tame
from the wild, or else they would always run wild when they grew
up, and the only Way for this was to have some enclosed Piece of
Ground, well fenc’d either with Hedge or Pale, to keep them in so
effectually, that those within might not break out, or those without
break in.

This was a great Undertaking for one Pair of Hands, yet as I saw
there was an absolute Necessity of doing it, my first Piece of Work
was to find out a proper Piece of Ground, viz. where there was likely
to be Herbage for them to eat, Water for them to drink, and Cover to
keep them from the Sun.

Those who understand such Enclosures will think I had very little
Contrivance, when I pitch’d upon a Place very proper for all these,
being a plain open Piece of Meadow-Land, or Savanna, (as our
People call it in the Western Collonies,) which had two or three little
Drills of fresh Water in it, and at one end was very woody. I say they
will smile at my Forecast, when I shall tell them I began my enclos-
ing of this Piece of Ground in such a manner, that my Hedge or Pale
must have been at least two Mile about. Nor was the Madness of it so
great as to the Compass, for if it was ten Mile about I was like to have
time enough to do it in. But I did not consider that my Goats would
be as wild in so much Compass as if they had had the whole Island,
and I should have so much Room to chace them in, that I should
never catch them.

My Hedge was begun and carry’d on, I believe, about fifty Yards,
when this Thought occurr’d to me, so I presently stopt short, and for
the first beginning I resolv’d to enclose a Piece of about  Yards in
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length, and  Yards in breadth, which as it would maintain as
many as I should have in any reasonable time, so as my Flock
encreased, I could add more Ground to my Enclosure.

This was acting with some Prudence, and I went to work with
Courage. I was about three Months hedging in the first Piece, and till
I had done it I tether’d the three Kids in the best part of it, and us’d*
them to feed as near me as possible to make them familiar; and very
often I would go and carry them some Ears of Barley, or a handful of
Rice, and feed them out of my Hand; so that after my Enclosure was
finished, and I let them loose, they would follow me up and down,
bleating after me for a handful of Corn.

This answer’d my End, and in about a Year and half I had a Flock
of about twelve Goats, Kids and all; and in two Years more I had
three and forty, besides several that I took and kill’d for my Food.
And after that I enclosed five several Pieces of Ground to feed them
in, with little Pens to drive them into, to take them as I wanted, and
Gates out of one Piece of Ground into another.

But this was not all, for now I not only had Goats Flesh to feed
on when I pleas’d, but Milk too, a thing which indeed in my begin-
ning I did not so much as think of, and which, when it came into
my Thoughts, was really an agreeable Surprize. For now I set up
my Dairy, and had sometimes a Gallon or two of Milk in a Day.
And as Nature, who gives Supplies of Food to every Creature,
dictates even naturally how to make use of it; so I that had never
milk’d a Cow, much less a Goat, or seen Butter or Cheese made,
very readily and handily, tho’ after a great many Essays and Mis-
carriages, made me both Butter and Cheese at last, and never wanted
it afterwards.

How mercifully can our great Creator treat his Creatures, even in
those Conditions in which they seem’d to be overwhelm’d in
Destruction. How can he sweeten the bitterest Providences, and give
us Cause to praise him for Dungeons and Prisons. What a Table was
here spread for me in a Wilderness, where I saw nothing at first but
to perish for Hunger.*

It would have made a Stoick smile* to have seen, me and my little
Family sit down to Dinner; there was my Majesty the Prince and
Lord of the whole Island; I had the Lives of all my Subjects at my
absolute Command. I could hang, draw, give Liberty, and take it
away, and no Rebels among all my Subjects.
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Then to see how like a King I din’d too all alone, attended by my
Servants, Poll, as if he had been my Favourite, was the only Person
permitted to talk to me. My Dog who was now grown very old and
crazy, and had found no Species to multiply his Kind upon, sat
always at my Right Hand, and two Cats, one on one Side the Table,
and one on the other, expecting now and then a Bit from my Hand,
as a Mark of special Favour.

But these were not the two Cats which I brought on Shore at first,
for they were both of them dead, and had been interr’d near my
Habitation by my own Hand; but one of them having multiply’d by I
know not what Kind of Creature, these were two which I had pre-
serv’d tame, whereas the rest run wild in the Woods, and became
indeed troublesom to me at last; for they would often come into my
House, and plunder me too, till at last I was obliged to shoot them,
and did kill a great many; at length they left me with this Attend-
ance, and in this plentiful Manner I lived; neither could I be said to
want any thing but Society, and of that in some time after this, I was
like to have too much.

I was something impatient, as I have observ’d, to have the Use of
my Boat; though very loath to run any more Hazards; and therefore
sometimes I sat contriving Ways to get her about the Island, and at
other Times I sat my self down contented enough without her. But I
had a strange Uneasiness in my Mind to go down to the Point of the
Island, where, as I have said, in my last Ramble, I went up the Hill to
see how the Shore lay, and how the Current set, that I might see what
I had to do: This Inclination encreas’d upon me every Day, and at
length I resolv’d to travel thither by Land, following the Edge of the
Shore. I did so: But had any one in England been to meet such a Man
as I was, it must either have frighted them, or rais’d a great deal of
Laughter; and as I frequently stood still to look at my self, I could
not but smile at the Notion of my travelling through Yorkshire with
such an Equipage, and in such a Dress: Be pleas’d to take a Scetch of
my Figure as follows.

I had a great high shapeless Cap, made of a Goat’s Skin, with a
Flap hanging down behind, as well to keep the Sun from me, as to
shoot the Rain off from running into my Neck; nothing being so
hurtful in these Climates, as the Rain upon the Flesh under the
Cloaths.

I had a short Jacket of Goat-Skin, the Skirts coming down to
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about the middle of my Thighs; and a Pair of open-knee’d Breeches
of the same, the Breeches were made of the Skin of an old He-goat,
whose Hair hung down such a Length on either Side, that like Panta-
loons it reach’d to the middle of my Legs; Stockings and Shoes I had
none, but had made me a Pair of some-things, I scarce know what to
call them, like Buskins to flap over my Legs, and lace on either Side
like Spatter-dashes; but of a most barbarous Shape, as indeed were
all the rest of my Cloaths.

I had on a broad Belt of Goat’s-Skin dry’d, which I drew together
with two Thongs of the same, instead of Buckles, and in a kind of a
Frog on either Side of this. Instead of a Sword and a Dagger, hung a
little Saw and a Hatchet, one on one Side, one on the other. I had
another Belt not so broad, and fasten’d in the same Manner, which
hung over my Shoulder; and at the End of it, under my left Arm,
hung two Pouches, both made of Goat’s-Skin too; in one of which
hung my Powder, in the other my Shot: At my Back I carry’d my
Basket, on my Shoulder my Gun, and over my Head a great clumsy
ugly Goat-Skin Umbrella, but which, after all, was the most neces-
sary Thing I had about me, next to my Gun: As for my Face, the
Colour of it was really not so Moletta-like as one might expect from
a Man not at all careful of it, and living within nine or ten Degrees
of the Equinox.* My Beard I had once suffer’d to grow till it was
about a quarter of a Yard long; but as I had both Scissars and Razors
sufficient, I had cut it pretty short, except what grew on my upper
Lip, which I had trimm’d into a large Pair of Mahometan Whiskers,
such as I had seen worn by some Turks, who I saw at Sallee; for the
Moors did not wear such, tho’ the Turks did; of these Muschatoes or
Whiskers, I will not say they were long enough to hang my Hat upon
them; but they were of a Length and Shape monstrous enough, and
such as in England would have pass’d for frightful.

But all this is by the by; for as to my Figure, I had so few to
observe me, that it was of no manner of Consequence; so I say no
more to that Part. In this kind of Figure I went my new Journey, and
was out five or six Days. I travell’d first along the Sea Shore, directly
to the Place where I first brought my Boat to an Anchor, to get up
upon the Rocks; and having no Boat now to take care of, I went over
the Land a nearer Way to the same Height that I was upon before,
when looking forward to the Point of the Rocks which lay out, and
which I was oblig’d to double with my Boat, as is said above: I was
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surpriz’d to see the Sea all smooth and quiet, no Ripling, no Motion,
no Current, any more there than in other Places.

I was at a strange Loss to understand this, and resolv’d to spend
some Time in the observing it, to see if nothing from the Sets of the
Tide had occasion’d it; but I was presently convinc’d how it was, viz.
That the Tide of Ebb setting from the West, and joyning with the
Current of Waters from some great River on the Shore,* must be the
Occasion of this Current; and that according as the Wind blew more
forcibly from the West, or from the North, this Current came nearer,
or went farther from the Shore; for waiting thereabouts till Evening,
I went up to the Rock again, and then the Tide of Ebb being made, I
plainly saw the Current again as before, only, that it run farther off,
being near half a League from the Shore; whereas in my Case, it set
close upon the Shore, and hurry’d me and my Canoe along with it,
which at another Time it would not have done.

This Observation convinc’d me, That I had nothing to do but to
observe the Ebbing and the Flowing of the Tide, and I might very
easily bring my Boat about the Island again: But when I began to
think of putting it in Practice, I had such a Terror upon my Spirits at
the Remembrance of the Danger I had been in, that I could not think
of it again with any Patience; but on the contrary, I took up another
Resolution which was more safe, though more laborious; and this
was, That I would build, or rather make me another Periagua or
Canoe; and so have one for one Side of the Island, and one for the
other.

You are to understand, that now I had, as I may call it, two Plant-
ations in the Island; one my little Fortification or Tent, with the Wall
about it under the Rock, with the Cave behind me, which by this
Time I had enlarg’d into several Apartments, or Caves, one within
another. One of these, which was the dryest, and largest, and had a
Door out beyond my Wall or Fortification; that is to say, beyond
where my Wall joyn’d to the Rock, was all fill’d up with the large
Earthen Pots, of which I have given an Account, and with fourteen
or fifteen great Baskets, which would hold five or six Bushels each,
where I laid up my Stores of Provision, especially my Corn, some in
the Ear cut off short from the Straw, and the other rubb’d out with
my Hand.

As for my Wall made, as before, with long Stakes or Piles, those
Piles grew all like Trees, and were by this Time grown so big, and

Robinson Crusoe



spread so very much, that there was not the least Appearance to any
one’s View of any Habitation behind them.

Near this Dwelling of mine, but a little farther within the Land,
and upon lower Ground, lay my two Pieces of Corn-Ground, which
I kept duly cultivated and sow’d, and which duly yielded me their
Harvest in its Season; and whenever I had occasion for more Corn, I
had more Land adjoyning as fit as that.

Besides this, I had my Country Seat, and I had now a tollerable
Plantation there also; for first, I had my little Bower, as I call’d it,
which I kept in Repair; that is to say, I kept the Hedge which circled
it in, constantly fitted up to its usual Height, the Ladder standing
always in the Inside; I kept the Trees which at first were no more
than my Stakes, but were now grown very firm and tall; I kept them
always so cut, that they might spread and grow thick and wild, and
make the more agreeable Shade, which they did effectually to my
Mind. In the Middle of this I had my Tent always standing, being a
piece of a Sail spread over Poles set up for that Purpose, and which
never wanted any Repair or Renewing; and under this I had made me
a Squab or Couch, with the Skins of the Creatures I had kill’d, and
with other soft Things, and a Blanket laid on them, such as belong’d
to our Sea-Bedding, which I had saved, and a great Watch-Coat to
cover me; and here, whenever I had Occasion to be absent from my
chief Seat, I took up my Country Habitation.

Adjoyning to this I had my Enclosures for my Cattle, that is to say,
my Goats: And as I had taken an inconceivable deal of Pains to fence
and enclose this Ground, so I was so uneasy to see it kept entire, lest
the Goats should break thro’, that I never left off till with infinite
Labour I had stuck the Out-side of the Hedge so full of small Stakes,
and so near to one another, that it was rather a Pale than a Hedge,
and there was scarce Room to put a Hand thro’ between them, which
afterwards when those Stakes grew, as they all did in the next rainy
Season, made the Enclosure strong like a Wall, indeed stronger than
any Wall.

This will testify for me that I was not idle, and that I spared no
Pains to bring to pass whatever appear’d necessary for my comfort-
able Support; for I consider’d the keeping up a Breed of tame Crea-
tures thus at my Hand, would be a living Magazine of Flesh, Milk,
Butter and Cheese, for me as long as I liv’d in the Place, if it were to
be forty Years; and that keeping them in my Reach, depended
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entirely upon my perfecting my Enclosures to such a Degree, that I
might be sure of keeping them together; which by this Method
indeed I so effectually secur’d, that when these little Stakes began to
grow, I had planted them so very thick, I was forced to pull some of
them up again.

In this Place also I had my Grapes growing, which I principally
depended on for my Winter Store of Raisins; and which I never fail’d
to preserve very carefully, as the best and most agreeable Dainty
of my whole Diet; and indeed they were not agreeable only, but
physical, wholesome, nourishing, and refreshing to the last Degree.

As this was also about half Way between my other Habitation, and
the Place where I had laid up my Boat, I generally stay’d, and lay
here in my Way thither; for I used frequently to visit my Boat, and I
kept all Things about or belonging to her in very good Order; some-
times I went out in her to divert my self, but no more hazardous
Voyages would I go, nor scarce ever above a Stone’s Cast or two from
the Shore, I was so apprehensive of being hurry’d out of my Know-
ledge again by the Currents, or Winds, or any other Accident. But
now I come to a new Scene of my Life.

It happen’d one Day about Noon going towards my Boat, I was
exceedingly surpriz’d with the Print of a Man’s naked Foot on the
Shore, which was very plain to be seen in the Sand: I stood like one
Thunder-struck, or as if I had seen an Apparition; I listen’d, I look’d
round me, I could hear nothing, nor see any Thing, I went up to a
rising Ground to look farther, I went up the Shore and down the
Shore, but it was all one, I could see no other Impression but that
one, I went to it again to see if there were any more, and to observe if
it might not be my Fancy; but there was no Room for that, for there
was exactly the very Print of a Foot, Toes, Heel, and every Part of a
Foot; how it came thither, I knew not, nor could in the least imagine.
But after innumerable fluttering Thoughts, like a Man perfectly con-
fus’d and out of my self, I came Home to my Fortification, not
feeling, as we say, the Ground I went on, but terrify’d to the last
Degree, looking behind me at every two or three Steps, mistaking
every Bush and Tree, and fancying every Stump at a Distance to be a
Man; nor is it possible to describe how many various Shapes
affrighted Imagination represented Things to me in, how many wild
Ideas were found every Moment in my Fancy, and what strange
unaccountable Whimsies came into my Thoughts by the Way.
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When I came to my Castle, for so I think I call’d it ever after this, I
fled into it like one pursued; whether I went over by the Ladder as
first contriv’d, or went in at the Hole in the Rock, which I call’d a
Door, I cannot remember; no, nor could I remember the next Morn-
ing, for never frighted Hare fled to Cover, or Fox to Earth, with more
Terror of Mind than I to this Retreat.

I slept none that Night; the farther I was from the Occasion of my
Fright, the greater my Apprehensions were, which is something con-
trary to the Nature of such Things, and especially to the usual Prac-
tice of all Creatures in Fear: But I was so embarrass’d with my own
frightful Ideas of the Thing, that I form’d nothing but dismal
Imaginations to my self, even tho’ I was now a great way off of it.
Sometimes I fancy’d it must be the Devil; and Reason joyn’d in with
me upon this Supposition: For how should any other Thing in
human Shape come into the Place? Where was the Vessel that
brought them? What Marks was there of any other Footsteps? And
how was it possible a Man should come there? But then to think that
Satan should take human shape upon him in such a Place where
there could be no manner of Occasion for it, but to leave the Print of
his Foot behind him, and that even for no Purpose too, for he could
not be sure I should see it; this was an Amusement the other Way; I
consider’d that the Devil might have found out abundance of other
Ways to have terrify’d me than this of the single Print of a Foot.
That as I liv’d quite on the other Side of the Island, he would never
have been so simple to leave a Mark in a Place where ’twas Ten
Thousand to one whether I should ever see it or not, and in the Sand
too, which the first Surge of the Sea upon a high Wind would have
defac’d entirely: All this seem’d inconsistent with the Thing it self,
and with all the Notions we usually entertain of the Subtilty of the
Devil.

Abundance of such Things as these assisted to argue me out of all
Apprehensions of its being the Devil: And I presently concluded
then, that it must be some more dangerous Creature, (viz.) That it
must be some of the Savages of the main Land over-against me, who
had wander’d out to Sea in their Canoes; and either driven by the
Currents, or by contrary Winds had made the Island; and had been
on Shore, but were gone away again to Sea, being as loth, perhaps, to
have stay’d in this desolate Island, as I would have been to have had
them.
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While these Reflections were rowling upon my Mind, I was very
thankful in my Thoughts, that I was so happy as not to be there-
abouts at that Time, or that they did not see my Boat, by which they
would have concluded that some Inhabitants had been in the Place,
and perhaps have search’d farther for me: Then terrible Thoughts
rack’d my Imagination about their having found my Boat, and that
there were People here; and that if so, I should certainly have them
come again in greater Numbers, and devour me; that if it should
happen so that they should not find me, yet they would find my
Enclosure, destroy all my Corn, carry away all my Flock of tame
Goats, and I should perish at last for meer Want.

Thus my Fear banish’d all my religious Hope; all that former
Confidence in God which was founded upon such wonderful
Experience as I had had of his Goodness, now vanished, as if he
that had fed me by Miracle hitherto, could not preserve by his
Power the Provision which he had made for me by his Goodness: I
reproach’d my self with my Easiness, that would not sow any more
Corn one Year than would just serve me till the next Season, as if
no Accident could intervene to prevent my enjoying the Crop that
was upon the Ground; and this I thought so just a Reproof, that I
resolv’d for the future to have two or three Years Corn beforehand,
so that whatever might come, I might not perish for want of
Bread.

How strange a Chequer Work* of Providence is the Life of Man!
and by what secret differing Springs are the Affections hurry’d
about as differing Circumstances present! To Day we love what to
Morrow we hate; to Day we seek what to Morrow we shun; to Day
we desire what to Morrow we fear; nay even tremble at the
Apprehensions of; this was exemplify’d in me at this Time in the
most lively Manner imaginable; for I whose only Affliction was, that
I seem’d banished from human Society, that I was alone, circum-
scrib’d by the boundless Ocean, cut off from Mankind, and con-
demn’d to what I call’d silent Life; that I was as one who Heaven
thought not worthy to be number’d among the Living, or to appear
among the rest of his Creatures; that to have seen one of my own
Species, would have seem’d to me a Raising me from Death to Life,
and the greatest Blessing that Heaven it self, next to the supreme
Blessing of Salvation, could bestow; I say, that I should now tremble
at the very Apprehensions of seeing a Man, and was ready to sink
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into the Ground at but the Shadow or silent Appearance of a Man’s
having set his Foot in the Island.

Such is the uneven State of human Life: And it afforded me a
great many curious Speculations afterwards, when I had a little
recover’d my first Surprize; I consider’d that this was the Station of
Life the infinitely wise and good Providence of God had determin’d
for me, that as I could not foresee what the Ends of Divine Wisdom
might be in all this, so I was not to dispute his Sovereignty, who, as I
was his Creature, had an undoubted Right by Creation to govern and
dispose of me absolutely as he thought fit; and who, as I was a
Creature who had offended him, had likewise a judicial Right to
condemn me to what Punishment he thought fit; and that it was my
Part to submit to bear his Indignation, because I had sinn’d against
him.

I then reflected that God, who was not only Righteous but
Omnipotent, as he had thought fit thus to punish and afflict me, so
he was able to deliver me; that if he did not think fit to do it, ’twas my
unquestion’d Duty to resign my self absolutely and entirely to his
Will; and on the other Hand, it was my Duty also to hope in him,
pray to him, and quietly to attend the Dictates and Directions of his
daily Providence.

These Thoughts took me up many Hours, Days; nay, I may say,
Weeks and Months; and one particular Effect of my Cogitations on
this Occasion, I cannot omit, viz. One Morning early, lying in my
Bed, and fill’d with Thought about my Danger from the Appearance
of Savages, I found it discompos’d me very much, upon which those
Words of the Scripture came into my Thoughts, Call upon me in the
Day of Trouble, and I will deliver, and thou shalt glorify me.*

Upon this, rising chearfully out of my Bed, my Heart was not only
comforted, but I was guided and encourag’d to pray earnestly to
God for Deliverance: When I had done praying, I took up my Bible,
and opening it to read, the first Words that presented to me, were,
Wait on the Lord, and be of good Cheer, and he shall strengthen thy
Heart; wait, I say, on the Lord:* It is impossible to express the
Comfort this gave me. In Answer, I thankfully laid down the Book,
and was no more sad, at least, not on that Occasion.

In the middle of these Cogitations, Apprehensions and Reflec-
tions, it came into my Thought one Day, that all this might be a meer
Chimera of my own; and that this Foot might be the Print of my own
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Foot, when I came on Shore from my Boat: This chear’d me up a
little too, and I began to perswade my self it was all a Delusion; that
it was nothing else but my own Foot, and why might not I come that
way from the Boat, as well as I was going that way to the Boat; again,
I consider’d also that I could by no Means tell for certain where I had
trod, and where I had not; and that if at last this was only the Print of
my own Foot, I had play’d the Part of those Fools, who strive to
make stories of Spectres, and Apparitions; and then are frighted at
them more than any body.

Now I began to take Courage, and to peep abroad again; for I had
not stirr’d out of my Castle for three Days and Nights; so that I
began to starve for Provision; for I had little or nothing within
Doors, but some Barley Cakes and Water. Then I knew that my
Goats wanted to be milk’d too, which usually was my Evening
Diversion; and the poor Creatures were in great Pain and Inconveni-
ence for want of it; and indeed, it almost spoil’d some of them, and
almost dry’d up their Milk.

Heartning my self therefore with the Belief that this was nothing
but the Print of one of my own Feet, and so I might be truly said to
start at my own Shadow, I began to go abroad again, and went to
my Country House, to milk my Flock; but to see with what Fear
I went forward, how often I look’d behind me, how I was ready
every now and then to lay down my Basket, and run for my Life, it
would have made any one have thought I was haunted with an evil
Conscience, or that I had been lately most terribly frighted, and so
indeed I had.

However, as I went down thus two or three Days, and having seen
nothing, I began to be a little bolder; and to think there was really
nothing in it, but my own Imagination: But I cou’d not perswade my
self fully of this, till I should go down to the Shore again, and see this
Print of a Foot, and measure it by my own, and see if there was any
Similitude or Fitness, that I might be assur’d it was my own Foot:
But when I came to the Place, First, It appear’d evidently to me, that
when I laid up my Boat, I could not possibly be on Shore any where
there about. Secondly, When I came to measure the Mark with my
own Foot, I found my Foot not so large by a great deal; both these
Things fill’d my Head with new Imaginations, and gave me the
Vapours again, to the highest Degree; so that I shook with cold, like
one in an Ague: And I went Home again, fill’d with the Belief that
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some Man or Men had been on Shore there; or in short, that the
Island was inhabited, and I might be surpriz’d before I was aware;
and what course to take for my Security I knew not.

O what ridiculous Resolution Men take, when possess’d with
Fear! It deprives them of the Use of those Means which Reason
offers for their Relief. The first Thing I propos’d to my self, was, to
throw down my Enclosures, and turn all my tame Cattle wild into
the Woods, that the Enemy might not find them; and then frequent
the Island in Prospect of the same, or the like Booty: Then to the
simple Thing of Digging up my two Corn Fields, that they might
not find such a Grain there, and still be prompted to frequent the
Island; then to demolish my Bower, and Tent, that they might not
see any Vestiges of Habitation, and be prompted to look farther, in
order to find out the Persons inhabiting.

These were the Subject of the first Night’s Cogitation, after I was
come Home again, while the Apprehensions which had so over-run
my Mind were fresh upon me, and my Head was full of Vapours, as
above: Thus Fear of Danger is ten thousand Times more terrifying
than Danger it self, when apparent to the Eyes; and we find the
Burthen of Anxiety greater by much, than the Evil which we are
anxious about; and which was worse than all this, I had not that
Relief in this Trouble from the Resignation I used to practise, that I
hop’d to have. I look’d, I thought, like Saul, who complain’d not
only that the Philistines were upon him; but that God had forsaken
him;* for I did not now take due Ways to compose my Mind, by
crying to God in my Distress, and resting upon his Providence, as I
had done before, for my Defence and Deliverance; which if I had
done, I had, at least, been more cheerfully supported under this new
Surprise, and perhaps carry’d through it with more Resolution.

This Confusion of my Thoughts kept me waking all Night; but in
the Morning I fell asleep, and having by the Amusement of my
Mind, been, as it were, tyr’d, and my Spirits exhausted; I slept very
soundly, and wak’d much better compos’d than I had ever been
before; and now I began to think sedately; and upon the utmost
Debate with my self, I concluded, That this Island, which was so
exceeding pleasant, fruitful, and no farther from the main Land than
as I had seen, was not so entirely abandon’d as I might imagine: That
altho’ there were no stated Inhabitants who liv’d on the Spot; yet
that there might sometimes come Boats off from the Shore, who
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either with Design, or perhaps never, but when they were driven by
cross Winds, might come to this Place.

That I had liv’d here fifteen Years now, and had not met with the
least Shadow or Figure of any People yet; and that if at any Time
they should be driven here, it was probable they went away again as
soon as ever they could, seeing they had never thought fit to fix there
upon any Occasion, to this Time.

That the most I cou’d suggest any Danger from, was, from any
such casual accidental Landing of straggling People from the Main,
who, as it was likely if they were driven hither, were here against
their Wills; so they made no stay here, but went off again with all
possible Speed, seldom staying one Night on Shore, least they
should not have the Help of the Tides, and Day-light back again;
and that therefore I had nothing to do but to consider of some safe
Retreat, in Case I should see any Savages land upon the Spot.

Now I began sorely to repent, that I had dug my Cave so large, as
to bring a Door through again, which Door, as I said, came out
beyond where my Fortification joyn’d to the Rock; upon maturely
considering this therefore, I resolv’d to draw me a second Fortifica-
tion, in the same Manner of a Semicircle, at a Distance from my
Wall, just where I had planted a double Row of Trees, about twelve
Years before, of which I made mention: These Trees having been
planted so thick before, they wanted but a few Piles to be driven
between them, that they should be thicker, and stronger, and my
Wall would be soon finish’d.

So that I had now a double Wall, and my outer Wall was thickned
with Pieces of Timber, old Cables, and every Thing I could think of,
to make it strong; having in it seven little Holes, about as big as I
might put my Arm out at: In the In-side of this, I thickned my Wall
to above ten Foot thick, with continual bringing Earth out of my
Cave, and laying it at the Foot of the Wall, and walking upon it; and
through the seven Holes, I contriv’d to plant the Musquets, of which
I took Notice, that I got seven on Shore out of the Ship; these, I say, I
planted like my Cannon, and fitted them into Frames that held them
like a Carriage, that so I could fire all the seven Guns in two Minutes
Time: This Wall I was many a weary Month a finishing, and yet
never thought my self safe till it was done.

When this was done, I stuck all the Ground without my Wall, for a
great way every way, as full with Stakes or Sticks of the Osier like

Robinson Crusoe



Wood, which I found so apt to grow, as they could well stand; inso-
much, that I believe I might set in near twenty thousand of them,
leaving a pretty large Space between them and my Wall, that I might
have room to see an Enemy, and they might have no shelter from the
young Trees, if they attempted to approach my outer Wall.

Thus in two Years Time I had a thick Grove and in five or six
Years Time I had a Wood before my Dwelling, growing so mon-
strous thick and strong, that it was indeed perfectly impassable; and
no Men of what kind soever, would ever imagine that there was any
Thing beyond it, much less a Habitation: As for the Way which I
propos’d to my self to go in and out, for I left no Avenue; it was by
setting two Ladders, one to a Part of the Rock which was low, and
then broke in, and left room to place another Ladder upon that; so
when the two Ladders were taken down, no Man living could come
down to me without mischieving himself; and if they had come
down, they were still on the Out-side of my outer Wall.

Thus I took all the Measures humane Prudence could suggest for
my own Preservation; and it will be seen at length, that they were not
altogether without just Reason; though I foresaw nothing at that
Time, more than my meer Fear suggested to me.

While this was doing, I was not altogether Careless of my other
Affairs; for I had a great Concern upon me, for my little Herd of
Goats; they were not only a present Supply to me upon every Occa-
sion, and began to be sufficient to me, without the Expence of Pow-
der and Shot; but also without the Fatigue of Hunting after the wild
Ones, and I was loth to lose the Advantage of them, and to have them
all to nurse up over again.

To this Purpose, after long Consideration, I could think of but
two Ways to preserve them; one was to find another convenient Place
to dig a Cave Under-ground, and to drive them into it every Night;
and the other was to enclose two or three little Bits of Land, remote
from one another and as much conceal’d as I could, where I might
keep about half a Dozen young Goats in each Place: So that if any
Disaster happen’d to the Flock in general, I might be able to raise
them again with little Trouble and Time: And this, tho’ it would
require a great deal of Time and Labour, I thought was the most
rational Design.

Accordingly I spent some Time to find out the most retir’d Parts
of the Island; and I pitch’d upon one which was as private indeed as
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my Heart could wish for; it was a little damp Piece of Ground in the
Middle of the hollow and thick Woods, where, as is observ’d, I
almost lost my self once before, endeavouring to come back that Way
from the Eastern Part of the Island: Here I found a clear Piece of
Land near three Acres, so surrounded with Woods, that it was almost
an Enclosure by Nature, at least it did not want near so much Labour
to make it so, as the other Pieces of Ground I had work’d so hard at.

I immediately went to Work with this Piece of Ground, and in less
than a Month’s Time, I had so fenc’d it round, that my Flock or
Herd, call it which you please, who were not so wild now as at first
they might be supposed to be, were well enough secur’d in it. So,
without any farther Delay, I removed ten young She-Goats and two
He-Goats to this Piece; and when they were there, I continued to
perfect the Fence till I had made it as secure as the other, which,
however, I did at more Leisure, and it took me up more Time by a
great deal.

All this Labour I was at the Expence of, purely from my
Apprehensions on the Account of the Print of a Man’s Foot which I
had seen; for as yet I never saw any human Creature come near the
Island, and I had now liv’d two Years under these Uneasinesses,
which indeed made my Life much less comfortable than it was
before; as may well be imagin’d by any who know what it is to live in
the constant Snare of the Fear of Man; and this I must observe with
Grief too, that the Discomposure of my Mind had too great Impres-
sions also upon the religious Part of my Thoughts, for the Dread and
Terror of falling into the Hands of Savages and Canibals, lay so upon
my Spirits, that I seldom found my self in a due Temper for Applica-
tion to my Maker, at least not with the sedate Calmness and Resigna-
tion of Soul which I was wont to do; I rather pray’d to God as under
great Affliction and Pressure of Mind, surrounded with Danger, and
in Expectation every Night of being murther’d and devour’d before
Morning; and I must testify from my Experience, that a Temper of
Peace, Thankfulness, Love and Affection, is much more the proper
Frame for Prayer than that of Terror and Discomposure; and that
under the Dread of Mischief impending, a Man is no more fit for a
comforting Performance of the Duty of praying to God, than he is
for Repentance on a sick Bed: For these Discomposures affect the
Mind as the others do the Body; and the Discomposure of the Mind
must necessarily be as great a Disability as that of the Body, and
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much greater, Praying to God being properly an Act of the Mind,
not of the Body.

But to go on; After I had thus secur’d one Part of my little living
Stock, I went about the whole Island, searching for another private
Place, to make such another Deposit; when wandring more to the
West Point of the Island, than I had ever done yet, and looking out to
Sea, I thought I saw a Boat upon the Sea, at a great Distance; I had
found a Prospective Glass, or two, in one of the Seamen’s Chests,
which I sav’d out of our Ship; but I had it not about me, and this was
so remote, that I could not tell what to make of it; though I look’d at
it till my Eyes were not able to hold to look any longer; whether it
was a Boat, or not, I do not know; but as I descended from the Hill, I
could see no more of it, so I gave it over; only I resolv’d to go no
more out without a Prospective Glass in my Pocket.

When I was come down the Hill, to the End of the Island, where
indeed I had never been before, I was presently convinc’d, that the
seeing the Print of a Man’s Foot, was not such a strange Thing in the
Island as I imagin’d; and but that it was a special Providence that I
was cast upon the Side of the Island, where the Savages never came:
I should easily have known, that nothing was more frequent than for
the Canoes from the Main, when they happen’d to be a little too far
out at Sea, to shoot over to that Side of the Island for Harbour;
likewise as they often met, and fought in their Canoes, the Victors
having taken any Prisoners, would bring them over to this Shore,
where according to their dreadful Customs, being all Canibals, they
would kill and eat them; of which hereafter.

When I was come down the Hill, to the Shore, as I said above,
being the S. W. Point of the Island, I was perfectly confounded and
amaz’d; nor is it possible for me to express the Horror of my Mind,
at seeing the Shore spread with Skulls, Hands, Feet, and other Bones
of humane Bodies; and particularly I observ’d a Place where there
had been a Fire made, and a Circle dug in the Earth, like a Cockpit,
where it is suppos’d the Savage Wretches had sat down to their
inhumane Feastings upon the Bodies of their Fellow-Creatures.

I was so astonish’d with the Sight of these Things, that I enter-
tain’d no Notions of any Danger to my self from it for a long while;
All my Apprehensions were bury’d in the Thoughts of such a Pitch
of inhuman, hellish Brutality, and the Horror of the Degeneracy of
Humane Nature; which though I had heard of often, yet I never had
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so near a View of before; in short, I turn’d away my Face from the
horrid Spectacle; my Stomach grew sick, and I was just at the Point
of Fainting, when Nature discharg’d the Disorder from my Stom-
ach; and having vomited with an uncommon Violence, I was a little
reliev’d; but cou’d not bear to stay in the Place a Moment; so I gat
me up the Hill again, with all the Speed I cou’d, and walk’d on
towards my own Habitation.

When I came a little out of that Part of the Island, I stood still a
while as amaz’d; and then recovering my self, I look’d up with the
utmost Affection of my Soul, and with a Flood of Tears in my Eyes,
gave God Thanks that had cast my first Lot in a Part of the World,
where I was distinguish’d from such dreadful Creatures as these; and
that though I had esteem’d my present Condition very miserable,
had yet given me so many Comforts in it, that I had still more to give
Thanks for than to complain of; and this above all, that I had even in
this miserable Condition been comforted with the Knowledge of
himself, and the Hope of his Blessing, which was a Felicity more
than sufficiently equivalent to all the Misery which I had suffer’d, or
could suffer.

In this Frame of Thankfulness, I went Home to my Castle, and
began to be much easier now, as to the Safety of my Circumstances,
than ever I was before; for I observ’d, that these Wretches never
came to this Island in search of what they could get; perhaps not
seeking, not wanting, or not expecting any Thing here; and having
often, no doubt, been up in the cover’d woody Part of it, without
finding any Thing to their Purpose. I knew I had been here now
almost eighteen Years, and never saw the least Foot-steps of Humane
Creature there before; and I might be here eighteen more, as entirely
conceal’d as I was now, if I did not discover my self to them, which I
had no manner of Occasion to do, it being my only Business to keep
my self entirely conceal’d where I was, unless I found a better sort of
Creatures than Canibals to make my self known to.

Yet I entertain’d such an Abhorrence of the Savage Wretches, that
I have been speaking of, and of the wretched inhuman Custom of
their devouring and eating one another up, that I continu’d pensive,
and sad, and kept close within my own Circle for almost two Years
after this: When I say my own Circle, I mean by it, my three Plant-
ations, viz. my Castle, my Country Seat, which I call’d my Bower,
and my Enclosure in the Woods; nor did I look after this for any
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other Use than as an Enclosure for my Goats; for the Aversion which
Nature gave me to these hellish Wretches, was such, that I was
fearful of seeing them, as of seeing the Devil himself; nor did I so
much as go to look after my Boat, in all this Time; but began rather
to think of making me another; for I cou’d not think of ever making
any more Attempts, to bring the other Boat round the Island to me,
least I should meet with some of these Creatures at Sea, in which, if I
had happen’d to have fallen into their Hands, I knew what would
have been my Lot.

Time however, and the Satisfaction I had, that I was in no Danger
of being discover’d by these People, began to wear off my Uneasiness
about them; and I began to live just in the same compos’d Manner as
before; only with this Difference, that I used more Caution, and kept
my Eyes more about me than I did before, least I should happen to
be seen by any of them; and particularly, I was more cautious of
firing my Gun, least any of them being on the Island, should happen
to hear of it; and it was therefore a very good Providence to me,* that
I had furnish’d my self with a tame Breed of Goats, that I needed not
hunt any more about the Woods, or shoot at them; and if I did catch
any of them after this, it was by Traps, and Snares, as I had done
before; so that for two Years after this, I believe I never fir’d my Gun
once off, though I never went out without it; and which was more, as
I had sav’d three Pistols out of the Ship, I always carry’d them out
with me, or at least two of them, sticking them in my Goat-skin Belt;
also I furbish’d up one of the great Cutlashes, that I had out of the
Ship, and made me a Belt to put it on also; so that I was now a most
formidable Fellow to look at, when I went abroad, if you add to the
former Description of my self, the Particular of two Pistols, and a
great broad Sword, hanging at my Side in a Belt, but without a
Scabbard.

Things going on thus, as I have said, for some Time; I seem’d,
excepting these Cautions, to be reduc’d to my former calm, sedate
Way of Living, all these Things tended to shewing me more
and more how far my Condition was from being miserable, compar’d
to some others; nay, to many other Particulars of Life, which it
might have pleased God to have made my Lot. It put me upon
reflecting, How little repining there would be among Mankind,
at any Condition of Life, if People would rather compare their
Condition with those that are worse, in order to be thankful, than
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be always comparing them with those which are better, to assist their
Murmurings and Complainings.

As in my present Condition there were not really many Things
which I wanted; so indeed I thought that the Frights I had been in
about these Savage Wretches, and the Concern I had been in for my
own Preservation, had taken off the Edge of my Invention for my
own Conveniences; and I had dropp’d a good Design, which I had
once bent my Thoughts too much upon; and that was, to try if I
could not make some of my Barley into Malt, and then try to brew my
self some Beer: This was really a whimsical Thought, and I reprov’d
my self often for the Simplicity of it; for I presently saw there would
be the want of several Things necessary to the making my Beer, that
it would be impossible for me to supply; as First, Casks to preserve it
in, which was a Thing, that as I have observ’d already, I cou’d never
compass; no, though I spent not many Days, but Weeks, nay, Months
in attempting it, but to no purpose. In the next Place, I had no Hops
to make it keep, no Yeast to make it work, no Copper or Kettle to
make it boil; and yet all these Things, notwithstanding, I verily
believe, had not these Things interven’d, I mean the Frights and
Terrors I was in about the Savages, I had undertaken it, and perhaps
brought it to pass too; for I seldom gave any Thing over without
accomplishing it, when I once had it in my Head enough to begin it.

But my Invention now run quite another Way; for Night and Day,
I could think of nothing but how I might destroy some of these
Monsters in their cruel bloody Entertainment, and if possible, save
the Victim they should bring hither to destroy. It would take up a
larger Volume than this whole Work is intended to be, to set down all
the Contrivances I hatch’d, or rather brooded upon in my Thought,
for the destroying these Creatures, or at least frighting them, so as to
prevent their coming hither any more; but all was abortive, nothing
could be possible to take effect, unless I was to be there to do it my
self; and what could one Man do among them, when perhaps there
might be twenty or thirty of them together, with their Darts, or their
Bows and Arrows, with which they could shoot as true to a Mark, as
I could with my Gun?

Sometimes I contriv’d to dig a Hole under the Place where they
made their Fire, and put in five or six Pound of Gun-powder, which
when they kindled their Fire, would consequently take Fire, and
blow up all that was near it; but as in the first Place I should be very
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loth to wast so much Powder upon them, my Store being now within
the Quantity of one Barrel; so neither could I be sure of its going off,
at any certain Time, when it might surprise them, and at best, that it
would do little more than just blow the Fire about their Ears and
fright them, but not sufficient to make them forsake the Place; so I
laid it aside, and then propos’d, that I would place my self in
Ambush, in some convenient Place, with my three Guns, all double
loaded; and in the middle of their bloody Ceremony, let fly at them,
when I should be sure to kill or wound perhaps two or three at every
shoot; and then falling in upon them with my three Pistols, and my
Sword, I made no doubt, but that if there was twenty I should kill
them all: This Fancy pleas’d my Thoughts for some Weeks, and I
was so full of it, that I often dream’d of it; and sometimes that I was
just going to let fly at them in my Sleep.

I went so far with it in my Imagination, that I employ’d my self
several Days to find out proper Places to put my self in Ambuscade,
as I said, to watch for them; and I went frequently to the Place it self,
which was now grown more familiar to me; and especially while my
Mind was thus fill’d with Thoughts of Revenge, and of a bloody
putting twenty or thirty of them to the Sword, as I may call it, the
Horror I had at the Place, and at the Signals of the barbarous
Wretches devouring one another, abated my Malice.*

Well, at length I found a Place in the Side of the Hill, where I was
satisfy’d I might securely wait, till I saw any of their Boats coming,
and might then, even before they would be ready to come on Shore,
convey my self unseen into Thickets of Trees, in one of which there
was a Hollow large enough to conceal me entirely; and where I might
sit, and observe all their bloody Doings, and take my full aim at their
Heads, when they were so close together, as that it would be next to
impossible that I should miss my Shoot, or that I could fail wound-
ing three or four of them at the first Shoot.

In this Place then I resolv’d to fix my Design, and accordingly I
prepar’d two Muskets, and my ordinary Fowling Piece. The two
Muskets I loaded with a Brace of Slugs each, and four or five smaller
Bullets, about the Size of Pistol Bullets; and the Fowling Piece I
loaded with near a Handful of Swan-shot, of the largest Size; I also
loaded my Pistols with about four Bullets each, and in this Posture,
well provided with Ammunition for a second and third Charge, I
prepar’d my self for my Expedition.
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After I had thus laid the Scheme of my Design, and in my
Imagination put it in Practice, I continually made my Tour every
Morning up to the Top of the Hill, which was from my Castle, as I
call’d it, about three Miles, or more, to see if I cou’d observe any
Boats upon the Sea, coming near the Island, or standing over
towards it; but I began to tire of this hard Duty, after I had for two or
three Months constantly kept my Watch; but came always back
without any Discovery, there having not in all that Time been the
least Appearance, not only on, or near the Shore; but not on the
whole Ocean, so far as my Eyes or Glasses could reach every Way.

As long as I kept up my daily Tour to the Hill, to look out; so long
also I kept up the Vigour of my Design, and my Spirits seem’d to be
all the while in a suitable Form, for so outragious an Execution as the
killing twenty or thirty naked Savages, for an Offence which I had
not at all entred into a Discussion of in my Thoughts, any farther
than my Passions were at first fir’d by the Horror I conceiv’d at the
unnatural Custom of that People of the Country, who it seems had
been suffer’d by Providence in his wise Disposition of the World, to
have no other Guide than that of their own abominable and vitiated
Passions; and consequently were left, and perhaps had been so for
some Ages, to act such horrid Things, and receive such dreadful
Customs, as nothing but Nature entirely abandon’d of Heaven, and
acted by some hellish Degeneracy, could have run them into: But
now, when as I have said, I began to be weary of the fruitless Excur-
sion, which I had made so long, and so far, every Morning in vain, so
my Opinion of the Action it self began to alter, and I began with
cooler and calmer Thoughts to consider what it was I was going to
engage in. What Authority, or Call I had, to pretend to be Judge and
Executioner upon these Men as Criminals, whom Heaven had
thought fit for so many Ages to suffer unpunish’d, to go on, and to be
as it were, the Executioners of his Judgments one upon another.
How far these People were Offenders against me, and what Right I
had to engage in the Quarrel of that Blood, which they shed pro-
miscuously one upon another. I debated this very often with my self
thus; How do I know what God himself judges in this particular
Case? it is certain these People either do not commit this as a Crime;
it is not against their own Consciences reproving, or their Light
reproaching them. They do not know it be an Offence, and then
commit it in Defiance of Divine Justice, as we do in almost all the
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Sins we Commit. They think it no more a Crime to kill a Captive
taken in War, than we do to kill an Ox; nor to eat humane Flesh, than
we do to eat Mutton.

When I had consider’d this a little, it follow’d necessarily, that I
was certainly in the Wrong in it, that these People were not Mur-
therers in the Sense that I had before condemn’d them, in my
Thoughts; any more than those Christians were Murtherers, who
often put to Death the Prisoners taken in Battle; or more frequently,
upon many Occasions, put whole Troops of Men to the Sword,
without giving Quarter, though they threw down their Arms and
submitted.

In the next Place it occurr’d to me, that albeit the Usage they thus
gave one another, was thus brutish and inhuman; yet it was really
nothing to me: These People had done me no Injury. That if they
attempted me,* or I saw it necessary for my immediate Preservation
to fall upon them, something might be said for it; but that as I was
yet out of their Power, and they had really no Knowledge of me, and
consequently no Design upon me; and therefore it could not be just
for me to fall upon them. That this would justify the Conduct of the
Spaniards in all their Barbarities practis’d in America, and where they
destroy’d Millions of these People, who however they were Idolaters
and Barbarians, and had several bloody and barbarous Rites in their
Customs, such as sacrificing human Bodies to their Idols, were yet,
as to the Spaniards, very innocent People; and that the rooting them
out of the Country, is spoken of with the utmost Abhorrence and
Detestation, by even the Spaniards themselves, at this Time; and by
all other Christian Nations of Europe, as a meer Butchery, a bloody
and unnatural Piece of Cruelty, unjustifiable either to God or Man;*
and such, as for which the very Name of a Spaniard is reckon’d to be
frightful and terrible to all People of Humanity, or of Christian
Compassion: As if the Kingdom of Spain were particularly Eminent
for the Product of a Race of Men, who were without Principles of
Tenderness, or the common Bowels of Pity* to the Miserable, which
is reckon’d to be a Mark of generous Temper in the Mind.

These Considerations really put me to a Pause, and to a kind of a
Full-stop; and I began by little and little to be off of my Design, and
to conclude, I had taken wrong Measures in my Resolutions to attack
the Savages; that it was not my Business to meddle with them, unless
they first attack’d me, and this it was my Business if possible to
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prevent; but that if I were discover’d, and attack’d, then I knew my
Duty.

On the other hand, I argu’d with my self, That this really was the
way not to deliver my self, but entirely to ruin and destroy my self;
for unless I was sure to kill every one that not only should be on
Shore at that Time, but that should ever come on Shore afterwards,
if but one of them escap’d, to tell their Country People what had
happen’d, they would come over again by Thousands to revenge the
Death of their Fellows, and I should only bring upon my self a
certain Destruction, which at present I had no manner of occasion
for.

Upon the whole I concluded, That neither in Principle or in
Policy, I ought one way or other to concern my self in this Affair.
That my Business was by all possible Means to conceal my self from
them, and not to leave the least Signal to them to guess by, that there
were any living Creatures upon the Island; I mean of humane Shape.

Religion joyn’d in with this Prudential, and I was convinc’d now
many Ways, that I was perfectly out of my Duty, when I was laying
all my bloody Schemes for the Destruction of innocent Creatures, I
mean innocent as to me: As to the Crimes they were guilty of
towards one another, I had nothing to do with them; they were
National, and I ought to leave them to the Justice of God, who is the
Governour of Nations, and knows how by National Punishments to
make a just Retribution for National Offences; and to bring publick
Judgments upon those who offend in a publick Manner, by such
Ways as best pleases him.

This appear’d so clear to me now, that nothing was a greater
Satisfaction to me, than that I had not been suffer’d to do a Thing
which I now saw so much Reason to believe would have been no less
a Sin, than that of wilful Murther, if I had committed it; and I gave
most humble Thanks on my Knees to God, that had thus deliver’d
me from Blood-Guiltiness; beseeching him to grant me the Protec-
tion of his Providence, that I might not fall into the Hands of the
Barbarians; or that I might not lay my Hands upon them, unless I
had a more clear Call from Heaven to do it, in Defence of my own
Life.

In this Disposition I continu’d, for near a Year after this; and so
far was I from desiring an Occasion for falling upon these Wretches,
that in all that Time, I never once went up the Hill to see whether
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there were any of them in Sight, or to know whether any of them had
been on Shore there, or not, that I might not be tempted to renew
any of my Contrivances against them, or be provok’d by any Advan-
tage which might present it self, to fall upon them; only this I did, I
went and remov’d my Boat, which I had on the other Side the Island,
and carry’d it down to the East End of the whole Island, where I ran
it into a little Cove which I found under some high Rocks, and where
I knew, by Reason of the Currents, the Savages durst not, at least
would not come with their Boats, upon any Account whatsoever.

With my Boat I carry’d away every Thing that I had left there
belonging to her, though not necessary for the bare going thither,
viz. A Mast and Sail which I had made for her, and a Thing like an
Anchor, but indeed which could not be call’d either Anchor or
Grapling; however, it was the best I could make of its kind: All these
I remov’d, that there might not be the least Shadow of any Dis-
covery, or any Appearance of any Boat, or of any human Habitation
upon the Island.

Besides this, I kept my self, as I said, more retir’d than ever, and
seldom went from my Cell, other than upon my constant Employ-
ment, viz. To milk my She-goats, and manage my little Flock, in the
Wood; which as it was quite on the other Part of the Island, was quite
out of Danger; for certain it is, that these Savage People who some-
times haunted this Island, never came with any Thoughts of finding
any Thing here; and consequently never wandred off from the
Coast; and I doubt not, but they might have been several Times on
Shore, after my Apprehensions of them had made me cautious as
well as before; and indeed, I look’d back with some Horror upon the
Thoughts of what my Condition would have been, if I had chop’d
upon them, and been discover’d before that, when naked and
unarm’d, except with one Gun, and that loaden often only with
small Shot, I walk’d every where peeping, and peeping about the
Island, to see what I could get; what a Surprise should I have been in,
if when I discover’d the Print of a Man’s Foot, I had instead of that,
seen fifteen or twenty Savages, and found them pursuing me, and by
the Swiftness of their Running, no Possibility of my escaping them.

The Thoughts of this sometimes sunk my very Soul within me,
and distress’d my Mind so much, that I could not soon recover it, to
think what I should have done, and how I not only should not have
been able to resist them, but even should not have had Presence of
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Mind enough to do what I might have done; much less, what now
after so much Consideration and Preparation I might be able to do:
Indeed, after serious thinking of these Things, I should be very
Melancholly, and sometimes it would last a great while; but I
resolv’d it at last all into Thankfulness to that Providence, which had
deliver’d me from so many unseen Dangers, and had kept me from
those Mischiefs which I could no way have been the Agent in
delivering my self from; because I had not the least Notion of any
such Thing depending, or the least Supposition of it being possible.

This renew’d a Contemplation, which often had come to my
Thoughts in former Time, when first I began to see the merciful
Dispositions of Heaven, in the Dangers we run through in this Life.
How wonderfully we are deliver’d, when we know nothing of it.
How when we are in (a Quandary, as we call it) a Doubt or Hesita-
tion, whether to go this Way, or that Way, a secret Hint shall direct us
this Way, when we intended to go that Way; nay, when Sense, our
own Inclination, and perhaps Business has call’d to go the other Way,
yet a strange Impression upon the Mind, from we know not what
Springs, and by we know not what Power, shall over-rule us to go
this Way; and it shall afterwards appear, that had we gone that Way
which we should have gone, and even to our Imagination ought to
have gone, we should have been ruin’d and lost: Upon these, and
many like Reflections, I afterwards made it a certain Rule with me,
That whenever I found those secret Hints, or pressings of my Mind,
to doing, or not doing any Thing that presented; or to going this
Way, or that Way, I never fail’d to obey the secret Dictate; though I
knew no other Reason for it, than that such a Pressure, or such a
Hint hung upon my Mind: I could give many Examples of the Suc-
cess of this Conduct in the Course of my Life; but more especially in
the latter Part of my inhabiting this unhappy Island; besides many
Occasions which it is very likely I might have taken Notice of, if I
had seen with the same Eyes then, that I saw with now: But ’tis never
too late to be wise; and I cannot but advise all considering Men,
whose Lives are attended with such extraordinary Incidents as mine,
or even though not so extraordinary, not to slight such secret Intim-
ations of Providence, let them come from what invisible Intelligence
they will, that I shall not discuss,* and perhaps cannot account for;
but certainly they are a Proof of the Converse of Spirits, and the
secret Communication between those embody’d, and those unem-
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body’d; and such a Proof as can never be withstood: Of which I shall
have Occasion to give some very remarkable Instances, in the
Remainder of my solitary Residence in this dismal Place.

I believe the Reader of this will not think strange, if I confess that
these Anxieties, these constant Dangers I liv’d in, and the Concern
that was now upon me, put an End to all Invention, and to all the
Contrivances that I had laid for my future Accommodations and
Conveniencies. I had the Care of my Safety more now upon my
Hands, than that of my Food. I car’d not to drive a Nail, or chop a
Stick of Wood now, for fear the Noise I should make should be
heard; much less would I fire a Gun, for the same Reason; and above
all, I was intollerably uneasy at making any Fire, least the Smoke
which is visible at a great Distance in the Day should betray me; and
for this Reason I remov’d that Part of my Business which requir’d
Fire; such as burning of Pots, and Pipes, &c. into my new Apartment
in the Woods, where after I had been some time, I found to my
unspeakable Consolation, a meer natural Cave in the Earth, which
went in a vast way, and where, I dare say, no Savage, had he been at
the Mouth of it, would be so hardy as to venture in, nor indeed,
would any Man else; but one who like me, wanted nothing so much
as a safe Retreat.

The Mouth of this Hollow, was at the Bottom of a great Rock,
where by meer accident, (I would say, if I did not see abundant
Reason to ascribe all such Things now to Providence) I was cutting
down some thick Branches of Trees, to make Charcoal; and before I
go on, I must observe the Reason of my making this Charcoal; which
was thus:

I was afraid of making a Smoke about my Habitation, as I said
before; and yet I could not live there without baking my Bread,
cooking my Meat, &c. so I contriv’d to burn some Wood here, as I
had seen done in England, under Turf, till it became Chark, or dry
Coal; and then putting the Fire out, I preserv’d the Coal to carry
Home; and perform the other Services which Fire was wanting for at
Home without Danger of Smoke.

But this is by the by: While I was cutting down some Wood here, I
perceiv’d that behind a very thick Branch of low Brushwood, or
Underwood, there was a kind of hollow Place; I was curious to look
into it, and getting with Difficulty into the Mouth of it, I found it
was pretty large; that is to say, sufficient for me to stand upright in it,
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and perhaps another with me; but I must confess to you, I made
more hast out than I did in, when looking farther into the Place, and
which was perfectly dark, I saw two broad shining Eyes of some
Creature, whether Devil or Man I knew not, which twinkl’d like two
Stars, the dim Light from the Cave’s Mouth shining directly in and
making the Reflection.

However, after some Pause, I recover’d my self, and began to call
my self a thousand Fools, and tell my self, that he that was afraid to
see the Devil, was not fit to live twenty Years in an Island all alone;
and that I durst to believe there was nothing in this Cave that was
more frightful than my self; upon this, plucking up my Courage, I
took up a great Firebrand, and in I rush’d again, with the Stick
flaming in my Hand; I had not gone three Steps in, but I was almost
as much frighted as I was before; for I heard a very loud Sigh, like
that of a Man in some Pain, and it was follow’d by a broken Noise, as
if of Words half express’d, and then a deep Sigh again: I stepp’d
back, and was indeed struck with such a Surprize, that it put me into
a cold Sweat; and if I had had a Hat on my Head, I will not answer
for it, that my Hair might not have lifted it off. But still plucking up
my Spirits as well as I could, and encouraging my self a little with
considering that the Power and Presence of God was every where,
and was able to protect me; upon this I stepp’d forward again, and by
the Light of the Firebrand, holding it up a little over my Head, I saw
lying on the Ground a most monstrous frightful old He-goat, just
making his Will, as we say, and gasping for Life, and dying indeed of
meer old Age.*

I stirr’d him a little to see if I could get him out, and he essay’d to
get up, but was not able to raise himself; and I thought with my self,
he might even lie there; for if he had frighted me so, he would
certainly fright any of the Savages, if any of them should be so hardy
as to come in there, while he had any Life in him.

I was now recover’d from my Surprize, and began to look round
me, when I found the Cave was but very small, that is to say, it might
be about twelve Foot over, but in no manner of Shape, either round
or square, no Hands having ever been employ’d in making it, but
those of meer Nature: I observ’d also, that there was a Place at the
farther Side of it, that went in farther, but was so low, that it requir’d
me to creep upon my Hands and Knees to go into it, and whither I
went I knew not; so having no Candle, I gave it over for some Time;
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but resolv’d to come again the next Day, provided with Candles, and
a Tinder-box, which I had made of the Lock of one of the Muskets,
with some wild-fire in the Pan.*

Accordingly the next Day, I came provided with six large Candles
of my own making; for I made very good Candles now of Goat’s
Tallow; and going into this low Place, I was oblig’d to creep upon
all Fours, as I have said, almost ten Yards; which by the way, I
thought was a Venture bold enough, considering that I knew not
how far it might go, nor what was beyond it. When I was got
through the Strait, I found the Roof rose higher up, I believe near
twenty Foot; but never was such a glorious Sight seen in the Island,
I dare say, as it was, to look round the Sides and Roof of this Vault,
or Cave; the Walls reflected  thousand Lights to me from my
two Candles; what it was in Rock, whether Diamonds, or any
other precious Stones, or Gold, which I rather suppos’d it to be, I
knew not.

The Place I was in, was a most delightful Cavity, or Grotto, of its
kind, as could be expected, though perfectly dark; the Floor was dry
and level, and had a sort of small lose Gravel upon it, so that there
was no nauseous or venemous Creature to be seen, neither was there
any damp, or wet, on the Sides or Roof: The only Difficulty in it was
the Entrance, which however as it was a Place of Security, and such a
Retreat as I wanted, I thought that was a Convenience; so that I was
really rejoyc’d at the Discovery, and resolv’d without any Delay, to
bring some of those Things which I was most anxious about, to this
Place; particularly, I resolv’d to bring hither my Magazine of Pow-
der, and all my spare Arms, viz. Two Fowling-Pieces, for I had three
in all; and three Muskets, for of them I had eight in all; so I kept at
my Castle only five, which stood ready mounted like Pieces of Can-
non, on my out-most Fence; and were ready also to take out upon
any Expedition.

Upon this Occasion of removing my Ammunition, I took occasion
to open the Barrel of Powder which I took up out of the Sea, and
which had been wet; and I found that the Water had penetrated
about three or four Inches into the Powder, on every Side, which
caking and growing hard, had preserv’d the inside like a Kernel in a
Shell; so that I had near sixty Pound of very good Powder in the
Center of the Cask, and this was an agreeable Discovery to me at that
Time; so I carry’d all away thither, never keeping above two or three
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Pound of Powder with me in my Castle, for fear of a Surprize of any
kind: I also carry’d thither all the Lead I had left for Bullets.

I fancy’d my self now like one of the ancient Giants, which are
said to live in Caves, and Holes, in the Rocks, where none could
come at them; for I perswaded my self while I was here, if five
hundred Savages were to hunt me, they could never find me out; or
if they did, they would not venture to attack me here.

The old Goat who I found expiring, dy’d in the Mouth of the
Cave, the next Day after I made this Discovery; and I found it much
easier to dig a great Hole there, and throw him in, and cover him
with Earth, than to drag him out; so I interr’d him there, to prevent
the Offence to my Nose.

I was now in my twenty third Year of Residence in this Island, and
was so naturaliz’d to the Place, and to the Manner of Living, that
could I have but enjoy’d the Certainty that no Savages would come
to the Place to disturb me, I could have been content to have capitu-
lated for spending the rest of my Time there, even to the last
Moment, till I had laid me down and dy’d, like the old Goat in the
Cave. I had also arriv’d to some little Diversions and Amusements,
which made the Time pass more pleasantly with me a great deal,
than it did before; as First, I had taught my Poll, as I noted before, to
speak; and he did it so familiarly, and talk’d so articulately and plain,
that it was very pleasant to me; and he liv’d with me no less than six
and twenty Years: How long he might live afterwards, I know not;
though I know they have a Notion in the Brasils, that they live a
hundred Years; perhaps poor Poll may be alive there still,* calling
after Poor Robin Crusoe to this Day. I wish no English Man the ill
Luck to come there and hear him; but if he did, he would certainly
believe it was the Devil. My Dog was a very pleasant and loving
Companion to me, for no less than sixteen Years of my Time, and
then dy’d, of meer old Age; as for my Cats, they multiply’d as I have
observ’d to that Degree, that I was oblig’d to shoot several of them at
first, to keep them from devouring me, and all I had; but at length,
when the two old Ones I brought with me were gone, and after some
time continually driving them from me, and letting them have no
Provision with me, they all ran wild into the Woods, except two or
three Favourites, which I kept tame; and whose Young when they
had any, I always drown’d; and these were part of my Family:
Besides these, I always kept two or three houshold Kids about me,
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who I taught to feed out of my Hand; and I had two more Parrots
which talk’d pretty well, and would all call Robin Crusoe; but none
like my first; nor indeed did I take the Pains with any of them that I
had done with him. I had also several tame Sea-Fowls, whose Names
I know not, who I caught upon the Shore, and cut their Wings; and
the little Stakes which I had planted before my Castle Wall being
now grown up to a good thick Grove, these Fowls all liv’d among
these low Trees, and bred there, which was very agreeable to me; so
that as I said above, I began to be very well contented with the Life I
led, if it might but have been secur’d from the dread of the Savages.

But it was otherwise directed; and it may not be amiss for all
People who shall meet with my Story, to make this just Observation
from it, viz. How frequently in the Course of our Lives, the Evil
which in it self we seek most to shun, and which when we are fallen
into it, is the most dreadful to us, is oftentimes the very Means or
Door of our Deliverance, by which alone we can be rais’d again from
the Affliction we are fallen into. I cou’d give many Examples of this
in the Course of my unaccountable Life; but in nothing was it more
particularly remarkable, than in the Circumstances of my last Years
of solitary Residence in this Island.

It was now the Month of December, as I said above, in my twenty
third Year; and this being the Southern Solstice,* for Winter I cannot
call it, was the particular Time of my Harvest, and requir’d my being
pretty much abroad in the Fields; when going out pretty early in the
Morning, even before it was thorow Day-light, I was surpriz’d with
seeing a Light of some Fire upon the Shore, at a Distance from me,
of about two Mile towards the End of the Island, where I had
observ’d some Savages had been as before; but not on the other Side;
but to my great Affliction, it was on my Side of the Island.

I was indeed terribly surpriz’d at the Sight, and stepp’d short*
within my Grove, not daring to go out, least I might be surpriz’d; and
yet I had no more Peace within, from the Apprehensions I had, that if
these Savages in rambling over the Island, should find my Corn
standing, or cut, or any of my Works and Improvements, they would
immediately conclude, that there were People in the Place, and would
then never give over till they had found me out: In this Extremity I
went back directly to my Castle, pull’d up the Ladder after me, and
made all Things without look as wild and natural as I could.

Then I prepar’d my self within, putting my self in a Posture of
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Defence; I loaded all my Cannon, as I call’d them; that is to say, my
Muskets, which were mounted upon my new Fortification, and all
my Pistols, and resolv’d to defend my self to the last Gasp, not
forgetting seriously to commend my self to the Divine Protection,
and earnestly to pray to God to deliver me out of the Hands of the
Barbarians; and in this Posture I continu’d about two Hours; but
began to be mighty impatient for Intelligence abroad, for I had no
Spies to send out.

After sitting a while longer, and musing what I should do in this
Case, I was not able to bear sitting in Ignorance any longer; so setting
up my Ladder to the Side of the Hill, where there was a flat Place, as
I observ’d before, and then pulling the Ladder up after me, I set it up
again, and mounted to the Top of the Hill; and pulling out my
Perspective Glass, which I had taken on Purpose, I laid me down flat
on my Belly, on the Ground, and began to look for the Place; I
presently found there was no less than nine naked Savages, sitting
round a small Fire, they had made, not to warm them; for they had
no need of that, the Weather being extreme hot; but as I suppos’d, to
dress some of their barbarous Diet, of humane Flesh, which they
had brought with them, whether alive or dead I could not know.

They had two Canoes with them, which they had haled up upon
the Shore; and as it was then Tide of Ebb, they seem’d to me to wait
for the Return of the Flood, to go away again; it is not easy to
imagine what Confusion this Sight put me into, especially seeing
them come on my Side the Island, and so near me too; but when I
observ’d their coming must be always with the Current of the Ebb, I
began afterwards to be more sedate in my Mind, being satisfy’d that
I might go abroad with Safety all the Time of the Tide of Flood, if
they were not on Shore before: And having made this Observation, I
went abroad about my Harvest Work with the more Composure.

As I expected, so it prov’d; for as soon as the Tide made to the
Westward, I saw them all take Boat, and row (or paddle as we call it)
all away: I should have observ’d, that for an Hour and more before
they went off, they went to dancing, and I could easily discern their
Postures, and Gestures, by my Glasses: I could not perceive by my
nicest Observation, but that they were stark naked, and had not the
least covering upon them; but whether they were Men or Women,
that I could not distinguish.

As soon as I saw them shipp’d, and gone, I took two Guns upon
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my Shoulders, and two Pistols at my Girdle, and my great Sword by
my Side, without a Scabbard, and with all the Speed I was able to
make, I went away to the Hill, where I had discover’d the first
Appearance of all; and as soon as I gat thither, which was not less
than two Hours (for I could not go apace, being so loaden with Arms
as I was) I perceiv’d there had been three Canoes more of Savages on
that Place; and looking out farther, I saw they were all at Sea
together, making over for the Main.

This was a dreadful Sight to me, especially when going down to
the Shore, I could see the Marks of Horror, which the dismal Work
they had been about had left behind it, viz. The Blood, the Bones,
and part of the Flesh of humane Bodies, eaten and devour’d by those
Wretches, with Merriment and Sport: I was so fill’d with Indigna-
tion at the Sight, that I began now to premeditate the Destruction of
the next that I saw there, let them be who, or how many soever.

It seem’d evident to me, that the Visits which they thus make to
this Island, are not very frequent; for it was above fifteen Months
before any more of them came on Shore there again; that is to say, I
neither saw them, or any Footsteps, or Signals of them, in all that
Time; for as to the rainy Seasons, then they are sure not to come
abroad, at least not so far; yet all this while I liv’d uncomfortably, by
reason of the constant Apprehensions I was in of their coming upon
me by Surprize; from whence I observe, that the Expectation of Evil
is more bitter than the Suffering, especially if there is no room to
shake off that Expectation, or those Apprehensions.

During all this Time, I was in the murthering Humour; and took
up most of my Hours, which should have been better employ’d, in
contriving how to circumvent, and fall upon them, the very next
Time I should see them; especially if they should be divided, as they
were the last Time, into two Parties; nor did I consider at all, that if I
kill’d one Party, suppose Ten, or a Dozen, I was still the next Day, or
Week, or Month, to kill another, and so another, even ad infinitum,
till I should be at length no less a Murtherer than they were in being
Man-eaters; and perhaps much more so.

I spent my Days now in great Perplexity, and Anxiety of Mind,
expecting that I should one Day or other fall into the Hands of these
merciless Creatures; and if I did at any Time venture abroad, it was
not without looking round me with the greatest Care and Caution
imaginable; and now I found to my great Comfort, how happy it was
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that I provided for a tame Flock or Herd of Goats; for I durst not
upon any account fire my Gun, especially near that Side of the Island
where they usually came, least I should alarm the Savages; and if
they had fled from me now, I was sure to have them come back again,
with perhaps two or three hundred Canoes with them, in a few Days,
and then I knew what to expect.

However, I wore out a Year and three Months more, before I ever
saw any more of the Savages, and then I found them again, as I shall
soon observe. It is true, they might have been there once, or twice;
but either they made no stay, or at least I did not hear them; but in
the Month of May, as near as I could calculate, and in my four and
twentieth Year, I had a very strange Encounter with them, of which
in its Place.

The Perturbation of my Mind, during this fifteen or sixteen
Months Interval, was very great; I slept unquiet, dream’d always
frightful Dreams, and often started out of my Sleep in the Night: In
the Day great Troubles overwhelm’d my Mind, and in the Night I
dream’d often of killing the Savages, and of the Reasons why I might
justify the doing of it; but to wave all this for a while; it was in the
middle of May, on the sixteenth Day I think, as well as my poor
wooden Calendar would reckon; for I markt all upon the Post still; I
say, it was the sixteenth of May, that it blew a very great Storm of
Wind, all Day, with a great deal of Lightning, and Thunder, and a
very foul Night it was after it; I know not what was the particular
Occasion of it; but as I was reading in the Bible, and taken up with
very serious Thoughts about my present Condition, I was surpriz’d
with a Noise of a Gun as I thought fir’d at Sea.

This was to be sure a Surprize of a quite different Nature from
any I had met with before; for the Notions this put into my
Thoughts, were quite of another kind. I started up in the greatest
hast imaginable, and in a trice clapt my Ladder to the middle Place
of the Rock, and pull’d it after me, and mounting it the second Time,
got to the Top of the Hill, the very Moment, that a Flash of Fire bid
me listen for a second Gun, which accordingly, in about half a Min-
ute I heard; and by the sound, knew that it was from that Part of the
Sea where I was driven down the Current in my Boat.

I immediately consider’d that this must be some Ship in Distress,
and that they had some Comrade, or some other Ship in Company,
and fir’d these Guns for Signals of Distress, and to obtain Help: I
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had this Presence of Mind at that Minute, as to think that though I
could not help them, it may be they might help me; so I brought
together all the dry Wood I could get at hand, and making a good
handsome Pile, I set it on Fire upon the Hill; the Wood was dry, and
blaz’d freely; and though the Wind blew very hard, yet it burnt fairly
out; that I was certain, if there was any such Thing as a Ship, they
must needs see it, and no doubt they did; for as soon as ever my Fire
blaz’d up, I heard another Gun, and after that several others, all from
the same Quarter; I ply’d my Fire all Night long, till Day broke; and
when it was broad Day, and the Air clear’d up, I saw something at a
great Distance at Sea, full East of the Island, whether a Sail, or a
Hull, I could not distinguish, no not with my Glasses, the Distance
was so great, and the Weather still something haizy also; at least it
was so out at Sea.

I look’d frequently at it all that Day, and soon perceiv’d that it did
not move; so I presently concluded, that it was a Ship at an Anchor,
and being eager, you may be sure, to be satisfy’d, I took my Gun in
my Hand, and run toward the South Side of the Island, to the Rocks
where I had formerly been carry’d away with the Current, and get-
ting up there, the Weather by this Time being perfectly clear, I could
plainly see to my great Sorrow, the Wreck of a Ship cast away in the
Night, upon those concealed Rocks which I found, when I was out in
my Boat; and which Rocks, as they check’d the Violence of the
Stream, and made a kind of Counter-stream, or Eddy, were the
Occasion of my recovering from the most desperate hopeless Condi-
tion that ever I had been in, in all my Life.

Thus what is one Man’s Safety, is another Man’s Destruction; for
it seems these Men, whoever they were, being out of their Know-
ledge, and the Rocks being wholly under Water, had been driven
upon them in the Night, the Wind blowing hard at E. and E.N.E:
Had they seen the Island, as I must necessarily suppose they did not,
they must, as I thought, have endeavour’d to have sav’d themselves
on Shore by the Help of their Boat; but their firing of Guns for Help,
especially when they saw, as I imagin’d, my Fire, fill’d me with many
Thoughts: First, I imagin’d that upon seeing my Light, they might
have put themselves into their Boat, and have endeavour’d to make
the Shore; but that the Sea going very high, they might have been
cast away; other Times I imagin’d, that they might have lost their
Boat before, as might be the Case many Ways; as particularly by the
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Breaking of the Sea upon their Ship, which many Times obliges
Men to stave,* or take in Pieces their Boat; and sometimes to throw it
over-board with their own Hands: Other Times I imagin’d, they had
some other Ship, or Ships in Company, who upon the Signals of
Distress they had made, had taken them up, and carry’d them off:
Other whiles I fancy’d, they were all gone off to Sea in their Boat,
and being hurry’d away by the Current that I had been formerly in,
were carry’d out into the great Ocean, where there was nothing but
Misery and Perishing; and that perhaps they might by this Time
think of starving, and of being in a Condition to eat one another.

As all these were but Conjectures at best; so in the Condition I
was in, I could do no more than look on upon the Misery of the poor
Men, and pity them, which had still this good Effect on my Side,
that it gave me more and more Cause to give Thanks to God who
had so happily and comfortably provided for me in my desolate
Condition; and that of two Ships Companies who were now cast
away upon this part of the World, not one Life should be spar’d but
mine: I learn’d here again to observe, that it is very rare that the
Providence of God casts us into any Condition of Life so low, or any
Misery so great, but we may see something or other to be thankful
for; and may see others in worse Circumstances than our own.

Such certainly was the Case of these Men, of whom I could not so
much as see room to suppose any of them were sav’d; nothing could
make it rational, so much as to wish, or expect that they did not all
perish there; except the Possibility only of their being taken up by
another Ship in Company, and this was but meer Possibility indeed;
for I saw not the least Signal or Appearance of any such Thing.

I cannot explain by any possible Energy of Words,* what a strange
longing or hankering of Desires I felt in my Soul upon this Sight;
breaking out sometimes thus; O that there had been but one or two;
nay, or but one Soul sav’d out of this Ship, to have escap’d to me, that
I might but have had one Companion, one Fellow-Creature to have
spoken to me, and to have convers’d with! In all the Time of my
solitary Life, I never felt so earnest, so strong a Desire after the
Society of my Fellow-Creatures, or so deep a Regret at the want of
it.

There are some secret moving Springs in the Affections, which
when they are set a going by some Object in view, or be it some
Object, though not in view, yet rendred present to the Mind by the
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Power of Imagination, that Motion carries out the Soul* by its
Impetuosity to such violent eager embracings of the Object, that the
Absence of it is insupportable.

Such were these earnest Wishings, That but one Man had been
sav’d! O that it had been but One! I believe I repeated the Words, O
that it had been but One! A thousand Times; and the Desires were so
mov’d by it, that when I spoke the Words, my Hands would clinch
together, and my Fingers press the Palms of my Hands, that if I had
had any soft Thing in my Hand, it wou’d have crusht it involuntar-
ily; and my Teeth in my Head wou’d strike together, and set against
one another so strong, that for some time I cou’d not part them
again.

Let the Naturalists* explain these Things, and the Reason and
Manner of them; all I can say to them, is, to describe the Fact,
which was even surprising to me when I found it; though I knew not
from what it should proceed; it was doubtless the effect of ardent
Wishes, and of strong Ideas form’d in my Mind, realizing the Com-
fort, which the Conversation of one of my Fellow-Christians would
have been to me.

But it was not to be; either their Fate or mine, or both, forbid it;
for till the last Year of my being on this Island, I never knew whether
any were saved out of that Ship or no; and had only the Affliction
some Days after, to see the Corps of a drownded Boy come on Shore,
at the End of the Island which was next the Shipwreck: He had on
no Cloaths, but a Seaman’s Wastcoat, a pair of open knee’d Linnen
Drawers, and a blew Linnen Shirt; but nothing to direct me so much
as to guess what Nation he was of: He had nothing in his Pocket, but
two Pieces of Eight, and a Tobacco Pipe; the last was to me of ten
times more value than the first.

It was now calm, and I had a great mind to venture out in my
Boat, to this Wreck; not doubting but I might find something on
board, that might be useful to me; but that did not altogether press
me so much, as the Possibility that there might be yet some living
Creature on board, whose Life I might not only save, but might by
saving that Life, comfort my own to the last Degree; and this
Thought clung so to my Heart, that I could not be quiet, Night or
Day, but I must venture out in my Boat on board this Wreck; and
committing the rest to God’s Providence, I thought the Impression
was so strong upon my Mind, that it could not be resisted, that it
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must come from some invisible Direction, and that I should be want-
ing to my self if I did not go.

Under the Power of this Impression, I hasten’d back to my Castle,
prepar’d every Thing for my Voyage, took a Quantity of Bread, a
great Pot for fresh Water, a Compass to steer by, a Bottle of Rum; for
I had still a great deal of that left; a Basket full of Raisins: And thus
loading my self with every Thing necessary, I went down to my Boat,
got the Water out of her, and got her afloat, loaded all my Cargo in
her, and then went Home again for more; my second Cargo was a
great Bag full of Rice, the Umbrella to set up over my Head for
Shade; another large Pot full of fresh Water, and about two Dozen of
my small Loaves, or Barley Cakes, more than before, with a Bottle of
Goat’s-Milk, and a Cheese; all which, with great Labour and Sweat,
I brought to my Boat; and praying to God to direct my Voyage, I put
out, and Rowing or Padling the Canoe along the Shore, I came at last
to the utmost Point of the Island on that Side, (viz.) N. E. And now I
was to launch out into the Ocean, and either to venture, or not to
venture. I look’d on the rapid Currents which ran constantly on both
Sides of the Island, at a Distance, and which were very terrible to
me, from the Remembrance of the Hazard I had been in before, and
my Heart began to fail me; for I foresaw that if I was driven into
either of those Currents, I should be carry’d a vast Way out to Sea,
and perhaps out of my Reach, or Sight of the Island again; and that
then, as my Boat was but small, if any little Gale of Wind should rise,
I should be inevitably lost.

These Thoughts so oppress’d my Mind, that I began to give over
my Enterprize, and having haled my Boat into a little Creek on the
Shore, I stept out, and sat me down upon a little rising bit of
Ground, very pensive and anxious, between Fear and Desire about
my Voyage; when as I was musing, I could perceive that the Tide was
turn’d, and the Flood come on, upon which my going was for so
many Hours impracticable; upon this presently it occurr’d to me,
that I should go up to the highest Piece of Ground I could find, and
observe, if I could, how the Sets of the Tide, or Currents lay, when
the Flood came in, that I might judge whether if I was driven one
way out, I might not expect to be driven another way home, with the
same Rapidness of the Currents: This Thought was no sooner in my
Head, but I cast my Eye upon a little Hill, which sufficiently over-
look’d the Sea both ways, and from whence I had a clear view of the
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Currents, or Sets of the Tide, and which way I was to guide my self
in my Return; here I found, that as the Current of the Ebb set out
close by the South Point of the Island; so the Current of the Flood
set in close by the Shore of the North Side, and that I had nothing to
do but to keep to the North of the Island in my Return, and I should
do well enough.

Encourag’d with this Observation, I resolv’d the next Morning to
set out with the first of the Tide; and reposing my self for the Night
in the Canoe, under the great Watch-coat, I mention’d, I launched
out: I made first a little out to Sea full North, till I began to feel the
Benefit of the Current, which set Eastward, and which carry’d me at
a great rate, and yet did not so hurry me as the Southern Side
Current had done before, and so as to take from me all Government
of the Boat; but having a strong Steerage with my Paddle, I went at a
great rate, directly for the Wreck, and in less than two Hours I came
up to it.

It was a dismal Sight to look at: The Ship, which by its building
was Spanish, stuck fast, jaum’d* in between two Rocks; all the Stern
and Quarter of her was beaten to pieces, with the Sea; and as her
Forecastle, which stuck in the Rocks, had run on with great Vio-
lence, her Mainmast and Foremast were brought by the Board; that
is to say, broken short off; but her Boltsprit was found, and the Head
and Bow appear’d firm; when I came close to her, a Dog appear’d
upon her, who seeing me coming, yelp’d, and cry’d; and as soon as I
call’d him, jump’d into the Sea, to come to me, and I took him into
the Boat; but found him almost dead for Hunger and Thirst: I gave
him a Cake of my Bread, and he eat it like a ravenous Wolf, that had
been starving a Fortnight in the Snow: I then gave the poor Creature
some fresh Water, with which, if I would have let him, he would have
burst himself.

After this I went on board; but the first Sight I met with, was two
Men drown’d, in the Cookroom, or Forecastle of the Ship,* with
their Arms fast about one another: I concluded, as is indeed prob-
able, that when the Ship struck, it being in a Storm, the Sea broke so
high, and so continually over her, that the Men were not able to bear
it, and were strangled with the constant rushing in of the Water, as
much as if they had been under Water. Besides the Dog, there was
nothing left in the Ship that had Life; nor any Goods that I could see,
but what were spoil’d by the Water. There were some Casks of
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Liquor, whether Wine or Brandy, I knew not, which lay lower in the
Hold; and which, the Water being ebb’d out, I could see; but they
were too big to meddle with: I saw several Chests, which I believ’d
belong’d to some of the Seamen; and I got two of them into the Boat,
without examining what was in them.

Had the Stern of the Ship been fix’d, and the Forepart broken off,
I am perswaded I might have made a good Voyage; for by what I
found in these two Chests, I had room to suppose, the Ship had a
great deal of Wealth on board; and if I may guess by the Course she
steer’d, she must have been bound from the Buenos Ayres, or the Rio
de la Plata, in the South Part of America, beyond the Brasils, to the
Havana, in the Gulph of Mexico, and so perhaps to Spain:* She had
no doubt a great Treasure in her; but of no use at that time to any
body; and what became of the rest of her People, I then knew not.

I found besides these Chests, a little Cask full of Liquor, of about
twenty Gallons, which I got into my Boat, with much Difficulty;
there were several Muskets in a Cabin, and a great Powder-horn,
with about  Pounds of Powder in it; as for the Muskets, I had no
occasion for them;* so I left them, but took the Powder-horn: I took
a Fire Shovel and Tongs, which I wanted extremely; as also two little
Brass Kettles, a Copper Pot to make Chocolate, and a Gridiron; with
this Cargo, and the Dog, I came away, the Tide beginning to make
home again; and the same Evening, about an Hour within Night, I
reach’d the Island again, weary and fatigu’d to the last Degree.

I repos’d that Night in the Boat, and in the Morning I resolved to
harbour what I had gotten in my new Cave, not to carry it home to
my Castle. After refreshing my self, I got all my Cargo on Shore, and
began to examine the Particulars: The Cask of Liquor I found to be a
kind of Rum, but not such as we had at the Brasils; and in a Word,
not at all good; but when I came to open the Chests, I found several
Things, of great use to me: For Example, I found in one, a fine Case
of Bottles, of an extraordinary kind, and fill’d with Cordial Waters,
fine, and very good; the Bottles held about three Pints each, and were
tipp’d with Silver: I found two Pots of very good Succades, or
Sweetmeats, so fastned also on top, that the Salt Water had not hurt
them; and two more of the same, which the Water had spoil’d:
I found some very good Shirts, which were very welcome to me;
and about a dozen and half of Linnen white Hand-kerchiefs, and
colour’d Neckcloths; the former were also very welcome, being
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exceeding refreshing to wipe my Face in a hot Day; besides this,
when I came to the Till in the Chest, I found there three great Bags
of Pieces of Eight, which held about eleven hundred Pieces in all;
and in one of them, wrapt up in a Paper, six Doubloons of Gold, and
some small Bars or Wedges of Gold; I suppose they might all weigh
near a Pound.

The other Chest I found had some Cloaths in it, but of little
Value; but by the Circumstances it must have belong’d to the Gun-
ner’s Mate; though there was no Powder in it; but about two Pound
of fine glaz’d Powder, in three small Flasks, kept, I suppose, for
charging their Fowling-Pieces on occasion: Upon the whole, I got
very little by this Voyage, that was of any use to me; for as to the
Money, I had no manner of occasion for it: ’Twas to me as the Dirt
under my Feet; and I would have given it all for three or four pair of
English Shoes and Stockings, which were Things I greatly wanted,
but had not had on my Feet now for many Years: I had indeed gotten
two pair of Shoes now, which I took off of the Feet of the two
drown’d Men, who I saw in the Wreck; and I found two pair more in
one of the Chests, which were very welcome to me; but they were
not like our English Shoes, either for Ease, or Service; being rather
what we call Pumps, than Shoes: I found in this Seaman’s Chest,
about fifty Pieces of Eight in Ryals, but no Gold; I suppose this
belong’d to a poorer Man than the other, which seem’d to belong to
some Officer.

Well, however, I lugg’d this Money home to my Cave, and laid it
up, as I had done that before, which I brought from our own Ship;
but it was great Pity as I said, that the other Part of this Ship had not
come to my Share; for I am satisfy’d I might have loaded my Canoe
several Times over with Money, which if I had ever escap’d to Eng-
land, would have lain here safe enough, till I might have come again
and fetch’d it.

Having now brought all my Things on Shore, and secur’d them, I
went back to my Boat, and row’d, or paddled her along the Shore, to
her old Harbour, where I laid her up, and made the best of my way to
my old Habitation, where I found every thing safe and quiet; so I
began to repose my self, live after my old fashion, and take care of
my Family Affairs; and for a while, I liv’d easy enough; only that I
was more vigilant than I us’d to be, look’d out oftner, and did not go
abroad so much; and if at any time I did stir with any Freedom, it
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was always to the East Part of the Island, where I was pretty well
satisfy’d the Savages never came, and where I could go without so
many Precautions, and such a Load of Arms and Ammunition, as I
always carry’d with me, if I went the other way.

I liv’d in this Condition near two Years more; but my unlucky
Head, that was always to let me know it was born to make my Body
miserable, was all this two Years fill’d with Projects and Designs,
how, if it were possible, I might get away from this Island; for some-
times I was for making another Voyage to the Wreck, though my
Reason told me that there was nothing left there, worth the Hazard
of my Voyage: Sometimes for a Ramble one way, sometimes another;
and I believe verily, if I had had the Boat that I went from Sallee in, I
should have ventur’d to Sea, bound any where, I knew not whither.

I have been in all my Circumstances a Memento to those who are
touch’d with the general Plague of Mankind, whence, for ought I
know, one half of their Miseries flow; I mean, that of not being
satisfy’d with the Station wherein God and Nature has plac’d them;
for not to look back upon my primitive Condition, and the excellent
Advice of my Father, the Opposition to which, was, as I may call it,
my O S;* my subsequent Mistakes of the same kind had
been the Means of my coming into this miserable Condition; for had
that Providence, which so happily had seated me at the Brasils, as a
Planter, bless’d me with confin’d Desires, and I could have been
contented to have gone on gradually, I might have been by this Time;
I mean, in the Time of my being in this Island, one of the most con-
siderable Planters in the Brasils, nay, I am perswaded, that by the
Improvements I had made, in that little Time I liv’d there, and the
Encrease I should probably have made, if I had stay’d, I might have
been worth an hundred thousand Moydors; and what Business had I
to leave a settled Fortune, a well stock’d Plantation, improving and
encreasing, to turn Supra-Cargo to Guinea, to fetch Negroes; when
Patience and Time would have so encreas’d our Stock at Home, that
we could have bought them at our own Door, from those whose
Business it was to fetch them; and though it had cost us something
more, yet the Difference of that Price was by no Means worth saving,
at so great a Hazard.

But as this is ordinarily the Fate of young Heads, so Reflection
upon the Folly of it, is as ordinarily the Exercise of more Years, or of
the dear bought Experience of Time; and so it was with me now; and
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yet so deep had the Mistake taken root in my Temper, that I could
not satisfy my self in my Station, but was continually poring upon
the Means, and Possibility of my Escape from this Place; and that I
may with the greater Pleasure to the Reader, bring on the remaining
Part of my Story, it may not be improper, to give some Account of
my first Conceptions on the Subject of this foolish Scheme, for my
Escape; and how, and upon what Foundation I acted.

I am now to be suppos’d retir’d into my Castle, after my late
Voyage to the Wreck, my Frigate laid up, and secur’d under Water, as
usual, and my Condition restor’d to what it was before: I had more
Wealth indeed than I had before, but was not at all the richer; for I
had no more use for it, than the Indians of Peru had, before the
Spaniards came there.

It was one of the Nights in the rainy Season in March, the four
and twentieth Year of my first setting Foot in this Island of Solitari-
ness; I was lying in my Bed, or Hammock, awake, very well in
Health, had no Pain, no Distemper, no Uneasiness of Body; no, nor
any Uneasiness of Mind, more than ordinary; but could by no means
close my Eyes; that is, so as to sleep; no, not a Wink all Night long,
otherwise than as follows:

It is as impossible, as needless, to set down the innumerable
Crowd of Thoughts that whirl’d through that great thorow-fare of
the Brain, the Memory, in this Night’s Time: I run over the whole
History of my Life in Miniature, or by Abridgment, as I may call it,
to my coming to this Island; and also of the Part of my Life, since I
came to this Island. In my Reflections upon the State of my Case,
since I came on Shore on this Island, I was comparing the happy
Posture of my Affairs, in the first Years of my Habitation here,
compar’d to the Life of Anxiety, Fear and Care, which I had liv’d
ever since I had seen the Print of a Foot in the Sand; not that I did
not believe the Savages had frequented the Island even all the while,
and might have been several Hundreds of them at Times on Shore
there; but I had never known it, and was incapable of any Apprehen-
sions about it; my Satisfaction was perfect, though my Danger was
the same; and I was as happy in not knowing my Danger, as if I
had never really been expos’d to it: This furnish’d my Thoughts
with many very profitable Reflections, and particularly this one,
How infinitely Good that Providence is, which has provided in its
Government of Mankind, such narrow bounds to his Sight and
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Knowledge of Things, and though he walks in the midst of so many
thousand Dangers, the Sight of which, if discover’d to him, would
distract his Mind, and sink his Spirits; he is kept serene, and calm,
by having the Events of Things hid from his Eyes, and knowing
nothing of the Dangers which surround him.

After these Thoughts had for some Time entertain’d me, I came
to reflect seriously upon the real Danger I had been in, for so many
Years, in this very Island; and how I had walk’d about in the greatest
Security, and with all possible Tranquillity; even when perhaps noth-
ing but a Brow of a Hill, a great Tree, or the casual Approach of
Night, had been between me and the worst kind of Destruction, viz.
That of falling into the Hands of Cannibals, and Savages, who would
have seiz’d on me with the same View, as I did of a Goat, or a Turtle;
and have thought it no more a Crime to kill and devour me, than I
did of a Pidgeon, or a Curlieu:* I would unjustly slander my self, if I
should say I was not sincerely thankful to my great Preserver, to
whose singular Protection I acknowledg’d, with great Humility, that
all these unknown Deliverances were due; and without which, I must
inevitably have fallen into their merciless Hands.

When these Thoughts were over, my Head was for some time
taken up in considering the Nature of these wretched Creatures; I
mean, the Savages; and how it came to pass in the World, that the
wise Governour of all Things should give up any of his Creatures to
such Inhumanity; nay, to something so much below, even Brutality it
self, as to devour its own kind; but as this ended in some (at that
Time fruitless) Speculations, it occurr’d to me to enquire, what Part
of the World these Wretches liv’d in; how far off the Coast was from
whence they came; what they ventur’d over so far from home for;
what kind of Boats they had; and why I might not order my self, and
my Business so, that I might be as able to go over thither, as they
were to come to me.

I never so much as troubl’d my self to consider what I should do
with my self, when I came thither; what would become of me, if I fell
into the Hands of the Savages; or how I should escape from them, if
they attempted me; no, nor so much as how it was possible for me to
reach the Coast, and not be attempted by some or other of them,
without any Possibility of delivering my self; and if I should not fall
into their Hands, what I should do for Provision, or whither I should
bend my Course; none of these Thoughts, I say, so much as came in
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my way; but my Mind was wholly bent upon the Notion of my
passing over in my Boat, to the Main Land: I look’d back upon my
present Condition, as the most miserable that could possibly be, that
I was not able to throw my self into any thing but Death, that could
be call’d worse; that if I reached the Shore of the Main, I might
perhaps meet with Relief, or I might coast along, as I did on the
Shore of Africk, till I came to some inhabited Country, and where I
might find some Relief; and after all perhaps, I might fall in with
some Christian Ship, that might take me in; and if the worse came to
the worst, I could but die, which would put an end to all these
Miseries at once. Pray note, all this was the fruit of a disturb’d Mind,
an impatient Temper, made as it were desperate by the long Con-
tinuance of my Troubles, and the Disappointments I had met in the
Wreck, I had been on board of; and where I had been so near the
obtaining what I so earnestly long’d for, viz. Some-body to speak to,
and to learn some Knowledge from of the Place where I was, and of
the probable Means of my Deliverance; I say, I was agitated wholly
by these Thoughts: All my Calm of Mind in my Resignation to
Providence, and waiting the Issue of the Dispositions of Heaven,
seem’d to be suspended; and I had, as it were, no Power to turn my
Thoughts to any thing, but to the Project of a Voyage to the Main,
which came upon me with such Force, and such an Impetuosity of
Desire, that it was not to be resisted.

When this had agitated my Thoughts for two Hours, or more,
with such Violence, that it set my very Blood into a Ferment, and my
Pulse beat as high as if I had been in a Feaver, meerly with the
extraordinary Fervour of my Mind about it; Nature, as if I had been
fatigued and exhausted with the very Thought of it, threw me into a
sound Sleep; one would have thought, I should have dream’d of it:
But I did not, nor of any Thing relating to it; but I dream’d, that as I
was going out in the Morning as usual from my Castle, I saw upon
the Shore, two Canoes, and eleven Savages coming to Land, and that
they brought with them another Savage, who they were going to kill,
in Order to eat him; when on a sudden, the Savage that they were
going to kill, jumpt away, and ran for his Life; and I thought in my
Sleep, that he came running into my little thick Grove, before my
Fortification, to hide himself; and that I seeing him alone, and not
perceiving that the other sought him that Way, show’d my self to
him, and smiling upon him, encourag’d him; that he kneel’d down to
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me, seeming to pray me to assist him; upon which I shew’d my
Ladder, made him go up, and carry’d him into my Cave, and he
became my Servant; and that as soon as I had gotten this Man, I said
to my self, now I may certainly venture to the main Land; for this
Fellow will serve me as a Pilot, and will tell me what to do, and
whether to go for Provisions; and whether not to go for fear of being
devoured, what Places to venture into, and what to escape: I wak’d
with this Thought, and was under such inexpressible Impressions of
Joy, at the Prospect of my Escape in my Dream, that the Disap-
pointments which I felt upon coming to my self, and finding it was
no more than a Dream, were equally extravagant the other Way, and
threw me into a very great Dejection of Spirit.

Upon this however, I made this Conclusion, that my only Way to
go about an Attempt for an Escape, was, if possible, to get a Savage
into my Possession; and if possible, it should be one of their
Prisoners, who they had condemn’d to be eaten, and should bring
thither to kill; but these Thoughts still were attended with this Dif-
ficulty, that it was impossible to effect this, without attacking a whole
Caravan of them, and killing them all; and this was not only a very
desperate Attempt, and might miscarry; but on the other Hand, I
had greatly scrupled the Lawfulness of it to me; and my Heart
trembled at the thoughts of shedding so much Blood, tho’ it was for
my Deliverance. I need not repeat the Arguments which occurr’d to
me against this, they being the same mention’d before; but tho’ I had
other Reasons to offer now (viz.) that those Men were Enemies to
my Life, and would devour me, if they could; that it was Self-
preservation in the highest Degree, to deliver my self from this
Death of a Life, and was acting in my own Defence, as much as if
they were actually assaulting me, and the like. I say, tho’ these
Things argued for it, yet the Thoughts of shedding Humane Blood
for my Deliverance, were very Terrible to me, and such as I could by
no Means reconcile my self to, a great while.

However at last, after many secret Disputes with my self, and after
great Perplexities about it, for all these Arguments one Way and
another struggl’d in my Head a long Time, the eager prevailing
Desire of Deliverance at length master’d all the rest; and I resolv’d,
if possible, to get one of those Savages into my Hands, cost what it
would. My next Thing then was to contrive how to do it, and this
indeed was very difficult to resolve on: But as I could pitch upon no
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probable Means for it, so I resolv’d to put my self upon the Watch, to
see them when they came on Shore, and leave the rest to the Event,
taking such Measures as the Opportunity should present, let be what
would be.

With these Resolutions in my Thoughts, I set my self upon the
Scout, as often as possible, and indeed so often till I was heartily tir’d
of it, for it was above a Year and Half that I waited, and for great part
of that Time went out to the West End, and to the South West Corner
of the Island, almost every Day, to see for Canoes, but none appear’d.
This was very discouraging, and began to trouble me much, tho’ I
cannot say that it did in this Case, as it had done some time before
that, (viz.) wear off the Edge of my Desire to the Thing. But the
longer it seem’d to be delay’d, the more eager I was for it; in a Word,
I was not at first so careful to shun the sight of these Savages, and
avoid being seen by them, as I was now eager to be upon them.

Besides, I fancied my self able to manage One, nay, Two or Three
Savages, if I had them so as to make them entirely Slaves to me, to do
whatever I should direct them, and to prevent their being able at any
time to do me any Hurt. It was a great while, that I pleas’d my self
with this Affair, but nothing still presented; all my Fancies and
Schemes came to nothing, for no Savages came near me for a great
while.

About a Year and half after I had entertain’d these Notions, and by
long musing, had as it were resolved them all into nothing, for want
of an Occasion to put them in Execution, I was surpriz’d one Morn-
ing early, with seeing no less than five Canoes all on Shore together
on my side the Island; and the People who belong’d to them all
landed, and out of my sight: The Number of them broke all my
Measures, for seeing so many, and knowing that they always came
four or six, or sometimes more in a Boat, I could not tell what to
think of it, or how to take my Measures, to attack Twenty or Thirty
Men single handed; so I lay still in my Castle, perplex’d and dis-
comforted: However I put my self into all the same Postures for an
Attack that I had formerly provided, and was just ready for Action, if
any Thing had presented; having waited a good while, listening to
hear if they made any Noise; at length being very impatient, I set my
Guns at the Foot of my Ladder, and clamber’d up to the Top of the
Hill, by my two Stages as usual; standing so however that my Head
did not appear above the Hill, so that they could not perceive me by
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any Means; here I observ’d by the help of my Perspective Glass, that
they were no less than Thirty in Number, that they had a Fire
kindled, that they had had Meat dress’d. How they had cook’d it,
that I knew not, or what it was; but they were all Dancing in I know
not how many barbarous Gestures and Figures, their own Way,
round the Fire.

While I was thus looking on them, I perceived by my Perspective,
two miserable Wretches dragg’d from the Boats, where it seems they
were laid by, and were now brought out for the Slaughter. I perceived
one of them immediately fell, being knock’d down, I suppose with a
Club or Wooden Sword, for that was their way, and two or three
others were at work immediately cutting him open for their Cookery,
while the other Victim was left standing by himself, till they should
be ready for him. In that very Moment this poor Wretch seeing
himself a little at Liberty, Nature inspir’d him with Hopes of Life,
and he started away from them, and ran with incredible Swiftness
along the Sands directly towards me, I mean towards that part of the
Coast, where my Habitation was.

I was dreadfully frighted, (that I must acknowledge) when I per-
ceived him to run my Way; and especially, when as I thought I saw
him pursued by the whole Body, and now I expected that part of my
Dream was coming to pass, and that he would certainly take shelter
in my Grove; but I could not depend by any means upon my Dream
for the rest of it, (viz.) that the other Savages would not pursue him
thither, and find him there. However I kept my Station, and my
Spirits began to recover, when I found that there was not above three
Men that follow’d him, and still more was I encourag’d, when I
found that he outstrip’d them exceedingly in running, and gain’d
Ground of them, so that if he could but hold it for half an Hour, I
saw easily he would fairly get away from them all.

There was between them and my Castle, the Creek which I men-
tion’d often at the first part of my Story, when I landed my Cargoes
out of the Ship; and this I saw plainly, he must necessarily swim
over, or the poor Wretch would be taken there: But when the Savage
escaping came thither, he made nothing of it, tho’ the Tide was then
up, but plunging in, swam thro’ in about Thirty Strokes or there-
abouts, landed and ran on with exceeding Strength and Swiftness;
when the Three Persons came to the Creek, I found that Two of
them could Swim, but the Third cou’d not, and that standing on the
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other Side, he look’d at the other, but went no further; and soon
after went softly back again, which as it happen’d, was very well for
him in the main.

I observ’d, that the two who swam, were yet more than twice as
long swimming over the Creek, as the Fellow was, that fled from
them: It came now very warmly upon my Thoughts, and indeed
irresistibly, that now was my Time to get me a Servant, and perhaps
a Companion, or Assistant; and that I was call’d plainly by Provi-
dence to save this poor Creature’s Life; I immediately run down the
Ladders with all possible Expedition, fetches my two Guns, for they
were both but at the Foot of the Ladders, as I observ’d above; and
getting up again, with the same haste, to the Top of the Hill, I
cross’d toward the Sea; and having a very short Cut, and all down
Hill, clapp’d my self in the way, between the Pursuers, and the
Pursu’d; hallowing aloud to him that fled, who looking back, was at
first perhaps as much frighted at me, as at them; but I beckon’d with
my Hand to him, to come back; and in the mean time, I slowly
advanc’d towards the two that follow’d; then rushing at once upon
the foremost, I knock’d him down with the Stock of my Piece; I was
loath to fire, because I would not have the rest hear; though at that
distance, it would not have been easily heard, and being out of Sight
of the Smoke too, they wou’d not have easily known what to make of
it: Having knock’d this Fellow down, the other who pursu’d with
him stopp’d, as if he had been frighted; and I advanc’d a-pace
towards him; but as I came nearer, I perceiv’d presently, he had a
Bow and Arrow, and was fitting it to shoot at me; so I was then
necessitated to shoot at him first, which I did, and kill’d him at the
first Shoot; the poor Savage who fled, but had stopp’d; though he
saw both his Enemies fallen, and kill’d, as he thought; yet was so
frighted with the Fire, and Noise of my Piece, that he stood Stock
still, and neither came forward or went backward, tho’ he seem’d
rather enclin’d to fly still, than to come on; I hollow’d again to him,
and made Signs to come forward, which he easily understood, and
came a little way, then stopp’d again, and then a little further, and
stopp’d again, and I cou’d then perceive that he stood trembling, as
if he had been taken Prisoner, and had just been to be kill’d,* as his
two Enemies were; I beckon’d him again to come to me, and gave
him all the Signs of Encouragement that I could think of, and he
came nearer and nearer, kneeling down every Ten or Twelve steps in
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token of acknowledgement for my saving his Life: I smil’d at him,
and look’d pleasantly, and beckon’d to him to come still nearer; at
length he came close to me, and then he kneel’d down again, kiss’d
the Ground, and laid his Head upon the Ground, and taking me by
the Foot, set my Foot upon his Head; this it seems was in token of
swearing to be my Slave for ever; I took him up, and made much of
him, and encourag’d him all I could. But there was more work to do
yet, for I perceived the Savage who I knock’d down, was not kill’d,
but stunn’d with the blow, and began to come to himself; so I pointed
to him, and showing him the Savage, that he was not dead; upon this
he spoke some Words to me, and though I could not understand
them, yet I thought they were pleasant to hear, for they were the first
sound of a Man’s Voice, that I had heard, my own excepted, for above
Twenty Five Years. But there was no time for such Reflections now,
the Savage who was knock’d down recover’d himself so far, as to sit
up upon the Ground, and I perceived that my Savage began to be
afraid; but when I saw that, I presented my other Piece at the Man,
as if I would shoot him, upon this my Savage, for so I call him now,
made a Motion to me to lend him my Sword, which hung naked in a
Belt by my side; so I did: he no sooner had it, but he runs to his
Enemy, and at one blow cut off his Head as cleaverly,* no Exe-
cutioner in Germany,* could have done it sooner or better; which I
thought very strange, for one who I had Reason to believe never saw
a Sword in his Life before, except their own Wooden Swords; how-
ever it seems, as I learn’d afterwards, they make their Wooden
Swords so sharp, so heavy, and the Wood is so hard, that they will cut
off Heads even with them, ay and Arms, and that at one blow too;
when he had done this, he comes laughing to me in Sign of Tri-
umph, and brought me the Sword again, and with abundance of
Gestures which I did not understand, laid it down with the Head of
the Savage, that he had kill’d just before me.

But that which astonish’d him most, was to know how I had kill’d
the other Indian so far off, so pointing to him, he made Signs to me
to let him go to him, so I bad him go, as well as I could, when he
came to him, he stood like one amaz’d, looking at him, turn’d him
first on one side, then on t’other, look’d at the Wound the Bullet had
made, which it seems was just in his Breast, where it had made a
Hole, and no great quantity of Blood had follow’d, but he had bled
inwardly, for he was quite dead; He took up his Bow, and Arrows,
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and came back, so I turn’d to go away, and beckon’d to him to follow
me, making Signs to him, that more might come after them.

Upon this he sign’d to me, that he should bury them with Sand,
that they might not be seen by the rest if they follow’d; and so I made
Signs again to him to do so; he fell to Work, and in an instant he had
scrap’d a Hole in the Sand, with his Hands, big enough to bury the
first in, and then dragg’d him into it, and cover’d him, and did so
also by the other; I believe he had bury’d them both in a Quarter of
an Hour; then calling him away, I carry’d him not to my Castle, but
quite away to my Cave, on the farther Part of the Island; so I did not
let my Dream come to pass in that Part, viz. That he came into my
Grove for shelter.

Here I gave him Bread, and a Bunch of Raisins to eat, and a
Draught of Water, which I found he was indeed in great Distress for,
by his Running; and having refresh’d him, I made Signs for him to
go lie down and sleep; pointing to a Place where I had laid a great
Parcel of Rice Straw, and a Blanket upon it, which I used to sleep
upon my self sometimes; so the poor Creature laid down, and went
to sleep.

He was a comely handsome Fellow, perfectly well made; with
straight strong Limbs, not too large; tall and well shap’d, and as I
reckon, about twenty six Years of Age. He had a very good Counten-
ance, not a fierce and surly Aspect; but seem’d to have something
very manly in his Face, and yet he had all the Sweetness and Softness
of an European in his Countenance too, especially when he smil’d.
His Hair was long and black, not curl’d like Wool; his Forehead very
high, and large, and a great Vivacity and sparkling Sharpness in his
Eyes. The Colour of his Skin was not quite black, but very tawny;
and yet not of an ugly yellow nauseous tawny, as the Brasilians, and
Virginians, and other Natives of America are; but of a bright kind of a
dun olive Colour, that had in it something very agreeable; tho’ not
very easy to describe. His Face was round, and plump; his Nose
small, not flat like the Negroes, a very good Mouth, thin Lips, and
his fine Teeth well set, and white as Ivory.* After he had slumber’d,
rather than slept, about half an Hour, he wak’d again, and comes out
of the Cave to me; for I had been milking my Goats, which I had in
the Enclosure just by: When he espy’d me, he came running to me,
laying himself down again upon the Ground, with all the possible
Signs of an humble thankful Disposition, making a many antick
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Gestures to show it: At last he lays his Head flat upon the Ground,
close to my Foot, and sets my other Foot upon his Head, as he had
done before; and after this, made all the Signs to me of Subjection,
Servitude, and Submission imaginable, to let me know, how he
would serve me as long as he liv’d; I understood him in many
Things, and let him know, I was very well pleas’d with him; in a little
Time I began to speak to him, and teach him to speak to me; and
first, I made him know his Name should be Friday,* which was the
Day I sav’d his Life; I call’d him so for the Memory of the Time; I
likewise taught him to say Master, and then let him know, that was to
be my Name; I likewise taught him to say, Y, and N, and to know
the Meaning of them; I gave him some Milk, in an earthen Pot, and
let him see me Drink it before him, and sop my Bread in it; and I
gave him a Cake of Bread, to do the like, which he quickly comply’d
with, and made Signs that it was very good for him.

I kept there with him all that Night; but as soon as it was Day, I
beckon’d to him to come with me, and let him know, I would give
him some Cloaths, at which he seem’d very glad, for he was stark
naked: As we went by the Place where he had bury’d the two Men,
he pointed exactly to the Place, and shew’d me the Marks that he had
made to find them again, making Signs to me, that we should dig
them up again, and eat them; at this I appear’d very angry, express’d
my Abhorrence of it, made as if I would vomit at the Thoughts of it,
and beckon’d with my Hand to him to come away, which he did
immediately, with great Submission. I then led him up to the Top of
the Hill, to see if his Enemies were gone; and pulling out my Glass, I
look’d, and saw plainly the Place where they had been, but no
appearance of them, or of their Canoes; so that it was plain they were
gone, and had left their two Comrades behind them, without any
search after them.

But I was not content with this Discovery; but having now more
Courage, and consequently more Curiosity, I takes my Man Friday
with me, giving him the Sword in his Hand, with the Bow and
Arrows at his Back, which I found he could use very dextrously,
making him carry one Gun for me, and I two for my self, and away
we march’d to the Place, where these Creatures had been; for I had a
Mind now to get some fuller Intelligence of them: When I came to
the Place, my very Blood ran chill in my Veins, and my Heart sunk
within me, at the Horror of the Spectacle: Indeed it was a dreadful

Robinson Crusoe



Sight, at least it was so to me; though Friday made nothing of it:
The Place was cover’d with humane Bones, the Ground dy’d with
their Blood, great Pieces of Flesh left here and there, half eaten,
mangl’d and scorch’d; and in short, all the Tokens of the triumph-
ant Feast they had been making there, after a Victory over their
Enemies; I saw three Skulls, five Hands, and the Bones of three or
four Legs and Feet, and abundance of other Parts of the Bodies;
and Friday, by his Signs, made me understand, that they brought
over four Prisoners to feast upon; that three of them were eaten up,
and that he, pointing to himself, was the fourth: That there had
been a great Battle between them, and their next King, whose
Subjects it seems he had been one of; and that they had taken a
great Number of Prisoners, all which were carry’d to several Places
by those that had taken them in the Fight, in order to feast upon
them, as was done here by these Wretches upon those they brought
hither.

I caus’d Friday to gather all the Skulls, Bones, Flesh, and what-
ever remain’d, and lay them together on a Heap, and make a great
Fire upon it, and burn them all to Ashes: I found Friday had still a
hankering Stomach after some of the Flesh, and was still a Cannibal
in his Nature; but I discover’d so much Abhorrence at the very
Thoughts of it, and at the least Appearance of it, that he durst not
discover it; for I had by some Means let him know, that I would kill
him if he offer’d it.

When we had done this, we came back to our Castle, and there I
fell to work for my Man Friday; and first of all, I gave him a pair of
Linnen Drawers, which I had out of the poor Gunner’s Chest
I mention’d, and which I found in the Wreck; and which with a
little Alteration fitted him very well; then I made him a Jerkin of
Goat’s-skin, as well as my Skill would allow; and I was now grown a
tollerable good Taylor; and I gave him a Cap, which I had made of a
Hare-skin, very convenient, and fashionable enough; and thus he
was cloath’d for the present, tollerably well; and was mighty well
pleas’d to see himself almost as well cloath’d as his Master: It is true,
he went awkardly in these Things at first; wearing the Drawers was
very awkard to him, and the Sleeves of the Wastcoat gall’d his
Shoulders, and the inside of his Arms; but a little easing them where
he complain’d they hurt him, and using himself to them, at length he
took to them very well.
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The next Day after I came home to my Hutch with him, I began
to consider where I should lodge him, and that I might do well for
him, and yet be perfectly easy my self; I made a little Tent for him in
the vacant Place between my two Fortifications, in the inside of the
last, and in the outside of the first; and as there was a Door, or
Entrance there into my Cave, I made a formal fram’d Door Case, and
a Door to it of Boards, and set it up in the Passage, a little within the
Entrance; and causing the Door to open on the inside, I barr’d it up
in the Night, taking in my Ladders too; so that Friday could no way
come at me in the inside of my innermost Wall, without making so
much Noise in getting over, that it must needs waken me; for my first
Wall had now a compleat Roof over it of long Poles, covering all my
Tent, and leaning up to the side of the Hill, which was again laid
cross with smaller Sticks instead of Laths, and then thatch’d over a
great Thickness, with the Rice Straw, which was strong like Reeds;
and at the Hole or Place which was left to go in or out by the Ladder,
I had plac’d a kind of Trap-door, which if it had been attempted on
the outside, would not have open’d at all, but would have fallen
down, and made a great Noise; and as to Weapons, I took them all in
to my Side every Night.

But I needed none of all this Precaution; for never Man had a
more faithful, loving, sincere Servant, than Friday was to me; with-
out Passions, Sullenness or Designs, perfectly oblig’d and engag’d;
his very Affections were ty’d to me, like those of a Child to a Father;
and I dare say, he would have sacrific’d his Life for the saving mine,
upon any occasion whatsoever; the many Testimonies he gave me of
this, put it out of doubt, and soon convinc’d me, that I needed to use
no Precautions, as to my Safety on his Account.

This frequently gave me occasion to observe, and that with won-
der, that however it had pleas’d God, in his Providence, and in the
Government of the Works of his Hands, to take from so great a Part
of the World of his Creatures, the best uses to which their Faculties,
and the Powers of their Souls are adapted; yet that he has bestow’d
upon them the same Powers, the same Reason, the same Affections,
the same Sentiments of Kindness and Obligation, the same Passions
and Resentments of Wrongs, the same Sense of Gratitude, Sincerity,
Fidelity, and all the Capacities of doing Good, and receiving Good,
that he has given to us; and that when he pleases to offer to them
Occasions of exerting these, they are as ready, nay, more ready to

Robinson Crusoe



apply them to the right Uses for which they were bestow’d, than we
are; and this made me very melancholly sometimes, in reflecting as
the several Occasions presented, how mean a Use we make of all
these, even though we have these Powers enlighten’d by the great
Lamp of Instruction, the Spirit of God, and by the Knowledge of his
Word, added to our Understanding; and why it has pleas’d God to
hide the like saving Knowledge from so many Millions of Souls, who
if I might judge by this poor Savage, would make a much better use
of it than we did.

From hence, I sometimes was led too far to invade the Soveraignty
of Providence, and as it were arraign the Justice of so arbitrary a
Disposition of Things, that should hide that Light from some, and
reveal it to others, and yet expect a like Duty from both: But I shut it
up, and check’d my Thoughts with this Conclusion, (st.) That we
did not know by what Light and Law these should be Condemn’d;
but that as God was necessarily, and by the Nature of his Being,
infinitely Holy and Just, so it could not be, but that if these Creatures
were all sentenc’d to Absence from himself, it was on account of
sinning against that Light which, as the Scripture says, was a Law to
themselves,* and by such Rules as their Consciences would acknow-
ledge to be just, tho’ the Foundation was not discover’d to us: And
(d.) that still as we are all the Clay in the Hand of the Potter, no
Vessel could say to him, Why hast thou form’d me thus?*

But to return to my New Companion; I was greatly delighted with
him, and made it my Business to teach him every Thing, that was
proper to make him useful, handy, and helpful; but especially to
make him speak, and understand me when I spake, and he was the
aptest Schollar* that ever was, and particularly was so merry, so con-
stantly diligent, and so pleased, when he cou’d but understand me,
or make me understand him, that it was very pleasant to me to talk to
him; and now my Life began to be so easy, that I began to say to my
self, that could I but have been safe from more Savages, I cared not,
if I was never to remove from the place while I lived.

After I had been two or three Days return’d to my Castle, I
thought that, in order to bring Friday off from his horrid way of
feeding, and from the Relish of a Cannibal’s Stomach, I ought to let
him taste other Flesh; so I took him out with me one Morning to the
Woods: I went indeed intending to kill a Kid out of my own Flock,
and bring him home and dress it. But as I was going, I saw a She
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Goat lying down in the Shade, and two young Kids sitting by her; I
catch’d hold of Friday, hold says I, stand still; and made Signs to
him not to stir, immediately I presented my Piece, shot and kill’d one
of the Kids. The poor Creature who had at a Distance indeed seen
me kill the Savage his Enemy, but did not know, or could imagine
how it was done, was sensibly surpriz’d, trembled, and shook, and
look’d so amaz’d, that I thought he would have sunk down. He did
not see the Kid I shot at, or perceive I had kill’d it, but ripp’d up his
Wastcoat to feel if he was not wounded, and as I found, presently
thought I was resolv’d to kill him; for he came and kneel’d down to
me, and embraceing my Knees, said a great many Things I did not
understand; but I could easily see that the meaning was to pray me
not to kill him.

I soon found a way to convince him that I would do him no harm,
and taking him up by the Hand laugh’d at him, and pointed to the
Kid which I had kill’d, beckoned to him to run and fetch it, which he
did; and while he was wondering and looking to see how the Crea-
ture was kill’d, I loaded my Gun again, and by and by I saw a great
Fowl like a Hawk sit upon a Tree within Shot; so to let Friday
understand a little what I would do, I call’d him to me again, pointed
at the Fowl which was indeed a Parrot, tho’ I thought it had been a
Hawk, I say pointing to the Parrot, and to my Gun, and to the
Ground under the Parrot, to let him see I would make it fall, I made
him understand that I would shoot and kill that Bird; accordingly I
fir’d and bad him look, and immediately he saw the Parrot fall, he
stood like one frighted again, notwithstanding all I had said to him;
and I found he was the more amaz’d, because he did not see me put
any Thing into the Gun; but thought that there must be some won-
derful Fund of Death and Destruction in that Thing, able to kill
Man, Beast, Bird, or any Thing near, or far off; and the Astonish-
ment this created in him was such, as could not wear off for a long
Time; and I believe, if I would have let him, he would have wor-
shipp’d me and my Gun: As for the Gun it self, he would not so
much as touch it for several Days after; but would speak to it, and
talk to it, as if it had answer’d him, when he was by himself; which,
as I afterwards learn’d of him, was to desire it not to kill him.

Well, after his Astonishment was a little over at this, I pointed to
him to run and fetch the Bird I had shot, which he did, but stay’d
some Time; for the Parrot not being quite dead, was flutter’d away a
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good way off from the Place where she fell; however, he found her,
took her up, and brought her to me; and as I had perceiv’d his
Ignorance about the Gun before, I took this Advantage to charge the
Gun again, and not let him see me do it, that I might be ready for any
other Mark that might present; but nothing more offer’d at that
Time; so I brought home the Kid, and the same Evening I took the
Skin off, and cut it out as well as I could; and having a Pot for that
purpose, I boil’d, or stew’d some of the Flesh, and made some very
good Broth; and after I had begun to eat some, I gave some to my
Man, who seem’d very glad of it, and lik’d it very well; but that
which was strangest to him, was, to see me eat Salt with it; he made a
Sign to me, that the Salt was not good to eat, and putting a little into
his own Mouth, he seem’d to nauseate it, and would spit and sputter
at it, washing his Mouth with fresh Water after it; on the other hand,
I took some Meat in my Mouth without Salt, and I pretended to spit
and sputter for want of Salt, as fast as he had done at the Salt; but it
would not do, he would never care for Salt with his Meat, or in his
Broth; at least not a great while,* and then but a very little.

Having thus fed him with boil’d Meat and Broth, I was resolv’d to
feast him the next Day with roasting a Piece of the Kid; this I did by
hanging it before the Fire, in a String, as I had seen many People do
in England, setting two Poles up, one on each side the Fire, and one
cross on the Top, and tying the String to the Cross-stick, letting the
Meat turn continually: This Friday admir’d very much; but when
he came to taste the Flesh, he took so many ways to tell me how well
he lik’d it, that I could not but understand him; and at last he told me
he would never eat Man’s Flesh any more, which I was very glad to
hear.

The next Day I set him to work to beating some Corn out, and
sifting it in the manner I us’d to do, as I observ’d before, and he soon
understood how to do it as well as I, especially after he had seen what
the Meaning of it was, and that it was to make Bread of; for after that
I let him see me make my Bread, and bake it too, and in a little Time
Friday was able to do all the Work for me, as well as I could do it my
self.

I begun now to consider, that having two Mouths to feed, instead
of one, I must provide more Ground for my Harvest, and plant a
larger quantity of Corn, than I us’d to do; so I mark’d out a larger
Piece of Land, and began the Fence in the same Manner as before, in
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which Friday not only work’d very willingly, and very hard; but did
it very chearfully, and I told him what it was for; that it was for Corn
to make more Bread, because he was now with me, and that I might
have enough for him, and my self too: He appear’d very sensible of
that Part, and let me know, that he thought I had much more Labour
upon me on his Account, than I had for my self; and that he would
work the harder for me, if I would tell him what to do.

This was the pleasantest Year of all the Life I led in this Place;
Friday began to talk pretty well, and understand the Names of
almost every Thing I had occasion to call for, and of every Place I
had to send him to, and talk’d a great deal to me; so that in short
I began now to have some Use for my Tongue again, which indeed I
had very little occasion for before; that is to say, about Speech; besides
the Pleasure of talking to him, I had a singular Satisfaction in the
Fellow himself; his simple unfeign’d Honesty, appear’d to me more
and more every Day, and I began really to love the Creature; and on
his Side, I believe he lov’d me more than it was possible for him ever
to love any Thing before.

I had a Mind once to try if he had any hankering Inclination to his
own Country again, and having learn’d him English so well that he
could answer me almost any Questions, I ask’d him whether the
Nation that he belong’d to never conquer’d in Battle, at which he
smil’d; and said; yes, yes, we always fight the better; that is, he meant
always get the better in Fight; and so we began the following Dis-
course: You always fight the better said I, How came you to be taken
Prisoner then, Friday?

Friday, My Nation beat much, for all that.
Master, How beat; if your Nation beat them, how come you to be

taken?
Friday, They more many than my Nation in the Place where me

was; they take one, two, three, and me; my Nation over beat them in
the yonder Place, where me no was; there my Nation take one, two,
great Thousand.

Master, But why did not your Side recover you from the Hands of
your Enemies then?

Friday, They run one, two, three, and me, and make go in the
Canoe; my Nation have no Canoe that time.

Master, Well, Friday, and What does your Nation do with the
Men they take, do they carry them away, and eat them, as these did?
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Friday, Yes, my Nation eat Mans too, eat all up.
Master, Where do they carry them?
Friday, Go to other Place where they think.
Master, Do they come hither?
Friday, Yes, yes, they come hither; come other else Place.
Master, Have you been here with them?
Friday, Yes, I been here; [points to the N. W. Side of the Island,

which it seems was their Side.]
By this I understood, that my Man Friday had formerly been

among the Savages, who us’d to come on Shore on the farther Part
of the Island, on the same Man eating Occasions that he was now
brought for; and sometime after, when I took the Courage to carry
him to that Side, being the same I formerly mention’d, he presently
knew the Place, and told me, he was there once when they eat up
twenty Men, two Women, and one Child; he could not tell Twenty
in English; but he numbred them by laying so many Stones on a Row,
and pointing to me to tell them over.

I have told this Passage, because it introduces what follows; that
after I had had this Discourse with him, I ask’d him how far it was
from our Island to the Shore, and whether the Canoes were not often
lost; he told me, there was no Danger, no Canoes ever lost; but that
after a little way out to the Sea, there was a Current, and Wind,
always one way in the Morning, the other in the Afternoon.

This I understood to be no more than the Sets of the Tide,
as going out, or coming in; but I afterwards understood, it was
occasion’d by the great Draft and Reflux of the mighty River Oroo-
nooko;* in the Mouth, or the Gulph of which River, as I found after-
wards, our Island lay; and this Land which I perceiv’d to the W. and
N. W. was the great Island Trinidad, on the North Point of the
Mouth of the River: I ask’d Friday a thousand questions about the
Country, the Inhabitants, the Sea, the Coast, and what Nation were
near; he told me all he knew with the greatest Openness imaginable;
I ask’d him the Names of the several Nations of his Sort of People;
but could get no other Name than Caribs; from whence I easily
understood, that these were the Caribbees,* which our Maps place on
the Part of America, which reaches from the Mouth of the River
Oroonooko to Guiana, and onwards to St. Martha:* He told me that
up a great way beyond the Moon, that was, beyond the Setting of the
Moon, which must be W. from their Country, there dwelt white
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bearded Men, like me; and pointed to my great Whiskers, which I
mention’d before; and that they had kill’d much Mans, that was his
Word; by all which I understood, he meant the Spaniards, whose
Cruelties in America had been spread over the whole Countries, and
was remember’d by all the Nations from Father to Son.

I enquir’d if he could tell me how I might come from this Island,
and get among those white Men; he told me, yes, yes, I might go in
two Canoe; I could not understand what he meant, or make him
describe to me what he meant by two Canoe, till at last with great
Difficulty, I found he meant it must be in a large great Boat, as big as
two Canoes.

This Part of Friday’s Discourse began to relish with me very
well,* and from this Time I entertain’d some Hopes, that one Time
or other, I might find an Opportunity to make my Escape from
this Place; and that this poor Savage might be a Means to help me to
do it.

During the long Time that Friday has now been with me, and that
he began to speak to me, and understand me, I was not wanting to lay
a Foundation of religious Knowledge in his Mind; particularly I
ask’d him one Time who made him? The poor Creature did not
understand me at all, but thought I had ask’d who was his Father;
but I took it by another handle, and ask’d him who made the Sea, the
Ground we walk’d on, and the Hills, and Woods; he told me it was
one old Benamuckee, that liv’d beyond all: He could describe nothing
of this great Person, but that he was very old; much older he said
than the Sea, or the Land; than the Moon, or the Stars: I ask’d him
then, if this old Person had made all Things, why did not all Things
worship him; he look’d very grave, and with a perfect Look of Inno-
cence, said, All Things do say O to him: I ask’d him if the People who
die in his Country went away any where; he said, yes, they all went to
Benamuckee; then I ask’d him whether these they eat up went thither
too, he said yes.

From these Things, I began to instruct him in the Knowledge of
the true God: I told him that the great Maker of all Things liv’d up
there, pointing up towards Heaven: That he governs the World by
the same Power and Providence by which he had made it: That he
was omnipotent, could do every Thing for us, give every Thing to
us, take every Thing from us; and thus by Degrees I open’d his Eyes.
He listned with great Attention, and receiv’d with Pleasure the
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Notion of Jesus Christ being sent to redeem us, and of the Manner of
making our Prayers to God, and his being able to hear us, even into
Heaven; he told me one Day, that if our God could hear us up
beyond the Sun, he must needs be a greater God than their Bena-
muckee, who liv’d but a little way off, and yet could not hear, till they
went up to the great Mountains where he dwelt, to speak to him; I
ask’d him if ever he went thither, to speak to him; he said no, they
never went that were young Men; none went thither but the old
Men, who he call’d their Oowocakee, that is, as I made him explain it
to me, their Religious, or Clergy, and that they went to say O, (so he
called saying Prayers) and then came back, and told them what
Benamuckee said: By this I observ’d, That there is Priestcraft, even
amongst the most blinded ignorant Pagans in the World; and the
Policy of making a secret Religion, in order to preserve the Vener-
ation of the People to the Clergy, is not only to be found in the
Roman, but perhaps among all Religions in the World,* even among
the most brutish and barbarous Savages.

I endeavour’d to clear up this Fraud, to my Man Friday, and told
him, that the Pretence of their old Men going up the Mountains, to
say O to their God Benamuckee, was a Cheat, and their bringing
Word from thence what he said, was much more so; that if they met
with any Answer, or spake with any one there, it must be with an evil
Spirit: And then I entred into a long Discourse with him about the
Devil, the Original of him, his Rebellion against God, his Enmity to
Man, the Reason of it, his setting himself up in the dark Parts of the
World to be Worship’d instead of God, and as God; and the many
Stratagems he made use of to delude Mankind to his Ruine; how he
had a secret access to our Passions, and to our Affections, to adapt his
Snares so to our Inclinations, as to cause us even to be our own
Tempters, and to run upon our Destruction by our own Choice.

I found it was not so easie to imprint right Notions in his Mind
about the Devil, as it was about the Being of a God. Nature assisted
all my Arguments to Evidence to him, even the Necessity of a great
first Cause* and over-ruling governing Power; a secret directing
Providence, and of the Equity, and Justice, of paying Homage to him
that made us, and the like. But there appeared nothing of all this in
the Notion of an evil Spirit; of his Original, his Being, his Nature,
and above all of his Inclination to do Evil, and to draw us in to do so
too; and the poor Creature puzzl’d me once in such a manner, by a
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Question meerly natural and innocent, that I scarce knew what to
say to him. I had been talking a great deal to him of the Power of
God, his Omnipotence, his dreadful Nature to Sin,* his being a
consuming Fire* to the Workers of Iniquity;* how, as he had made
us all, he could destroy us and all the World in a Moment; and he
listen’d with great Seriousness to me all the while.

After this, I had been telling him how the Devil was God’s Enemy
in the Hearts of Men, and used all his Malice and Skill to defeat the
good Designs of Providence, and to ruine the Kingdom of Christ in
the World; and the like. Well, says Friday, but you say, God is so
strong, so great, is he not much strong, much might as the Devil?
Yes, yes, says I, Friday, God is stronger than the Devil, God is above
the Devil, and therefore we pray to God to tread him down* under
our Feet, and enable us to resist his Temptations and quench his
fiery Darts.* But, says he again, if God much strong, much might as the
Devil, why God no kill the Devil, so make him no more do wicked?

I was strangely surpriz’d at his Question, and after all, tho’ I was
now an old Man, yet I was but a young Doctor, and ill enough
quallified for a Casuist, or a Solver of Difficulties:* And at first I
could not tell what to say, so I pretended not to hear him, and ask’d
him what he said? But he was too earnest for an Answer to forget his
Question; so that he repeated it in the very same broken Words, as
above. By this time I had recovered my self a little, and I said, God
will at last punish him severely; he is reserv’d for the Judgment, and is to
be cast into the Bottomless-Pit, to dwell with everlasting Fire.* This did
not satisfie Friday, but he returns upon me, repeating my Words,
R,  , me no understand; but, Why not kill the Devil now,
not kill great ago? You may as well ask me, said I, Why God does not
kill you and I, when we do wicked Things here that offend him? We
are preserv’d to repent and be pardon’d: He muses a while at this;
well, well, says he, mighty affectionately, that well; so you, I, Devil, all
wicked, all preserve, repent, God pardon all. Here I was run down
again by him to the last Degree, and it was a Testimony to me, how
the meer Notions of Nature, though they will guide reasonable Crea-
tures to the Knowledge of a God, and of a Worship or Homage due
to the supreme Being, of God as the Consequence of our Nature; yet
nothing but divine Revelation can form the Knowledge of Jesus
Christ, and of a Redemption purchas’d for us, of a Mediator of the
new Covenant,* and of an Intercessor, at the Foot-stool of God’s
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Throne;* I say, nothing but a Revelation from Heaven, can form
these in the Soul, and that therefore the Gospel of our Lord and
Saviour Jesus Christ; I mean, the Word of God, and the Spirit of
God promis’d for the Guide and Sanctifier of his People, are the
absolutely necessary Instructors of the Souls of Men, in the saving
Knowledge of God, and the Means of Salvation.

I therefore diverted the present Discourse between me and my
Man, rising up hastily, as upon some sudden Occasion of going out;
then sending him for something a good way off, I seriously pray’d to
God that he would enable me to instruct savingly this poor Savage,
assisting by his Spirit the Heart of the poor ignorant Creature, to
receive the Light of the Knowledge of God in Christ, reconciling
him to himself, and would guide me to speak so to him from the
Word of God, as his Conscience might be convinc’d, his Eyes
open’d, and his Soul sav’d. When he came again to me, I entred into
a long Discourse with him upon the Subject of the Redemption of
Man by the Saviour of the World, and of the Doctrine of the Gospel
preach’d from Heaven, viz. of Repentance towards God, and Faith
in our Blessed Lord Jesus. I then explain’d to him, as well as I could,
why our Blessed Redeemer took not on him the Nature of Angels,
but the Seed of Abraham,* and how for that Reason the fallen Angels
had no Share in the Redemption; that he came only to the lost Sheep
of the House of Israel,* and the like.

I had, God knows, more Sincerity than Knowledge, in all the
Methods I took for this poor Creature’s Instruction, and must
acknowledge what I believe all that act upon the same Principle will
find, That in laying Things open to him, I really inform’d and
instructed my self in many Things, that either I did not know, or had
not fully consider’d before; but which occurr’d naturally to my
Mind, upon my searching into them, for the Information of this
poor Savage; and I had more Affection in my Enquiry after Things
upon this Occasion, than ever I felt before; so that whether this poor
wild Wretch was the better for me, or no, I had great Reason to be
thankful that ever he came to me: My Grief set lighter upon me, my
Habitation grew comfortable to me beyond Measure; and when I
reflected that in this solitary Life which I had been confin’d to, I had
not only been moved my self to look up to Heaven, and to seek to the
Hand that had brought me there; but was now to be made an
Instrument under Providence to save the Life, and for ought I knew,
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the Soul of a poor Savage, and bring him to the true Knowledge of
Religion, and of the Christian Doctrine, that he might know Christ
Jesus, to know whom is Life eternal. I say, when I reflected upon all
these Things, a secret Joy run through every Part of my Soul, and
I frequently rejoyc’d that ever I was brought to this Place, which I
had so often thought the most dreadful of all Afflictions that could
possibly have befallen me.

In this thankful Frame I continu’d all the Remainder of my Time,
and the Conversation which employ’d the Hours between Friday
and I, was such, as made the three Years which we liv’d there
together perfectly and compleatly happy, if any such Thing as com-
pleat Happiness can be form’d in a sublunary State. The Savage was
now a good Christian, a much better than I; though I have reason to
hope, and bless God for it, that we were equally penitent, and com-
forted restor’d Penitents; we had here the Word of God to read, and
no farther off from his Spirit to instruct,* than if we had been in
England.

I always apply’d my self in Reading the Scripture, to let him know,
as well as I could, the Meaning of what I read; and he again, by his
serious Enquiries, and Questionings, made me, as I said before, a
much better Scholar in the Scripture Knowledge, than I should ever
have been by my own private meer Reading. Another thing I cannot
refrain from observing here also from Experience, in this retir’d Part
of my Life, viz. How infinite and inexpressible a Blessing it is, that
the Knowledge of God, and of the Doctrine of Salvation by Christ
Jesus, is so plainly laid down in the Word of God; so easy to be
receiv’d and understood: That as the bare reading the Scripture
made me capable of understanding enough of my Duty, to carry me
directly on to the great Work of sincere Repentance for my Sins, and
laying hold of a Saviour for Life and Salvation, to a stated Reforma-
tion in Practice, and Obedience to all God’s Commands, and this
without any Teacher or Instructer; I mean, humane; so the same
plain Instruction sufficiently serv’d to the enlightning this Savage
Creature, and bringing him to be such a Christian, as I have known
few equal to him in my Life.

As to all the Disputes, Wranglings, Strife and Contention, which
has happen’d in the World about Religion, whether Niceties in Doc-
trines, or Schemes of Church Government, they were all perfectly
useless to us; as for ought I can yet see, they have been to all the rest
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of the World: We had the sure Guide to Heaven, viz. The Word of
God; and we had, blessed be God, comfortable Views of the Spirit of
God teaching and instructing us by his Word, leading us into all
Truth,* and making us both willing and obedient to the Instruction
of his Word; and I cannot see the least Use that the greatest
Knowledge of the disputed Points in Religion which have made such
Confusions in the World would have been to us, if we could have
obtain’d it; but I must go on with the Historical Part of Things, and
take every Part in its order.

After Friday and I became more intimately acquainted, and that
he could understand almost all I said to him, and speak fluently,
though in broken English to me; I acquainted him with my own
Story, or at least so much of it as related to my coming into the Place,
how I had liv’d there, and how long. I let him into the Mystery, for
such it was to him, of Gunpowder, and Bullet, and taught him how
to shoot: I gave him a Knife, which he was wonderfully delighted
with, and I made him a Belt, with a Frog hanging to it, such as in
England we wear Hangers in; and in the Frog, instead of a Hanger, I
gave him a Hatchet, which was not only as good a Weapon in some
Cases, but much more useful upon other Occasions.

I describ’d to him the Country of Europe, and particularly England,
which I came from; how we liv’d, how we worshipp’d God, how we
behav’d to one another; and how we traded in Ships to all Parts of
the World: I gave him an Account of the Wreck which I had been on
board of, and shew’d him as near as I could, the Place where she lay;
but she was all beaten in Pieces before, and gone.

I shew’d him the Ruins of our Boat, which we lost when we
escap’d, and which I could not stir with my whole Strength then; but
was now fallen almost all to Pieces: Upon seeing this Boat, Friday
stood musing a great while, and said nothing; I ask’d him what it was
he study’d upon, at last says he, me see such Boat like come to Place at
my Nation.

I did not understand him a good while; but at last, when I had
examin’d farther into it, I understood by him, that a Boat, such as
that had been, came on Shore upon the Country where he liv’d; that
is, as he explain’d it, was driven thither by Stress of Weather: I
presently imagin’d, that some European Ship must have been cast
away upon their Coast, and the Boat might get loose, and drive a
Shore; but was so dull, that I never once thought of Men making
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escape from a Wreck thither, much less whence they might come; so
I only enquir’d after a Description of the Boat.

Friday describ’d the Boat to me well enough; but brought me
better to understand him, when he added with some Warmth, we
save the white Mans from drown: Then I presently ask’d him, if there
was any white Mans, as he call’d them, in the Boat; yes, he said, the
Boat full white Mans: I ask’d him how many; he told upon his Fin-
gers seventeen: I ask’d him then what become of them; he told me,
they live, they dwell at my Nation.

This put new Thoughts into my Head; for I presently imagin’d,
that these might be the Men belonging to the Ship, that was cast
away in Sight of my Island, as I now call it; and who after the Ship
was struck on the Rock, and they saw her inevitably lost, had sav’d
themselves in their Boat, and were landed upon that wild Shore
among the Savages.

Upon this, I enquir’d of him more critically, What was become
of them? He assur’d me they lived still there; that they had been
there about four Years; that the Savages let them alone, and gave
them Victuals to live. I ask’d him, How it came to pass they did not
kill them and eat them? He said, No, they make Brother with them;
that is, as I understood him, a Truce: And then he added, They no
eat Mans but when make the War fight;* that is to say, they never eat
any Men but such as come to fight with them, and are taken in
Battle.

It was after this some considerable Time, that being upon the Top
of the Hill, at the East Side of the Island, from whence as I have said,
I had in a clear Day discover’d the Main, or Continent of America;
Friday, the Weather being very serene, looks very earnestly towards
the Main Land, and in a kind of Surprise, falls a jumping and dan-
cing, and calls out to me, for I was at some Distance from him: I
ask’d him, What was the Matter? O joy! Says he, O glad! There see
my Country, there my Nation!

I observ’d an extraordinary Sense of Pleasure appear’d in his Face,
and his Eyes sparkled, and his Countenance discover’d a strange
Eagerness, as if he had a Mind to be in his own Country again; and
this Observation of mine, put a great many Thoughts into me, which
made me at first not so easy about my new Man Friday as I was
before; and I made no doubt, but that if Friday could get back to his
own Nation again, he would not only forget all his Religion, but all
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his Obligation to me; and would be forward enough to give his
Countrymen an Account of me, and come back perhaps with a hun-
dred or two of them, and make a Feast upon me, at which he might
be as merry as he us’d to be with those of his Enemies, when they
were taken in War.

But I wrong’d the poor honest Creature very much, for which I
was very sorry afterwards. However as my Jealousy encreased, and
held me some Weeks, I was a little more circumspect, and not so
familiar and kind to him as before; in which I was certainly in the
Wrong too, the honest grateful Creature having no thought about it,
but what consisted with the best Principles, both as a religious Chris-
tian, and as a grateful Friend, as appeared afterwards to my full
Satisfaction.

While my Jealousy of him lasted, you may be sure I was every Day
pumping him to see if he would discover any of the new Thoughts,
which I suspected were in him; but I found every thing he said was
so Honest, and so Innocent, that I could find nothing to nourish my
Suspicion; and in spight of all my Uneasiness he made me at last
entirely his own again, nor did he in the least perceive that I was
Uneasie, and therefore I could not suspect him of Deceit.

One Day walking up the same Hill, but the Weather being haizy at
Sea, so that we could not see the Continent, I call’d to him, and said,
Friday, do not you wish your self in your own Country, your own
Nation? Yes, he said, he be much O glad to be at his own Nation. What
would you do there said I, would you turn Wild again, eat Mens
Flesh again, and be a Savage as you were before? He lookt full of
Concern, and shaking his Head said, No no, Friday tell them to live
Good, tell them to pray God, tell them to eat Corn-bread, Cattle-flesh,
Milk, no eat Man again: Why then said I to him, They will kill you.
He look’d grave at that, and then said, No, they no kill me, they willing
love learn: He meant by this, they would be willing to learn. He
added, they learn’d much of the Bearded-Mans that come in the
Boat. Then I ask’d him if he would go back to them? He smil’d at
that, and told me he could not swim so far. I told him I would make a
Canoe for him. He told me, he would go, if I would go with him. I go!
says I, why they will Eat me if I come there! No, no, says he, me make
they no Eat you; me make they much Love you: He meant he would
tell them how I had kill’d his Enemies, and sav’d his Life, and so he
would make them love me; then he told me as well as he could, how
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kind they were to seventeen White-men, or Bearded-men, as he
call’d them, who came on Shore there in Distress.

From this time I confess I had a Mind to venture over, and see if I
could possibly joyn with these Bearded-men, who I made no doubt
were Spaniards or Portuguese; not doubting but if I could we might
find some Method to Escape from thence, being upon the Continent,
and a good Company together, better than I could from an Island 
Miles off the Shore, and alone without Help. So after some Days I
took Friday to work again, by way of Discourse, and told him I
would give him a Boat to go back to his own Nation; and accordingly
I carry’d him to my Frigate which lay on the other Side of the Island,
and having clear’d it of Water, for I always kept it sunk in the Water,
I brought it out, shewed it him, and we both went into it.

I found he was a most dextrous Fellow at managing it, would make
it go almost as swift and fast again as I could; so when he was in, I
said to him, Well now, Friday, shall we go to your Nation? He look’d
very dull at my saying so, which it seems was, because he thought the
Boat too small to go so far. I told him then I had a bigger; so the next
Day I went to the Place where the first Boat lay which I had made, but
which I could not get into Water: He said that was big enough; but
then as I had taken no Care of it, and it had lain two or three and twenty
Years there, the Sun had split and dry’d it, that it was in a manner
rotten. Friday told me such a Boat would do very well, and would carry
much enough Vittle, Drink, Bread, that was his Way of Talking.

Upon the whole, I was by this Time so fix’d upon my Design of
going over with him to the Continent, that I told him we would go
and make one as big as that, and he should go home in it. He
answer’d not one Word, but look’d very grave and sad: I ask’d him
what was the matter with him? He ask’d me again thus; Why, you
angry mad with Friday, what me done? I ask’d him what he meant; I
told him I was not angry with him at all. No angry! No angry! says
he, repeating the Words several Times, Why send Friday home away
to my Nation? Why, (says I) Friday, did you not say you wish’d you
were there? Yes, yes, says he, wish be both there, no wish Friday there,
no Master there. In a Word, he would not think of going there without
me; I go there! Friday, (says I) what shall I do there? He turn’d very
quick upon me at this: You do great deal much good, says he, you teach
wild Mans be good sober tame Mans; you tell them know God, pray God,
and live new Life. Alas! Friday, (says I) thou knowest not what thou
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sayest, I am but an ignorant Man my self. Yes, yes, says he, you teachee
me Good, you teachee them Good. No, no, Friday, (says I) you shall go
without me, leave me here to live by my self as I did before. He look’d
confus’d again at that Word, and running to one of the Hatchets
which he used to wear, he takes it up hastily, comes and gives it me,
What must I do with this? says I to him. You take, kill Friday; (says
he.) What must I kill you for? said I again. He returns very quick,
What you send Friday away for? take, kill Friday, no send Friday away.
This he spoke so earnestly, that I saw Tears stand in his Eyes: In a
Word, I so plainly discover’d the utmost Affection in him to me, and
a firm Resolution in him, that I told him then, and often after, that I
would never send him away from me, if he was willing to stay with
me.

Upon the whole, as I found by all his Discourse a settled Affection
to me, and that nothing should part him from me, so I found all the
Foundation of his Desire to go to his own Country, was laid in his
ardent Affection to the People, and his Hopes of my doing them
good; a Thing which as I had no Notion of my self, so I had not the
least Thought or Intention, or Desire of undertaking it. But still I
found a strong Inclination to my attempting an Escape as above,
founded on the Supposition gather’d from the Discourse, (viz.)
That there were seventeen bearded Men there; and therefore, with-
out any more Delay, I went to Work with Friday to find out a great
Tree proper to fell, and make a large Periagua or Canoe to undertake
the Voyage. There were Trees enough in the Island to have built a
little Fleet, not of Periagua’s and Canoes, but even of good large
Vessels. But the main Thing I look’d at, was to get one so near the
Water that we might launch it when it was made, to avoid the Mis-
take I committed at first.

At last, Friday pitch’d upon a Tree, for I found he knew much
better than I what kind of Wood was fittest for it, nor can I tell to this
Day what Wood to call the Tree we cut down, except that it was very
like the Tree we call Fustic,* or between that and the Nicaragua
Wood,* for it was much of the same Colour and Smell. Friday was for
burning the Hollow or Cavity of this Tree out to make it for a Boat.
But I shew’d him how rather to cut it out with Tools, which, after I
had shew’d him how to use, he did very handily, and in about a
Month’s hard Labour, we finished it, and made it very handsome,
especially when with our Axes, which I shew’d him how to handle,
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we cut and hew’d the out-side into the true Shape of a Boat; after
this, however, it cost us near a Fortnight’s Time to get her along as it
were Inch by Inch upon great Rowlers into the Water. But when she
was in, she would have carry’d twenty Men with great Ease.

When she was in the Water, and tho’ she was so big it amazed me
to see with what Dexterity and how swift my Man Friday would
manage her, turn her, and paddle her along; so I ask’d him if he
would, and if we might venture over in her; Yes, he said, he venture
over in her very well, tho’ great blow Wind. However, I had a farther
Design that he knew nothing of, and that was to make a Mast and
Sail and to fit her with an Anchor and Cable: As to a Mast, that was
easy enough to get; so I pitch’d upon a strait young Cedar-Tree,
which I found near the Place, and which there was great Plenty of in
the Island, and I set Friday to Work to cut it down, and gave him
Directions how to shape and order it. But as to the Sail, that was my
particular Care; I knew I had old Sails, or rather Pieces of old Sails
enough; but as I had had them now six and twenty Years by me, and
had not been very careful to preserve them, not imagining that I
should ever have this kind of Use for them, I did not doubt but they
were all rotten, and indeed most of them were so; however, I found
two Pieces which appear’d pretty good, and with these I went to
Work, and with a great deal of Pains, and awkward tedious stitching
(you may be sure) for Want of Needles, I at length made a three
Corner’d ugly Thing, like what we call in England, a Shoulder of
Mutton Sail, to go with a Boom at bottom, and a little short Sprit at
the Top, such as usually our Ships Long-Boats sail with, and such as
I best knew how to manage; because it was such a one as I had to the
Boat, in which I made my Escape from Barbary, as related in the first
Part of my Story.

I was near two Months performing this last Work, viz. rigging and
fitting my Mast and Sails; for I finish’d them very compleat, making
a small Stay, and a Sail, or Foresail to it, to assist, if we should turn
to Windward; and which was more than all, I fix’d a Rudder to the
Stern of her, to steer with; and though I was but a bungling Ship-
wright, yet as I knew the Usefulness, and even Necessity of such a
Thing, I apply’d my self with so much Pains to do it, that at last I
brought it to pass; though considering the many dull Contrivances I
had for it that sail’d, I think it cost me almost as much Labour as
making the Boat.
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After all this was done too, I had my Man Friday to teach as to
what belong’d to the Navigation of my Boat; for though he knew
very well how to paddle a Canoe, he knew nothing what belong’d to a
Sail, and a Rudder; and was the most amaz’d, when he saw me work
the Boat too and again in the Sea by the Rudder, and how the Sail
gyb’d, and fill’d this way, or that way, as the Course we sail’d
chang’d; I say, when he saw this, he stood like one, astonish’d, and
amaz’d: However, with a little Use, I made all these Things familiar
to him; and he became an expert Sailor, except that as to the Com-
pass, I could make him understand very little of that. On the other
hand, as there was very little cloudy Weather, and seldom or never
any Fogs in those Parts, there was the less occasion for a Compass,
seeing the Stars were always to be seen by Night, and the Shore by
Day, except in the rainy Seasons, and then no body car’d to stir
abroad, either by Land or Sea.

I was now entred on the seven and twentieth Year of my Captivity
in this Place; though the three last Years that I had this Creature
with me, ought rather to be left out of the Account, my Habitation
being quite of another kind than in all the rest of the Time. I kept the
Anniversary of my Landing here with the same Thankfulness to
God for his Mercies, as at first; and if I had such Cause of Acknow-
ledgment at first, I had much more so now, having such additional
Testimonies of the Care of Providence over me, and the great Hopes
I had of being effectually, and speedily deliver’d; for I had an invin-
cible Impression upon my Thoughts, that my Deliverance was at
hand, and that I should not be another Year in this Place: However, I
went on with my Husbandry, digging, planting, fencing, as usual; I
gather’d and cur’d my Grapes, and did every necessary Thing as
before.

The rainy Season was in the mean Time upon me, when I kept
more within Doors than at other Times; so I had stow’d our new
Vessel as secure as we could, bringing her up into the Creek, where
as I said, in the Beginning I landed my Rafts from the Ship, and
haling her up to the Shore, at high Water mark, I made my Man
Friday dig a little Dock, just big enough to hold her, and just deep
enough to give her Water enough to fleet in; and then when the
Tide was out, we made a strong Dam cross the End of it, to keep the
Water out; and so she lay dry, as to the Tide from the Sea; and to
keep the Rain off, we laid a great many Boughs of Trees, so thick,
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that she was as well thatch’d as a House; and thus we waited for the
Month of November and December, in which I design’d to make my
Adventure.

When the settled Season began to come in, as the thought of my
Design return’d with the fair Weather, I was preparing daily for the
Voyage; and the first Thing I did, was to lay by a certain Quantity of
Provisions, being the Stores for our Voyage; and intended in a Week
or a Fortnight’s Time, to open the Dock, and launch out our Boat. I
was busy one Morning upon some Thing of this kind, when I call’d
to Friday, and bid him go to the Sea Shore, and see if he could find a
Turtle, or Tortoise, a Thing which we generally got once a Week, for
the Sake of the Eggs, as well as the Flesh: Friday had not been long
gone, when he came running back, and flew over my outer Wall, or
Fence, like one that felt not the Ground, or the Steps he set his Feet
on; and before I had time to speak to him, he cries out to me, O
Master! O Master! O Sorrow! O bad! What’s the Matter, Friday?
says I; O yonder, there, says he, one, two, three Canoe! one, two, three!
By his way of speaking, I concluded there were six; but on enquiry, I
found it was but three: Well, Friday, says I, do not be frighted; so
I heartned him up as well as I could: However, I saw the poor Fellow
was most terribly scar’d; for nothing ran in his Head but that they
were come to look for him, and would cut him in Pieces, and eat
him; and the poor Fellow trembled so, that I scarce knew what to do
with him: I comforted him as well as I could, and told him I was in
as much Danger as he, and that they would eat me as well as him;
but, says I, Friday, we must resolve to fight them; Can you fight,
Friday? Me shoot, says he, but there come many great Number. No
matter for that, said I again, our Guns will fright them that we do
not kill; so I ask’d him, Whether if I resolv’d to defend him, he
would defend me, and stand by me, and do just as I bid him? He
said, Me die, when you bid die, Master; so I went and fetch’d a good
Dram of Rum, and gave him; for I had been so good a Husband of
my Rum, that I had a great deal left: When he had drank it, I made
him take the two Fowling-Pieces, which we always carry’d, and load
them with large Swan-Shot, as big as small Pistol Bullets; then I
took four Muskets, and loaded them with two Slugs, and five small
Bullets each; and my two Pistols I loaded with a Brace of Bullets
each; I hung my great Sword as usual, naked by my Side, and gave
Friday his Hatchet.
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When I had thus prepar’d my self, I took my Perspective-Glass,
and went up to the Side of the Hill, to see what I could discover; and
I found quickly, by my Glass, that there were one and twenty Sav-
ages, three Prisoners, and three Canoes; and that their whole Busi-
ness seem’d to be the triumphant Banquet upon these three humane
Bodies, (a barbarous Feast indeed) but nothing more than as I had
observ’d was usual with them.

I observ’d also, that they were landed not where they had done,
when Friday made his Escape; but nearer to my Creek, where the
Shore was low, and where a thick Wood came close almost down to
the Sea: This, with the Abhorrence of the inhumane Errand these
Wretches came about, fill’d me with such Indignation, that I came
down again to Friday, and told him, I was resolv’d to go down to
them, and kill them all; and ask’d him, If he would stand by me? He
was now gotten over his Fright, and his Spirits being a little rais’d,
with the Dram I had given him, he was very chearful, and told me, as
before, he would die, when I bid die.

In this Fit of Fury, I took first and divided the Arms which I had
charg’d, as before, between us; I gave Friday one Pistol to stick in his
Girdle, and three Guns upon his Shoulder; and I took one Pistol,
and the other three my self; and in this Posture we march’d out: I
took a small Bottle of Rum in my Pocket, and gave Friday a large
Bag, with more Powder and Bullet; and as to Orders, I charg’d him
to keep close behind me, and not to stir, or shoot, or do any Thing,
till I bid him; and in the mean Time, not to speak a Word: In this
Posture I fetch’d a Compass* to my Right-Hand, of near a Mile, as
well to get over the Creek, as to get into the Wood; so that I might
come within shoot* of them, before I should be discover’d, which I
had seen by my Glass, it was easy to do.

While I was making this March, my former Thoughts returning, I
began to abate my Resolution; I do not mean, that I entertain’d any
Fear of their Number; for as they were naked, unarm’d Wretches,
’tis certain I was superior to them; nay, though I had been alone; but
it occurr’d to my Thoughts, What Call? What Occasion? much less,
What Necessity I was in to go and dip my Hands in Blood, to attack
People, who had neither done, or intended me any Wrong? Who as to
me were innocent, and whose barbarous Customs were their own
Disaster, being in them a Token indeed of God’s having left them,
with the other Nations of that Part of the World, to such Stupidity,
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and to such inhumane Courses; but did not call me to take upon me
to be a Judge of their Actions, much less an Executioner of his
Justice; that whenever he thought fit, he would take the Cause into
his own Hands, and by national Vengeance punish them as a People,
for national Crimes; but that in the mean time, it was none of my
Business; that it was true, Friday might justify it, because he was a
declar’d Enemy, and in a State of War with those very particular
People; and it was lawful for him to attack them; but I could not say
the same with respect to me: These Things were so warmly press’d
upon my Thoughts, all the way as I went, that I resolv’d I would only
go and place my self near them, that I might observe their barbarous
Feast, and that I would act then as God should direct; but that unless
something offer’d that was more a Call to me than yet I knew of, I
would not meddle with them.

With this Resolution I enter’d the Wood, and with all possible
Waryness and Silence, Friday following close at my Heels, I march’d
till I came to the Skirt of the Wood, on the Side which was next to
them; only that one Corner of the Wood lay between me and them;
here I call’d softly to Friday, and shewing him a great Tree, which
was just at the Corner of the Wood, I bad him go to the Tree, and
bring me Word if he could see there plainly what they were doing; he
did so, and came immediately back to me, and told me they might be
plainly view’d there; that they were all about their Fire, eating the
Flesh of one of their Prisoners; and that another lay bound upon the
Sand, a little from them, which* he said they would kill next, and
which fir’d all the very Soul within me; he told me it was not one of
their Nation; but one of the bearded Men, who he had told me of,
that came to their Country in the Boat: I was fill’d with Horror at the
very naming the white-bearded Man, and going to the Tree, I saw
plainly by my Glass, a white Man who lay upon the Beach of the Sea,
with his Hands and his Feet ty’d, with Flags, or Things like Rushes;
and that he was an European, and had Cloaths on.

There was another Tree, and a little Thicket beyond it, about fifty
Yards nearer to them than the Place where I was, which by going a
little way about, I saw I might come at undiscover’d, and that then I
should be within half Shot of them;* so I with-held my Passion,
though I was indeed enrag’d to the highest Degree, and going back
about twenty Paces, I got behind some Bushes, which held all the
way, till I came to the other Tree; and then I came to a little rising
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Ground, which gave me a full View of them, at the Distance of about
eighty Yards.

I had now not a Moment to loose;* for nineteen of the dreadful
Wretches sat upon the Ground, all close huddled together, and had
just sent the other two to butcher the poor Christian, and bring him
perhaps Limb by Limb to their Fire, and they were stoop’d down to
untie the Bands, at his Feet; I turn’d to Friday, now Friday, said I, do
as I bid thee; Friday said he would; then Friday, says I, do exactly as
you see me do, fail in nothing; so I set down one of the Muskets, and
the Fowling-Piece, upon the Ground, and Friday did the like by his;
and with the other Musket, I took my aim at the Savages, bidding
him do the like; then asking him, If he was ready? He said, yes, then
fire at them, said I; and the same Moment I fir’d also.

Friday took his Aim so much better than I, that on the Side that
he shot, he kill’d two of them, and wounded three more; and on my
Side, I kill’d one, and wounded two: They were, you may be sure, in
a dreadful Consternation; and all of them, who were not hurt,
jump’d up upon their Feet, but did not immediately know which
way to run, or which way to look; for they knew not from whence
their Destruction came: Friday kept his Eyes close upon me, that as I
had bid him, he might observe what I did; so as soon as the first Shot
was made, I threw down the Piece, and took up the Fowling-Piece,
and Friday did the like; he see me cock, and present,* he did the
same again; Are you ready, Friday? said I; yes, says he; let fly then,
says I, in the Name of God, and with that I fir’d again among the
amaz’d Wretches, and so did Friday; and as our Pieces were now
loaden with what I call’d Swan-Shot, or small Pistol Bullets, we
found only two drop; but so many were wounded, that they run
about yelling, and skreaming, like mad Creatures, all bloody, and
miserably wounded, most of them; whereof three more fell quickly
after, though not quite dead.

Now Friday, says I, laying down the discharg’d Pieces, and taking
up the Musket, which was yet loaden; follow me, says I, which he did,
with a great deal of Courage; upon which I rush’d out of the Wood,
and shew’d my self, and Friday close at my Foot; as soon as I per-
ceiv’d they saw me, I shouted as loud as I could, and bad Friday do so
too; and running as fast as I could, which by the way, was not very fast,
being loaden with Arms as I was, I made directly towards the poor
Victim, who was, as I said, lying upon the Beach, or Shore, between
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the Place where they sat, and the Sea; the two Butchers who were just
going to work with him, had left him, at the Suprize of our first Fire,
and fled in a terrible Fright, to the Sea Side, and had jump’d into a
Canoe, and three more of the rest made the same way; I turn’d to
Friday, and bid him step forwards, and fire at them; he understood
me immediately, and running about forty Yards, to be near them, he
shot at them, and I thought he had kill’d them all; for I see them all
fall of a Heap into the Boat; though I saw two of them up again
quickly: However, he kill’d two of them, and wounded the third; so
that he lay down in the Bottom of the Boat, as if he had been dead.

While my Man Friday fir’d at them, I pull’d out my Knife, and cut
the Flags that bound the poor Victim, and loosing his Hands, and
Feet, I lifted him up, and ask’d him in the Portuguese Tongue, What
he was? He answer’d in Latin,* Christianus; but was so weak, and
faint, that he could scarce stand, or speak; I took my Bottle out of my
Pocket, and gave it him, making Signs that he should drink, which
he did; and I gave him a Piece of Bread, which he eat; then I ask’d
him, What Countryman he was? And he said, Espagniole; and being a
little recover’d, let me know by all the Signs he could possibly make,
how much he was in my Debt for his Deliverance; Seignior, said I,
with as much Spanish as I could make up, we will talk afterwards; but
we must fight now; if you have any Strength left, take this Pistol, and
Sword, and lay about you; he took them very thankfully, and no
sooner had he the Arms in his Hands, but as if they had put new
Vigour into him, he flew upon his Murtherers, like a Fury, and had
cut two of them in Pieces, in an instant; for the Truth is, as the whole
was a Surprize to them; so the poor Creatures were so much frighted
with the Noise of our Pieces, that they fell down for meer Amaze-
ment, and Fear; and had no more Power to attempt their own
Escape, than their Flesh had to resist our Shot; and that was the Case
of those Five that Friday shot at in the Boat; for as three of them fell
with the Hurt they receiv’d, so the other two fell with the Fright.

I kept my Piece in my Hand still, without firing, being willing to
keep my Charge ready; because I had given the Spaniard my Pistol,
and Sword; so I call’d to Friday, and bad him run up to the Tree,
from whence we first fir’d, and fetch the Arms which lay there, that
had been discharg’d, which he did with great Swiftness; and then
giving him my Musket, I sat down my self to load all the rest again,
and bad them come to me when they wanted: While I was loading
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these Pieces, there happen’d a fierce Engagement between the Span-
iard, and one of the Savages, who made at him with one of their
great wooden Swords, the same Weapon that was to have kill’d him
before, if I had not prevented it: The Spaniard, who was as bold, and
as brave as could be imagin’d, though weak, had fought this Indian a
good while, and had cut him two great Wounds on his Head; but the
Savage being a stout lusty Fellow, closing in with him, had thrown
him down (being faint) and was wringing my Sword out of his Hand,
when the Spaniard, tho’ undermost, wisely quitting the Sword, drew
the Pistol* from his Girdle, shot the Savage through the Body, and
kill’d him upon the Spot; before I, who was running to help him,
could come near him.

Friday being now left to his Liberty, pursu’d the flying Wretches
with no Weapon in his Hand, but his Hatchet; and with that he
dispatch’d those three, who, as I said before, were wounded at first
and fallen, and all the rest he could come up with, and the Spaniard
coming to me for a Gun, I gave him one of the Fowling-Pieces, with
which he pursu’d two of the Savages, and wounded them both; but
as he was not able to run, they both got from him into the Wood,
where Friday pursu’d them, and kill’d one of them; but the other
was too nimble for him, and though he was wounded, yet had
plunged himself into the Sea, and swam with all his might off to
those two who were left in the Canoe, which three in the Canoe, with
one wounded, who we know not whether he dy’d or no, were all that
escap’d our Hands of one and twenty: The Account of the Rest is as
follows;

 Kill’d at our first Shot from the Tree.
 Kill’d at the next Shot.
 Kill’d by Friday in the Boat.
 Kill’d by Ditto, of those at first wounded.
 Kill’d by Ditto, in the Wood.
 Kill’d by the Spaniard.
 Kill’d, being found dropp’d here and there of their Wounds,

or kill’d by Friday in his Chase of them.
 Escap’d in the Boat, whereof one wounded if not dead.

––
 In all.
––
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Those that were in the Canoe, work’d hard to get out of Gun-
Shot; and though Friday made two or three Shot at them, I did not
find that he hit any of them: Friday would fain have had me took
one of their Canoes, and pursu’d them; and indeed I was very
anxious about their Escape, least carrying the News home to their
People, they should come back perhaps with two or three hundred
of their Canoes, and devour us by meer Multitude; so I consented to
pursue them by Sea, and running to one of their Canoes, I jump’d
in, and bad Friday follow me; but when I was in the Canoe, I was
surpriz’d to find another poor Creature lye there alive, bound Hand
and Foot, as the Spaniard was, for the Slaughter, and almost dead
with Fear, not knowing what the Matter was; for he had not been
able to look up over the Side of the Boat, he was ty’d so hard, Neck
and Heels, and had been ty’d so long, that he had really but little
Life in him.

I immediately cut the twisted Flags, or Rushes, which they had
bound him with, and would have helped him up; but he could not
stand, or speak, but groan’d most piteously, believing it seems still
that he was only unbound in order to be kill’d.

When Friday came to him, I bad him speak to him, and tell him of
his Deliverance, and pulling out my Bottle, made him give the poor
Wretch a Dram, which, with the News of his being deliver’d, reviv’d
him, and he sat up in the Boat; but when Friday came to hear him
speak, and look in his Face, it would have mov’d any one to Tears, to
have seen how Friday kiss’d him, embrac’d him, hugg’d him, cry’d,
laugh’d, hollow’d, jump’d about, danc’d, sung, then cry’d again,
wrung his Hands, beat his own Face, and Head, and then sung, and
jump’d about again, like a distracted Creature: It was a good while
before I could make him speak to me, or tell me what was the Matter;
but when he came a little to himself, he told me, that it was his
Father.

It is not easy for me to express how it mov’d me to see what Extasy
and filial Affection had work’d in this poor Savage, at the Sight of
his Father,* and of his being deliver’d from Death; nor indeed can I
describe half the Extravagancies of his Affection after this; for he
went into the Boat and out of the Boat a great many times: When he
went in to him, he would sit down by him, open his Breast, and hold
his Father’s Head close to his Bosom, half an Hour together, to
nourish it; then he took his Arms and Ankles, which were numb’d
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and stiff with the Binding, and chaffed and rubbed them with his
Hands; and I perceiving what the Case was, gave him some Rum out
of my Bottle, to rub them with, which did them a great deal of Good.

This Action put an End to our Pursuit of the Canoe, with the
other Savages, who were now gotten almost out of Sight; and it was
happy for us that we did not; for it blew so hard within two Hours
after, and before they could be gotten a Quarter of their Way, and
continued blowing so hard all Night, and that from the North-west,
which was against them, that I could not suppose their Boat could
live, or that they ever reach’d to their own Coast.

But to return to Friday, he was so busy about his Father, that I
could not find in my Heart to take him off for some time: But after I
thought he could leave him a little, I call’d him to me, and he came
jumping and laughing, and pleas’d to the highest Extream; then I
ask’d him, If he had given his Father any Bread? He shook his Head,
and said, None: Ugly Dog eat all up self; so I gave him a Cake of
Bread out of a little Pouch I carry’d on Purpose; I also gave him a
Dram for himself, but he would not taste it, but carry’d it to his
Father: I had in my Pocket also two or three Bunches of my Raisins,
so I gave him a Handful of them for his Father. He had no sooner
given his Father these Raisins, but I saw him come out of the Boat,
and run away, as if he had been bewitch’d, he run at such a Rate; for
he was the swiftest Fellow of his Foot that ever I saw; I say, he run at
such a Rate, that he was out of Sight, as it were, in an instant; and
though I call’d, and hollow’d too, after him, it was all one, away he
went, and in a Quarter of an Hour, I saw him come back again,
though not so fast as he went; and as he came nearer, I found his Pace
was slacker, because he had something in his Hand.

When he came up to me, I found he had been quite Home for an
Earthen Jugg or Pot to bring his Father some fresh Water, and that
he had got two more Cakes, or Loaves of Bread: The Bread he gave
me, but the Water he carry’d to his Father: However, as I was very
thirsty too, I took a little Sup of it. This Water reviv’d his Father
more than all the Rum or Spirits I had given him; for he was just
fainting with Thirst.

When his Father had drank, I call’d to him to know if there was
any Water left; he said, yes; and I bad him give it to the poor Span-
iard, who was in as much Want of it as his Father; and I sent one of
the Cakes, that Friday brought, to the Spaniard too, who was indeed
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very weak, and was reposing himself upon a green Place under the
Shade of a Tree; and whose Limbs were also very stiff, and very
much swell’d with the rude Bandage he had been ty’d with. When I
saw that upon Friday’s coming to him with the Water, he sat up and
drank, and took the Bread, and began to eat, I went to him, and gave
him a Handful of Raisins; he look’d up in my Face with all the
Tokens of Gratitude and Thankfulness, that could appear in any
Countenance; but was so weak, notwithstanding he had so exerted
himself in the Fight, that he could not stand up upon his Feet; he
try’d to do it two or three times, but was really not able, his Ankles
were so swell’d and so painful to him; so I bad him sit still, and
caused Friday to rub his Ankles, and bathe them with Rum, as he
had done his Father’s.

I observ’d the poor affectionate Creature every two Minutes, or
perhaps less, all the while he was here, turn’d his Head about, to see
if his Father was in the same Place, and Posture, as he left him
sitting; and at last he found he was not to be seen; at which he started
up, and without speaking a Word, flew with that Swiftness to him,
that one could scarce perceive his Feet to touch the Ground, as he
went: But when he came, he only found he had laid himself down to
ease his Limbs; so Friday came back to me presently, and I then
spoke to the Spaniard to let Friday help him up if he could, and lead
him to the Boat, and then he should carry him to our Dwelling,
where I would take Care of him: But Friday, a lusty strong Fellow,
took the Spaniard quite up upon his Back, and carry’d him away to
the Boat, and set him down softly upon the Side or Gunnel of the
Canoe, with his Feet in the inside of it, and then lifted him quite in,
and set him close to his Father, and presently stepping out again,
launched the Boat off, and paddled it along the Shore faster than I
could walk, tho’ the Wind blew pretty hard too; so he brought them
both safe into our Creek; and leaving them in the Boat, runs away to
fetch the other Canoe. As he pass’d me, I spoke to him, and ask’d
him, whither he went, he told me, Go fetch more Boat; so away he
went like the Wind; for sure never Man or Horse run like him, and
he had the other Canoe in the Creek, almost as soon as I got to it by
Land; so he wafted me over, and then went to help our new Guests
out of the Boat, which he did; but they were neither of them able to
walk; so that poor Friday knew not what to do.

To remedy this, I went to Work in my Thought, and calling to
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Friday to bid them sit down on the Bank while he came to me, I soon
made a Kind of Hand-Barrow to lay them on, and Friday and I
carry’d them up both together upon it between us: But when we got
them to the outside of our Wall or Fortification, we were at a worse
Loss than before; for it was impossible to get them over; and I was
resolv’d not to break it down: So I set to Work again; and Friday and
I, in about  Hours time, made a very handsom Tent, cover’d with
old Sails, and above that with Boughs of Trees, being in the Space
without our outward Fence, and between that and the Grove of
young Wood which I had planted: And here we made them two Beds
of such things as I had (viz.) of good Rice-Straw, with Blankets laid
upon it to lye on, and another to cover them on each Bed.

My Island was now peopled, and I thought my self very rich in
Subjects; and it was a merry Reflection which I frequently made,
How like a King I look’d. First of all, the whole Country was my own
meer Property;* so that I had an undoubted Right of Dominion.
dly, My People were perfectly subjected: I was absolute Lord and
Law-giver; they all owed their Lives to me, and were ready to lay
down their Lives, if there had been Occasion of it, for me. It was
remarkable too, we had but three Subjects, and they were of three
different Religions. My Man Friday was a Protestant, his Father was
a Pagan and a Cannibal, and the Spaniard was a Papist: However, I
allow’d Liberty of Conscience throughout my Dominions:* But this
is by the Way.

As soon as I had secur’d my two weak rescued Prisoners, and
given them Shelter, and a Place to rest them upon, I began to think
of making some Provision for them: And the first thing I did, I
order’d Friday to take a yearling Goat, betwixt a Kid and a Goat, out
of my particular Flock, to be kill’d, when I cut off the hinder quarter,
and chopping it into small Pieces, I set Friday to Work to boiling and
stewing, and made them a very good Dish, I assure you, of Flesh and
Broth, having put some Barley and Rice also into the Broth; and as I
cook’d it without Doors, for I made no Fire within my inner Wall, so
I carry’d it all into the new Tent; and having set a Table there for
them, I sat down and eat my own Dinner also with them, and, as well
as I could, chear’d them and encourag’d them; Friday being my
Interpreter, especially to his Father, and indeed to the Spaniard too;
for the Spaniard spoke the Language of the Savages pretty well.

After we had dined, or rather supped, I order’d Friday to take one
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of the Canoes, and go and fetch our Muskets and other Fire-Arms,
which for Want of time we had left upon the Place of Battle, and the
next Day I order’d him to go and bury the dead Bodies of the
Savages, which lay open to the Sun, and would presently be offen-
sive; and I also order’d him to bury the horrid Remains of their
barbarous Feast, which I knew were pretty much, and which I could
not think of doing my self; nay, I could not bear to see them, if I went
that Way: All which he punctually performed, and defaced the very
Appearance of the Savages being there; so that when I went again, I
could scarce know where it was, otherwise than by the Corner of the
Wood pointing to the Place.

I then began to enter into a little Conversation with my two new
Subjects; and first I set Friday to enquire of his Father, what he
thought of the Escape of the Savages in that Canoe, and whether we
might expect a Return of them with a Power too great for us to resist:
His first Opinion was, that the Savages in the Boat never could live
out the Storm which blew that Night they went off, but must of
Necessity be drowned or driven South to those other Shores where
they were as sure to be devoured as they were to be drowned if they
were cast away; but as to what they would do if they came safe on
Shore, he said he knew not; but it was his Opinion that they were so
dreadfully frighted with the Manner of their being attack’d, the
Noise and the Fire, that he believed they would tell their People,
they were all kill’d by Thunder and Lightning, not by the Hand of
Man, and that the two which appear’d, (viz.) Friday and me, were
two Heavenly Spirits or Furies, come down to destroy them, and not
Men with Weapons: This he said he knew, because he heard them all
cry out so in their Language to one another, for it was impossible to
them to conceive that a Man could dart Fire, and speak Thunder,
and kill at a Distance without lifting up the Hand, as was done now:
And this old Savage was in the right; for, as I understood since by
other Hands, the Savages never attempted to go over to the Island
afterwards; they were so terrified with the Accounts given by those
four Men, (for it seems they did escape the Sea) that they believ’d
whoever went to that enchanted Island would be destroy’d with Fire
from the Gods.

This however I knew not, and therefore was under continual
Apprehensions for a good while, and kept always upon my Guard,
me and all my Army; for as we were now four of us, I would have
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ventur’d upon a hundred of them fairly in the open Field at any
Time.

In a little Time, however, no more Canoes appearing, the Fear of
their Coming wore off, and I began to take my former Thoughts of a
Voyage to the Main into Consideration, being likewise assur’d by
Friday’s Father, that I might depend upon good Usage from their
Nation on his Account, if I would go.

But my Thoughts were a little suspended, when I had a serious
Discourse with the Spaniard, and when I understood that there were
sixteen more of his Countrymen and Portuguese, who having been
cast away, and made their Escape to that Side, liv’d there at Peace
indeed with the Savages, but were very sore put to it for Necessaries,
and indeed for Life: I ask’d him all the Particulars of their Voyage,
and found they were a Spanish Ship bound from the Rio de la Plata
to the Havana,* being directed to leave their Loading there, which
was chiefly Hides and Silver, and to bring back what European
Goods they could meet with there; that they had five Portuguese
Seamen on Board, who they took out of another Wreck; that five of
their own Men were drowned when the first Ship was lost, and that
these escaped thro’ infinite Dangers and Hazards, and arriv’d almost
starv’d on the Cannibal Coast, where they expected to have been
devour’d every Moment.

He told me, they had some Arms with them, but they were per-
fectly useless, for that they had neither Powder or Ball, the Washing
of the Sea having spoil’d all their Powder but a little, which they
used at their first Landing to provide themselves some Food.

I ask’d him what he thought would become of them there, and if
they had form’d no Design of making any Escape? He said, They
had many Consultations about it, but that having neither Vessel, or
Tools to build one, or Provisions of any kind, their Councils always
ended in Tears and Despair.

I ask’d him how he thought they would receive a Proposal from
me, which might tend towards an Escape? And whether, if they were
all here, it might not be done? I told him with Freedom, I fear’d
mostly their Treachery and ill Usage of me, if I put my Life in their
Hands; for that Gratitude was no inherent Virtue in the Nature of
Man;* nor did Men always square their Dealings by the Obligations
they had receiv’d, so much as they did by the Advantages they
expected. I told him it would be very hard, that I should be the
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Instrument of their Deliverance, and that they should afterwards
make me their Prisoner in New Spain, where an English Man was
certain to be made a Sacrifice, what Necessity, or what Accident
soever, brought him thither: And that I had rather be deliver’d up to
the Savages, and be devour’d alive, than fall into the merciless Claws
of the Priests, and be carry’d into the Inquisition.* I added, That
otherwise I was perswaded, if they were all here, we might, with so
many Hands, build a Bark large enough to carry us all away, either to
the Brasils South-ward, or to the Islands or Spanish Coast North-
ward: But that if in Requital they should, when I had put Weapons
into their Hands, carry me by Force among their own People, I
might be ill used for my Kindness to them, and make my Case worse
than it was before.

He answer’d with a great deal of Candor and Ingenuity, That
their Condition was so miserable, and they were so sensible of it, that
he believed they would abhor the Thought of using any Man
unkindly that should contribute to their Deliverance; and that, if I
pleased, he would go to them with the old Man, and discourse with
them about it, and return again, and bring me their Answer: That he
would make Conditions with them upon their solemn Oath, That
they should be absolutely under my Leading, as their Commander
and Captain; and that they should swear upon the Holy Sacraments*
and the Gospel, to be true to me, and to go to such Christian Coun-
try, as that I should agree to, and no other; and to be directed wholly
and absolutely by my Orders, ’till they were landed safely in such
Country, as I intended; and that he would bring a Contract from
them under their Hands for that Purpose.

Then he told me, he would first swear to me himself, That he
would never stir from me as long as he liv’d, ’till I gave him Orders;
and that he would take my Side to the last Drop of his Blood, if there
should happen the least Breach of Faith among his Country-men.

He told me, they were all of them very civil honest Men, and they
were under the greatest Distress imaginable, having neither
Weapons or Cloaths, nor any Food, but at the Mercy and Discretion
of the Savages; out of all Hopes of ever returning to their own
Country; and that he was sure, if I would undertake their Relief, they
would live and die by me.

Upon these Assurances, I resolv’d to venture to relieve them, if
possible, and to send the old Savage and this Spaniard over to them
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to treat: But when we had gotten all things in a Readiness to go, the
Spaniard himself started an Objection, which had so much Prudence
in it on one hand, and so much Sincerity on the other hand, that I
could not but be very well satisfy’d in it; and by his Advice, put off
the Deliverance of his Comerades, for at least half a Year. The Case
was thus:

He had been with us now about a Month; during which time, I
had let him see in what Manner I had provided, with the Assistance
of Providence, for my Support; and he saw evidently what Stock of
Corn and Rice I had laid up; which as it was more than sufficient for
my self, so it was not sufficient, at least without good Husbandry, for
my Family; now it was encreas’d to Number four: But much less
would it be sufficient, if his Country-men, who were, as he said,
fourteen* still alive, should come over. And least of all should it be
sufficient to victual our Vessel, if we should build one, for a Voyage
to any of the Christian Colonies of America. So he told me, he
thought it would be more advisable, to let him and the two other, dig
and cultivate some more Land, as much as I could spare Seed to sow;
and that we should wait another Harvest, that we might have a
Supply of Corn for his Country-men when they should come; for
Want might be a Temptation to them to disagree, or not to think
themselves delivered, otherwise than out of one Difficulty into
another. You know, says he, the Children of Israel, though they
rejoyc’d at first for their being deliver’d out of Egypt, yet rebell’d
even against God himself that deliver’d them, when they came to
want Bread in the Wilderness.*

His Caution was so seasonable, and his Advice so good, that I
could not but be very well pleased with his Proposal, as well as I was
satisfy’d with his Fidelity. So we fell to digging all four of us, as well
as the Wooden Tools we were furnish’d with permitted; and in about
a Month’s time, by the End of which it was Seed time, we had gotten
as much Land cur’d and trim’d up,* as we sowed  Bushels of
Barley on, and  Jarrs of Rice, which was in short all the Seed we
had to spare; nor indeed did we leave our selves Barley sufficient for
our own Food, for the six Months that we had to expect our Crop,
that is to say, reckoning from the time we set our Seed aside for
sowing; for it is not to be supposed it is six Months in the Ground in
the Country.

Having now Society enough, and our Number being sufficient to
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put us out of Fear of the Savages, if they had come, unless their
Number had been very great, we went freely all over the Island,
where-ever we found Occasion; and as here we had our Escape or
Deliverance upon our Thoughts, it was impossible, at least for me, to
have the Means of it out of mine; to this Purpose, I mark’d out
several Trees which I thought fit for our Work, and I set Friday and
his Father to cutting them down; and then I caused the Spaniard, to
whom I imparted my Thought on that Affair, to oversee and direct
their Work. I shewed them with what indefatigable Pains I had
hewed a large Tree into single Planks, and I caused them to do the
like, till they had made about a Dozen large Planks of good Oak, near
 Foot broad,  Foot long, and from  Inches to  Inches thick:
What prodigious Labour it took up, any one may imagine.

At the same time I contriv’d to encrease my little Flock of tame
Goats as much as I could; and to this Purpose, I made Friday and the
Spaniard go out one Day, and my self with Friday the next Day; for
we took our Turns: And by this Means we got above  young Kids
to breed up with the rest; for when-ever we shot the Dam, we saved
the Kids, and added them to our Flock: But above all, the Season for
curing the Grapes coming on, I caused such a prodigious Quantity to
be hung up in the Sun, that I believe, had we been at Alicant,* where
the Raisins of the Sun are cur’d, we could have fill’d  or  Barrels;
and these with our Bread was a great Part of our Food, and very good
living too, I assure you; for it is an exceeding nourishing Food.

It was now Harvest, and our Crop in good Order; it was not the
most plentiful Encrease I had seen in the Island, but however it was
enough to answer our End; for from our  Bushels of Barley, we
brought in and thrashed out above  Bushels; and the like in
Proportion of the Rice, which was Store enough for our Food to the
next Harvest, tho’ all the  Spaniards had been on Shore with me;
or if we had been ready for a Voyage, it would very plentifully have
victualled our Ship, to have carry’d us to any Part of the World, that
is to say, of America.

When we had thus hous’d and secur’d our Magazine of Corn, we
fell to Work to make more Wicker Work, (viz.) great Baskets in
which we kept it; and the Spaniard was very handy and dexterous at
this Part, and often blam’d me that I did not make some things, for
Defence, of this Kind of Work; but I saw no Need of it.

And now having a full Supply of Food for all the Guests I
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expected, I gave the Spaniard Leave to go over to the Main, to see
what he could do with those he had left behind him there. I gave him
a strict Charge in Writing,* Not to bring any Man with him, who
would not first swear in the Presence of himself and of the old
Savage, That he would no way injure, fight with, or attack the Per-
son he should find in the Island, who was so kind to send for them in
order to their Deliverance; but that they would stand by and defend
him against all such Attempts, and where-ever they went, would be
entirely under and subjected to his Commands; and that this should
be put in Writing, and signed with their Hands: How we were to
have this done, when I knew they had neither Pen or Ink; that indeed
was a question which we never asked.

Under these Instructions, the Spaniard, and the old Savage the
Father of Friday, went away in one of the Canoes, which they might
be said to come in, or rather were brought in, when they came as
Prisoners to be devour’d by the Savages.

I gave each of them a Musket with a Firelock on it, and about
eight Charges of Powder and Ball, charging them to be very good
Husbands of both, and not to use either of them but upon urgent
Occasion.

This was a chearful Work, being the first Measures used by me in
View of my Deliverance for now  Years and some Days. I gave
them Provisions of Bread, and of dry’d Grapes, sufficient for them-
selves for many Days, and sufficient for all their Country-men for
about eight Days time; and wishing them a good Voyage, I see them
go, agreeing with them about a Signal they should hang out at their
Return, by which I should know them again, when they came back,
at a Distance, before they came on Shore.

They went away with a fair Gale* on the Day that the Moon was
at Full by my Account, in the Month of October: But as for an exact
Reckoning of Days, after I had once lost it, I could never recover it
again; nor had I kept even the Number of Years so punctually, as to
be sure that I was right, tho’ as it prov’d, when I afterwards examin’d
my Account, I found I had kept a true Reckoning of Years.

It was no less than eight Days I had waited for them, when a
strange and unforeseen Accident interveen’d, of which the like has
not perhaps been heard of in History: I was fast asleep in my Hutch
one Morning, when my Man Friday came running in to me, and
call’d aloud, Master, Master, they are come, they are come.
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I jump’d up, and regardless of Danger, I went out, as soon as I
could get my Cloaths on, thro’ my little Grove, which by the Way
was by this time grown to be a very thick Wood; I say, regardless of
Danger, I went without my Arms, which was not my Custom to do:
But I was surpriz’d, when turning my Eyes to the Sea, I presently
saw a Boat at about a League and half ’s Distance, standing in for the
Shore, with a Shoulder of Mutton Sail, as they call it; and the Wind
blowing pretty fair to bring them in; also I observ’d presently, that
they did not come from that Side which the Shore lay on, but from
the Southermost End of the Island: Upon this I call’d Friday in, and
bid him lie close, for these were not the People we look’d for, and that
we might not know yet whether they were Friends or Enemies.

In the next Place, I went in to fetch my Perspective Glass, to see
what I could make of them; and having taken the Ladder out, I
climb’d up to the Top of the Hill, as I used to do when I was
apprehensive of any thing, and to take my View the plainer without
being discover’d.

I had scarce set my Foot on the Hill, when my Eye plainly discov-
er’d a Ship lying at an Anchor, at about two Leagues and an half ’s
Distance from me South-south-east, but not above a League and an
half from the Shore. By my Observation it appear’d plainly to be an
English Ship, and the Boat appear’d to be an English Long-Boat.

I cannot express the Confusion I was in, tho’ the Joy of seeing a
Ship, and one who I had Reason to believe was Mann’d by my own
Country-men, and consequently Friends, was such as I cannot
describe; but yet I had some secret Doubts hung about me, I cannot
tell from whence they came, bidding me keep upon my Guard. In the
first Place, it occurr’d to me to consider what Business an English
Ship could have in that Part of the World, since it was not the Way to
or from any Part of the World, where the English had any Traffick; and
I knew there had been no Storms to drive them in there, as in Dis-
tress; and that if they were English really, it was most probable that
they were here upon no good Design; and that I had better continue
as I was, than fall into the Hands of Thieves and Murtherers.

Let no Man despise the secret Hints and Notices of Danger,
which sometimes are given him, when he may think there is no
Possibility of its being real. That such Hints and Notices are given
us, I believe few that have made any Observations of things, can
deny; that they are certain Discoveries of an invisible World, and a
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Converse of Spirits,* we cannot doubt; and if the Tendency of them
seems to be to warn us of Danger, why should we not suppose they
are from some friendly Agent, whether supreme, or inferior, and
subordinate, is not the Question; and that they are given for our
Good?

The present Question abundantly confirms me in the Justice of
this Reasoning; for had I not been made cautious by this secret
Admonition, come it from whence it will, I had been undone inevit-
ably, and in a far worse Condition than before, as you will see
presently.

I had not kept my self long in this Posture, but I saw the Boat
draw near the Shore, as if they look’d for a Creek to thrust in at for
the Convenience of Landing; however, as they did not come quite far
enough, they did not see the little Inlet where I formerly landed my
Rafts; but run their Boat on Shore upon the Beach, at about half a
Mile from me, which was very happy for me; for otherwise they
would have landed just as I may say at my Door, and would soon
have beaten me out of my Castle, and perhaps have plunder’d me of
all I had.

When they were on Shore, I was fully satisfy’d that they were
English Men; at least, most of them; one or two I thought were
Dutch; but it did not prove so: There were in all eleven Men, whereof
three of them I found were unarm’d, and as I thought, bound; and
when the first four or five of them were jump’d on Shore, they took
those three out of the Boat as Prisoners: One of the three I could
perceive using the most passionate Gestures of Entreaty, Affliction
and Despair, even to a kind of Extravagance; the other two I could
perceive lifted up their Hands sometimes, and appear’d concern’d
indeed, but not to such a Degree as the first.

I was perfectly confounded at the Sight, and knew not what the
Meaning of it should be. Friday call’d out to me in English, as well as
he could, O Master! You see English Mans eat Prisoner as well as
Savage Mans. Why, says I, Friday, Do you think they are a going to eat
them then? Yes, says Friday, They will eat them: No, no, says I, Friday,
I am afraid they will murther them indeed, but you may be sure they will
not eat them.

All this while I had no thought of what the Matter really was; but
stood trembling with the Horror of the Sight, expecting every
Moment when the three Prisoners should be kill’d; nay, once I saw
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one of the Villains lift up his Arm with a great Cutlash, as the
Seamen call it, or Sword, to strike one of the poor Men; and I
expected to see him fall every Moment, at which all the Blood in my
Body seem’d to run chill in my Veins.

I wish’d heartily now for my Spaniard, and the Savage that was
gone with him; or that I had any way to have come undiscover’d
within shot of them, that I might have rescu’d the three Men; for I
saw no Fire Arms they had among them; but it fell out to my Mind
another way.

After I had observ’d the outragious Usage of the three Men, by
the insolent Seamen, I observ’d the Fellows run scattering about the
Land, as if they wanted to see the Country: I observ’d that the three
other Men had Liberty to go also where they pleas’d; but they sat
down all three upon the Ground, very pensive, and look’d like Men
in Despair.

This put me in Mind of the first Time when I came on Shore, and
began to look about me; How I gave my self over for lost: How wildly
I look’d round me: What dreadful Apprehensions I had: And how I
lodg’d in the Tree all Night for fear of being devour’d by wild Beasts.

As I knew nothing that Night of the Supply I was to receive by the
providential Driving of the Ship nearer the Land, by the Storms and
Tide, by which I have since been so long nourish’d and supported; so
these three poor desolate Men knew nothing how certain of Deliver-
ance and Supply they were, how near it was to them, and how
effectually and really they were in a Condition of Safety, at the same
Time that they thought themselves lost, and their Case desperate.

So little do we see before us in the World, and so much reason
have we to depend chearfully upon the great Maker of the World,
that he does not leave his Creatures so absolutely destitute, but that
in the worst Circumstances they have always something to be thank-
ful for, and sometimes are nearer their Deliverance than they
imagine; nay, are even brought to their Deliverance by the Means by
which they seem to be brought to their Destruction.*

It was just at the Top of High-Water when these People came
on Shore, and while partly they stood parlying with the Prisoners
they brought, and partly while they rambled about to see what kind
of a Place they were in; they had carelessly staid till the Tide was
spent, and the Water was ebb’d considerably away, leaving their
Boat a-ground.
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They had left two Men in the Boat, who as I found afterwards,
having drank a little too much Brandy, fell a-sleep; however, one of
them waking sooner than the other, and finding the Boat too fast a-
ground for him to stir it, hollow’d for the rest who were straggling
about, upon which they all soon came to the Boat; but it was past
all their Strength to launch her, the Boat being very heavy, and
the Shore on that Side being a soft ousy Sand,* almost like a
Quick-Sand.

In this Condition, like true Seamen who are perhaps the least of
all Mankind given to fore-thought,* they gave it over, and away they
stroll’d about the Country again; and I heard one of them say aloud
to another, calling them off from the Boat, Why let her alone, Jack,
can’t ye, she will float next Tide; by which I was fully confirm’d in the
main Enquiry, of what Countrymen they were.

All this while I kept my self very close, not once daring to stir out
of my Castle, any farther than to my Place of Observation, near the
Top of the Hill; and very glad I was, to think how well it was
fortify’d: I knew it was no less than ten Hours before the Boat could
be on float again,* and by that Time it would be dark, and I might be
at more Liberty to see their Motions, and to hear their Discourse, if
they had any.

In the mean Time, I fitted my self up for a Battle, as before;
though with more Caution, knowing I had to do with another kind of
Enemy than I had at first: I order’d Friday also, who I had made an
excellent Marks-Man with his Gun, to load himself with Arms: I
took my self two Fowling-Pieces, and I gave him three Muskets; my
Figure indeed was very fierce; I had my formidable Goat-Skin Coat
on, with the great Cap I have mention’d, a naked Sword by my Side,
two Pistols in my Belt, and a Gun upon each Shoulder.

It was my Design, as I said above, not to have made any Attempt
till it was Dark: But about Two a Clock, being the Heat of the Day, I
found that in short they were all gone straggling into the Woods, and
as I thought were laid down to Sleep. The three poor distressed
Men, too Anxious for their Condition to get any Sleep, were however
set down under the Shelter of a great Tree, at about a quarter of a
Mile from me, and as I thought out of sight of any of the rest.

Upon this I resolv’d to discover my self to them, and learn some-
thing of their Condition: Immediately I march’d in the Figure as
above, my Man Friday at a good Distance behind me, as formidable
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for his Arms as I, but not making quite so staring a Spectre-like
Figure as I did.

I came as near them undiscover’d as I could, and then before any
of them saw me, I call’d aloud to them in Spanish, What are ye
Gentlemen?

They started up at the Noise, but were ten times more con-
founded when they saw me, and the uncouth Figure that I made.
They made no Answer at all, but I thought I perceiv’d them just
going to fly from me, when I spoke to them in English, Gentlemen,
said I, do not be surpriz’d at me; perhaps you may have a Friend near
you when you did not expect it. He must be sent directly from
Heaven then, said one of them very gravely to me, and pulling off his
Hat at the same time to me, for our Condition is past the Help of
Man. All Help is from Heaven, Sir, said I. But can you put a Stran-
ger in the way how to help you, for you seem to me to be in some
great Distress? I saw you when you landed, and when you seem’d to
make Applications to the Brutes that came with you, I saw one of
them lift up his Sword to kill you.

The poor Man with Tears running down his Face, and trembling,
looking like one astonish’d, return’d, Am I talking to God, or Man! Is
it a real Man, or an Angel! Be in no fear about that, Sir, said I, if God
had sent an Angel to relieve you, he would have come better
Cloath’d, and Arm’d after another manner than you see me in; pray
lay aside your Fears, I am a Man, an English-man, and dispos’d to
assist you, you see; I have one Servant only; we have Arms and
Ammunition; tell us freely, Can we serve you?––What is your Case?

Our Case, said he, Sir, is too long to tell you, while our Murther-
ers are so near; but in short, Sir, I was Commander of that Ship, my
Men have Mutinied against me; they have been hardly prevail’d on
not to Murther me, and at last have set me on Shore in this desolate
Place, with these two Men with me; one my Mate, the other a Pas-
senger, where we expected to Perish, believing the Place to be
uninhabited, and know not yet what to think of it.

Where are those Brutes, your Enemies, said I, do you know where
they are gone? There they lye, Sir, said he, pointing to a Thicket of
Trees; my Heart trembles, for fear they have seen us, and heard you
speak, if they have, they will certainly Murther us all.

Have they any Fire-Arms, said I, He answered they had only two
Pieces, and one which they left in the Boat. Well then, said I, leave
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the rest to me; I see they are all asleep, it is an easie thing to kill them
all; but shall we rather take them Prisoners? He told me there were
two desperate Villains among them, that it was scarce safe to shew
any Mercy to; but if they were secur’d, he believ’d all the rest would
return to their Duty. I ask’d him, which they were? He told me he
could not at that distance describe them; but he would obey my
Orders in any thing I would direct. Well, says I, let us retreat out of
their View or Hearing, least they awake, and we will resolve further;
so they willingly went back with me, till the Woods cover’d us from
them.

Look you, Sir, said I, if I venture upon your Deliverance, are you
willing to make two Conditions with me? he anticipated my Pro-
posals, by telling me, that both he and the Ship, if recover’d, should
be wholly Directed and Commanded by me in every thing; and if the
Ship was not recover’d, he would live and dye with me in what Part
of the World soever I would send him; and the two other Men said
the same.

Well, says I, my Conditions are but two. . That while you stay on
this Island with me, you will not pretend to any Authority here; and
if I put Arms into your Hands, you will upon all Occasions give them
up to me, and do no Prejudice to me or mine, upon this Island, and
in the mean time be govern’d by my Orders.

. That if the Ship is, or may be recover’d, you will carry me and
my Man to England Passage free.

He gave me all the Assurances that the Invention and Faith of
Man could devise, that he would comply with these most reasonable
Demands, and besides would owe his Life to me, and acknowledge it
upon all Occasions as long as he liv’d.

Well then, said I, here are three Muskets for you, with Powder and
Ball; tell me next what you think is proper to be done. He shew’d all
the Testimony of his Gratitude that he was able; but offer’d to be
wholly guided by me. I told him I thought it was hard venturing any
thing; but the best Method I could think of was to fire upon them at
once, as they lay; and if any was not kill’d at the first Volley, and
offered to submit, we might save them, and so put it wholly upon
God’s Providence to direct the Shot.

He said very modestly, that he was loath to kill them, if he could
help it, but that those two were incorrigible Villains, and had been
the Authors of all the Mutiny in the Ship, and if they escaped, we
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should be undone still; for they would go on Board, and bring the
whole Ship’s Company, and destroy us all. Well then, says I, Necessity
legitimates my Advice; for it is the only Way to save our Lives.
However, seeing him still cautious of shedding Blood, I told him
they should go themselves, and manage as they found convenient.

In the Middle of this Discourse, we heard some of them awake,
and soon after, we saw two of them on their Feet, I ask’d him, if
either of them were of the Men who he had said were the Heads of
the Mutiny? He said, No: Well then, said I, you may let them escape,
and Providence seems to have wakned them on Purpose to save
themselves. Now, says I, if the rest escape you, it is your Fault.

Animated with this, he took the Musket, I had given him, in his
Hand, and a Pistol in his Belt, and his two Comerades with him, with
each Man a Piece in his Hand. The two Men who were with him,
going first, made some Noise, at which one of the Seamen who was
awake, turn’d about, and seeing them coming, cry’d out to the rest;
but it was too late then; for the Moment he cry’d out, they fir’d; I
mean the two Men, the Captain wisely reserving his own Piece: They
had so well aim’d their Shot at the Men they knew, that one of them
was kill’d on the Spot, and the other very much wounded; but not
being dead, he started up upon his Feet, and call’d eagerly for help to
the other; but the Captain stepping to him, told him, ’twas too late to
cry for help, he should call upon God to forgive his Villany, and with
that Word knock’d him down with the Stock of his Musket, so that
he never spoke more: There were three more in the Company, and
one of them was also slightly wounded: By this Time I was come,
and when they saw their Danger, and that it was in vain to resist,
they begg’d for Mercy: The Captain told them, he would spare their
Lives, if they would give him any Assurance of their Abhorrence of
the Treachery they had been guilty of, and would swear to be faithful
to him in recovering the Ship, and afterwards in carrying her back to
Jamaica, from whence they came: They gave him all the Protest-
ations of their Sincerity that could be desir’d, and he was willing to
believe them, and spare their Lives, which I was not against, only
that I oblig’d him to keep them bound Hand and Foot while they
were upon the Island.

While this was doing, I sent Friday with the Captain’s Mate to the
Boat, with Orders to secure her, and bring away the Oars, and Sail,
which they did; and by and by, three straggling Men that were
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(happily for them) parted from the rest, came back upon hearing the
Guns fir’d, and seeing their Captain, who before was their Prisoner,
now their Conqueror, they submitted to be bound also; and so our
Victory was compleat.

It now remain’d, that the Captain and I should enquire into one
another’s Circumstances: I began first, and told him my whole His-
tory, which he heard with an Attention even to Amazement; and
particularly, at the wonderful Manner of my being furnish’d with
Provisions and Ammunition; and indeed, as my Story is a whole
Collection of Wonders, it affected him deeply; but when he reflected
from thence upon himself, and how I seem’d to have been preserv’d
there, on purpose to save his Life, the Tears ran down his Face, and
he could not speak a Word more.

After this Communication was at an End, I carry’d him and his
two Men into my Apartment, leading them in, just where I came out,
viz. At the Top of the House, where I refresh’d them with such
Provisions as I had, and shew’d them all the Contrivances I had
made, during my long, long, inhabiting that Place.

All I shew’d them, all I said to them, was perfectly amazing; but
above all, the Captain admir’d my Fortification, and how perfectly I
had conceal’d my Retreat with a Grove of Trees, which having been
now planted near twenty Years, and the Trees growing much faster
than in England, was become a little Wood, and so thick, that it was
unpassable in any Part of it, but at that one Side, where I had
reserv’d my little winding Passage into it: I told him, this was my
Castle, and my Residence; but that I had a Seat in the Country, as
most Princes have, whither I could retreat upon Occasion, and I
would shew him that too another Time; but at present, our Business
was to consider how to recover the Ship: He agreed with me as to
that; but told me, he was perfectly at a Loss what Measures to take;
for that there were still six and twenty Hands on board, who having
entred into a cursed Conspiracy, by which they had all forfeited their
Lives to the Law, would be harden’d in it now by Desperation; and
would carry it on, knowing that if they were reduc’d, they should be
brought to the Gallows, as soon as they came to England, or to any of
the English Colonies; and that therefore there would be no attacking
them, with so small a Number as we were.

I mus’d for some Time upon what he had said; and found it was a
very rational Conclusion; and that therefore something was to be
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resolv’d on very speedily, as well to draw the Men on board into
some Snare for their Surprize, as to prevent their Landing upon us,
and destroying us; upon this it presently occurr’d to me, that in a
little while the Ship’s Crew wondring what was become of their
Comrades, and of the Boat, would certainly come on Shore in their
other Boat, to see for them, and that then perhaps they might come
arm’d, and be too strong for us; this he allow’d was rational.

Upon this, I told him the first Thing we had to do, was to stave the
Boat, which lay upon the Beach, so that they might not carry her off;
and taking every Thing out of her, leave her so far useless as not to be
fit to swim; accordingly we went on board, took the Arms which
were left on board, out of her, and whatever else we found there,
which was a Bottle of Brandy, and another of Rum, a few Bisket
Cakes, a Horn of Powder, and a great Lump of Sugar, in a Piece of
Canvas; the Sugar was five or six Pounds; all which was very wel-
come to me, especially the Brandy, and Sugar, of which I had had
none left for many Years.

When we had carry’d all these Things on Shore (the Oars, Mast,
Sail, and Rudder of the Boat, were carry’d away before, as above) we
knock’d a great Hole in her Bottom, that if they had come strong
enough to master us, yet they could not carry off the Boat.

Indeed, it was not much in my Thoughts, that we could be able to
recover the Ship; but my View was that if they went away without
the Boat, I did not much question to make her fit again, to carry
us away to the Leeward Islands, and call upon our Friends, the
Spaniards, in my Way, for I had them still in my Thoughts.

While we were thus preparing our Designs, and had first, by main
Strength heav’d the Boat up upon the Beach, so high that the Tide
would not fleet her off at High-Water-Mark; and besides, had broke
a Hole in her Bottom, too big to be quickly stopp’d, and were sat
down musing what we should do; we heard the Ship fire a Gun, and
saw her make a Waft with her Antient, as a Signal for the Boat to
come on board; but no Boat stirr’d; and they fir’d several Times,
making other Signals for the Boat.

At last, when all their Signals and Firings prov’d fruitless, and
they found the Boat did not stir, we saw them by the Help of my
Glasses, hoist another Boat out, and row towards the Shore; and we
found as they approach’d, that there was no less than ten Men in her,
and that they had Fire-Arms with them.
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As the Ship lay almost two Leagues from the Shore, we had a full
View of them as they came, and a plain Sight of the Men even of
their Faces, because the Tide having set them a little to the East of
the other Boat, they row’d up under Shore, to come to the same
Place, where the other* had landed, and where the Boat lay.

By this Means, I say, we had a full View of them, and the Captain
knew the Persons and Characters of all the Men in the Boat, of
whom he said, that there were three very honest Fellows, who he was
sure were led into this Conspiracy by the rest, being over-power’d
and frighted.

But that as for the Boatswain, who it seems was the chief Officer
among them, and all the rest, they were as outragious as any of the
Ship’s Crew, and were no doubt made desperate in their new Enter-
prize, and terribly apprehensive he was, that they would be too
powerful for us.

I smil’d at him, and told him, that Men in our Circumstances
were past the Operation of Fear: That seeing almost every Condition
that could be, was better than that which we were suppos’d to be in,
we ought to expect that the Consequence, whether Death or Life,
would be sure to be a Deliverance: I ask’d him, What he thought of
the Circumstances of my Life? And, Whether a Deliverance were
not worth venturing for? And where, Sir, said I, is your Belief of my
being preserv’d here on purpose to save your Life, which elevated
you a little while ago? For my Part, said I, there seems to be but one
Thing amiss in all the Prospect of it; What’s that? Says he; why, said
I, ’Tis, that as you say, there are three or four honest Fellows among
them, which should be spar’d; had they been all of the wicked Part
of the Crew, I should have thought God’s Providence had singled
them out to deliver them into your Hands; for depend upon it, every
Man of them that comes a-shore are our own, and shall die, or live, as
they behave to us.

As I spoke this with a rais’d Voice and chearful Countenance, I
found it greatly encourag’d him; so we set vigorously to our Busi-
ness: We had upon the first Appearance of the Boat’s coming from
the Ship, consider’d of separating our Prisoners, and had indeed
secur’d them effectually.

Two of them, of whom the Captain was less assur’d than ordinary,
I sent with Friday, and one of the three (deliver’d Men) to my Cave,
where they were remote enough, and out of Danger of being heard
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or discover’d, or of finding their way Out of the Woods, if they could
have deliver’d themselves: Here they left them bound, but gave them
Provisions, and promis’d them if they continu’d there quietly, to give
them their Liberty in a Day or two; but that if they attempted their
Escape, they should be put to Death without Mercy: They promis’d
faithfully to bear their Confinement with Patience, and were very
thankful that they had such good Usage, as to have Provisions, and a
Light left them; for Friday gave them Candles (such as we made our
selves) for their Comfort; and they did not know but that he stood
Sentinel over them at the Entrance.

The other Prisoners had better Usage; two of them were kept
pinion’d indeed, because the Captain was not free to trust them; but
the other two were taken into my Service upon their Captain’s Rec-
ommendation, and upon their solemnly engaging to live and die with
us; so with them and the three honest Men, we were seven Men, well
arm’d; and I made no doubt we shou’d be able to deal well enough
with the Ten that were a coming, considering that the Captain had
said, there were three or four honest Men among them also.

As soon as they got to the Place where their other Boat lay, they
run their Boat in to the Beach, and came all on Shore, haling the
Boat up after them, which I was glad to see; for I was afraid they
would rather have left the Boat at an Anchor, some Distance from
the Shore, with some Hands in her, to guard her; and so we should
not be able to seize the Boat.

Being on Shore, the first Thing they did, they ran all to their other
Boat, and it was easy to see that they were under a great Surprize, to
find her stripp’d as above, of all that was in her, and a great hole in
her Bottom.

After they had mus’d a while upon this, they set up two or three
great Shouts, hollowing with all their might, to try if they could
make their Companions hear; but all was to no purpose: Then they
came all close in a Ring, and fir’d a Volley of their small Arms, which
indeed we heard, and the Ecchos made the Woods ring; but it was all
one, those in the Cave we were sure could not hear, and those in our
keeping, though they heard it well enough, yet durst give no Answer
to them.

They were so astonish’d at the Surprize of this, that as they told
us afterwards, they resolv’d to go all on board again to their Ship,
and let them know, that the Men were all murther’d, and the Long-

Robinson Crusoe



Boat stav’d; accordingly they immediately launch’d their Boat again,
and gat all of them on board.

The Captain was terribly amaz’d, and even confounded at this,
believing they would go on board the Ship again, and set Sail, giving
their Comrades for lost, and so he should still lose the Ship, which he
was in Hopes we should have recover’d; but he was quickly as much
frighted the other way.

They had not been long put off with the Boat, but we perceiv’d
them all coming on Shore again; but with this new Measure in their
Conduct, which it seems they consulted together upon, viz. To leave
three Men in the Boat, and the rest to go on Shore, and go up into
the Country to look for their Fellows.

This was a great Disappointment to us; for now we were at a Loss
what to do; for our seizing those seven Men on Shore would be
no Advantage to us, if we let the Boat escape; because they would
then row away to the Ship, and then the rest of them would be
sure to weigh and set Sail, and so our recovering the Ship would
be lost.

However, we had no Remedy, but to wait and see what the Issue of
Things might present; the seven Men came on Shore, and the three
who remain’d in the Boat, put her off to a good Distance from the
Shore, and came to an Anchor to wait for them; so that it was
impossible for us to come at them in the Boat.

Those that came on Shore, kept close together, marching towards
the Top of the little Hill, under which my Habitation lay; and we
could see them plainly, though they could not perceive us: We could
have been very glad they would have come nearer to us, so that we
might have fir’d at them, or that they would have gone farther off,
that we might have come abroad.

But when they were come to the Brow of the Hill, where they
could see a great way into the Valleys and Woods, which lay towards
the North-East Part, and where the Island lay lowest, they shouted,
and hollow’d, till they were weary; and not caring it seems to venture
far from the Shore, nor far from one another, they sat down together
under a Tree, to consider of it: Had they thought fit to have gone to
sleep there, as the other Party of them had done, they had done the
Jobb for us; but they were too full of Apprehensions of Danger, to
venture to go to sleep, though they could not tell what the Danger
was they had to fear neither.
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The Captain made a very just Proposal to me, upon this Consult-
ation of theirs, viz. That perhaps they would all fire a Volley again,
to endeavour to make their Fellows hear, and that we should all Sally
upon them, just at the Juncture when their Pieces were all dis-
charg’d, and they would certainly yield, and we should have them
without Blood-shed: I lik’d the Proposal, provided it was done while
we were near enough to come up to them, before they could load
their Pieces again.

But this Event did not happen, and we lay still a long Time, very
irresolute what Course to take; at length I told them, there would be
nothing to be done in my Opinion till Night, and then if they did not
return to the Boat, perhaps we might find a way to get between
them, and the Shore, and so might use some Stratagem with them in
the Boat, to get them on Shore.

We waited a great while, though very impatient for their removing;
and were very uneasy, when after long Consultations, we saw them
start all up, and march down toward the Sea: It seems they had such
dreadful Apprehensions upon them, of the Danger of the Place, that
they resolv’d to go on board the Ship again, give their Companions
over for lost, and so go on with their intended Voyage with the Ship.

As soon as I perceiv’d them go towards the Shore, I imagin’d it to
be as it really was, That they had given over their Search, and were
for going back again; and the Captain, as soon as I told him my
Thoughts, was ready to sink at the Apprehensions of it; but I pres-
ently thought of a Stratagem to fetch them back again, and which
answer’d my End to a Tittle.

I order’d Friday, and the Captain’s Mate, to go over the little
Creek Westward, towards the Place where the Savages came to Shore,
when Friday was rescu’d; and as soon as they came to a little rising
Ground, at about half a Mile Distance, I bad them hollow, as loud as
they could, and wait till they found the Seamen heard them; that as
soon as ever they heard the Seamen answer them, they should return
it again, and then keeping out of Sight, take a round,* always answer-
ing when the other hollow’d, to draw them as far into the Island, and
among the Woods, as possible, and then wheel about again to me, by
such ways as I directed them.

They were just going into the Boat, when Friday and the Mate
hollow’d, and they presently heard them, and answering, run along
the Shore Westward, towards the Voice they heard, when they were
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presently stopp’d by the Creek, where the Water being up, they
could not get over, and call’d for the Boat to come up, and set them
over, as indeed I expected.

When they had set themselves over, I observ’d, that the Boat
being gone up a good way into the Creek, and as it were, in a Har-
bour within the Land, they took one of the three Men out of her to
go along with them, and left only two in the Boat, having fastned her
to the Stump of a little Tree on the Shore.

This was what I wish’d for, and immediately leaving Friday and
the Captain’s Mate to their Business, I took the rest with me, and
crossing the Creek out of their Sight, we surpriz’d the two Men
before they were aware; one of them lying on Shore, and the other
being in the Boat; the Fellow on Shore, was between sleeping and
waking, and going to start up, the Captain who was foremost, ran in
upon him, and knock’d him down, and then call’d out to him in the
Boat, to yield, or he was a dead Man.

There needed very few Arguments to perswade a single Man to
yield, when he saw five Men upon him, and his Comrade knock’d
down; besides, this was it seems one of the three who were not so
hearty in the Mutiny as the rest of the Crew, and therefore was easily
perswaded, not only to yield, but afterwards to joyn very sincere
with us.

In the mean time, Friday and the Captain’s Mate so well manag’d
their Business with the rest, that they drew them by hollowing and
answering, from one Hill to another, and from one Wood to another,
till they not only heartily tyr’d them, but left them, where they were
very sure they could not reach back to the Boat, before it was dark;
and indeed they were heartily tyr’d themselves also by the Time they
came back to us.

We had nothing now to do, but to watch for them, in the Dark,
and to fall upon them, so as to make sure work with them.

It was several Hours after Friday came back to me, before they
came back to their Boat; and we could hear the foremost of them
long before they came quite up, calling to those behind to come
along, and could also hear them answer and complain, how lame and
tyr’d they were, and not able to come any faster, which was very
welcome News to us.

At length they came up to the Boat; but ’tis impossible to express
their Confusion, when they found the Boat fast a-Ground in the
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Creek, the Tide ebb’d out, and their two Men gone: We could hear
them call to one another in a most lamentable Manner, telling one
another, they were gotten into an inchanted Island; that either there
were Inhabitants in it, and they should all be murther’d, or else there
were Devils and Spirits in it, and they should be all carry’d away, and
devour’d.

They hallow’d again, and call’d their two Comerades by their
Names, a great many times, but no Answer. After some time, we
could see them, by the little Light there was, run about wringing
their Hands like Men in Despair; and that sometimes they would go
and sit down in the Boat to rest themselves, then come ashore again,
and walk about again, and so over the same thing again.

My Men would fain have me given them Leave to fall upon them
at once in the Dark; but I was willing to take them at some Advan-
tage, so to spare them, and kill as few of them as I could; and
especially I was unwilling to hazard the killing any of our own Men,
knowing the other were very well armed. I resolved to wait to see if
they did not separate; and therefore to make sure of them, I drew my
Ambuscade nearer, and order’d Friday and the Captain, to creep
upon their Hands and Feet as close to the Ground as they could, that
they might not be discover’d, and get as near them as they could
possibly, before they offered to fire.

They had not been long in that Posture, but that the Boatswain,
who was the principal Ringleader of the Mutiny, and had now shewn
himself the most dejected and dispirited of all the rest, came walking
towards them with two more of their Crew; the Captain was so eager,
as having this principal Rogue so much in his Power, that he could
hardly have Patience to let him come so near, as to be sure of him; for
they only heard his Tongue before: But when they came nearer, the
Captain and Friday starting up on their Feet, let fly at them.

The Boatswain was kill’d upon the Spot, the next Man was shot
into the Body, and fell just by him, tho’ he did not die ’till an Hour or
two after; and the third run for it.

At the Noise of the Fire, I immediately advanc’d with my whole
Army, which was now  Men, viz. my self Generalissimo, Friday my
Lieutenant-General, the Captain and his two Men, and the three
Prisoners of War, who we had trusted with Arms.

We came upon them indeed in the Dark, so that they could not see
our Number; and I made the Man we had left in the Boat, who was
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now one of us, call to them by Name, to try if I could bring them to a
Parley, and so might perhaps reduce them to Terms, which fell out
just as we desir’d: for indeed it was easy to think, as their Condition
then was, they would be very willing to capitulate; so he calls out as
loud as he could, to one of them, Tom Smith, Tom Smith; Tom Smith
answered immediately, Who’s that, Robinson? for it seems he knew
his Voice: T’other answered, Ay, ay; for God’s Sake, Tom Smith,
throw down your Arms, and yield, or, you are all dead Men this Moment.

Who must we yield to? where are they? (says Smith again;) Here they
are, says he, here’s our Captain, and fifty Men with him, have been
hunting you this two Hours; the Boatswain is kill’d, Will Frye is
wounded, and I am a Prisoner; and if you do not yield, you are all
lost.

Will they give us Quarter then, (says Tom Smith) and we will
yield?* I’ll go and ask, if you promise to yield, says Robinson; so he
ask’d the Captain, and the Captain then calls himself out, You Smith,
you know my Voice, if you lay down your Arms immediately, and
submit, you shall have your Lives all but Will. Atkins.

Upon this, Will Atkins cry’d out, For God’s Sake, Captain, give me
Quarter, what have I done? They have been all as bad as I, which by
the Way was not true neither; for it seems this Will. Atkins was the
first Man that laid hold of the Captain, when they first mutiny’d, and
used him barbarously, in tying his Hands, and giving him injurious
Language. However, the Captain told him he must lay down his
Arms at Discretion, and trust to the Governour’s Mercy, by which
he meant me; for they all call’d me Governour.

In a Word, they all laid down their Arms, and begg’d their Lives;
and I sent the Man that had parley’d with them, and two more, who
bound them all; and then my great Army of  Men, which particu-
larly with* those three, were all but eight, came up and seiz’d upon
them all, and upon their Boat, only that I kept my self and one more
out of Sight, for Reasons of State.*

Our next Work was to repair the Boat, and think of seizing the
Ship; and as for the Captain, now he had Leisure to parley with
them: He expostulated with them upon the Villany of their Practices
with him, and at length upon the farther Wickedness of their
Design, and how certainly it must bring them to Misery and Distress
in the End, and perhaps to the Gallows.

They all appear’d very penitent, and begg’d hard for their Lives;
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as for that, he told them, they were none of his Prisoners, but the
Commander of the Island; that they thought they had set him on
Shore in a barren uninhabited Island, but it had pleased God so to
direct them, that the Island was inhabited, and that the Governour
was an English Man; that he might hang them all there, if he
pleased;* but as he had given them all Quarter, he supposed he would
send them to England to be dealt with there, as Justice requir’d,
except Atkins, who he was commanded by the Governour to advise to
prepare for Death; for that he would be hang’d in the Morning.

Though this was all a Fiction of his own, yet it had its desired
Effect; Atkins fell upon his Knees to beg the Captain to interceed
with the Governour for his Life; and all the rest beg’d of him for
God’s Sake, that they might not be sent to England.

It now occurr’d to me, that the time of our Deliverance was come,
and that it would be a most easy thing to bring these Fellows in, to be
hearty in getting Possession of the Ship; so I retir’d in the Dark from
them, that they might not see what Kind of a Governour they had,
and call’d the Captain to me; when I call’d, as at a good Distance, one
of the Men was order’d to speak again, and say to the Captain,
Captain, the Commander calls for you; and presently the Captain
reply’d, Tell his Excellency, I am just a coming: This more perfectly
amused them;* and they all believed that the Commander was just by
with his fifty Men.

Upon the Captain’s coming to me, I told him my Project for
seizing the Ship, which he lik’d of wonderfully well, and resolv’d to
put it in Execution the next Morning.

But in Order to execute it with more Art, and secure of Success, I
told him, we must divide the Prisoners, and that he should go and
take Atkins and two more of the worst of them, and send them
pinion’d to the Cave where the others lay: This was committed to
Friday and the two Men who came on Shore with the Captain.

They convey’d them to the Cave, as to a Prison; and it was indeed
a dismal Place, especially to Men in their Condition.

The other I order’d to my Bower, as I call’d it, of which I have
given a full Description; and as it was fenc’d in, and they pinion’d,
the Place was secure enough, considering they were upon their
Behaviour.

To these in the Morning I sent the Captain, who was to enter into
a Parley with them, in a Word to try them,* and tell me, whether he
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thought they might be trusted or no, to go on Board and surprize the
Ship. He talk’d to them of the Injury done him, of the Condition
they were brought to; and that though the Governour had given
them Quarter for their Lives, as to the present Action, yet that if
they were sent to England, they would all be hang’d in Chains,* to be
sure; but that if they would join in so just an Attempt, as to recover
the Ship, he would have the Governour’s Engagement for their
Pardon.

Any one may guess how readily such a Proposal would be
accepted by Men in their Condition; they fell down on their Knees
to the Captain, and promised with the deepest Imprecations, that
they would be faithful to him to the last Drop,* and that they should
owe their Lives to him, and would go with him all over the
World, that they would own him for a Father to them as long as
they liv’d.

Well, says the Captain, I must go and tell the Governour what you
say, and see what I can do to bring him to Consent to it: So he
brought me an Account of the Temper he found them in; and that he
verily believ’d they would be faithful.

However, that we might be very secure, I told him he should go
back again, and choose out five of them, and tell them, they might
see that he did not want Men, that he would take out those five to be
his Assistants, and that the Governour would keep the other two,
and the three that were sent Prisoners to the Castle, (my Cave) as
Hostages, for the Fidelity of those five; and that if they prov’d
unfaithful in the Execution, the five Hostages should be hang’d in
Chains alive upon the Shore.

This look’d severe, and convinc’d them that the Governour was in
Earnest; however they had no Way left them, but to accept it; and it
was now the Business of the Prisoners, as much as of the Captain, to
perswade the other five to do their Duty.

Our Strength was now thus ordered for the Expedition: . The
Captain, his Mate, and Passenger. . Then the two Prisoners of the
first Gang, to whom having their Characters from the Captain, I had
given their Liberty, and trusted them with Arms. . The other two
who I had kept till now, in my Bower, pinion’d; but upon the Cap-
tain’s Motion, had now releas’d. . These five releas’d at last: So that
they were twelve in all, besides five we kept Prisoners in the Cave, for
Hostages.
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I ask’d the Captain, if he was willing to venture with these Hands
on Board the Ship; for as for me and my Man Friday, I did not think
it was proper for us to stir, having seven Men left behind; and it was
Employment enough for us to keep them assunder, and supply them
with Victuals.

As to the five in the Cave, I resolv’d to keep them fast, but Friday
went in twice a Day to them, to supply them with Necessaries; and I
made the other two carry Provisions to a certain Distance, where
Friday was to take it.

When I shew’d my self to the two Hostages, it was with the
Captain, who told them, I was the Person the Governour had
order’d to look after them, and that it was the Governour’s Pleasure
they should not stir any where, but by my Direction; that if they did,
they should be fetch’d into the Castle, and be lay’d in Irons; so that
as we never suffered them to see me as Governour, so I now appear’d
as another Person, and spoke of the Governour, the Garrison, the
Castle, and the like, upon all Occasions.

The Captain now had no Difficulty before him, but to furnish his
two Boats, stop the Breach of one, and Man them. He made his
Passenger Captain of one, with four other Men; and himself, and
his Mate, and five more, went in the other: And they contriv’d their
Business very well; for they came up to the Ship about Midnight: As
soon as they came within Call of the Ship, he made Robinson hale
them, and tell them they had brought off the Men and the Boat, but
that it was a long time before they had found them, and the like;
holding them in a Chat ’till they came to the Ship’s Side; when the
Captain and the Mate entring first with their Arms, immediately
knock’d down the second Mate and Carpenter, with the But-end of
their Muskets, being very faithfully seconded by their Men, they
secur’d all the rest that were upon the Main and Quarter Decks, and
began to fasten the Hatches to keep them down who were below,
when the other Boat and their Men entring at the fore Chains,
secur’d the Fore-Castle of the Ship, and the Scuttle which went
down into the Cook Room, making three Men they found there,
Prisoners.

When this was done, and all safe upon Deck, the Captain order’d
the Mate with three Men to break into the Round-House where the
new Rebel Captain lay, and having taken the Alarm, was gotten up,
and with two Men and a Boy had gotten Fire Arms in their Hands,
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and when the Mate with a Crow split open the Door, the new
Captain and his Men fir’d boldly among them, and wounded the
Mate with a Musket Ball, which broke his Arm, and wounded two
more of the Men but kill’d no Body.

The Mate calling for Help, rush’d however into the Round-
House, wounded as he was, and with his Pistol shot the new Captain
thro’ the Head, the Bullet entring at his Mouth, and came out again
behind one of his Ears; so that he never spoke a Word; upon which
the rest yielded, and the Ship was taken effectually, without any
more Lives lost.

As soon as the Ship was thus secur’d, the Captain order’d seven
Guns to be fir’d, which was the Signal agreed upon with me, to give
me Notice of his Success, which you may be sure I was very glad to
hear, having sat watching upon the Shore for it till near two of the
Clock in the Morning.

Having thus heard the Signal plainly, I laid me down; and it hav-
ing been a Day of great Fatigue to me, I slept very sound, ’till I was
something surpriz’d with the Noise of a Gun; and presently starting
up, I heard a Man call me by the Name of Governour, Governour,
and presently I knew the Captain’s Voice, when climbing up to the
Top of the Hill, there he stood, and pointing to the Ship, he
embrac’d me in his Arms, My dear Friend and Deliverer, says he,
there’s your Ship, for she is all yours, and so are we and all that belong to
her. I cast my Eyes to the Ship, and there she rode within little more
than half a Mile of the Shore; for they had weighed her Anchor as
soon as they were Masters of her; and the Weather being fair, had
brought her to an Anchor just against the Mouth of the little Creek;
and the Tide being up, the Captain had brought the Pinnace in near
the Place where I at first landed my Rafts, and so landed just at my
Door.

I was at first ready to sink down with the Surprize. For I saw my
Deliverance indeed visibly put into my Hands, all things easy, and a
large Ship just ready to carry me away whither I pleased to go. At
first, for some time, I was not able to answer him one Word; but as he
had taken me in his Arms, I held fast by him, or I should have fallen
to the Ground.

He perceived the Surprize, and immediately pulls a Bottle out of
his Pocket, and gave me a Dram of Cordial, which he had brought on
Purpose for me; after I had drank it, I sat down upon the Ground;
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and though it brought me to my self, yet it was a good while before I
could speak a Word to him.

All this while the poor Man was in as great an Extasy as I, only not
under any Surprize, as I was; and he said a thousand kind tender
things to me, to compose me and bring me to my self; but such was
the Flood of Joy in my Breast, that it put all my Spirits into Confu-
sion, at last it broke out into Tears, and in a little while after, I
recovered my Speech.

Then I took my Turn, and embrac’d him as my Deliverer; and we
rejoyc’d together. I told him, I look upon him as a Man sent from
Heaven to deliver me, and that the whole Transaction seemed to be a
Chain of Wonders; that such things as these were the Testimonies
we had of a secret Hand of Providence governing the World, and an
Evidence, that the Eyes of an infinite Power could search into the
remotest Corner of the World, and send Help to the Miserable
whenever he pleased.

I forgot not to lift up my Heart in Thankfulness to Heaven, and
what Heart could forbear to bless him, who had not only in a miracu-
lous Manner provided for one in such a Wilderness,* and in such a
desolate Condition, but from whom every Deliverance must always
be acknowledged to proceed.

When we had talk’d a while, the Captain told me, he had brought
me some little Refreshment, such as the Ship afforded, and such as
the Wretches that had been so long his Master had not plunder’d
him of: Upon this he call’d aloud to the Boat, and bid his Men bring
the things ashore that were for the Governour; and indeed it was a
Present, as if I had been one not that was to be carry’d away along
with them, but as if I had been to dwell upon the Island still, and
they were to go without me.

First he had brought me a Case of Bottles full of excellent Cordial
Waters, six large Bottles of Madera Wine; the Bottles held two
Quarts a-piece; two Pound of excellent good Tobacco, twelve good
Pieces of the Ship’s Beef, and six Pieces of Pork, with a Bag of Pease,
and about a hundred Weight of Bisket.

He brought me also a Box of Sugar, a Box of Flower, a Bag full of
Lemons, and two Bottles of Lime-Juice, and Abundance of other
things: But besides these, and what was a thousand times more use-
ful to me, he brought me six clean new Shirts, six very good Neck-
cloaths, two Pair of Gloves, one Pair of Shoes, a Hat, and one Pair of
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Stockings, and a very good Suit of Cloaths of his own, which had
been worn but very little: In a Word, he cloathed me from Head to
Foot.

It was a very kind and agreeable Present, as any one may imagine
to one in my Circumstances: But never was any thing in the World of
that Kind so unpleasant, awkard, and uneasy, as it was to me to wear
such Cloaths at their first putting on.

After these Ceremonies past, and after all his good things were
brought into my little Apartment, we began to consult what was to
be done with the Prisoners we had; for it was worth considering,
whether we might venture to take them away with us or no, espe-
cially two of them, who we knew to be incorrigible and refractory to
the last Degree; and the Captain said, he knew they were such
Rogues, that there was no obliging them, and if he did carry them
away, it must be in Irons, as Malefactors to be delivered over to
Justice at the first English Colony he could come at; and I found that
the Captain himself was very anxious about it.

Upon this, I told him, that if he desir’d it, I durst undertake to
bring the two Men he spoke of, to make it their own Request that he
should leave them upon the Island: I should be very glad of that, says
the Captain, with all my Heart.

Well, says I, I will send for them up, and talk with them for you; so
I caused Friday and the two Hostages, for they were now discharg’d,
their Comrades having perform’d their Promise; I say, I caused them
to go to the Cave, and bring up the five Men pinion’d, as they were,
to the Bower, and keep them there ’till I came.

After some time, I came thither dress’d in my new Habit, and now
I was call’d Governour again; being all met, and the Captain with
me, I caused the Men to be brought before me, and I told them, I had
had a full Account of their villanous Behaviour to the Captain, and
how they had run away with the Ship, and were preparing to commit
farther Robberies, but that Providence had ensnar’d them in their
own Ways, and that they were fallen into the Pit which they had
digged for others.

I let them know, that by my Direction the Ship had been seiz’d,
that she lay now in the Road; and they might see by and by, that their
new Captain had receiv’d the Reward of his Villany; for that they
might see him hanging at the Yard-Arm.

That as to them, I wanted to know what they had to say, why I
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should not execute them as Pirates taken in the Fact, as by my
Commission they could not doubt I had Authority to do.

One of them answer’d in the Name of the rest, That they had
nothing to say but this, That when they were taken, the Captain
promis’d them their Lives, and they humbly implor’d my Mercy;
But I told them, I knew not what Mercy to shew them; for as for my
self, I had resolv’d to quit the Island with all my Men, and had taken
Passage with the Captain to go for England: And as for the Captain,
he could not carry them to England, other than as Prisoners in Irons
to be try’d for Mutiny, and running away with the Ship; the Con-
sequence of which, they must needs know, would be the Gallows; so
that I could not tell which was best for them, unless they had a Mind
to take their Fate in the Island; if they desir’d, that I did not care, as I
had Liberty to leave it, I had some Inclination to give them their
Lives, if they thought they could shift on Shore.

They seem’d very thankful for it, said they would much rather
venture to stay there, than to be carry’d to England to be hang’d; so I
left it on that Issue.

However, the Captain seem’d to make some Difficulty of it, as if
he durst not leave them there: Upon this I seem’d a little angry with
the Captain, and told him, That they were my Prisoners, not his; and
that seeing I had offered them so much Favour, I would be as good as
my Word; and that if he did not think fit to consent to it, I would set
them at Liberty, as I found them; and if he did not like it, he might
take them again if he could catch them.

Upon this they appear’d very thankful, and I accordingly set them
at Liberty, and bad them retire into the Woods to the Place whence
they came, and I would leave them some Fire Arms, some Ammuni-
tion, and some Directions how they should live very well, if they
thought fit.

Upon this I prepar’d to go on Board the Ship, but told the Cap-
tain, that I would stay that Night to prepare my things,* and desir’d
him to go on Board in the mean time, and keep all right in the Ship,
and send the Boat on Shore the next Day for me; ordering him in the
mean time to cause the new Captain who was kill’d, to be hang’d at
the Yard-Arm that these Men might see him.

When the Captain was gone, I sent for the Men up to me to my
Apartment, and entred seriously into Discourse with them of their
Circumstances, I told them, I thought they had made a right Choice;
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that if the Captain carry’d them away, they would certainly be
hang’d. I shewed them the new Captain, hanging at the Yard-Arm of
the Ship, and told them they had nothing less to expect.

When they had all declar’d their Willingness to stay, I then
told them, I would let them into the Story of my living there, and
put them into the Way of making it easy to them: Accordingly I gave
them the whole History of the Place, and of my coming to it; shew’d
them my Fortifications, the Way I made my Bread, planted my Corn,
cured my Grapes; and in a Word, all that was necessary to make
them easy: I told them the Story also of the sixteen Spaniards
that were to be expected; for whom I left a Letter, and made them
promise to treat them in common with themselves.

I left them my Fire Arms, viz. Five Muskets, three Fowling
Pieces, and three Swords. I had above a Barrel and half of Powder
left; for after the first Year or two, I used but little, and wasted none. I
gave them a Description of the Way I manag’d the Goats, and Direc-
tions to milk and fatten them, and to make both Butter and Cheese.

In a Word, I gave them every Part of my own Story; and I told
them, I would prevail with the Captain to leave them two Barrels of
Gun-Powder more, and some Garden-Seeds, which I told them I
would have been very glad of; also I gave them the Bag of Pease
which the Captain had brought me to eat, and bad them be sure to
sow and encrease them.

Having done all this, I left them the next Day, and went on Board
the Ship: We prepared immediately to sail, but did not weigh* that
Night: The next Morning early, two of the five Men came swimming
to the Ship’s Side, and making a most lamentable Complaint of the
other three, begged to be taken into the Ship, for God’s Sake, for
they should be murthered, and begg’d the Captain to take them on
Board, tho’ he hang’d them immediately.

Upon this the Captain pretended to have no Power without me;
But after some Difficulty, and after their solemn Promises of
Amendment, they were taken on Board, and were some time after
soundly whipp’d and pickl’d;* after which, they prov’d very honest
and quiet Fellows.

Some time after this, the Boat was order’d on Shore, the Tide
being up, with the things promised to the Men, to which the Captain
at my Intercession caused their Chests and Cloaths to be added,
which they took, and were very thankful for; I also encourag’d them,
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by telling them, that if it lay in my Way to send any Vessel to take
them in, I would not forget them.

When I took leave of this Island, I carry’d on board for Reliques,
the great Goat’s-Skin-Cap I had made, my Umbrella, and my Par-
rot; also I forgot not to take the Money I formerly mention’d, which
had lain by me so long useless, that it was grown rusty, or tarnish’d,
and could hardly pass for Silver, till it had been a little rubb’d, and
handled; as also the Money I found in the Wreck of the Spanish Ship.

And thus I left the Island, the Nineteenth of December, as I found
by the Ship’s Account, in the Year , after I had been upon it eight
and twenty Years,* two Months, and  Days; being deliver’d from
this second Captivity, the same Day of the Month, that I first made
my Escape in the Barco-Longo, from among the Moors of Sallee.

In this Vessel, after a long Voyage, I arriv’d in England, the Elev-
enth of June, in the Year ,* having been thirty and five Years
absent.

When I came to England, I was as perfect a Stranger to all the
World, as if I had never been known there. My Benefactor and
faithful Steward, who I had left in Trust with my Money, was alive;
but had had great Misfortunes in the World; was become a Widow
the second Time, and very low in the World: I made her easy as to
what she ow’d me, assuring her, I would give her no Trouble; but on
the contrary, in Gratitude to her former Care and Faithfulness to
me, I reliev’d her as my little Stock would afford, which at that Time
would indeed allow me to do but little for her; but I assur’d her, I
would never forget her former Kindness to me; nor did I forget her,
when I had sufficient to help her, as shall be observ’d in its Place.

I went down afterwards into Yorkshire; but my Father was dead,
and my Mother, and all the Family extinct, except that I found two
Sisters, and two of the Children of one of my Brothers; and as I had
been long ago given over for dead, there had been no Provision made
for me; so that in a Word, I found nothing to relieve, or assist me; and
that little Money I had, would not do much for me, as to settling in
the World.

I met with one Piece of Gratitude indeed, which I did not expect;
and this was, That the Master of the Ship, who I had so happily
deliver’d, and by the same Means sav’d the Ship and Cargo, having
given a very handsome Account to the Owners, of the Manner how I
had sav’d the Lives of the Men, and the Ship, they invited me to
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meet them, and some other Merchants concern’d, and altogether
made me a very handsome Compliment upon the Subject, and a
Present of almost two hundred Pounds Sterling.

But after making several Reflections upon the Circumstances of
my Life, and how little way this would go towards settling me in the
World, I resolv’d to go to Lisbon, and see if I might not come by some
Information of the State of my Plantation in the Brasils, and of what
was become of my Partner, who I had reason to suppose had some
Years now given me over for dead.

With this View I took Shipping for Lisbon, where I arriv’d in April
following; my Man Friday accompanying me very honestly in all
these Ramblings, and proving a most faithful Servant upon all
Occasions.

When I came to Lisbon, I found out by Enquiry, and to my particu-
lar Satisfaction, my old Friend the Captain of the Ship, who first
took me up at Sea, off of the Shore of Africk: He was now grown old,
and had left off the Sea, having put his Son, who was far from a
young Man, into his Ship; and who still used the Brasil Trade. The
old Man did not know me, and indeed, I hardly knew him; but I soon
brought him to my Remembrance, and as soon brought my self to his
Remembrance, when I told him who I was.

After some passionate Expressions of the old Acquaintance, I
enquir’d, you may be sure, after my Plantation and my Partner: The
old Man told me he had not been in the Brasils for about nine Years;
but that he could assure me, that when he came away, my Partner
was living, but the Trustees, who I had join’d with him to take
Cognizance of my Part, were both dead; that however, he believ’d
that I would have a very good Account of the Improvement of the
Plantation; for that upon the general Belief of my being cast away,
and drown’d, my Trustees had given in the Account of the Produce
of my Part of the Plantation, to the Procurator Fiscal, who had
appropriated it, in Case I never came to claim it; one Third to the
King, and two Thirds to the Monastery of St. Augustine, to be
expended for the Benefit of the Poor, and for the Conversion of the
Indians to the Catholick Faith; but that if I appear’d, or any one for
me, to claim the Inheritance, it should be restor’d; only that the
Improvement, or Annual Production, being distributed to charitable
Uses, could not be restor’d; but he assur’d me, that the Steward of
the King’s Revenue (from Lands) and the Proviedore, or Steward of
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the Monastery, had taken great Care all along, that the Incumbent,
that is to say my Partner, gave every Year a faithful Account of the
Produce, of which they receiv’d duly my Moiety.

I ask’d him if he knew to what height of Improvement he had
brought the Plantation? And, Whether he thought it might be worth
looking after? Or, Whether on my going thither, I should meet with
no Obstruction to my Possessing my just Right in the Moiety?

He told me, he could not tell exactly, to what Degree the Planta-
tion was improv’d; but this he knew, that my Partner was grown
exceeding Rich upon the enjoying but one half of it; and that to the
best of his Remembrance, he had heard, that the King’s Third of my
Part, which was it seems granted away to some other Monastery, or
Religious House, amounted to above two hundred Moidores a Year;
that as to my being restor’d to a quiet Possession of it, there was no
question to be made of that, my Partner being alive to witness my
Title, and my Name being also enrolled in the Register of the Coun-
try; also he told me, That the Survivors of my two Trustees, were
very fair honest People, and very Wealthy; and he believ’d I would
not only have their Assistance for putting me in Possession, but
would find a very considerable Sum of Money in their Hands, for my
Account; being the Produce of the Farm while their Fathers held the
Trust, and before it was given up as above, which as he remember’d,
was for about twelve Years.

I shew’d my self a little concern’d, and uneasy at this Account,
and enquir’d of the old Captain, How it came to pass, that the
Trustees should thus dispose my Effects, when he knew that I had
made my Will, and had made him, the Portuguese Captain, my
universal Heir, &c.

He told me, that was true; but that as there was no Proof of my
being dead, he could not act as Executor, until some certain Account
should come of my Death, and that besides, he was not willing to
intermeddle with a thing so remote; that it was true he had registred
my Will, and put in his Claim; and could he have given any Account
of my being dead or alive, he would have acted by Procuration, and
taken Possession of the Ingenio, so they call’d the Sugar-House, and
had given his Son,* who was now at the Brasils, Order to do it.

But, says the old Man, I have one Piece of News to tell you, which
perhaps may not be so acceptable to you as the rest, and that is, That
believing you were lost, and all the World believing so also, your
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Partner and Trustees did offer to accompt to me in your Name, for
six or eight of the first Years of Profits, which I receiv’d; but there
being at that time, says he, great Disbursements for encreasing the
Works, building an Ingenio, and buying Slaves, it did not amount to
near so much as afterwards it produced: However, says the old Man,
I shall give you a true Account of what I have received in all, and how
I have disposed of it.

After a few Days farther Conference with this ancient Friend, he
brought me an Account of the six first Years Income of my Planta-
tion, sign’d by my Partner and the Merchants Trustees, being always
deliver’d in Goods, viz. Tobacco in Roll, and Sugar in Chests,
besides Rum, Molossus, &c. which is the Consequence of a Sugar
Work;* and I found by this Account, that every Year the Income
considerably encreased; but as above, the Disbursement being large,
the Sum at first was small: However, the old Man let me see, that he
was Debtor to me  Moidores of Gold, besides  Chests of Sugar,
and  double Rolls of Tobacco which were lost in his Ship; he
having been Ship-wreck’d coming Home to Lisbon about  Years
after my leaving the Place.

The good Man then began to complain of his Misfortunes, and
how he had been obliged to make Use of my Money to recover his
Losses, and buy him a Share in a new Ship: However, my old Friend,
says he, you shall not want a Supply in your Necessity; and as soon as
my Son returns, you shall be fully satisfy’d.

Upon this, he pulls out an old Pouch, and gives me  Portugal
Moidores in Gold; and giving me the Writing of his Title to the
Ship, which his Son was gone to the Brasils in, of which he was a
Quarter Part Owner, and his Son another, he puts them both into my
Hands for Security of the rest.

I was too much mov’d with the Honesty and Kindness of the poor
Man, to be able to bear this; and remembring what he had done for
me, how he had taken me up at Sea, and how generously he had used
me on all Occasions, and particularly, how sincere a Friend he was
now to me, I could hardly refrain Weeping at what he said to me:
Therefore, first I asked him, if his Circumstances admitted him to
spare so much Money at that time, and if it would not straiten him?
He told me, he could not say but it might straiten him a little; but
however it was my Money, and I might want it more than he.

Every thing the good Man said was full of Affection, and I could
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hardly refrain from Tears while he spoke: In short, I took  of the
Moidores, and call’d for a Pen and Ink to give him a Receipt for
them; then I returned him the rest, and told him, If ever I had
Possession of the Plantation, I would return the other to him also, as
indeed I afterwards did; and that as to the Bill of Sale of his Part in
his Son’s Ship, I would not take it by any Means; but that if I wanted
the Money, I found he was honest enough to pay me; and if I did not,
but came to receive what he gave me reason to expect, I would never
have a Penny more from him.

When this was pass’d, the old Man began to ask me, If he should
put me into a Method to make my Claim to my Plantation? I told
him, I thought to go over to it my self: He said, I might do so if I
pleas’d; but that if I did not, there were Ways enough to secure my
Right, and immediately to appropriate the Profits to my Use; and as
there were Ships in the River of Lisbon,* just ready to go away to
Brasil, he made me enter my Name in a Publick Register, with his
Affidavit, affirming upon Oath that I was alive, and that I was the
same Person who took up the Land for the Planting the said Planta-
tion at first.

This being regularly attested by a Notary, and a Procuration
affix’d, he directed me to send it with a Letter of his Writing, to a
Merchant of his Acquaintance at the Place, and then propos’d my
staying with him till an Account came of the Return.

Never any Thing was more honourable, than the Proceedings
upon this Procuration; for in less than seven Months, I receiv’d a
large Packet from the Survivors of my Trustees the Merchants, for
whose Account I went to Sea, in which were the following particular
Letters and Papers enclos’d.

First, There was the Account Current of the Produce of my Farm,
or Plantation, from the Year when their Fathers had ballanc’d with
my old Portugal Captain, being for six Years; the Ballance appear’d to
be  Moidores in my Favour.

Secondly, There was the Account of four Years more while they
kept the Effects in their Hands, before the Government claim’d the
Administration, as being the Effects of a Person not to be found,
which they call’d Civil Death; and the Ballance of this, the Value of
the Plantation encreasing, amounted to [,] Cruisadoes,* which
made  Moidores.

Thirdly, There was the Prior of the Augustin’s Account, who had
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receiv’d the Profits for above fourteen Years; but not being to
account for what was dispos’d to the Hospital, very honestly declar’d
he had  Moidores not distributed, which he acknowledged to my
Account; as to the King’s Part, that refunded nothing.

There was a Letter of my Partner’s, congratulating me very
affectionately upon my being alive, giving me an Account how the
Estate was improv’d, and what it produced a Year, with a Particular
of the Number of Squares or Acres that it contained; how planted,
how many Slaves there were upon it, and making two and twenty
Crosses for Blessings, told me he had said so many Ave Marias to
thank the Blessed Virgin that I was alive; inviting me very passion-
ately to come over and take Possession of my own; and in the mean
time to give him Orders to whom he should deliver my Effects, if I
did not come my self; concluding with a hearty Tender of his
Friendship, and that of his Family, and sent me, as a Present, seven
fine Leopard’s Skins, which he had it seems received from Africa, by
some other Ship which he had sent thither, and who it seems had
made a better Voyage than I: He sent me also five Chests of excellent
Sweet-meats, and an hundred Pieces of Gold uncoin’d, not quite so
large as Moidores.

By the same Fleet, my two Merchant Trustees shipp’d me 
Chests of Sugar,  Rolls of Tobacco, and the rest of the whole
Accompt in Gold.

I might well say, now indeed, That the latter End of Job was
better than the Beginning.* It is impossible to express here the Flut-
terings of my very Heart, when I look’d over these Letters, and
especially when I found all my Wealth about me; for as the Brasil
Ships come all in Fleets, the same Ships which brought my Letters,
brought my Goods; and the Effects were safe in the River before the
Letters came to my Hand. In a Word, I turned pale, and grew sick;
and had not the old Man run and fetch’d me a Cordial, I believe the
sudden Surprize of Joy had overset Nature, and I had dy’d upon the
Spot.

Nay after that, I continu’d very ill, and was so some Hours, ’till a
Physician being sent for, and something of the real Cause of my
Illness being known, he order’d me to be let Blood;* after which, I
had Relief, and grew well: But I verily believe, if it had not been
eas’d by a Vent given in that Manner, to the Spirits, I should have
dy’d.
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I was now Master, all on a Sudden, of above  l. Sterling in
Money, and had an Estate, as I might well call it, in the Brasils, of
above a thousand Pounds a Year, as sure as an Estate of Lands in
England:* And in a Word, I was in a Condition which I scarce knew
how to understand, or how to compose my self, for the Enjoyment of
it.

The first thing I did, was to recompense my original Benefactor,
my good old Captain, who had been first charitable to me in my
Distress, kind to me in my Beginning, and honest to me at the End: I
shew’d him all that was sent me, I told him, that next to the Provi-
dence of Heaven, which disposes all things, it was owing to him; and
that it now lay on me to reward him, which I would do a hundred
fold: So I first return’d to him the hundred Moidores I had receiv’d
of him, then I sent for a Notary, and caused him to draw up a general
Release or Discharge for the  Moidores, which he had acknowl-
edg’d he ow’d me in the fullest and firmest Manner possible; after
which, I caused a Procuration to be drawn, impowering him to be
my Receiver of the annual Profits of my Plantation, and appointing
my Partner to accompt to him, and make the Returns by the usual
Fleets to him in my Name; and a Clause in the End, being a Grant of
 Moidores a Year to him, during his Life, out of the Effects, and
 Moidores a Year to his Son after him, for his Life: And thus I
requited my old Man.

I was now to consider which Way to steer my Course next, and
what to do with the Estate that Providence had thus put into my
Hands; and indeed I had more Care upon my Head now, than I had
in my silent State of Life in the Island, where I wanted nothing but
what I had, and had nothing but what I wanted:* Whereas I had now
a great Charge upon me, and my Business was how to secure it. I had
ne’er a Cave now to hide my Money in, or a Place where it might lye
without Lock or Key, ’till it grew mouldy and tarnish’d before any
Body would meddle with it: On the contrary, I knew not where to
put it, or who to trust with it. My old Patron, the Captain, indeed
was honest, and that was the only Refuge I had.

In the next Place, my Interest in the Brasils seem’d to summon me
thither, but now I could not tell, how to think of going thither, ’till I
had settled my Affairs, and left my Effects in some safe Hands
behind me. At first I thought of my old Friend the Widow, who I
knew was honest, and would be just to me; but then she was in Years,

Robinson Crusoe



and but poor, and for ought I knew, might be in Debt; so that in a
Word, I had no Way but to go back to England my self, and take my
Effects with me.

It was some Months however before I resolved upon this; and
therefore, as I had rewarded the old Captain fully, and to his Satisfac-
tion, who had been my former Benefactor, so I began to think of my
poor Widow, whose Husband had been my first Benefactor, and she,
while it was in her Power, my faithful Steward and Instructor. So the
first thing I did, I got a Merchant in Lisbon to write to his Cor-
respondent in London, not only to pay a Bill, but to go find her out,
and carry her in Money, an hundred Pounds from me, and to talk
with her, and comfort her in her Poverty, by telling her she should, if
I liv’d, have a further Supply: At the same time I sent my two Sisters
in the Country, each of them an Hundred Pounds, they being,
though not in Want, yet not in very good Circumstances; one having
been marry’d, and left a Widow; and the other having a Husband not
so kind to her as he should be.

But among all my Relations, or Acquaintances, I could not yet
pitch upon one, to whom I durst commit the Gross of my Stock, that
I might go away to the Brasils, and leave things safe behind me; and
this greatly perplex’d me.

I had once a Mind to have gone to the Brasils, and have settled my
self there; for I was, as it were, naturaliz’d to the Place; but I had
some little Scruple in my Mind about Religion, which insensibly
drew me back, of which I shall say more presently. However, it was
not Religion that kept me from going there for the present; and as I
had made no Scruple of being openly of the Religion of the Country,
all the while I was among them, so neither did I yet; only that now
and then having of late thought more of it, (than formerly) when I
began to think of living and dying among them, I began to regret my
having profess’d my self a Papist, and thought it might not be the
best Religion to die with.*

But, as I have said, this was not the main thing that kept me from
going to the Brasils, but that really I did not know with whom to
leave my Effects behind me; so I resolv’d at last to go to England with
it, where, if I arrived, I concluded I should make some Acquaint-
ance, or find some Relations that would be faithful to me; and
according I prepar’d to go for England with all my Wealth.

In order to prepare things for my going Home, I first, the Brasil
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Fleet being just going away, resolved to give Answers suitable to the
just and faithful Account of things I had from thence; and first to the
Prior of St. Augustine I wrote a Letter full of Thanks for their just
Dealings, and the Offer of the  Moidores, which was indisposed
of, which I desir’d might be given  to the Monastery, and  to
the Poor, as the Prior should direct, desiring the good Padres* Prayers
for me, and the like.

I wrote next a Letter of Thanks to my two Trustees, with all the
Acknowledgment that so much Justice and Honesty call’d for; as for
sending them any Present, they were far above having any Occasion
of it.

Lastly, I wrote to my Partner, acknowledging his Industry in the
Improving the Plantation, and his Integrity in encreasing the Stock
of the Works, giving him Instructions for his future Government of
my Part, according to the Powers I had left with my old Patron, to
whom I desir’d him to send whatever became due to me, ’till he
should hear from me more particularly; assuring him that it was my
Intention, not only to come to him, but to settle my self there for the
Remainder of my Life: To this I added a very handsom Present of
some Italian Silks* for his Wife, and two Daughters, for such the
Captain’s Son inform’d me he had; with two Pieces of fine English
broad Cloath,* the best I could get in Lisbon, five Pieces of black
Bays,* and some Flanders Lace* of a good Value.

Having thus settled my Affairs, sold my Cargoe, and turn’d all my
Effects into good Bills of Exchange,* my next Difficulty was, which
Way to go to England: I had been accustom’d enough to the Sea, and
yet I had a strange Aversion to going to England by Sea at that time;
and though I could give no Reason for it, yet the Difficulty encreas’d
upon me so much, that though I had once shipp’d my Baggage, in
order to go, yet I alter’d my Mind, and that not once, but two or
three times.

It is true, I had been very unfortunate by Sea, and this might be
some of the Reason: But let no Man slight the strong Impulses of his
own Thoughts in Cases of such Moment: Two of the Ships which I
had singl’d out to go in, I mean, more particularly singl’d out than
any other, that is to say, so as in one of them to put my things on
Board, and in the other to have agreed with the Captain; I say, two of
these Ships miscarry’d, viz. One was taken by the Algerines, and the
other was cast away on the Start* near Torbay, and all the People
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drown’d except three; so that in either of those Vessels I had been
made miserable; and in which most, it was hard to say.

Having been thus harass’d in my Thoughts, my old Pilot, to
whom I communicated every thing, press’d me earnestly not to go by
Sea, but either to go by Land to the Groyne,* and cross over the Bay
of Biscay to Rochell,* from whence it was but an easy and safe Jour-
ney by Land to Paris, and so to Calais and Dover; or to go up to
Madrid, and so all the Way by Land thro’ France.

In a Word, I was so prepossess’d against my going by Sea at all,
except from Calais to Dover,* that I resolv’d to travel all the Way by
Land; which as I was not in Haste, and did not value the Charge, was
by much the pleasanter Way; and to make it more so, my old Captain
brought an English Gentleman, the Son of a Merchant in Lisbon,
who was willing to travel with me: After which, we pick’d up two
more English Merchants also, and two young Portuguese Gentlemen,
the last going to Paris only; so that we were in all six of us, and five
Servants; the two Merchants and the two Portuguese, contenting
themselves with one Servant, between two, to save the Charge; and
as for me, I got an English Sailor to travel with me as a Servant,
besides my Man Friday, who was too much a Stranger to be capable
of supplying the Place of a Servant on the Road.

In this Manner I set out from Lisbon; and our Company being all
very well mounted and armed, we made a little Troop, whereof they
did me the Honour to call me Captain, as well because I was the
oldest Man, as because I had two Servants, and indeed was the
Original of the whole Journey.

As I have troubled you with none of my Sea-Journals, so I shall
trouble you now with none of my Land-Journal: But some Adven-
tures that happen’d to us in this tedious and difficult Journey, I must
not omit.

When we came to Madrid, we being all of us Strangers to Spain,
were willing to stay some time to see the Court of Spain, and to see
what was worth observing; but it being the latter Part of the Sum-
mer, we hasten’d away, and set out from Madrid about the Middle of
October: But when we came to the Edge of Navarre,* we were
alarm’d at several Towns on the Way, with an Account, that so much
Snow was fallen on the French Side of the Mountains, that several
Travellers were obliged to come back to Pampeluna,* after having
attempted, at an extream Hazard, to pass on.
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When we came to Pampeluna it self, we found it so indeed; and to
me that had been always used to a hot Climate, and indeed to Coun-
tries where we could scarce bear any Cloaths on, the Cold was insuf-
ferable; nor indeed was it more painful than it was surprising, to
come but ten Days before out of the old Castile* where the Weather
was not only warm but very hot, and immediately to feel a Wind
from the Pyrenean Mountains, so very keen, so severely cold, as to be
intollerable, and to endanger benumbing and perishing of our Fin-
gers and Toes.

Poor Friday was really frighted when he saw the Mountains all
cover’d with Snow, and felt cold Weather, which he had never seen
or felt before in his Life.

To mend the Matter, when we came to Pampeluna, it continued
snowing with so much Violence, and so long, that the People said,
Winter was come before its time, and the Roads which were difficult
before, were now quite impassable: For in a Word, the Snow lay in
some Places too thick for us to travel; and being not hard frozen, as is
the Case in Northern Countries: There was no going without being
in Danger of being bury’d alive every Step. We stay’d no less than
twenty Days at Pampeluna; when seeing the Winter coming on, and
no Likelihood of its being better; for it was the severest Winter all
over Europe that had been known in the Memory of Man.* I
propos’d that we should all go away to Fonterabia,* and there take
Shipping for Bourdeaux, which was a very little Voyage.

But while we were considering this, there came in four French
Gentlemen, who having been stopp’d on the French Side of the
Passes, as we were on the Spanish, had found out a Guide, who
traversing the Country near the Head of Languedoc,* had brought
them over the Mountains by such Ways, that they were not much
incommoded with the Snow; and where they met with Snow in any
quantity, they said it was frozen hard enough to bear them and their
Horses.

We sent for this Guide, who told us, he would undertake to carry
us the same Way with no Hazard from the Snow, provided we were
armed sufficiently to protect our selves from wild Beasts; for he said,
upon these great Snows, it was frequent for some Wolves to show
themselves at the Foot of the Mountains, being made ravenous for
Want of Food, the Ground being covered with Snow: We told him,
we were well enough prepar’d for such Creatures as they were, if he

Robinson Crusoe



would ensure us from a Kind of two-legged Wolves, which we were
told, we were in most Danger from, especially on the French Side of
the Mountains.*

He satisfy’d us there was no Danger of that kind in the Way that
we were to go; so we readily agreed to follow him, as did also twelve
other Gentlemen, with their Servants, some French, some Spanish;
who, as I said, had attempted to go, and were oblig’d to come back
again.

Accordingly, we all set out from Pampeluna, with our Guide, on
the fifteenth of November; and indeed, I was surpriz’d, when instead
of going forward, he came directly back with us, on the same Road
that we came from Madrid, above twenty Miles; when being pass’d
two Rivers, and come into the plain Country, we found our selves in
a warm Climate again, where the Country was pleasant, and no
Snow to be seen; but on a sudden, turning to his left, he approach’d
the Mountains another Way; and though it is true, the Hills and
Precipices look’d dreadful, yet he made so many Tours, such
Meanders, and led us by such winding Ways, that we were insensibly
pass’d the Height of the Mountains, without being much incumbred
with the Snow; and all on a sudden, he shew’d us the pleasant
fruitful Provinces of Languedoc and Gascoign,* all green and flourish-
ing; tho’ indeed it was at a great Distance, and we had some rough
Way to pass yet.

We were a little uneasy however, when we found it snow’d one
whole Day, and a Night, so fast, that we could not travel; but he bid
us be easy, we should soon be past it all: We found indeed, that we
began to descend every Day, and to come more North than before;
and so depending upon our Guide we went on.

It was about two Hours before Night, when our Guide being
something before us, and not just in Sight, out rushed three mon-
strous Wolves, and after them a Bear,* out of a hollow Way, adjoyning
to a thick Wood; two of the Wolves flew upon the Guide, and had he
been half a Mile before us, he had been devour’d indeed, before we
could have help’d him: One of them fastned upon his Horse, and the
other attack’d the Man with that Violence, that he had not Time,
or not Presence of Mind enough to draw his Pistol, but hollow’d
and cry’d out to us most lustily; my Man Friday being next me, I bid
him ride up, and see what was the Matter; as soon as Friday came
in Sight of the Man, he hollow’d as loud as t’other, O Master! O
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Master! But like a bold Fellow, rode directly up to the poor Man, and
with his Pistol shot the Wolf that attack’d him into the Head.

It was happy for the poor Man, that it was my Man Friday; for he
having been us’d to that kind of Creature in his Country,* had no Fear
upon him; but went close up to him, and shot him as above; whereas
any of us, would have fir’d at a farther Distance, and have perhaps
either miss’d the Wolf, or endanger’d shooting the Man.

But it was enough to have terrify’d a bolder Man than I, and
indeed it alarm’d all our Company, when with the Noise of Friday’s
Pistol, we heard on both Sides the dismallest Howling of Wolves,
and the Noise redoubled by the Eccho of the Mountains, that it was
to us as if there had been a prodigious Multitude of them; and
perhaps indeed there was not such a Few, as that we had no cause of
Apprehensions.

However, as Friday had kill’d this Wolf, the other that had fastned
upon the Horse, left him immediately, and fled; having happily
fastned upon his Head, where the Bosses of the Bridle had stuck in
his Teeth; so that he had not done him much Hurt: The Man indeed
was most Hurt; for the raging Creature had bit him twice, once on
the Arm, and the other Time a little above his Knee; and he was just
as it were tumbling down by the Disorder of his Horse, when Friday
came up and shot the Wolf.

It is easy to suppose, that at the Noise of Friday’s Pistol, we all
mended our Pace, and rid up as fast as the Way (which was very
difficult) would give us leave, to see what was the Matter; as soon as
we came clear of the Trees, which blinded us before, we saw clearly
what had been the Case, and how Friday had disengag’d the poor
Guide; though we did not presently discern what kind of Creature it
was he had kill’d.

But never was a Fight manag’d so hardily, and in such a surprizing
Manner, as that which follow’d between Friday and the Bear, which
gave us all (though at first we were surpriz’d and afraid for him) the
greatest Diversion imaginable: As the Bear is a heavy, clumsey Crea-
ture, and does not gallop as the Wolf does, who is swift, and light; so
he has two particular qualities, which generally are the Rule of his
Actions; First, As to Men, who are not his proper Prey; I say, not his
proper Prey; because tho’ I cannot say what excessive Hunger might
do, which was now their Case, the Ground being all cover’d with
Snow; but as to Men, he does not usually attempt them, unless they
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first attack him: On the contrary, if you meet him in the Woods, if
you don’t meddle with him, he won’t meddle with you; but then you
must take Care to be very Civil to him, and give him the Road;* for he
is a very nice Gentleman, he won’t go a Step out of his Way for a
Prince; nay, if you are really afraid, your best way is to look another
Way, and keep going on; for sometimes if you stop, and stand still,
and look steadily at him, he takes it for an Affront; but if you throw
or toss any Thing at him, and it hits him, though it were but a bit of a
Stick, as big as your Finger, he takes it for an Affront, and sets all his
other Business aside to pursue his Revenge; for he will have Satisfac-
tion in Point of Honour; that is his first Quality: The next is, That if
he be once affronted, he will never leave you, Night or Day, till he
has his Revenge; but follows at a good round rate, till he overtakes
you.

My Man Friday had deliver’d our Guide, and when we came up to
him, he was helping him off from his Horse; for the Man was both
hurt and frighted, and indeed, the last more than the first; when on
the sudden, we spy’d the Bear come out of the Wood, and a vast
monstrous One it was, the biggest by far that ever I saw: We were all
a little surpriz’d, when we saw him; but when Friday saw him, it was
easy to see Joy and Courage in the Fellow’s Countenance; O! O! O!
says Friday, three Times, pointing to him; O Master! You give me te
Leave! Me shakee te Hand with him: Me make you good laugh.

I was surpriz’d to see the Fellow so pleas’d; You Fool you, says
I, he will eat you up: Eatee me up! Eatee me up! Says Friday, twice
over again; Me eatee him up: Me make you good laugh: You all stay
here, me show you good laugh; so down he sits, and gets his Boots
off in a Moment, and put on a Pair of Pumps (as we call the flat
Shoes they wear) and which he had in his Pocket, gives my other
Servant his Horse, and with his Gun away he flew swift like the
Wind.

The Bear was walking softly on, and offer’d to meddle with no
Body, till Friday coming pretty near, calls to him, as if the Bear could
understand him; Hark ye, hark ye, says Friday, me speakee wit you:
We follow’d at a Distance; for now being come down on the Gascoign
side of the Mountains, we were entred a vast great Forest, where
the Country was plain, and pretty open, though many Trees in it
scatter’d here and there.

Friday, who had as we say, the Heels of the Bear,* came up with
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him quickly, and takes up a great Stone, and throws at him, and hit
him just on the Head; but did him no more harm, than if he had
thrown it against a Wall; but it answer’d Friday’s End;* for the Rogue
was so void of Fear, that he did it purely to make the Bear follow
him, and show us some Laugh as he call’d it.

As soon as the Bear felt the Stone, and saw him, he turns about,
and comes after him, taking Devilish long Strides, and shuffling
along at a strange Rate, so as would have put a Horse to a midling
Gallop; away runs Friday, and takes his Course, as if he run towards
us for Help; so we all resolv’d to fire at once upon the Bear, and
deliver my Man; though I was angry at him heartily, for bringing the
Bear back upon us, when he was going about his own Business
another Way; and especially I was angry that he had turn’d the Bear
upon us, and then run away; and I call’d out, You Dog, said I, is this
your making us laugh? Come away, and take your Horse, that we may
shoot the Creature; he hears me, and crys out, No shoot, no shoot, stand
still, you get much Laugh. And as the nimble Creature run two Foot
for the Beast’s one, he turn’d on a sudden, on one side of us, and
seeing a great Oak-Tree,* fit for his Purpose, he beckon’d to us to
follow, and doubling his Pace, he gets nimbly up the Tree, laying his
Gun down upon the Ground, at about five or six Yards from the
Bottom of the Tree.

The Bear soon came to the Tree, and we follow’d at a Distance;
the first Thing he did, he stopp’d at the Gun, smelt to it, but let it
lye, and up he scrambles into the Tree, climbing like a Cat, though so
monstrously heavy: I was amaz’d at the Folly, as I thought it, of my
Man, and could not for my Life see any Thing to laugh at yet, till
seeing the Bear get up the Tree, we all rod nearer to him.

When we came to the Tree, there was Friday got out to the small
End of a large Limb of the Tree, and the Bear got about half way to
him; as soon as the Bear got out to that part where the Limb of the
Tree was weaker, Ha, says he to us, now you see me teachee the Bear
dance; so he falls a jumping and shaking the Bough, at which the
Bear began to totter, but stood still, and begun to look behind him, to
see how he should get back; then indeed we did laugh heartily: But
Friday had not done with him by a great deal; when he sees him
stand still, he calls out to him again, as if he had suppos’d the Bear
could speak English; What you no come farther, pray you come farther;
so he left jumping and shaking the Tree; and the Bear, just as if he
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had understood what he said, did come a little further, then he fell a
jumping again, and the Bear stopp’d again.

We thought now was a good time to knock him on the Head, and I
call’d to Friday to stand still, and we would shoot the Bear; but he
cry’d out earnestly, O pray! O pray! No shoot, me shoot, by and then;
he would have said, By and by: However, to shorten the Story, Friday
danc’d so much, and the Bear stood so ticklish, that we had laughing
enough indeed, but still could not imagine what the Fellow would
do; for first we thought he depended upon shaking the Bear off; and
we found the Bear was too cunning for that too; for he would not go
out far enough to be thrown down, but clings fast with his great
broad Claws and Feet, so that we could not imagine what would be
the End of it, and where the Jest would be at last.

But Friday put us out of doubt quickly; for seeing the Bear cling
fast to the Bough, and that he would not be perswaded to come any
farther; Well, well, says Friday, you no come farther, me go, me go; you
no come to me, me go come to you; and upon this, he goes out to the
smallest End of the Bough, where it would bend with his Weight,
and gently lets himself down by it, sliding down the Bough, till he
came near enough to jump down on his Feet, and away he run to his
Gun, takes it up, and stands still.

Well, said I to him Friday, What will you do now? Why don’t you
shoot him? No shoot, says Friday, no yet, me shoot now, me no kill; me
stay, give you one more laugh; and indeed so he did, as you will see
presently; for when the Bear see his Enemy gone, he comes back
from the Bough where he stood; but did it mighty leisurely, looking
behind him every Step, and coming backward till he got into the
Body of the Tree; then with the same hinder End foremost, he
came down the Tree, grasping it with his Claws, and moving one
Foot at a Time, very leisurely; at this Juncture, and just before he
could set his hind Feet upon the Ground, Friday stept up close to
him, clapt the Muzzle of his Piece into his Ear, and shot him dead
as a Stone.

Then the Rogue turn’d about, to see if we did not laugh, and
when he saw we were pleas’d by our Looks, he falls a laughing
himself very loud; so we kill Bear in my Country, says Friday; so you
kill them, says I, Why you have no Guns: No, says he, no Gun, but
shoot, great much long Arrow.

This was indeed a good Diversion to us; but we were still in a wild
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Place, and our Guide very much hurt, and what to do we hardly
knew; the Howling of Wolves run much in my Head; and indeed,
except the Noise I once heard on the Shore of Africa, of which I have
said something already, I never heard any thing that filled me with so
much Horrour.

These things, and the Approach of Night, called us off, or else, as
Friday would have had us, we should certainly have taken the Skin of
this monstrous Creature off, which was worth saving; but we had
three Leagues to go, and our Guide hasten’d us, so we left him, and
went forward on our Journey.

The Ground was still cover’d with Snow, tho’ not so deep and
dangerous as on the Mountains, and the ravenous Creatures, as
we heard afterwards, were come down into the Forest and plain
Country, press’d by Hunger to seek for Food; and had done a great
deal of Mischief in the Villages, where they surpriz’d the Country
People, kill’d a great many of their Sheep and Horses, and some
People too.

We had one dangerous Place to pass, which our Guide told us, if
there were any more Wolves in the Country, we should find them
there; and this was in a small Plain, surrounded with Woods on every
Side, and a long narrow Defile or Lane, which we were to pass to get
through the Wood, and then we should come to the Village where we
were to lodge.

It was within half an Hour of Sun-set when we entred the first
Wood; and a little after Sun-set, when we came into the Plain. We
met with nothing in the first Wood, except, that in a little Plain
within the Wood, which was not above two Furlongs over, we saw
five great Wolves cross the Road, full Speed one after another, as if
they had been in Chase of some Prey, and had it in View; they took
no Notice of us, and were gone, and out of our Sight in a few
Moments.

Upon this our Guide, who by the Way was a wretched faint-
hearted Fellow, bid us keep in a ready Posture; for he believed there
were more Wolves a coming.

We kept our Arms ready, and our Eyes about us, but we saw no
more Wolves, ’till we came thro’ that Wood, which was near half a
League, and entred the Plain; as soon as we came into the Plain, we
had Occasion enough to look about us: The first Object we met with,
was a dead Horse; that is to say, a poor Horse which the Wolves had
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kill’d, and at least a Dozen of them at Work; we could not say eating
of him, but picking of his Bones rather; for they had eaten up all the
Flesh before.

We did not think fit to disturb them at their Feast, neither did they
take much Notice of us: Friday would have let fly at them, but I
would not suffer him by any Means; for I found we were like to have
more Business upon our Hands than we were aware of. We were not
gone half over the Plain, but we began to hear the Wolves howl in the
Wood on our Left, in a frightful Manner, and presently after we saw
about a hundred coming on directly towards us, all in a Body, and
most of them in a Line, as regularly as an Army drawn up by experi-
enc’d Officers. I scarce knew in what Manner to receive them; but
found to draw our selves in a close Line was the only Way:* so we
form’d in a Moment: But that we might not have too much Interval,
I order’d, that only every other Man should fire, and that the others
who had not fir’d should stand ready to give them a second Volley
immediately, if they continued to advance upon us, and that then
those who had fir’d at first, should not pretend to load their Fusees
again, but stand ready with every one a Pistol; for we were all arm’d
with a Fusee, and a Pair of Pistols each Man; so we were by this
Method able to fire six Volleys, half of us at a Time; however, at
present we had no Necessity; for upon firing the first Volley, the
Enemy made a full Stop, being terrify’d as well with the Noise, as
with the Fire; four of them being shot into the Head, dropp’d,
several others were wounded, and went bleeding off, as we could see
by the Snow: I found they stopp’d, but did not immediately retreat;
whereupon remembring that I had been told, that the fiercest Crea-
tures were terrify’d at the Voice of a Man, I caus’d all our Company
to hollow as loud as we could; and I found the Notion not altogether
mistaken; for upon our Shout, they began to retire, and turn about;
then I order’d a second Volley to be fir’d, in their Rear, which put
them to the Gallop, and away they went to the Woods.

This gave us leisure to charge our Pieces again, and that we might
loose no Time, we kept going; but we had but little more than loaded
our Fusees, and put our selves into a Readiness, when we heard a
terrible Noise in the same Wood, on our Left, only that it was farther
onward the same Way we were to go.

The Night was coming on, and the Light began to be dusky,
which made it worse on our Side; but the Noise encreasing, we could
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easily perceive that it was the Howling and Yelling of those hellish
Creatures; and on a sudden, we perceiv’d  or  Troops of Wolves,
one on our Left, one behind us, and one on our Front; so that we
seem’d to be surrounded with ’em; however, as they did not fall
upon us, we kept our Way forward, as fast as we could make our
Horses go, which the Way being very rough, was only a good large
Trot; and in this Manner we came in View of the Entrance of a
Wood, through which we were to pass, at the farther Side of the
Plain; but we were greatly surpriz’d, when coming nearer the Lane,
or Pass, we saw a confus’d Number of Wolves standing just at the
Entrance.

On a sudden, at another opening of the Wood, we heard the Noise
of a Gun; and looking that Way, out rush’d a Horse, with a Saddle,
and a Bridle on him, flying like the Wind, and sixteen or seventeen
Wolves after him, full Speed; indeed, the Horse had the Heels of
them; but as we suppos’d that he could not hold it at that rate, we
doubted not but they would get up with him at last, and no question
but they did.

But here we had a most horrible Sight; for riding up to the
Entrance where the Horse came out, we found the Carcass of
another Horse, and of two Men, devour’d by the ravenous Creatures,
and one of the Men was no doubt the same who we heard fir’d the
Gun; for there lay a Gun just by him, fir’d off; but as to the Man, his
Head, and the upper Part of his Body was eaten up.

This fill’d us with Horror, and we knew not what Course to take,
but the Creatures resolv’d us* soon; for they gather’d about us pres-
ently, in hopes of Prey; and I verily believe there were three hundred
of them: It happen’d very much to our Advantage, that at the
Entrance into the Wood, but a little Way from it, there lay some large
Timber Trees, which had been cut down the Summer before, and I
suppose lay there for Carriage;* I drew my little Troop in among
those Trees, and placing our selves in a Line, behind one long Tree, I
advis’d them all to light, and keeping that Tree before us, for a Breast
Work, to stand in a Triangle, or three Fronts, enclosing our Horses
in the Center.

We did so, and it was well we did; for never was a more furious
Charge than the Creatures made upon us in the Place; they came on
us with a growling kind of a Noise (and mounted the Piece of Tim-
ber, which as I said, was our Breast Work) as if they were only
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rushing upon their Prey; and this Fury of theirs, it seems, was prin-
cipally occasion’d by their seeing our Horses behind us, which was
the Prey they aim’d at: I order’d our Men to fire as before, every
other Man; and they took their Aim so sure, that indeed they kill’d
several of the Wolves at the first Volley; but there was a Necessity to
keep a continual Firing; for they came on like Devils, those behind
pushing on those before.

When we had fir’d our second Volley of our Fusees, we thought
they stopp’d a little, and I hop’d they would have gone off; but it was
but a Moment; for others came forward again; so we fir’d two Volleys
of our Pistols, and I believe in these four Firings, we had kill’d
seventeen or eighteen of them, and lam’d twice as many; yet they
came on again.

I was loath to spend our last Shot too hastily; so I call’d my
Servant, not my Man Friday, for he was better employ’d; for with
the greatest Dexterity imaginable, he had charg’d my Fusee, and his
own, while we were engag’d; but as I said, I call’d my other Man, and
giving him a Horn of Powder, I bad him lay a Train, all along the
Piece of Timber, and let it be a large Train; he did so, and had but
just Time to get away, when the Wolves came up to it, and some were
got up upon it; when I snapping an uncharg’d Pistol, close to the
Powder, set it on fire;* those that were upon the Timber were scorcht
with it, and six or seven of them fell, or rather jump’d in among us,
with the Force and Fright of the Fire; we dispatch’d these in an
Instant, and the rest were so frighted with the Light, which the
Night, for it was now very near Dark, made more terrible, that they
drew back a little.

Upon which I order’d our last Pistol to be fir’d off in one Volley,
and after that we gave a Shout; upon this, the Wolves turn’d Tail,
and we sally’d immediately upon near twenty lame Ones, who we
found struggling on the Ground, and fell a cutting them with our
Swords, which answer’d our Expectation; for the Crying and Howl-
ing they made, was better understood by their Fellows, so that they
all fled and left us.

We had, first and last, kill’d about three Score of them; and had it
been Day-Light, we had kill’d many more: The Field of Battle being
thus clear’d, we made forward again; for we had still near a League
to go. We heard the ravenous Creatures houl and yell in the Woods as
we went, several Times; and sometimes we fancy’d we saw some of
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them, but the Snow dazling our Eyes, we were not certain; so in
about an Hour more, we came to the Town, where we were to lodge,
which we found in a terrible Fright, and all in Arms; for it seems,
that the Night before, the Wolves and some Bears had broke into the
Village in the Night, and put them in a terrible Fright, and they were
oblig’d to keep Guard Night and Day, but especially in the Night, to
preserve their Cattle, and indeed their People.

The next Morning our Guide was so ill, and his Limbs swell’d
with the rankling of his two Wounds, that he could go no farther; so
we were oblig’d to take a new Guide there, and go to Tholouse,*
where we found a warm Climate, a fruitful pleasant Country, and
no Snow, no Wolves, or any Thing like them; but when we told our
Story at Tholouse, they told us it was nothing but what was ordinary
in the great Forest at the Foot of the Mountains, especially when
the Snow lay on the Ground: But they enquir’d much what kind of
a Guide we had gotten, that would venture to bring us that Way in
such a severe Season; and told us, it was very much* we were not all
devour’d. When we told them how we plac’d our selves, and the
Horses in the Middle, they blam’d us exceedingly, and told us it
was fifty to one but we had been all destroy’d; for it was the Sight
of the Horses which made the Wolves so furious, seeing their Prey;
and that at other Times they are really afraid of a Gun; but the
being excessive Hungry, and raging on that Account, the Eagerness
to come at the Horses had made them sensless of Danger; and that
if we had not by the continu’d Fire, and at last by the Stratagem of
the Train of Powder, master’d them, it had been great Odds but
that we had been torn to Pieces; whereas had we been content to
have sat still on Horseback, and fir’d as Horsemen, they would not
have taken the Horses for so much their own, when Men were on
their Backs, as otherwise; and withal they told us, that at last, if we
had stood altogether, and left our Horses, they would have been so
eager to have devour’d them, that we might have come off safe,
especially having our Fire Arms in our Hands, and being so many
in Number.

For my Part, I was never so sensible of Danger in my Life; for
seeing above three hundred Devils come roaring and open mouth’d
to devour us, and having nothing to shelter us, or retreat to, I gave
my self over for lost; and as it was, I believe, I shall never care to cross
those Mountains again; I think I would much rather go a thousand
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Leagues by Sea, though I were sure to meet with a Storm once a
Week.

I have nothing uncommon to take Notice of, in my Passage
through France; nothing but what other Travellers have given an
Account of, with much more Advantage than I can. I travell’d from
Tholouse to Paris, and without any considerable Stay, came to Callais,
and landed safe at Dover, the fourteenth of January, after having had
a severely cold Season to travel in.

I was now come to the Center of my Travels, and had in a little
Time all my new discover’d Estate safe about me, the Bills of
Exchange which I brought with me having been very currently paid.

My principal Guide, and Privy Councellor, was my good antient
Widow, who in Gratitude for the Money I had sent her, thought no
Pains too much, or Care too great, to employ for me; and I trusted
her so entirely with every Thing, that I was perfectly easy as to the
Security of my Effects; and indeed, I was very happy from my
Beginning, and now to the End, in the unspotted Integrity of this
good Gentlewoman.

And now I began to think of leaving my Effects with this Woman,
and setting out for Lisbon, and so to the Brasils; but now another
Scruple came in my Way, and that was Religion; for as I had enter-
tain’d some Doubts about the Roman Religion, even while I was
abroad, especially in my State of Solitude; so I knew there was no
going to the Brasils for me, much less going to settle there, unless I
resolv’d to embrace the Roman Catholick Religion, without any
Reserve; unless on the other hand, I resolv’d to be a Sacrifice to my
Principles, be a Martyr for Religion, and die in the Inquisition;* so I
resolv’d to stay at Home, and if I could find Means for it, to dispose
of my Plantation.

To this Purpose I wrote to my old Friend at Lisbon, who in Return
gave me Notice, that he could easily dispose of it there: But that if I
thought fit to give him Leave to offer it in my Name to the two
Merchants, the Survivors of my Trustees, who liv’d in the Brasils,
who must fully understand the Value of it, who liv’d just upon the
Spot, and who I knew were very rich; so that he believ’d they would
be fond of buying it; he did not doubt, but I should make  or 
Pieces of Eight, the more of it.

Accordingly I agreed, gave him Order to offer it to them, and he
did so; and in about  Months more, the Ship being then return’d,
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he sent me Account, that they had accepted the Offer, and had
remitted  Pieces of Eight, to a Correspondent of theirs at
Lisbon, to pay for it.

In Return, I sign’d the Instrument of Sale in the Form which they
sent from Lisbon, and sent it to my old Man, who sent me Bills of
Exchange for  Pieces of Eight to me, for the Estate; reserving
the Payment of  Moidores a Year to him, the old Man, during his
Life, and  Moidores afterwards to his Son for his Life, which I had
promised them, which the Plantation was to make good as a Rent-
Charge. And thus I have given the first Part of a Life of Fortune and
Adventure, a Life of Providence’s Checquer-Work, and of a Variety
which the World will seldom be able to show the like of: Beginning
foolishly, but closing much more happily than any Part of it ever gave
me Leave so much as to hope for.

Any one would think, that in this State of complicated good For-
tune, I was past running any more Hazards; and so indeed I had
been, if other Circumstances had concurr’d, but I was inur’d to a
wandring Life, had no Family, not many Relations, nor however rich
had I contracted much Acquaintance; and though I had sold my
Estate in the Brasils, yet I could not keep the Country out of my
Head, and had a great Mind to be upon the Wing again, especially I
could not resist the strong Inclination I had to see my Island, and to
know if the poor Spaniards were in Being there, and how the Rogues
I left there had used them.

My true Friend, the Widow, earnestly diswaded me from it, and
so far prevail’d with me, that for almost seven Years she prevented
my running Abroad; during which time, I took my two Nephews, the
Children of one of my Brothers into my Care: The eldest having
something of his own, I bred up as a Gentleman, and gave him a
Settlement of some Addition to his Estate, after my Decease; the
other I put out to a Captain of a Ship; and after five Years, finding
him a sensible bold enterprising young Fellow, I put him into a good
Ship, and sent him to Sea: And this young Fellow afterwards drew
me in, as old as I was, to farther Adventures my self.

In the mean time, I in Part settled my self here; for first of all I
marry’d, and that not either to my Disadvantage or Dissatisfaction,
and had three Children, two Sons and one Daughter: But my Wife
dying, and my Nephew coming Home with good Success from a
Voyage to Spain, my Inclination to go Abroad, and his Importunity
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prevailed and engag’d me to go in his Ship, as a private Trader to the
East Indies: This was in the Year .

In this Voyage I visited my new Collony in the Island, saw my
Successors the Spaniards, had the whole Story of their Lives, and of
the Villains I left there; how at first they insulted the poor Spaniards,
how they afterwards agreed, disagreed, united, separated, and how
at last the Spaniards were oblig’d to use Violence with them, how
they were subjected to the Spaniards, how honestly the Spaniards
used them; a History, if it were entred into, as full of Variety and
wonderful Accidents, as my own Part, particularly also as to their
Battles with the Carribeans, who landed several times upon the
Island, and as to the Improvement they made upon the Island it
self, and how five of them made an Attempt upon the main Land,
and brought away eleven Men and five Women Prisoners, by
which, at my coming, I found about twenty young Children on the
Island.

Here I stay’d about  Days, left them Supplies of all necessary
things, and particularly of Arms, Powder, Shot, Cloaths, Tools,
and two Workmen, which I brought from England with me, viz. a
Carpenter and a Smith.

Besides this, I shar’d the Island into Parts with ’em, reserv’d to my
self the Property of the whole, but gave them such Parts respectively
as they agreed on; and having settled all things with them, and
engaged them not to leave the Place, I left them there.

From thence I touch’d at the Brasils, from whence I sent a Bark,
which I bought there, with more People to the Island, and in it,
besides other Supplies, I sent seven Women, being such as I found
proper for Service, or for Wives to such as would take them: As to
the English Men, I promis’d them to send them some Women from
England, with a good Cargoe of Necessaries, if they would apply
themselves to Planting, which I afterwards perform’d. And the
Fellows prov’d very honest and diligent after they were master’d,
and had their Properties set apart for them. I sent them also from the
Brasils five Cows, three of them being big with Calf, some Sheep,
and some Hogs, which, when I came again, were considerably
encreas’d.

But all these things, with an Account how  Caribbees came and
invaded them, and ruin’d their Plantations, and how they fought
with that whole Number twice, and were at first defeated, and three
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of them kill’d; but at last a Storm destroying their Enemies Cannoes,
they famish’d or destroy’d almost all the rest, and renew’d and
recover’d the Possession of their Plantation, and still liv’d upon the
Island.

All these things, with some very surprizing Incidents in some new
Adventures of my own, for ten Years more, I may perhaps give a
farther Account of hereafter.*

FINIS.
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APPENDIX 1

Frontispiece and Preface to
Serious Reflections During the Life and Surprising

Adventures of Robinson Crusoe ()

Serious Reflections, the second of Defoe’s two sequels to Robinson Crusoe,
was published on  August . Whereas The Farther Adventures of
Robinson Crusoe, published a year beforehand, is a straightforward con-
tinuation narrating Crusoe’s return to the island and his later travels,
Serious Reflections is a collection of essays on issues arising from the island
experience, written in an unstable combination of the Crusoe persona and
Defoe’s own voice. In ‘Robinson Crusoe’s Preface’, reprinted below,
Defoe teasingly embraces and develops Charles Gildon’s allegation, in
The Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Mr. D–––– De F––,
of London, Hosier (), that Crusoe was ‘the true Allegorick Image’ of
the author himself (p. ix). Also reproduced in this Appendix is the
frontispiece to the volume, a folding engraved map of the island by
the engravers John Clark and John Pine, illustrated with scenes from the
original novel. At the centre of the map, Poll is shown crying ‘poor Robin
Cruso’.
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PREFACE

A the Design of every Thing is said to be first in the Intention, and
last in the Execution; so I come now to acknowledge to my Reader,
That the present Work is not merely the Product of the two first
Volumes, but the two first Volumes may rather be called the Product
of this: The Fable is always made for the Moral, not the Moral for
the Fable.

I have heard, that the envious and ill-disposed Part of the World
have rais’d some Objections against the two first Volumes, on Pre-
tence, for want of a better Reason; That (as they say) the Story is
feign’d, that the Names are borrow’d, and that it is all a Romance;
that there never were any such Man or Place, or Circumstances in
any Mans Life; that it is all form’d and embellish’d by Invention to
impose upon the World.

I Robinson Crusoe being at this Time in perfect and sound Mind
and Memory, Thanks be to God therefore; do hereby declare, their
Objection is an Invention scandalous in Design, and false in Fact;
and do affirm, that the Story, though Allegorical, is also Historical;
and that it is the beautiful Representation of a Life of unexampled
Misfortunes, and of a Variety not to be met with in the World,
sincerely adapted to, and intended for the common Good of Man-
kind, and designed at first, as it is now farther apply’d, to the most
serious Uses possible.

Farther, that there is a Man alive, and well known too, the Actions
of whose Life are the just Subject of these Volumes, and to whom all
or most Part of the Story most directly alludes, this may be
depended upon for Truth, and to this I set my Name.

The famous History of Don Quixot, a Work which thousands read
with Pleasure, to one that knows the Meaning of it, was an emblem-
atic History of, and a just Satyr upon the Duke de Medina Sidonia;* a
Person very remarkable at that Time in Spain: To those who knew
the Original, the Figures were lively and easily discovered them-
selves, as they are also here, and the Images were just; and therefore,
when a malicious, but foolish Writer, in the abundance of his Gall,
spoke of the Quixotism of R. Crusoe,* as he called it, he shewed evi-
dently, that he knew nothing of what he said; and perhaps will be a



little startled, when I shall tell him, that what he meant for a Satyr,
was the greatest of Panegyricks.

Without letting the Reader into a nearer Explication of the Matter,
I proceed to let him know, that the happy Deductions I have employ’d
myself to make from all the Circumstances of my Story, will abun-
dantly make him amends for his not having the Emblem explained
by the Original; and that when in my Observations and Reflexions of
any Kind in this Volume, I mention my Solitudes and Retirements,
and allude to the Circumstances of the former Story, all those Parts
of the Story are real Facts in my History, whatever borrow’d Lights
they may be represented by: Thus the Fright and Fancies which
succeeded the Story of the Print of a Man’s Foot, and Surprise of
the old Goat, and the Thing rolling on my Bed, and my jumping out
in a Fright, are all Histories and real Stories; as are likewise the
Dream of being taken by Messengers, being arrested by Officers, the
Manner of being driven on Shore by the Surge of the Sea, the Ship
on Fire, the Description of starving; the Story of my Man Friday,
and many more most material Passages observ’d here, and on which
any religious Reflections are made, are all historical and true in Fact:
It is most real, that I had a Parrot, and taught it to call me by my
Name, such a Servant a Savage, and afterwards a Christian, and that
his Name was called Friday, and that he was ravish’d from me by
Force, and died in the Hands that took him, which I represent by
being killed; this is all litterally true, and should I enter into Dis-
coveries, many alive can testify them: His other Conduct and Assist-
ance to me also have just References in all their Parts to the Helps I
had from that faithful Savage, in my real Solitudes and Disasters.

The Story of the Bear in the Tree, and the Fight with the Wolves
in the Snow, is likewise Matter of real History; and in a Word, the
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, are one whole Scheme of a real Life
of eight and twenty Years, spent in the most wandring desolate and
afflicting Circumstances that ever Man went through, and in which I
have liv’d so long in a Life of Wonders in continu’d Storms, fought
with the worst kind of Savages and Man-eaters, by unaccountable
surprising Incidents; fed by Miracles greater than that of Ravens,
suffered all Manner of Violences and Oppressions, injurious
Reproaches, contempt of Men, Attacks of Devils, Corrections from
Heaven, and Oppositions on Earth; have had innumerable Ups and
Downs in Matters of Fortune, been in Slavery worse than Turkish,
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escaped by an exquisite Management, as that in the Story of Xury,
and the Boat at Sallee, been taken up at Sea in Distress, rais’d again
and depress’d again, and that oftner perhaps in one Man’s Life
than ever was known before; Shipwreck’d often, tho’ more by Land
than by Sea: In a Word, there’s not a Circumstance in the imaginary
Story, but has its just Allusion to a real Story, and chimes Part for
Part, and Step for Step with the inimitable Life of Robinson Crusoe.

In like Manner, when in these Reflections, I speak of the Times
and Circumstances of particular Actions done, or Incidents which
happened in my Solitude and Island-Life, an impartial Reader will
be so just to take it as it is; viz. that it is spoken or intended of that
Part of the real Story, which the Island-Life is a just Allusion to; and
in this the Story is not only illustrated, but the real Part I think most
justly approv’d: For Example, in the latter Part of this Work called
the Vision,* I begin thus, When I was in my Island Kingdom, I had
abundance of strange Notions of my seeing Apparitions, &c. all these
Reflections are just History of a State of forc’d Confinement, which
in my real History is represented by a confin’d Retreat in an Island;
and ’tis as reasonable to represent one kind of Imprisonment by
another, as it is to represent any Thing that really exists, by that
which exists not. The Story of my Fright with something on my
Bed, was Word for Word a History of what happened, and indeed all
those Things received very little Alteration, except what necessarily
attends removing the Scene from one Place to another.

My Observations upon Solitude* are the same, and I think I need
say no more, than that the same Remark is to be made upon all the
References made here, to the Transactions of the former Volumes,
and the Reader is desired to allow for it as he goes on.

Besides all this, here is the just and only good End of all Parable
or Allegorick History brought to pass, viz. for moral and religious
Improvement. Here is invincible Patience recommended under
the worst of Misery; indefatigable Application and undaunted
Resolution under the greatest and most discouraging Circumstances;
I say, these are recommended, as the only Way to work through those
Miseries, and their Success appears sufficient to support the most
dead-hearted Creature in the World.

Had the common Way of Writing a Mans private History been
taken, and I had given you the Conduct or Life of a Man you knew,
and whose Misfortunes and Infirmities, perhaps you had sometimes
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unjustly triumph’d over; all I could have said would have yielded no
Diversion, and perhaps scarce have obtained a Reading, or at best no
Attention; the Teacher, like a greater, having no Honour in his own
Country.* Facts that are form’d to touch the Mind, must be done a
great Way off, and by somebody never heard of: Even the Miracles of
the Blessed Saviour of the World suffered Scorn and Contempt,
when it was reflected, that they were done by the Carpenter’s Son;
one whose Family and Original they had a mean Opinion of, and
whose Brothers and Sisters were ordinary People like themselves.

There even yet remains a Question, whether the Instruction of
these Things will take place, when you are supposing the Scene,
which is placed so far off, had its Original so near Home.

But I am far from being anxious about that, seeing I am well
assur’d, that if the Obstinacy of our Age should shut their Ears
against the just Reflections made in this Volume, upon the Transac-
tions taken Notice of in the former, there will come an Age, when the
Minds of Men shall be more flexible, when the Prejudices of their
Fathers shall have no Place, and when the Rules of Vertue and
Religion justly recommended, shall be more gratefully accepted than
they may be now, that our Children may rise up in Judgment against
their fathers, and one Generation be edified by the same Teaching,
which another Generation had despised.

R. C.
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APPENDIX 2

A Chronology of Robinson Crusoe

T plotting of Robinson Crusoe is meticulous, and Defoe robustly con-
tested the efforts of early detractors to search the text for ‘Inconsistency in
the Relation, and Contradictions in the Fact’ (Farther Adventures, Preface).
Nevertheless, several anomalies complicate the time scheme of the novel,
arising not only from Crusoe’s own acknowledged uncertainties about his
calendar of events but also from probable slips by Defoe and/or the com-
positors who worked from his manuscript. The following chronology
should be read alongside, but at some points diverges from, the detailed
analysis of Dewey Ganzel, ‘Chronology in Robinson Crusoe’, Philological
Quarterly,  (), –.

  September: Crusoe born in York.
  September: Crusoe runs away to sea and is promptly ship-

wrecked ( September).
  September: Crusoe captured by Turkish pirates and enslaved

for two years at Salé, on the Barbary Coast.
  September: Crusoe and Xury escape from Salé. Late

November: Crusoe reaches Salvador da Bahia, in northern
Brazil.

 Crusoe acquires and begins to cultivate his Brazilian plantation.
  June: one of Crusoe’s brothers killed fighting the Spanish at

the Battle of the Dunes, near Dunkirk.
  September: Crusoe leaves Brazil on his disastrous slaving voy-

age.  September: his shipwreck. – October: he salvages
items from the wreck.  October– November: he establishes a
semi-permanent habitation and, from  November, a daily rou-
tine. c. November: he begins his journal, making entries retro-
spectively from the date of his shipwreck.

  January– April: Crusoe builds breastworks around his
habitation.  April: earthquake on the island.  May: wreck
shifts.  May– June: salvage from the wreck continues. –
June: Crusoe suffers a fever, culminating in his apocalyptic



vision.  June: Crusoe’s first prayer for nearly eight years.
 July: he begins to read the Bible in earnest. – July: he
conducts a survey and discovers the other side of the island. By
 July: he constructs a bower on the other side of the island.
Early October: his ink begins to run short, and he gives up
writing a daily journal. November–December: he unsuccess-
fully sows barley and rice.

 February–April: Crusoe successfully sows and cultivates barley
and rice. c. July–August: he undertakes a month-long tour of the
island on foot, and acquires his parrot, Poll.

 Crusoe learns to make earthenware, barley loaves, and rice cakes.

 Crusoe’s estate in Brazil placed in the hands of receivers. July–
December: he builds his first canoe but is unable to launch it.

 Crusoe finishes building a smaller canoe and undertakes
( November) his near-fatal circumnavigation of the island.

– Crusoe snares and tames goats, for which he builds enclosures.

 Crusoe observes a single footprint in the sand late this year or
early the next, and lives in great uneasiness for the next two
years.

 Crusoe’s dog dies.

 c. July–August. Crusoe finds the remains of a cannibal feast on
the other side of the island. He continues pensive and sad for
two further years, living largely within the confines of his
habitations.

– Crusoe contemplates possible methods, and the rights and
wrongs, of killing the cannibals en masse. He discovers his cave
or grotto, which serves him as a magazine.

 Seventeen European sailors rescued from drowning by Friday’s
people at about this time. The sailors live among the friendly
cannibals. December: Crusoe sees savages on his side of the
island.

 March: Crusoe dreams that he rescues a savage from the canni-
bals.  May: a Spanish vessel founders in a great storm. Some
days later, the corpse of a drowned boy is washed ashore. Crusoe
rummages the wreck.

 November: Crusoe sees five canoes ashore on his side of the
island. He rescues Friday.

 Crusoe commences his happiest year on the island. He and
Friday construct a sailing vessel. November or December:
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twenty-one cannibals land on the island with three captives.
Crusoe ambushes them, killing at least seventeen, and frees
Friday’s father and a Spaniard (one of the sailors rescued by
Friday’s people some four years earlier).

 Crusoe increases the scale of his husbandry. Early October:
Crusoe arms the Spaniard and Friday’s father, who set out for
the mainland. Eight days later an English vessel anchors close
inshore. Eight mutineers land three prisoners, including the
captain, in a long boat. Crusoe and Friday overthrow the mutin-
eers and restore the captain to his command.  December:
Crusoe leaves the island.

  June: Crusoe arrives in England.
 April: Crusoe arrives in Lisbon by sea. November: he receives

news from trustees in Brazil concerning his plantation. In the
following months, he settles his affairs from Lisbon before
starting his overland journey to Calais.

 Mid-October: Crusoe sets out from Madrid.  November:
Crusoe sets out from Pampeluna.

  January: Crusoe lands at Dover. In the following months, he
sells his estate in Brazil and completes the settlement of his
affairs. He buys a farm in Bedfordshire, marries, and takes two
nephews into his care.

 With one of the nephews, Crusoe embarks on the voyage
recorded in The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe.
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TEXTUAL NOTES

M than , changes were made in the text of Robinson Crusoe in the
first eight authorized editions. The overwhelming majority of these variant
readings involve matters of spelling, capitalization, internal punctuation, and
italics, which, although of negligible individual significance, have a large
cumulative effect on the total prose style. Almost , variants represent
substantive word changes. Many of these are substitutions of one word for
another; others are additions or deletions of phrases and clauses as well as
single words such as articles, verbs, adverbs, adjectives, prepositions, and con-
junctions. Few clear patterns of revision emerge in any single edition. The fact
that about half of the substantive changes first occur in the seventh and eighth
editions, which were printed for a new publisher, is but one of the many
indications that even these alterations are the work of printers and reflect the
imposition of a new printing house style on Defoe’s original text. They are
nevertheless interesting as editorial attempts, however misguided, to deal with
the difficulties that Defoe’s writing presents.

The following list is a limited selection of typical, and the most significant,
revisions. References are to page and line; the first reading is that of the first
edition, the reading after the bracket that of the edition in which the change
first occurred.

.  Fortunes] Fortune . .  discharg’d] discharging . .  did not know]
did know . .  and] but . .  such a Discourse as I] the Discourse I . .
 miserablest] most miserablest ; most miserable . .  continued] con-
tained . .  Winds] Sea . .  thought,] thought it did, . .  and I] and
in short I . .  made drunk] made half drunk . .  to an Anchor] to
Anchor . .  protesting] protested ; protecting . .  known] seen .
.  the Shore] the Stand ; the Strand . .  rush] push . .  Ship?]
Ship; ; Ship! . .  and who] this Captain . .  not at all disagreeable]
not disagreeable . .  Turkish] Moorish . .  Ship] Ships . .  it] I
. .  a stark calm] a calm . .  Shoar] Land . .  happen’d that]
happen’d one day, that . .  Distinction in that Place,] Distinction, . . 
Nations] Nation . .  me not to] me to . .  more] worse . .  one
of these mighty] one of the mighty ; one mighty . .  says] said . . 
is impossible] was impossible ; was not impossible . .  Hands] Paws .
.  hope was] Hopes were . .  I was] we were . .  upon any of
the] upon the . .  even ready] ready even . .  on Shore] to the Shore
. .  now] how . .  Canes] Canoes . .  represented] presented .
.  might] my ; may . .  bought] brought . .  Company with]
Company one Day with . .  could not be carried on, because they could
not publickly] could not publickly . .  thus entered and established] thus
establish’d . .  furnished] finish’d . . – the th of ] st of Sept.
 . .  whither ever] wherever . .  Guinea] Guiana .



.  immediately] even . .  live] escape . .  as] and . . 
with] like . .  her up upon] her upon . .  lose;] lose? ; lose. . . 
was not able] was able . .  nor no] nor any . .  Creek or River] Creek
of the River . .  I saw] I immediately saw . .  great] large . . 
Creature] Creator . .  to be Sails] to me for Sails . .  also.] also, tho’
at several times. . .  Cove] Cave . .  making] masting . . 
Sands] Sand . .  against either] either against . .  Front] Form . .
 was steep] was as steep . .  uppermost with] uppermost part of it with
. .  large] larger . .  in not] into no . .  were expostulated] were
expostulating ; were expostulate ; were, put in, expostulating . .  Place
where she first] Place she was first ; Place where first she . .  Necessar-
ies] any means . .  out of] off . .  may] must . .  devise] get .
.  over looking out to] over the looking to . .  me a Door] me Door ;
my Door . .  Ship, and got] Ship, I got ; Ship, and had got . . 
settled] settlest . .  Cables] Cable . .  driven] driving . . 
Sunday) I] Sunday, according to my Reckoning) I . .  Two] Three . .
 fit] for . .  joint] join . .  with] by . .  out of] upon . . 
could] should ; would . .  crumbling] tumbling . .  go] get . . 
Hurricane;] Hurricane of Wind: . .  Plank] Timber . .  horrid]
horrible . .  Storm off of] Storm of . .  are] have . .  for]
from .

.  strangely] strongly . .  had] has ; hath . .  Man] Men .
.  Heat as almost for Suffocation] Heat as the Virtue of it, and I held it
almost to Suffocation . .  But certainly I lost a Day in my Accompt, and
never] but in my Account, it was lost, and I never . .  might] could . .
 be to be had] be had . .  same] small . .  differing] different .
.  expos’d, and open for any Thing to come in upon me; and yet] expos’d,
and yet . .  requir’d Speed. However] requir’d a great Deal of Speed; the
Creatures daily spoiling my corn. However . .  neither would] would
neither . .  have foreseen] have easily foreseen . .  Levers] Leaves
. .  Tree.] Tree? . .  it, when it was made, into the Water, a] it into
the Water, when it was made; a . .  much] great . .  this was
work’d] this work’d . .  more upon] up more on . .  mine! ] mine? .
.  and their] and what their . .  unhabitable] uninhabited . . 
venemous Creatures or poisonous] venemous or poisonous Creatures . . 
could not abide] could abide ; could I abide . .  shoor] Shoot . . 
but if it] but it . .  God himself ] my Maker . .  Ejaculations, was]
Ejaculation and Petitions, was . .  that little Journey] that Journey . .
 that, a Shoal] this Shoal ; this a Shoal . .  Current which] Current
lay, which . .  a League] two leagues . .  wake] West . .  make]
made ; have made . .  yet they were such as were very handy and
convenient] yet convenient . .  Baskets.] Baskets instead of a Granary. .
.  Kids] Kid . .  I learn’d] I recollected ; I had learned . . 
wanted,] wanted them, . .  some-things] something . .  nine or
ten] nineteen . .  is] I . .  nearer] near . .  from the Shore]
from Shore . .  remember; no, nor could I remember the next Morning,
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for never] remember; for never . .  Imagination] Imaginations . . 
call’d] call . .  me. In Answer,] me, and in return, . .  continual]
continually . .  like my] as .

.  Occasion, and began] Occasion, began . .  ten young She-
Goats] ten She-Goats . .  more out without] more without . . 
Thoughts too much upon] Thoughts upon . .  Things, notwithstand-
ing, I verily believe, had not these Things interven’d] Things interven’d .
.  was] were . .  Executioner] Executioners . .  it be] it to
be . .  him] God . .  peeping] peering . .  should] would .
.  this is by] this by . .  in Rock] in the Rock . .  who] which
. .  know] knew . .  stepp’d] stopt . .  me, and made] me,
having made . .  I provided for a] I had provided for a ; I had provided a
. .  their] the . .  stave] starve ; stay . .  Fingers] Finger .
.  little rising bit of Ground] little bit of rising Ground ; little Spot of
rising Ground . .  Bars] Bags . .  of fine glaz’d] of glaz’d . . 
has] hath . .  those whose] whose whole . .  saw plainly] knew .
.  Persons] Pursuers . .  irresistibly] irresistible . .  fetches]
fetch’d . .  pursu’d with him] pursu’d him . .  Twenty Five] five
and twenty . .  strong] long . .  smaller] small . .  pointed]
pointing . .  his] this . .  same] said . .  Mouth, or the
Gulph of which] Mouth, of which . .  do say] said . .  good] great
. .  in] to . .  Questionings] Questions . .  Country]
Countries . .  upon] on . .  hastily, comes and gives] hastily, and
gives . .  had to] us’d in . .  of the] of my . .  back] out .
.  it was] there were . .  Feet, but did not immediately know] Feet,
immediately, but did not know .

.  see] saw . .  other two fell] other fell . .  strong] young
. .  for] from . .  kill’d, when] kill’d: Then . .  Savages
never] Savages of that Part never . .  me] we . .  we] he . . 
Thought] Thoughts . .  above] about . .  Commands] Command
. .  see] let . .  really] ready . .  fierce; I] fierce; and I . .
 Sword by my Side,] Sword, . .  Applications] Application . . 
only that I] only I . .  haling] hailing ; halling ; hauling . . 
know,] know there, . .  hollow’d] follow’d . .  not able] not being
able . .  and] or . .  given] give . .  who he was] who was ;
whom he was . .  secure] security . .  so just] such . .  and]
but . .  Master] Masters . .  says] said . .  this,
the Boat was order’d on] this, I went with the Boat on . .  and my Parrot]
and one of my Parrots . .  was as perfect a Stranger] was a perfect
Stranger . .  altogether] all together . .  but I soon brought him
to my Remembrance, and as soon brought my] but I soon brought my . .
 amounted] amounting . .   l.] , l. . .  me he had] me
had . .  Algerine] Algerines . .  two more English Merchants] two
who were English and Merchants . .  Toes.] Toes, was very strange. .
.  is] in . .  in the Memory of Man.] in many Years). . .  his]
the . .  clearly] plainly . .  steadily] stedfastly . .  of a Stick]
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or the Stick ; of Stick . .  would have put] would put . .  Tree]
Bough . .  says] said .

.  me go come] me come . .  But] For . .  Village, in the
Night, and] Village, and . .  severely] severe . .  unless] except .
.  ]  . .  afterwards perform’d. And the] afterwards
could not perform: The . .  three] one .

Textual Notes 



EXPLANATORY NOTES

T Explanatory Notes should be read in conjunction with the Textual
Notes, which illustrate variant readings in early editions of Robinson Crusoe,
and the Glossary, which defines nautical terms and other obsolete or unusual
words and phrases used in the text. Variants and definitions are dealt with in
the notes below only where confusion might otherwise arise or where sup-
plementary explanation is needed.

 The Wonders of this Man’s Life . . . extant: heralding an insistent theme
in Robinson Crusoe and its two sequels. Cf. the ‘Croud of Wonders’ to
which Crusoe attributes his sustenance (. –); ‘my Story is a
whole Collection of Wonders’ (. –); the ‘Chain of Wonders’ lead-
ing to his rescue (. ). Defoe habitually describes his own life in
similar terms, as in the Review for : ‘I have gone through a Life of
Wonders, and am the Subject of a vast Variety of Providences’ (Vol. ,
Preface).
just History of Fact: a claim teasingly modified in Defoe’s Serious Reflec-
tions During the Life and Surprising Adventures of Robinson Crusoe (),
with its invitation to read the history as allegory: ‘there’s not a Circum-
stance in the imaginary Story, but has its just Allusion to a real Story, and
chimes Part for Part, and Step for Step with the inimitable Life of
Robinson Crusoe’ (Preface; see also n. to . –).
dispatch’d: altered to ‘disputed’ in the third and later editions, but the
original reading makes sense. The editor suggests that since stories like
Crusoe’s are rapidly dispatched in the sense of being consumed and
disposed of, the test of factual authenticity need not be strictly applied.

 City of York: in electing to retire here, Crusoe’s father may have been
attracted by the antiquity and gentility of York, qualities stressed by
Defoe when describing the city in A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great
Britain (–). See the edition by G. D. H. Cole,  vols. (London: Peter
Davies, ), ii. –.
Foreigner of Bremen: this detail seems to identify Crusoe’s father as a
Protestant refugee from Catholic aggression during the Thirty Years War
(–). The word ‘Foreigner’ resonates with the loaded language of
Defoe’s The True-Born Englishman (), a poem that contests John
Tutchin’s The Foreigners (), a xenophobic attack on William III,
by satirically debunking the idea of English racial purity. Bremen was
an independent city-state and member of the Hanseatic League, stra-
tegically situated at the mouth of the River Elbe, the corridor for trade
between Germany, England, and Holland. Defoe stresses the importance



of Bremen and the need for its protection in the Review for  September
 (Vol. , No. , ).

Hull: Defoe elsewhere describes the seaport of Hull, on the Humber
estuary, as a place notable for ‘Trade to all Parts of the known World’
(Tour, ii. ).

Kreutznaer . . . Crusoe: the German name indicates both religious and
roving aspects of Crusoe’s nature: either ‘nearer the cross’ or ‘to cruise,
to journey’ (Robert Ayers, ‘Robinson Crusoe: Allusive Allegorick History’,
PMLA  (), –). Elsewhere, Defoe plays on the etymological
connection with ‘Cruisado’ (Serious Reflections, ), meaning ‘crusade’.
In its anglicized form, the name also recalls Defoe’s schoolfellow at
Charles Morton’s Dissenting Academy at Newington Green, Timothy
Cruso (–), a Presbyterian minister and author of religious conduct
literature.

Coll. Lockhart . . . Spaniards: Sir William Lockhart (–), Scots
soldier and diplomat, served in the Royalist army before switching
allegiance to Cromwell in . He was ambassador in Paris between
 and , charged to promote England’s alliance with France
against Spain, and was in command of allied troops besieging Dunkirk
when the Spanish defenders capitulated on  June . Crusoe’s
brother is presumably a casualty of the pitched battle preceding this
surrender, known as the Battle of the Dunes. Dunkirk was sold to France
by Charles II on  October .

 the wise Man . . . Poverty or Riches: a favourite text with Defoe (cf. Moll
Flanders, ed. G. A. Starr (Oxford: Oxford World’s Classics, ), 
and n.), the wise man being Solomon. ‘Remove far from me vanity and
lies: give me neither poverty nor riches; feed me with food convenient for
me: | Lest I be full, and deny thee, and say, Who is the Lord? or lest I be
poor, and steal, and take the name of my God in vain’ (Proverbs : –).

 my elder Brother . . . was kill’d: subsequent indications place this conver-
sation in , eighteen years after Crusoe’s birth in  and a year
before his departure in ; the bereavement mentioned at this point
does not occur, however, until  (see above, . – and n.). Either
Crusoe’s memory deceives him, or Defoe’s own grasp of the time scheme
is insecure. For other (sometimes self-conscious) slippages in the novel’s
chronology, see . –, . –, . , and . –. An embit-
tered rival, Charles Gildon, was quick to point out such inconsistencies
in The Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Mr. D–––– De F––,
of London, Hosier ().

otherwise?: the edition of Robinson Crusoe on which the present text is
based (ed. J. Donald Crowley (London: Oxford University Press, ) )
follows the second and subsequent editions by emending the first-edition
reading, ‘otherwise;’. Similar emendations elsewhere are based by Crow-
ley ‘on the probability that the printers mistook Defoe’s manuscript
question marks and semicolons for each other’ (Crowley, ). Cf. . ,
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originally ‘in Reach of my Bed?’; see also, on the haphazard nature of
press correction in the first edition, Henry Hutchins, Robinson Crusoe
and Its Printing, – (New York: Columbia University Press,
), .

 first of September : corrected from  on the first edition errata
page and in the second and subsequent editions. For the anniversary of
this date and its significance, see below, . –.
the Wind began to blow, and the Waves to rise: originally ‘and the Winds to
rise’; altered to ‘and the Sea to rise’ in the fourth and later editions.
Crowley retains ‘Winds’ as a possible unconscious repetition in Defoe’s
manuscript (which does not survive) rather than a compositor’s error.
But the likelihood is that Defoe wrote ‘Waves’, paraphrasing Psalms :
 (see note below) and mirroring similar alliterative sequences in his
writing elsewhere. Cf. ‘the fierceness of the Wind, the dreadful height of
the Waves’ (Roxana, ed. John Mullan (Oxford: Oxford World’s Classics,
), ); ‘many Lives were lost by the common accidents of Wind and
Waves’ (A General History of Discoveries and Improvements (–), ).
All this while . . . many Vows and Resolutions: Crusoe’s experience evolves,
directly or indirectly, from Psalms : –, a text regularly cited in the
period on the emblematic spiritual status of the mariner before God:
‘They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters: |
These see the works of the Lord, and his wonders in the deep. | For he
commandeth, and raiseth the stormy wind, which lifteth up the waves
thereof. | They mount up to the heaven, they go down again to the
depths, their soul is melted because of trouble. | They reel to and fro,
and stagger like a drunken man, and are at their wit’s end. | Then they
cry unto the Lord in their trouble, and he bringeth them out of their
distresses.’ At this point, a somewhat ironic relationship to this text is
implied by the inconstant and self-serving nature of Crusoe’s vows.
repenting Prodigal: alluding to the parable of the Prodigal Son (Luke :
–).

 Providence: divine superintendence on earth. Crusoe later describes how
Providence may be intuited (. –. ); elsewhere he defines it as
‘that Operation of the Power, Wisdom, Justice, and Goodness of God, by
which he influences, governs, and directs, not only the Means, but the
Events of all things, which concern us in this World’ (Serious Reflections,
).

 By Noon the Sea . . . to the better End: mounting seas have caused the
tension exerted by the anchor cable to pull the ship’s head beneath the
waves, resulting in her taking on board water. Afraid that the ship is
dragging her anchor, the master orders the sheet anchor (the largest on
board, used only in emergencies) to be let go. The vessel now rides with
two anchors ahead, their cables paid out to their utmost length to reduce
the risk of dragging.

 cut their Masts by the Board: cut down their masts to reduce the ship’s
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surface area above the waterline, thereby lessening the effects of the
wind.

 some light Colliers . . . were oblig’d to slip: in their haste to put to sea, the
colliers (coal barges) are forced to abandon their anchors by fully letting
the cables go. If time permitted, buoys would be attached to the cables to
facilitate later recovery.
Winterton Ness: sandy headland near the village of Winterton, about
 miles ( km) north from Great Yarmouth on the Norfolk coast. The
effects on this area of the great hurricane that struck England on  and
 November  are recorded in Defoe’s compilation of , The
Storm (ed. Richard Hamblyn (London: Penguin, ), –); see also
the Tour, which describes this stretch of coastline as ‘particularly Famous
for being one of the most dangerous and most fatal to the Sailors in all
England, I may say in all Britain’ (Tour, i. ).

 the Land broke off . . . the Violence of the Wind: the shoreline acts as a
baffle to reduce the effects of the wind; cf. .  and n.
our Blessed Saviour’s Parable: Luke : –.

 Jonah in the Ship of Tarshish: ‘But Jonah rose up to flee unto Tarshish
from the presence of the Lord, and went down to Joppa; and he found a
ship going to Tarshish . . .’ (Jonah : ). As a rebel against God who
experiences both punishment and deliverance at sea, Jonah is a promin-
ent exemplar in devotional writing of the period aimed at mariners, and
an implicit point of reference throughout the novel.

 Voyage to Guinea: euphemism for a slaving voyage.
 competent Knowledge of . . . the Rules of Navigation: Crusoe would have

learned to calculate latitude (progress north–south) by measuring the
angle of the sun above the horizon at noon (the sun’s meridian altitude).
He would then have used mathematical tables giving the sun’s daily
changing angle relative to the Equator (its declination) throughout the
year. No generally reliable method of determining longitude (progress
east–west) at sea existed until the later eighteenth century, and Crusoe
would have learned the process known as ‘dead reckoning’. After depart-
ure from a fixed point, the vessel’s course and speed, weather conditions,
sea state, currents, and factors impinging upon sailing performance
would be reconciled to estimate progress daily. Crusoe glances at this
process when describing his intended crossing to Africa (see . –
and n.).
take an Observation: obtain a measurement of the sun’s meridian altitude
in order to calculate latitude. The instrument used would probably
have been a quadrant or a cross-staff: cf. . –, . –, . –,
. .
L. .  Ounces: five pounds and nine ounces (approximately . kg).
the Line: the Equator, a notional line drawn on the earth’s surface
separating the northern and southern hemispheres.
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 Turkish Rover of Sallee: Turkish vessel from the port of Salé, near Rabat,
on Morocco’s Atlantic coast. The interception of Crusoe’s vessel is a
manifestation of the corso, a system of slave-raiding operating out of the
North African Regencies or Barbary States, nominal dependencies of
the Ottoman Empire, which yielded handsome profits from subsequent
ransoms and sales. In  (the year of Crusoe’s birth) Charles I’s navy
attacked the port of Salé, effecting the release of many European hos-
tages, but the threat still persisted a century later, when Defoe included
in A Plan of the English Commerce () ‘a Proposal for rooting out those
Nests of Pyrates and Rovers, the Turks or Moors of Tunis, Tripoli,
Algier, and Sallee, who have for so many Ages infested the Mediterranean
Seas, and the Coasts of Spain and Portugal, to the infinite Loss and
Discouragement of all the trading Nations of Europe’ (). See G. A.
Starr, ‘Escape from Barbary: A Seventeenth Century Genre’, Huntington
Library Quarterly,  (), –; Joe Snader, Caught between Worlds:
British Captivity Narratives in Fact and Fiction (Lexington: University
Press of Kentucky, ), –; Linda Colley, Captives: Britain, Empire,
and the World, – (London: Pimlico, ), –.
bringing to . . . just athwart our Quarter: the pirate ship comes up into
wind either too early or too late, losing way and exposing herself to guns
positioned in the stern of Crusoe’s ship.

 laying us on Board: drawing alongside our ship.
 Maresco: probably a misprint for ‘Moresco’, meaning a Moor from Spain;

not corrected in any of the first eight authorized editions of Robinson
Crusoe.
hale home the Main-sheet: secure the mainsail.
Room for him to lye, with a Slave or two: one of several sexual innuendoes
(cf. . –) that helps to explain Crusoe’s determination to abscond.
Allegations of homosexual rape were routinely made by returning Barbary
captives, and were echoed in fiction: Colley (Captives, ) compares
Crusoe’s hint with a more explicit passage in William Chetwood’s The
Voyages and Adventures of Captain Robert Boyle (), . For other
examples, see Chetwood’s The Voyages, Travels and Adventures of William
Owen Gwin Vaughan,  vols. (), where an enslaved sailor, proposi-
tioned by his Tunisian master, ‘would rather suffer Death, than comply
with his infamous Desires’ (ii. ); also Penelope Aubin’s The Noble
Slaves (), where the hero’s captor in Tunis ‘had an ill Design upon
me, and liked me for a use the Mahometans often keep young Men for’
(–).

 for that: because.
 he rise: altered to ‘rose’ in the sixth edition, but a legitimate past tense in

eighteenth-century usage; cf. . .
 the Straits-mouth: the Strait of Gibraltar, the narrow passage connecting

the Mediterranean Sea with the Atlantic Ocean and separating Spain
from North Africa.
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the truly Barbarian Coast: standard wordplay in the period, normally used
to conflate the geographical term ‘Barbary’ (from ‘Berbers’ or indigenous
North Africans) with ‘barbarian’ in the basic sense of uncivilized or
brutish; Crusoe reworks it here to distinguish between the northern and
tropical coasts of Africa.

devour’d by . . . Savages of humane kind: ‘humane’, the standard spelling
throughout the first edition, is altered to ‘human’ in the second and
subsequent editions. This is the first instance of Crusoe’s paranoia con-
cerning cannibals, foreshadowing a major theme of the novel: cf. .
–, . –. . For context see Dianne Armstrong, ‘The Myth of
Cronus: Cannibal and Sign in Robinson Crusoe’, Eighteenth-Century
Fiction, . (), –; Claude Rawson, God, Gulliver, and Genocide:
Barbarism and the European Imagination, – (Oxford: Oxford
University Press, ), –.

 Pico of Teneriffe: Pico de Teide, the highest peak on the Spanish-ruled
islands, , ft (, m) (° ′ N ° ′ W).

almost Musquet-bore: the calibre of a musket in the period was between
 and  bore, i.e. of a diameter to accommodate round lead balls
weighing between one-tenth and one-twentieth of a pound. The range
of a musket was about  yards ( m).

 coming close to the Creature . . . dispatch’d him quite: cf. . –, where
Friday exactly repeats Xury’s action, reinforcing an implied connection
between the two subaltern figures.

 lay by: bows pointing into the wind, stationary except for movement
caused by current.

bad Xury load both the other: asked Xury to load both the other guns.

 kept a large offing: stayed well to seaward, away from the shore.

Cape de Verd . . . Cape de Verd Islands: the features Crusoe claims to see
are in fact not intervisible, the distance between the cape and the islands
(a Portuguese colony from the fifteenth century) being approximately
 miles ( km).

crowded to the utmost: set as much sail as possible to increase speed.

shortned Sail: reduced sail to decrease speed.

made a Waft of it: a waft was a signal, usually displayed astern, made by
hoisting the ensign furled up in a long roll. It was commonly used to
summon boats from the shore to return to their ship, or as a signal for a
pilot to come aboard.

 ask’d me what I would have for it?: ‘The early editions very often print a
question mark after an indirect question, and such pointing has been
allowed to stand. It reflects Defoe’s management of the narrative point
of view, which continually shifts back and forth between direct and
indirect statement and seems often to be a combination of both modes’
(Crowley, ).
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 Pieces of Eight: the Spanish silver dollar (peso, piastre, or pieza de ocho
reales), first minted in  and worth eight reales. Pieces of eight
weighed between  and  grams, with an equivalent value in England
of about s. d. Their silver content and intrinsic value remained remark-
ably unchanged in  years of issue. The coins were produced in large
quantities in Spanish America at a time when English colonists were
forbidden to mint their own coinage; thus the ‘silver dollar’ became the
most common trade coin throughout the Americas.
very loath to sell the poor Boy’s Liberty: Crusoe’s bad conscience reflects
the ambivalence about slavery of Defoe himself, who tends to deplore the
practice in his religious writings and defend it when writing on trade.
See Patrick J. Keane, ‘Slavery and the Slave Trade: Crusoe as Defoe’s
Representative’, in Roger D. Lund (ed.), Critical Essays on Daniel Defoe
(New York: G. K. Hall, ), –.
Todos los Santos, or All-Saints Bay: an Atlantic inlet ( ×  miles/
 ×  km) in Northern Brazil. The Portuguese captain’s destination is
Salvador da Bahia (° S ° W), which lies at the entrance to the bay.
Over half the Africans brought to the New World were landed in Brazil,
many of them at Salvador.

 Sterl.: sterling, originally the name given to a medieval English silver
penny; a pound weight of sterlings became a unit of currency worth 
pence. Historical monetary values are notoriously difficult to convert, but
a stock of £ is not insignificant. Elsewhere Defoe recommends ‘a
hundred pounds in goods’ as the appropriate stock in trade of an ambi-
tious young shopkeeper, adding that a tradesman clearing £ a year is
‘in a flourishing trade’ and ‘would certainly be a rich man, and get a good
estate’. £ a year would place its owner within the income range of ‘the
lower gentry’ (The Complete English Tradesman,  vols. (–), i. ;
i. ; i. ).

  Wt: hundredweight, a standard English mercantile weight equal to
four quarters, eight stone, or  pounds (. kg).
St. Salvadore: Salvador da Bahia, the colonial capital of Brazil until ,
was the centre of a sugar-producing area and a major slave port.
Guinea Grains: the seed capsules of Aframomum melegueta, a herbaceous
perennial of the ginger family (Zingiberaceae), a variety of cardamom.
Also known as ‘Grains of Paradise’, the seeds have medicinal properties
and are used as spice.

 Assiento’s: since Spain had no foothold on the slave coasts, contracts were
issued to foreign nations, companies, and individuals to furnish her
dominions in the New World with African slaves. After the Portuguese
asiento de negros ended in , the slave trade to Spanish America
became almost wholly contraband until , when a monopoly was
issued to the French Guinea Company. Crusoe is wrong to suggest that a
contract was in force in , though a formal asiento was briefly held by
Genoese merchants from . After the Treaty of Utrecht (), the
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asiento was transferred to the South Sea Company (of Britain), but was
relinquished in  after several wartime suspensions, the first in .

engross’d in the Publick . . . excessive dear: since the authorities controlled
the monopoly on slaves, they were able to inflate prices accordingly.

 an evil Hour, the st of Sept. : blank spaces appear at this point
(‘the th of ’) in the first three editions of Robinson Crusoe; the day,
month, and year were first specified in the fourth edition, using the form
reproduced here and matching the date of Crusoe’s departure from Hull
(see above, . –). Crusoe puts to sea in the middle of the hurricane
season, which lasts from August to October. The wording associates
his embarkation, on the anniversary of his first disobedience towards
his father, with the ‘evil hour’ of the original human sin against God
in Milton’s Paradise Lost (ix. ; ix. ). For comparable ‘evil hours’
in Defoe’s fiction, see Captain Singleton, ed. Shiv K. Kumar, introd.
Penelope Wilson (Oxford: Oxford World’s Classics, ), ; also
Roxana, .

 Tun Burthen: tunnage or tonnage is the traditional measure of the
carrying capacity or volume of a vessel, representing the number of tuns
(casks of wine or beer holding approximately  gallons /  litres)
capable of being stowed in her hold. The only system of ships’ tonnage
expressing the weight of the vessel is displacement, whereby the weight
of water displaced by the underwater body of the ship equals the weight
of the ship herself; this measurement was not widely used until the
nineteenth century.

standing away to the Northward . . . till we came the Height of Cape
St. Augustino: Crusoe indicates that his vessel follows the usual trans-
atlantic route, which entails altering course somewhere between ten and
twelve degrees of southern latitude. However, the height or latitude of
Cape St Augustino, shown on many contemporary maps, including the
world map in the fourth edition of Robinson Crusoe, as the eastern-
most tip of mainland Brazil, is eight degrees south (° ′ S ° ′ W).
This detail indicates the caution of Crusoe’s captain. He delays his
wheel-over in order to fix his position precisely, availing himself of the
last possible opportunity to do so before commencing his blue water
passage. This prudence is consistent with the captain’s reaction to the
storm that follows, when he proposes ‘going directly back to the Coast of
Brasil’ (. ).

Fernand de Noronha: Fernando de Noronha (° S ° W), a tropical
archipelago first described by Amerigo Vespucci, lies about  miles
( km) off the Brazilian coast, midway between South America and
Africa. The Dutch possessed it (and Brazil) between  and ,
although both were under Portuguese control by the time Crusoe sets up
as a planter.

 made an Observation as well as he could: the heaving deck would make it
difficult to hold the horizon still and thus measure the angle of the sun
with accuracy.
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  Degrees of Longitude difference West from Cape St. Augustino . . . upon
the Coast of Guiana: corrected in the fourth and subsequent editions
from ‘. . . upon the Coast of Guinea’, which would have placed the ship
in the vicinity of ° ′ N ° ′ W, approximately  miles ( km)
east of Trinidad. Cf. . –, which in all editions correctly reads ‘from
the Mouth of the River Oroonooko to Guiana’.

 Deg.  Min: this places Crusoe some distance east of Grenada.

 Breach of the Sea: breaking waves, crashing surf.

under the Lee of the Land: an area of water close to shore, offering shelter
from the prevailing wind.

 turn’d off: turned off the ladder, i.e. hanged. The figure of the malefactor
reprieved at the last minute, used to highlight an incident where Crusoe
brushes with death, returns at . –.

For sudden Joys, like Griefs, confound at first: the line is from a contro-
versial broadside of  in which Robert Wild (/–), non-
conformist minister and satirical poet, congratulates Charles II on the
extension of religious liberties to Dissenters proposed in the Declaration
of Indulgence, but also provocatively denigrates the Anglican clergy. For
full discussion of this poem (which Crusoe, strictly speaking, could not
have seen), see Geoffrey Sill, ‘The Source of Robinson Crusoe’s “Sudden
Joys” ’, Notes and Queries, . (), –. Originally entitled Dr. Wild’s
Humble Thanks for His Majesties Gracious Declaration for Liberty of Con-
science, it was reprinted in A Letter from Dr. Robert Wild . . . Together with
His Poetica Licentia (): ‘Suspect us not (Great Sir) nor think the
worst; | For sudden Joys, like Griefs, confound at first’ (). Defoe
quotes the same memorable line (as ‘that Saying of the Ancients’) in A
Continuation of Letters Written by a Turkish Spy at Paris (), , and
again in A New Family Instructor (), . Cf. also .  below
(Crusoe’s ‘sudden Surprize of Joy’), the verse introduction to Jure Divino
(), p. v (‘Joy strikes him dumb, and then his Grief confounds’), and
the quaker’s ‘sudden Joy’ in Roxana, .

 pull’d off my Clothes . . . fill’d my Pockets with Bisket: ‘I shall not take
Notice of his striping himself to swim on Board, and then filling his
Pockets with Bisket, because that is already taken Notice of in Publick’
(Gildon, Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Mr. D–––– De F–– ,
). Even in the first edition, however, Defoe fixes this celebrated blun-
der by going on to specify that Crusoe has not pulled off all his clothes
(. –).

 my Raft drew about a Foot of Water: i.e. a foot is the minimum depth
required to float the raft.

 hoise: nautical term (as in ‘to hoise sail’) meaning to raise aloft by means
of ropes or pulley and tackle; altered to ‘hoist’ in the fourth and later
editions.

 an End: on end.
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 fain to dip for it: obliged to dive under water to retrieve it.
thirteen Days on Shore . . . eleven Times on Board the Ship: in other
words, a total of twenty-four days, thirteen spent entirely on land plus
eleven of salvaging work. As Crusoe’s journal specifies (. –), the
wreck breaks up on  October following the original shipwreck of
 September.

 Money, O Drug! . . . no Manner of use for thee: Crusoe’s musings may
reflect contemporary debate about the intrinsic value of gold and silver
and the practicality of substituting paper money for bullion, but are
specific to his situation on the island. Elsewhere in Defoe, ‘the drug
money’ (a phrase perhaps deriving from Ben Jonson, The Alchemist
(), . i. ) activates the circulating lifeblood of trade. As he writes
in The Complete English Tradesman, ‘The Country sends up their Corn,
their Malt, their Cattle, their Fowls, their Coals, their Fish all to London;
and London sends back Spice, Sugar, Wine, Druggs, Cotton, Linen,
Tobacco, and all foreign necessaries to the Country; and above all the rest
that useful drug call’d Money’ ( . ii. ).

 like a Spurr to a Post: Crusoe lays the shorter stakes diagonally behind the
uprights to brace them.
that so: so that.

 had the Powder took fire, I had never known who had hurt me: had the
gunpowder exploded, Crusoe would have been killed instantly.
Goats in the Island: European sailors sometimes left goats and pigs on
remote islands to breed as a source of food on future visits. An example
cited by William Dampier and others is Juan Fernández, the Spanish
mariner who in  discovered the archipelago that bears his name
(–° S ° W; see Dampier, A New Voyage round the World, th edn.
(), ). Goats imported by Fernández supported the Scottish sailor
Alexander Selkirk throughout his years of isolation on Más a Tierra, part
of the archipelago, in –.

 th. of Sept. . . .  Degrees  Minutes North of the Line: Crusoe
confirms the date of his shipwreck and the latitudinal position of the
island, which lies approximately  miles south-east of Trinidad. The
ecliptic of the sun (its arc through the sky) intersects with a projection of
the Equator (the celestial equator) on two occasions annually: the Vernal
(Spring) Equinox and the Autumnal Equinox. Crusoe refers to the
latter, which in the Julian calendar would have occurred on or about
 September , after which the sun passes from its northern into
its southern declination. (The Gregorian calendar, in which the equi-
noxes fall on or about  March and  September, did not take effect in
Britain until .) Crusoe’s remark that the sun ‘was almost just over
my Head’ seems to confirm his latitudinal position (° ′ N), and we
infer that it is early autumn on the island. For Crusoe’s observations
elsewhere in relation to the equinoxes, cf. . –, . , . –, .
–.
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 not all: not at all.
 my Journal . . . (tho’ in it will be told all these Particulars over again):

outweighing the disadvantage of factual repetition (and occasional incon-
sistency) is the significance of the journal as a personal and exemplary
spiritual exercise. John Ryther (/?–), a Dissenting minister born
in York and known to his London congregation as the ‘seaman’s
preacher’, is typical in urging sailors to husband their immortal souls by
keeping ‘an exact Journal’: ‘by this God may have glory; you may have
past experiences to feed your faith, and hope upon the future’ (Ryther, A
Plat for Mariners; or, the Seaman’s Preacher (), sig. a, quoted by
J. Paul Hunter, The Reluctant Pilgrim: Defoe’s Emblematic Method and
the Quest for Form in Robinson Crusoe (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins Press,
), –).

 two or three Seals: the Caribbean Monk Seal (Monachus tropicalis), once
native to the waters around Crusoe’s island, was last sighted in .
Descriptions of seals are ubiquitous in contemporary voyage narratives,
which probably accounts for their inclusion here.

 Iron Tree: Caesalpinia ferrea, a Brazilian hardwood tree.
 as may be observ’d hereafter upon a very remarkable Occasion: for the

episode foreshadowed here, see . – and ff.
 or had: nor had I.
 I lost all that I sow’d . . . Of which in its Place: . –.
 thought nothing: had no idea.

Earthquake . . . at about eight Minutes Distance: Crusoe’s specificity
reflects the efforts made to document unusual natural phenomena in
many contemporary voyage narratives, a practice encouraged by Royal
Society scientists since the s. On the relationship between Defoe’s
fiction and the ‘Directions to Sea-men’ prepared for Restoration voyagers
by the Royal Society, see Ilse Vickers, Defoe and the New Sciences
(Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, ), –.

 Tortoise or Turtle: Defoe uses these terms interchangeably (cf. .  and
. ). Seven species of sea turtle are found near the specified location
of Crusoe’s island, four of which (Loggerhead, Green, Hawksbill,
Leatherback) nest in the region from April to October. His claim to have
found sixty eggs is plausible. Cf. the report of Henry Pitman, stranded
on the island of Tortuga off the Venezuelan coast in : ‘each of these
Tortoises lay about  Eggs at one time in almost an hours space, which
are full as large as Hens Eggs’ (A Relation of the Great Sufferings and
Strange Adventures of Henry Pitman (), ).

 Conscience of Evil: inward knowledge or consciousness of evil.
on the desperate Expedition . . . I was meerly thoughtless of a God: the
passage in question, from Crusoe’s escape from Salé (. ) to his rescue
by the Portuguese captain (. ), matches this admission by entirely
avoiding religious language and themes. Cf. . –.
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 That if I did take this foolish Step . . . my Recovery: cf. . –.

 What Use to make of the Tobacco: Crusoe takes his tobacco cure by means
of several preparations, a remedy that may derive from an abstract of
a medical text edited by Jean Cornand de la Crose in The History of
Learning: or, An Abstract of Several Books (). La Crose focuses on
the traditional Galenic theories of Baron Theodore Turquet du Mayerne
(–), which emphasize the importance of balancing the humours
by evacuation (as seems to happen in Crusoe’s case) but were discredited
by the time of Robinson Crusoe. See Geoffrey M. Sill, ‘A Source for
Crusoe’s Tobacco Cure’, English Language Notes, . (), –.

 Call on me . . . glorify me: ‘And call upon me in the day of trouble: I will
deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me’ (Psalms : ; invoked again
below, . –). Here Defoe supplies both natural and supernatural
explanations for Crusoe’s deliverance, which is not definitively attributed
to either the tobacco or the Bible.

Can God Spread a Table in the Wilderness?: ‘Can God furnish a table in
the wilderness?’ (Psalms : ).

crossing and re-crossing the Line: referring to the ‘circumnavigator’s para-
dox’, by which voyagers lose or gain a calendar day on crossing the
meridian line in the Pacific that was later to be regularized as the Inter-
national Date Line (° W & E). The effect is noted by voyage
writers such as Dampier, who observes during his circumnavigation that
‘in the East Indies, we found them reckoning a Day before us, both
Natives and Europeans’ (New Voyage round the World, –). Crusoe
is nowhere near the date line, however, and he (or more likely Defoe)
confuses it with the Equator, which entails no time difference when
crossed.

brand Goose: Brent goose (Branta bernicla), the smallest species of wild
goose, which visits the British Isles in winter. The southernmost extent
of its range is in the southern United States, well to the north of Crusoe’s
island.

 in Barr of: so as to prevent.

but: that, before.

He is exalted . . . to give Remission: ‘Him hath God exalted with his right
hand to be a Prince and a Saviour, for to give repentance to Israel, and
forgiveness of sins’ (Acts : ).

 the Island was certainly a Prison to me: cf. . –, ‘I was a Prisoner
lock’d up with the Eternal Bars and Bolts of the Ocean.’ Both passages
look forward to the teasing preface to Defoe’s Serious Reflections, which
suggests an allegorical dimension to the text: ‘all these Reflections are
just History of a State of forc’d Confinement, which in my real History is
represented by a confin’d Retreat in an Island; and ’tis as reasonable to
represent one kind of Imprisonment by another, as it is to represent any
Thing that really exists, by that which exists not.’
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 Rain which came in the dry Season . . . September and October: ‘We feel
nothing here of the Hurricanes of Barbadoes’, Defoe acknowledges else-
where (The Storm, ), and he underestimates them here. Climatically,
the seasonal occurrence of hurricanes in September and October, near
the end of the rainy season, makes these the most dangerous months.
no humane Shape had ever set Foot upon that Place: a questionable assump-
tion, in view of the presence of goats on the island (see above, n. to p. );
this wording also foreshadows Crusoe’s later discovery of a single foot-
print on the shore (. –).
Cassava Root: a plant also known by its Brazilian name, Manioc. Of
the two species of Cassava native to tropical America, Sweet Cassava
(Manihot aipi) is prized for its fleshy tuberous roots, which are prepared
and eaten as a vegetable. Starch obtained by pressing the roots may be
grated for use as bread-making flour.
Plants of Alloes: aloes, various species of Liliaceae, plants whose leaves
yield a bitter juice used as a purgative.

 indefeasibly: in a way impossible to annul or make void. Here, as at later
points, Defoe has Crusoe burlesque the discourse of Jacobite absolutism,
in which the ‘indefeasible’ right to rule of the Stuart dynasty was a
central claim. Cf. Defoe’s ironic mimicry of the claim that ‘Hereditary
Right is Indefeasible’ in his pamphlets And What If the Pretender Should
Come (), –, and Reasons against the Succession of the House of
Hanover (), ; see also, on this pattern in the novel as a whole,
Manuel Schonhorn, Defoe’s Politics: Parliament, Power, Kingship, and
Robinson Crusoe (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, ), –.

 Rainy Seasons . . . which were generally thus: Crusoe’s table of seasons is
fanciful. Caribbean islands in the approximate latitude of Crusoe’s, such
as Trinidad and Tobago, experience a rainy season between June and
October and a dry season from November to April.

 Tobacco-Pipe . . . Contrivance for that too at last: see . –.
 Leaden-hall Market: Leadenhall Market, so called because of the com-

position of its roof, was situated in the City of London. Established by
the thirteenth century, it became the major meat and game market in
London. Defoe recalls elsewhere that ‘a certain Spanish Ambassador said,
There was as much Meat sold in it in one Month, as would suffice all
Spain for a year’ (Tour, i. ).

 Penguins: all seventeen species of Spheniscidae, flightless marine birds,
inhabit islands or remote regions in the southern hemisphere. One
Pacific species is found as far north as the Equator, but their range in the
Atlantic is more limited, and no penguins are recorded in the specified
vicinity of Crusoe’s island.
the next Journey . . . Of which in its Place: Crusoe resumes this theme at
. .

 meer Domestick: completely tame.
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 my Affections chang’d their Gusts: my inclinations shifted.
Eternal Bars and Bolts of the Ocean: Defoe may be recalling Milton’s
Paradise Lost, ii. –, in which ‘every bolt and bar’ of hell opens to
reveal ‘a dark | Illimitable ocean without bound’. Cf. also Jonah’s
description of incarceration and isolation from God: ‘The waters com-
passed me about, even to the soul: the depth closed me round about . . . |
I went down to the bottoms of the mountains; the earth with her bars was
about me for ever’ (Jonah : –).

 I will never . . . forsake thee: ‘I will be with thee: I will not fail thee, nor
forsake thee’ (Joshua : ).

 every Grain . . . a Peck-loaf to me in the Consequence: an extravagant
hyperbole on Crusoe’s part, a peck-loaf (of bread) being made from a
measure of flour equivalent to two gallons in capacity.

 Hang’d them in Chains: see below, .  and n.
 with the Help of Fire . . . make their Canoes: a technique favoured later

in the novel by Friday (. –). Dampier refers to its use among
Amerindian peoples otherwise restricted to stone tools: ‘their Digging or
Hatchet-work they help out by Fire; whether for the felling of the Trees,
or for the making the inside of their Canoa hollow’ (New Voyage round the
World, ). Cf. Defoe’s account elsewhere of the ‘Natives of America,
who, before the Europeans came among them, had their Canoes, and
Periaguaes, made of the Trunk of a Tree, hollow’d in the middle by the
help of Fire, and so form’d without so much as any Iron Tool to work
with’ (General History of Discoveries and Improvements, ).
how I did afterwards . . . shew in its Place: one of several forecasts left
unfulfilled in the text.

 Cedar Tree . . . Temple at Jerusalem: referring to the cedars of Lebanon,
proverbial for their might, that Solomon procures from King Hiram
of Tyre to build the temple of Jerusalem ( Kings : – Kings : ).
Cf. Defoe’s discussion of this text elsewhere as evidence of ancient
architectural skill: ‘ ’tis not to be suppos’d that their skill lay only in
felling the Trees, very little Art being wanted for that kind of Work’
(General History of Discoveries and Improvements, ).

 Between me and thee is a great Gulph fix’d: adapting Abraham’s speech to
the rich man in hell at the end of the parable of Lazarus: ‘between us and
you there is a great gulf fixed’ (Luke : ).
Lust of the Flesh . . . Pride of Life: ‘For all that is in the world, the lust of
the flesh, and the lust of the eyes, and the pride of life, is not of the
Father, but is of the world’ ( John : ).

 feeding Elijah by Ravens: having prophesied a two-year drought to the
idolatrous King Ahab, ruler over Israel in Samaria, Elijah is forced into
hiding: ‘And the ravens brought him bread and flesh in the morning,
and bread and flesh in the evening; and he drank of the brook’ ( Kings
: ). This biblical episode resonated personally with Defoe when
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contemplating his own fortunes and misfortunes: ‘I have been fed more
by Miracle than Elija, when the Ravens were his Purveyours’ (Review,
 (), preface).

 Concurrence of Days . . . great deal of Curiosity: Defoe resumes this point
in Serious Reflections, explaining the recurrence of key dates in private life
and public history as providentially contrived ‘for our Observation, and
in some Things for our Instruction’. In particular, ‘Providence causes the
Revolutions of Days, to form a Concurrence between the Actions of Men
. . . and the Reward of these Actions in this World’. The three examples
he gives are all political, illustrating divine retribution for Stuart misrule
in the s and again in the s: ‘The same Day that King James the
d came to the Crown against the Design of the Bill of Exclusion, the
same Day he was voted Abdicated by Parliament, and the Throne fill’d
with the Prince of Orange’ (Serious Reflections, –).

th of September . . .  Year after: Crusoe’s shipwreck on  September
 falls on his twenty-seventh birthday. This key date, mentioned
no fewer than seven times in the text, may encode personal, political,
and religious meanings commemorating Whig and Protestant resistance
to James II. Two of Defoe’s schoolfellows from Morton’s Academy,
Benjamin Hewling and William Jenkyn, were hanged on  September
 for their role in the failed rebellion of the Duke of Monmouth, in
which Defoe himself took part. Three years later, on  September ,
William of Orange (the future William III) issued his Declaration
inaugurating a second, successful attempt to overthrow James. In a letter
written on the day of his death and widely reprinted after William’s
intervention, Hewling predicted the support of Providence for this second
attempt, ‘and foretold our late Deliverance, more positively then any of
the rest’ (John Dunton, The Merciful Assizes (), ). As Tom Paulin
proposes, Crusoe’s emphasis on this providential date suggests ‘a com-
memoration of Benjamin Hewling’s death day, possibly of Defoe’s birth-
day and of his miraculous survival of . . . the notorious Bloody Assizes’;
the novel as a whole is ‘a parabolic vision of English history under the
Stuarts from a Dissenter’s point of view’ (‘Fugitive Crusoe’, London
Review of Books, .  ( July ), –).

 made very good shift with: was able to cope well with.

Umbrella . . . as well for the Rains as the Heats: the first description in
English of the use of umbrellas as a guard against the sun appears in
Coryats Crudities by Thomas Coryate (), –, with reference to
practice in the Italian city of Cremona. Defoe’s idea of equipping Crusoe
with an umbrella against rain comes about three decades before the mer-
chant and philanthropist Jonas Hanway introduced umbrellas into Brit-
ain for this purpose.

 the sixth of November, in the sixth Year of my Reign: uncorrected in later
editions, but ‘sixth Year’ is probably a compositorial error for ‘tenth
Year’, influenced by the occurrence of ‘sixth’ earlier in the line. Five
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years have now elapsed since the completion of Crusoe’s first canoe after
the start of his fifth year on the island (. , . ); a year later he is
in his eleventh year (., . ).

for the Breach: because of the surf.

 warning Piece: a signal gun discharged to give warning of some danger.

 poor Robin Crusoe? . . . Where have you been?: consciously or otherwise,
Defoe echoes his self-dramatizing lament on being imprisoned for sedi-
tious libel in : ‘Alas, Poor De Foe! What hast thou been doing, and
for what hast thou suffer’d?’ (A New Test of the Church of England’s
Honesty (), in A Second Volume of the Writings of the Author of The
True-Born Englishman (), ).

 us’d: accustomed.

What a Table was here spread . . . perish for Hunger: see above, . – and
n. Also in the background at this point is the complaint of the Israelites
during the flight from Egypt (‘for ye have brought us forth into this
wilderness, to kill this whole assembly with hunger’) and God’s fulfilment
of his promise to feed them (Exodus :  ff.).

It would have made a Stoick smile: alluding to the reputation of the Stoics
(school founded by the Greek philosopher Zeno c. ) for cultivating
apatheia (freedom from the emotions, indifference to pleasure or pain) as
a means of achieving psychological invulnerability. Proverbially, a Stoic
neither laughs nor weeps. Cf. E. W., Poems Written upon Several Occasions
(), : ‘Humph, says old Greybeard with a Cough, | Which would
have made a Stoick laugh’; also John Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham,
‘Prologue to the Alteration of Julius Caesar’, line : ‘ ’Tis such a Jest,
would make a Stoick smile’ (Works,  vols. (), ii. ).

 within nine or ten Degrees of the Equinox: the first three editions read
‘within nineteen degrees’, probably a compositor’s error, corrected in the
fourth edition.

 some great River on the Shore: the Orinoco, as indicated by the latitudinal
position of Crusoe’s island (° ′ N) and the original title-page of
the novel (‘an un-inhabited Island . . . near the Mouth of the Great River
of O’); see also . – and n. The mouth of the Orinoco
had been proposed as the site of a new colony in a scheme promoted in
Mist’s Weekly Journal for  February , for which Defoe was writing
at the time, just weeks before the publication of Robinson Crusoe: see
Maximillian E. Novak, Daniel Defoe: Master of Fictions (Oxford: Oxford
University Press, ), .

 Chequer Work: literally, ornamental work in chessboard pattern (cf.
Crusoe’s ‘Chequer’d Shirt’, . ); hence anything diversified with con-
trasting shades. Defoe repeats this formulation in the opening words of
Colonel Jack––‘Seeing my Life has been such a Checquer Work of
Nature . . .’ (ed. Samuel Holt Monk, introd. David Roberts (Oxford:
Oxford World’s Classics, ), )––and applies it elsewhere to his own
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tribulations: ‘The Same Checquer-Work of Fortunes attends me still . . .’
(Review,  (), preface).

 Call upon me . . . glorify me: see above,  and n.
Wait . . . on the Lord: ‘Wait on the Lord: be of good courage, and he shall
strengthen thine heart: wait, I say, on the Lord’ (Psalms : ). Defoe’s
biblical citations tend to be casual and from memory, but he seems to
specify here that Crusoe’s Bible (salvaged in  from the shipwreck) is
the Authorized or King James version. In the Geneva Bible, favoured
by Puritans during the Commonwealth and beforehand, the text is as
follows: ‘Hope in the Lord: be strong, and he shall comfort thine heart,
and trust in the Lord.’

 Saul, who complain’d . . . that God had forsaken him: recalling the words of
Saul, King of Israel, to the ghost of the prophet Samuel. ‘I am sore
distressed; for the Philistines make war against me, and God is departed
from me, and answereth me no more, neither by prophets, nor by dreams’
( Samuel : ).

 it was . . . a very good Providence to me: it served or provided me well.
 abated my Malice: abetted my malice.
 if they attempted me: if they sought to attack me.

Conduct of the Spaniards . . . unjustifiable either to God or Man: a favourite
theme in Defoe, though variably handled. In the Review for  June ,
he treats as unavoidable realpolitik ‘the Cruelty and Barbarity with which
the Spaniards Treated the poor Natives of [Mexico], and which all Writers,
nay, even some of their own, exclaim against’; he also represents the perfidy
of Cortes as little worse than the conduct of the English in Virginia
(Vol. , No. , ). Elsewhere he straightforwardly reflects the ‘black
legend’ of Spanish atrocity as promoted by rival colonial powers, drawing
on the classic denunciation of conquistador genocide by Bartolomé de
Las Casas, A Short Account of the Destruction of the Indies (), a well-
known source in Britain since its first English translation of . Las
Casas is the authority cited when Defoe puts a figure of forty million on
the number killed during ‘the great Ravages which the Spaniards made in
America, at their first landing among those innocent People’ (General
History of Discoveries and Improvements, ).
Bowels of Pity: in contemporary physiology, the bowels were the seat of
gentle emotions such as pity, compassion, and tenderness.

 that I shall not discuss: the syntax comes under strain towards the end of
this serpentine sentence. There are two possible solutions: to read ‘that’
as a relative pronoun like ‘which’ or as a demonstrative pronoun inaugur-
ating a new sentence; in either case, Crusoe is refusing to elaborate on the
precise source of the ‘secret Intimations of Providence’.

 He-goat . . . dying indeed of meer old Age: a similar incident is recounted in
J. Eden, ‘Account of a Journey from the Port of Oratava in the Island of
Tenerife to the Top of the Pike in that Island’, Philosophical Transactions,
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 (), –; see James Means, ‘Crusoe’s Dying Goat: A Possible
Source?’, Scriblerian, . (), . The episode looks forward to
Defoe’s ridicule elsewhere of traditional representations of Satan in the
form of a goat (A Political History of the Devil (), –); see Aaron
Santesso, ‘A Note on Goats: Defoe on Crusoe’s “Devil” ’, Scriblerian,
. (), –.

 Tinder-box . . . Pan: a lock, which Crusoe here detaches from its musket
and uses as an improvised container for fire-lighting, is the device that
ignites a powder charge in the barrel of a muzzle-loaded weapon, thereby
causing a ball or shot to be discharged. It incorporates two jaws gripping
a flint, a steel frizzen or striking post, and a pan or depression designed to
hold a small quantity of gunpowder. When flint and steel are struck
together, a shower of sparks ignites the powder in the pan. Wildfire is
dampened gunpowder, to ignite tinder.

 taught my Poll, as I noted before . . . may be alive there still: see above, .
–, where Crusoe teaches the parrot his name; also . –, where, in
contradiction, he takes the parrot with him on leaving the island. The
present passage indicates not only that Crusoe will eventually escape, but
also (since he and Poll spend twenty-six years together) that he will not
do so for three more years.

 Southern Solstice: the winter solstice, one of two points in the year (circa
 June and  December in the Julian calendar), midway between the
two equinoxes, when the sun is at its furthest from the Equator.
stepp’d short: possibly a misprint for ‘stopp’d short’, but not corrected in
any of the six authorized editions of . In military usage, ‘to step short
. . . is to diminish or slacken your pace’ (OED, quoting Charles James,
A New and Enlarged Military Dictionary () ).

 Breaking of the Sea . . . obliges Men to stave: in severe weather the rapid
drainage of large volumes of seawater from the upper deck of a ship
is essential. Any impediment to this process is potentially fatal. In
exceptionally heavy conditions, crew members might be forced to stave
(break up) fixed objects on deck and throw them overboard.
Energy of Words: from energeia, a term in Aristotelian rhetoric denoting
the ability to create a semblance of actuality through mental picturing.
Cf. Defoe’s preface to A Continuation of Letters Written by a Turkish Spy
at Paris (), which laments that the English language cannot ‘express
the Story with the same Vivacity, the same Spirit, the same Energy of
Words as the old exquisitely qualified Arabian delivered it’.

 secret moving Springs . . . Motion carries out the Soul: cf. above, . –;
also Defoe’s The Mock Mourners: A Satyr (), : ‘By all endearing
stratagems he strove, | To draw us by the secret springs of Love.’ Crusoe
flirts here with the controversial discourse of mechanism (from Descartes,
Hobbes, and others), which seeks to explain mental and emotional phe-
nomena solely in terms of matter and motion, often by analogy with
clockwork (‘secret moving springs . . . set a going’). This approach to the

Explanatory Notes 



inner life was widely feared to constitute a denial of the immaterial soul,
but Crusoe embeds it securely in a Christian framework. For the philo-
sophical context, see John S. Yolton, Thinking Matter: Materialism in
Eighteenth-Century Britain (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press,
); for fiction after Defoe, see Thomas Keymer, ‘Materialism, Mech-
anism, and the Novel’, in David Womersley and Richard McCabe (eds.),
Text and Context: Essays in Literary History Presented to Howard Erskine-
Hill (Newark: University of Delaware Press, ), ch. .

 Naturalists: empirical scientists, natural philosophers devoted to the
explanation of sensible reality and the material world through observa-
tion, experiment, and discovery. The term is loosely applicable to the
men of science who constituted the Royal Society from the s. Defoe
was schooled in the full flow of new scientific ideas at Morton’s Academy
(see Vickers, Defoe and the New Sciences, –), and the goals and
principles of natural philosophy are central to works in his canon such as
The Storm. Cf. The Storm, : ‘I wish our Naturalists would explain that
Wind to us, and tell us which way it blew, or how it is possible that any
direct Wind could cause the Waters to ebb . . .’

 jaum’d: dialect spelling of ‘jammed’, this being the earliest occurrence
recorded in OED. Cf. Captain Singleton, : ‘Her Stern seem’d to be
jaum’d in between two Ridges of the Rock, and so remained fast, all the
Fore-part of the Ship having been beaten to Pieces.’

Cookroom, or Forecastle of the Ship: in wooden vessels the cookroom, or
galley, was the only space where naked lights were permitted below deck.
It was often located forward, towards the fo’c’sle, so that in the event of
fire the ship could be turned downwind to contain the blaze.

 room to suppose . . . perhaps to Spain: Crusoe’s assumption is later con-
firmed when a second Spanish vessel, steering the same course, is
hijacked and puts in at the island. With light touches, Defoe begins to
outline a trade route plied by richly laden but poorly defended Spanish
vessels. See also . – and n.

several Muskets . . . no occasion for them: muskets were muzzle-loaded,
shoulder-borne firearms, usually matchlock, and the primary weapons
used by the Spanish in the conquest of the Americas. Matchlock
incorporated a slow-match to ignite the powder, but the match could
be difficult to light and easily extinguished in wet weather. Matchlock
was finally superseded by the general introduction of flintlock in the
early s. Crusoe already possesses flintlocks (‘Two Fowling-Pieces’,
. ), which probably accounts for his decision to forgo these weapons.

 my O S: literally, a state of corruption and sinfulness innate
to all humans as a consequence of the Fall, but a term frequently applied
by Defoe to specific individual character faults. Cf. ‘Thirst of Gold was
his Original Sin’ (Jure Divino (), , on William Rufus); ‘Satan’s
original Sin Ambition’ (Political History of the Devil, ). Crusoe refers
here to filial disobedience, but commentators have found a rich variety of
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further implications in the term. For the standard explanations, see Pat
Rogers, Robinson Crusoe (London: Allen and Unwin, ), –.

 Curlieu: curlew, Numenius arquata, Britain’s largest wader, grey-brown in
colour with a slender curved bill.

 to be kill’d: about to be killed.
 as cleaverly: so cleverly (variant spelling, with a pun on ‘cleaver’).

no Executioner in Germany: shorthand for the preferred method of
decapitation on the Continent, by wielding a sword with a horizontal
stroke. This was relatively clean and efficient compared with the axe,
which continued to be used in England until  for beheading traitors
of noble birth. Defoe may be recalling the execution of James Scott,
Duke of Monmouth, on Tower Hill on  July , when the exe-
cutioner is said to have struck eight blows before resorting to his knife.

 a comely handsome Fellow . . . white as Ivory: detailed physical description
of native peoples was a standard feature of contemporary travel writing,
driven in part by the expectations of the Royal Society. Dampier’s crude
ethnographic description of a New Holland aborigine in A New Voyage
round the World is one example: ‘They are tall, strait bodied, and thin,
with small long Limbs. They have great Heads, round Foreheads, and
great Brows . . . They have great Bottle Noses, pretty full Lips, and wide
Mouths . . . They are long visaged, and of a very unpleasing Aspect,
having no one graceful Feature in their Faces. Their Hair is black, short
and curl’d, like that of the Negroes; and not long and lank like the
common Indians. The colour of their Skins, both of their Faces and the
rest of their Body, is coal black, like that of the Negroes of Guinea’ ().
Defoe’s description of Friday seems pointedly antithetical to this norm,
and more akin to Aphra Behn’s idealizing portrait of Oroonoko in her
novel of  (Oroonoko, ed. Paul Salzman (Oxford: Oxford World’s
Classics, ), –).

 I was very well pleas’d with him . . . his Name should be Friday: Crusoe
echoes the words of God at the baptism of Christ (‘This is my beloved
Son, in whom I am well pleased’ (Matthew : ) ). The name he bestows
has related connotations, Friday being the weekly commemoration of
Christ’s crucifixion and salvation of humankind. The irony is that
Crusoe has previously lost ‘a Day out of my Reckoning of the Days in the
Week’, as he notes above (. –); his new companion is really Man
Saturday.

 a Law to themselves: ‘For when the Gentiles, which have not the law, do
by nature the things contained in the law, these, having not the law, are a
law unto themselves’ (Romans : ).
Clay in the Hand of the Potter . . . form’d me thus?: the biblical sources for
Crusoe’s rumination are various: ‘Surely your turning of things upside
down shall be esteemed as the potter’s clay: for shall the work say of him
that made it, He made me not?’ (Isaiah : ); ‘Woe unto him that
striveth with his Maker! Let the potsherd strive with the potsherds of the
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earth. Shall the clay say to him that fashioneth it, What makest thou?’
(Isaiah : ); ‘Nay but, O man, who art thou that repliest against God?
Shall the thing formed say to him that formed it, Why hast thou made
me thus?’ (Romans : ). Defoe left a -page signed notebook, dated
, including the author’s holograph transcript of sermons and several
verse ‘Meditãcions’, one of which resonates with Crusoe’s theme: ‘shall
The Clay Say Unto the Potter? &ca’ (The Meditations of Daniel Defoe,
ed. G. H. Healey (Cummington, Mass.: Cummington Press, ),
–).

 aptest Schollar: most fit and ready pupil.
 not a great while: not until after a great while.
 Oroonooko: the Orinoco, discovered by Columbus, the third largest river

system in the world, draining an area comprising most of modern
Venezuela and the northern regions of Brazil. The river flows into the
Caribbean through a delta stretching over , square miles (,
square km), just south of Trinidad and Tobago.
Caribs . . . Caribbees: the Caribs are a people native to islands in the
southern Caribbean (the Caribbees), commonly associated with cannibal-
ism in the period.
St. Martha: Santa Marta, coastal town situated in modern Colombia,
founded by Roderigo de Bastidas in , and prey to pirates in the
sixteenth and seventeenth centuries.

 Friday’s Discourse began to relish with me very well: Friday’s information
began to give me much pleasure.

 Priestcraft . . . among all Religions in the World: cf. Defoe’s Political
History of the Devil, in which Jesuits in China ‘joining the priestcraft of
both religions together, they brought Jesus Christ and Confucius to be so
reconcilable, that the Chinese and the Roman idolatry appeared capable of
a confederacy’ (). Crusoe’s brief and apparently conciliatory aside about
the universality of priestcraft notwithstanding, his primary target here is
Roman Catholicism.
great first Cause: philosophical term for God as originator and creator.
Crusoe’s efforts to catechize Friday look forward to the religious dia-
logues of Defoe’s A New Family Instructor (): ‘It follows naturally, if
there is an infinite eternal Being, a great first Cause of all Things, He
must be infinitely Wise, God, Righteous, Holy and Just’ ().

 dreadful Nature to Sin: profound aversion to sin.
consuming Fire: ‘For the Lord thy God is a consuming fire, even a jealous
God’ (Deuteronomy : ); the passage that follows is a tissue of biblical
quotations and allusions.
Workers of Iniquity: sinners. ‘Is not destruction to the wicked? and a
strange punishment to the workers of iniquity?’ (Job : ); ‘The foolish
shall not stand in thy sight: thou hatest all workers of iniquity’ (Psalms :
); ‘Depart from me, all ye workers of iniquity; for the Lord hath heard
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the voice of my weeping’ (Psalms : ); ‘But he shall say, I tell you, I know
you not whence ye are; depart from me, all ye workers of iniquity’ (Luke
: ).
tread him down: ‘And I will put enmity between thee and the woman, and
between thy seed and her seed; it shall bruise thy head, and thou shalt
bruise his heel’ (Genesis : ); ‘And the God of peace shall bruise Satan
under your feet shortly’ (Romans : ).
enable us to . . . quench his fiery Darts: ‘Above all, taking the shield of faith,
wherewith ye shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of the wicked’
(Ephesians : ).
Doctor . . . or a Solver of Difficulties: one qualified and proficient in casu-
istry, a theological technique for resolving cases of conscience or conflicts
of duty generated by special circumstance. Cf. Roxana,  (‘I had no
Casuists to resolve this Doubt’). On the significance of casuistry for
Defoe’s fiction overall, see G. A. Starr, Defoe and Casuistry (Princeton:
Princeton University Press, ); Crusoe applies the term here to
problems of divinity in general.
cast into the Bottomless-Pit . . . everlasting Fire: ‘God spared not the angels
that sinned, but cast them down to hell, and delivered them into chains of
darkness, to be reserved unto judgement’ ( Peter : ); ‘Then shall he
say also unto them on the left hand, Depart from me, ye cursed, into
everlasting fire, prepared for the devil and his angels’ (Matthew : );
‘And I saw an angel come down from heaven, having the key of the
bottomless pit and a great chain in his hand’ (Revelation : ).
Jesus Christ . . . Mediator of the new Covenant: Crusoe endeavours to
explain to Friday the relationship between God and his people. The Old
Covenant or pledge between God and the Israelites inscribed in the
Ten Commandments (Exodus : –) expires with the birth of Jesus
(Galatians : –). The New Covenant (Hebrews : ) is mediated by
Jesus, who gives new laws to the Church (Galatians : –; Hebrews :
–), and symbolized by Christ’s crucifixion: ‘God so loved the world,
that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him
should not perish, but have everlasting life’ (John : ).

 Intercessor, at the Foot-stool of God’s Throne: a recollection from the
Sermon on the Mount: ‘Swear not at all; neither by heaven; for it
is God’s throne: | Nor by the earth; for it is his footstool’ (Matthew :
–).
our Blessed Redeemer . . . Seed of Abraham: Jesus takes on human form,
and is born a Jew, ‘For verily he took not on him the nature of angels; but
he took on him the seed of Abraham’ (Hebrews : ).
only to the lost Sheep of the House of Israel: the twelve disciples are
appointed by Jesus to minister to the Jews, and to no other nation. ‘These
twelve Jesus sent forth, and commanded them, saying, Go not into the
way of the Gentiles, and into any city of the Samaritans enter ye not: |
But go rather to the lost sheep of the house of Israel’ (Matthew : –).
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 no farther off from his Spirit to instruct: no more distanced from his
enlightening spirit.

 leading us into all Truth: Crusoe recalls Jesus’s words of comfort to his
disciples against tribulation by the promise of the Holy Ghost: ‘when he,
the Spirit of truth, is come, he will guide you into all truth’ (John : ).

 They no eat Mans but when make the War fight: Friday’s assertion recalls
Montaigne’s account of the Brazilian Tupinamba, who roast and eat
enemy warriors ‘not . . . for Nourishment . . . but as a Representation
of an extream Revenge’ (Essays, trans. Charles Cotton, th edn.,  vols.
(), i. ). This passage also looks forward to modern anthropo-
logical theories concerning ‘ritual exocannibalism’ among the Caribs; the
act was largely symbolic, expressing revenge and allowing the spiritual
essence of captured enemies to be incorporated by the victors. Crusoe
encounters the custom again in the sequel: ‘they never eat Men or
Women, except only such as they took in the Wars, and then they own’d
that they made a great Feast’ (The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe
(), ).

 Fustic: a tropical hardwood tree, Chlorophora tinctoria, native to Central
and South America and the West Indies, the wood of which yields a
yellow dye. The term also refers to various European trees and shrubs
that yield a similar dye, especially Rhus cotinus.
Nicaragua Wood: any of several species of Caesalpinia, tropical hardwood
trees native to Central and South America that yield a red dye.

 fetch’d a Compass: made a sweeping circle.
shoot: range; distance or reach of a shot; shooting distance. The usage
here is the last example of this obsolete sense noted in OED.

 which: whom.
within half Shot of them: well within shot, well within range.

 loose: altered to ‘lose’ in the third edition, but a variant spelling current in
the period and used elsewhere in the text (. ; . ).
see me cock, and present: saw me cock my weapon and take aim. The same
colloquial past tense (or historic present) recurs elsewhere: cf. . ,
. , and . .

 answer’d in Latin: European cultures in the early modern period pre-
served the Latin language as a shared inheritance; educated Europeans
would routinely use it to communicate in the absence of a shared modern
language.

 tho’ undermost, wisely quitting the Sword, drew the Pistol: having been
wrestled to the ground, the Spaniard is unable to wield his sword effect-
ively, so he relinquishes it and draws his pistol.

 filial Affection . . . Sight of his Father: the natural scenes of love between
Friday and his parent stand in contrast not only to Crusoe’s relations
with his father, but also to a public scandal flirted with by Defoe in his
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monthly journal, Mercurius Politicus. In the January  number, Defoe
guardedly alludes to a recent breakdown in relations between George I
and the Prince of Wales that had led the latter to remove his household
from the court; he returns to it indirectly in the ensuing months. On the
implications for Robinson Crusoe, see Novak, Daniel Defoe: Master of
Fictions, –.

 my own meer Property: my exclusive property. As elsewhere, Crusoe poses
whimsically as a divine-right monarch, making the claims to absolute
authority and dominion that Defoe satirizes in Jure Divino and elsewhere.

Liberty of Conscience throughout my Dominions: Crusoe continues to
mimic the language of Stuart autocracy, alluding now to one of the most
vexed political issues of the period and a central theme of Defoe’s writing
elsewhere, that of religious toleration. His words recall the Declarations
of Indulgence issued by Charles II () and James II (, ),
especially the latter, which courted Dissenters while serving the ulterior
purpose of admitting Catholics to civil and military office. James’s first
‘declaration to all his loving subjects for liberty of conscience’ announces
that among ‘all the people of our dominions . . . conscience ought not to
be constrained’; see also above, .  and n.

 Spanish Ship bound . . . to the Havana: Defoe sketches more definitely the
navigational track taken by the first Spanish trader (.  ff.). He scopes
the ship’s lading, strengthening the evidence that places Crusoe’s island
somewhere adjacent to an important Spanish trade route. The implica-
tion is that Spain’s decline will be hastened by trade with, or plunder
of, her assets in the Americas. Elsewhere Defoe argues explicitly that
strategically sited English colonies might sever Spain’s silver lifeline
close to its source, divert its output into English coffers, and shift the
balance of power in Europe: see Review, Vol. , No. ,  ( October
); Vol. , No. ,  ( May ); Vol. , No. , – ( April
).

Gratitude . . . in the Nature of Man: Defoe is preoccupied here and else-
where with the theme of gratitude, typically presenting ingratitude as the
quintessential English vice. See Maximillian E. Novak’s chapter on ‘The
Worst of Crimes and the Meaning of Gratitude’ in Defoe and the Nature
of Man (Oxford: Clarendon Press, ), –.

 the Inquisition: a formal papal policy, instituted by Pope Gregory IX in
the s to obliterate heresy, later a crucial factor in sustaining the
Counter-Reformation. Inquisitors were originally licensed to convict and
burn suspected heretics without appeal, thus incorporating a legal mech-
anism for mass intimidation and even extermination. Thereafter the
Inquisition developed into a smooth administrative machine for the
investigation, indictment, trial, torture, and execution of its victims,
beginning to abate in the eighteenth century, but still the subject of
British captivity narratives such as The Trial and Sufferings of Mr. Isaac
Martin, Who Was Put into the Inquisition in Spain, For the Sake of the
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Protestant Religion (). See Michael Baigent and Richard Leigh, The
Inquisition (London: Penguin, ); also, on inquisition narratives,
Snader, Caught between Worlds, –. Crusoe resumes this theme in
Serious Reflections, recalling a victim who ‘had much rather die, than be
carry’d back to the Prison of the Inquisition, where their Cruelties were
worse than Death’ ().

 Holy Sacraments: there is an irony in the Spaniard’s suggestion that his
countrymen should swear loyalty to Crusoe based on the mysterious
ceremonies of the Christian church. As Catholics, the Spaniards observe
seven sacraments, whereas Defoe’s Protestant readers would recognize
only two, Baptism and the Eucharist.

 fourteen: the number sixteen is mentioned later (. ).

Children of Israel . . . Bread in the Wilderness: ‘And the children of Israel
said unto [Moses and Aaron], Would to God we had died by the hand of
the Lord in the land of Egypt, when we sat by the flesh pots, and when
we did eat bread to the full; for ye have brought us forth into this wilder-
ness, to kill this whole assembly with hunger’ (Exodus : ). The same
text is in play above, . –.

Land cur’d and trim’d up: land prepared for seeding.

 Alicant: coastal city in south-east Spain, famous for its wine. Crusoe
suggests that if only he had had access to a sufficient store of barrels,
such as existed at Alicante, he might have been able to fill a great
number.

 strict Charge in Writing: a strange oversight, in view of the way this
paragraph concludes. Crusoe has already stressed the inconvenience
caused by his shortage of ink (. –), his inability to produce a substi-
tute (. –), and the consequence of his supply running out (.
–; . –). ‘He had done well if he had inform’d us, how he
could give them Instructions in Writing, when his Ink was gone so many
Years before’ (Gildon, Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of Mr.
D–––– De F–– , ).

fair Gale: stiff breeze.

 invisible World, and a Converse of Spirits: a theme resumed at length in the
final section of Serious Reflections, headed ‘A Vision of the Anglick
World’. Here Crusoe writes of ‘Intimations given us, by which a prudent
Man may sometimes foresee Evil, and hide himself ’. He adds that
‘Providence at the Head of the invisible World . . . may, and I believe
does, direct from thence silent Messengers on many Occasions, whether
sleeping or waking, whether directly or indirectly, whether by Hints,
Impulses, Allegories, Mysteries, or otherwise, we know not’ ().

 So little do we see . . . Destruction: a conspicuous instance of the moral-
izing that fulfils Defoe’s prefatory account of Robinson Crusoe as ‘told . . .
with Seriousness, and with a religious Application of Events to the Uses
to which wise Men always apply them’ (). Early critics rejoined that the
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work was ‘clog’d with Moral Reflections, as you are pleas’d to call them,
every where insipid and aukward, and . . . put in by you to swell the Bulk
of your Treatise up to a five Shilling Book’ (Gildon, Life and Strange
Surprizing Adventures of Mr. D–––– De F–– , –).

 ousy Sand: oozy, loose, and yielding sand, similar in effect to the sand
described by Defoe near the mouth of the Thames. ‘Several Ships drove
on shoar below Tilbury Fort . . . but as the shoar is ouzy and soft, the
Vessels sat upright and easy, and here the high Tides which follow’d, and
which were the ruin of so many in other places, were the deliverance of
all these Ships whose lading and value was very great, for the Tide rising
to an unusual height, floated them all off ’ (The Storm, ).

true Seamen . . . least of all Mankind given to fore-thought: a sentiment
reflecting the main thrust of Crusoe’s characterization as a mariner. For
Defoe’s low opinion of seafarers elsewhere, see the Review for  March
 (Vol. , No. , ), with a conclusion that casts interesting light on
the objections of Crusoe’s father to his son’s intended career: ‘They
Sware Violently, Whore Violently, drink Punch Violently, Spend their
Money when they have it Violently, and when they han’t it, run in Debt
Violently; at Sea they’ll be Violent Sick, when they come to Short-
Allowance they’ll Fast Violently; in a Storm they’ll Pray Violently . . . In
short, they are Violent Fellows, and ought to be Encourag’d to go to
Sea.’

no less than ten Hours before the Boat could be on float again: with two tides
in any given twenty-four hour period, high tide occurs every twelve
hours. The mutineers will have to wait for the water to rise sufficiently
with the next flood tide before the boat can be refloated.

 the other: the other men (one of Defoe’s habitual uninflected plurals, as
above, .  and n.).

 take a round: circle round.

 give us Quarter . . . and we will yield?: spare our lives . . . if we surrender?

particularly with: even including.

Reasons of State: another political buzzword of the age, typically used
to denote a pragmatic suspension of principle or legality on the part of
a ruler. In The Original Power of the Collective Body of the People of
England, Examined and Asserted (), Defoe lists this expression under
‘the different Terms which Statesmen turn so often into fine Words to
serve their Ends’ (). But he elsewhere condones realpolitik in cases of
need: ‘Reasons of State are principally the Great Doctrine of Self-
preservation, which branches it self in such Methods as these: Keeping
Danger at a distance. Keeping a good Barrier between Our selves and
powerful Neighbours, that you may not be forced to a Defensive War.
Preventing the Union of Neighbours of different Interests from Our
selves’ (The Danger of the Protestant Religion Consider’d (), ).

 Governour . . . might hang them all there, if he pleased: before , all
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pirates apprehended by colonial authorities were required to be returned
to England for trial. After , governors were commissioned to
set up courts of Vice Admiralty in their jurisdiction for the trial and
punishment of pirates. Cf. also . –.

 more perfectly amused them: deceived them even more.
try them: examine them (to test their loyalty).

 hang’d in Chains: throughout the later seventeenth and eighteenth centur-
ies, the bodies of notorious felons, notably pirates, were often hanged in
chains after execution. Daubed with pitch or tar and held fast in a full-
length brace of iron hoops and chains suspended from a gibbet, the
decomposing corpse would retain human semblance and serve as a grisly
deterrent. A relevant case is that of Captain William Kidd, hanged for
piracy at Wapping on  May , whose body was hanged in chains on
the lower reaches of the Thames at Tilbury Point (where Defoe had his
brick and tile works at the time) as an example to passing mariners. The
practice of hanging in chains was not abolished until .
faithful to him to the last Drop: a grim double entendre, signifying not only
the last drop of lifeblood but also the fatal drop from the gallows.

 miraculous Manner . . . Wilderness: another allusion to the feeding of the
Israelites in the wilderness (cf. . –, . –), with a pun on
‘manna’ (as in Exodus : : ‘It is manna . . . the bread which the Lord
hath given you to eat’).

 stay that Night to prepare my things: one of several passages connecting
Crusoe with Shakespeare’s Prospero, who similarly decides to remain on
his island one final night (The Tempest, . i. –).

 weigh: weigh anchor.
whipp’d and pickl’d: wounds caused by flogging were commonly dressed
with salt water to stave off infection and accelerate the healing process.
The aim was to render the seaman fit for duty in the shortest time.

 eight and twenty Years: another of Crusoe’s miscalculations. He arrives on
the island on  September  and departs on  December ,
making the tally twenty-seven years.
Eleventh of June, in the Year : another date implying thematic cor-
respondence between Crusoe’s island exile of – and the alienation
of English Dissenters under the restored Stuart monarchy of –
(see above, n. to p. ). ‘Not only is this date [ June ] of historical
importance to Defoe for personal reasons as the second anniversary of
Monmouth’s rebellion against James II, in which Defoe himself took
part, but it was precisely at this time in England that leading national
figures officially invited the Protestant Dutch prince, William, to mount
an invasion and wrest the monarchy from Stuart possession. In a sense,
Crusoe’s salvation and rearrival home allegorize the English salvation to
follow’ (Michael Seidel, ‘Crusoe in Exile’, PMLA  (), ; see also
Paulin, ‘Fugitive Crusoe’).
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 had given his Son: would have given his son.
 Consequence of a Sugar Work: by-product of refining sugar in a factory.
 River of Lisbon: the Tagus, longest river of the Iberian Peninsula, rises in

eastern central Spain and flows  miles (, km), passing through
Lisbon into the Atlantic.
[,] Cruisadoes: editions published in Defoe’s lifetime leave this
number blank. The usual figure of , was first calculated by W. P.
Trent; an alternative estimate of ‘, crusadoes’ appears in a London
edition published by J. Walter in  (). Cruisadoes were Portuguese
silver coins marked with a cross, estimated in  to be worth  shillings
and sixpence apiece. This was also Defoe’s habitual spelling for ‘cru-
sades’: ‘all the Cruisadoes and Expeditions to the Holy-Land, which
cost Europe a Million of Lives, and an immense Treasure, during one
Hundred and twenty Years, to no Purpose’ (A Plan of the English
Commerce, ).

 latter End of Job . . . the Beginning: ‘So the Lord blessed the latter end of
Job more than his beginning: for he had fourteen thousand sheep, and six
thousand camels, and a thousand yoke of oxen, and a thousand she asses.
| He had also seven sons and three daughters’ (Job : –). Like
several of the Psalms recollected by Crusoe, the Old Testament Book
of Job confronts the problem of unjust suffering and interrogates the
connection between righteousness and reward. Both sources amplify
Crusoe’s experience as a character led by affliction and endurance into
new awareness of God.
order’d me to be let Blood: phlebotomy was commonplace in Defoe’s day,
when good health was widely held to depend on a balance between the
four bodily humours of blood, phlegm, black bile, and yellow bile. As the
most prolific humour, blood was subject to the most governance, and
would usually be drawn from incisions to surface veins in the forearm.
Crusoe’s pallor and subsequent nausea are perceived to be symptomatic
of ‘plethora’, an excess of blood in the body; hence the prescription of
bleeding.

 now Master . . . Lands in England: Crusoe now enjoys material wealth
equivalent to that of the middling or even higher landed gentry. He
resembles in this the entrepreneurs of trade, commerce, and navigation
celebrated in Defoe’s economic writings: ‘How ordinary is it to see a
tradesman . . . with, from ten to forty thousand pounds estate, to divide
among his family? when, on the contrary, take the gentry in England from
one end to the other . . . we find few families of the lower gentry, that is to
say, from six or seven hundred a year downwards, but they are in debt
and in necessitous circumstances, and a great many of greater estates
also’ (Complete English Tradesman, i. ).
more Care . . . nothing but what I wanted: Crusoe’s observation concerning
his finances resembles Alexander Selkirk’s reported attitude after his
return from four years and four months of isolation on Juan Fernández:
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‘I am now worth  Pounds, but shall never be so happy, as when I was not
worth a Farthing’ (Richard Steele, The Englishman, No.  ( December
) ).

 no Scruple . . . best Religion to die with: Crusoe has presented himself as a
Catholic when living in Brazil, and would do so again, but now begins to
worry about dying in the wrong religion (a position that hardens below,
. –). Similar anxieties are in play in Defoe’s Religious Courtship
(), which warns against the spiritual dangers of conversion to
Catholicism in cases of interdenominational marriage.

 Padres: Padre’s. Deriving from the Latin pater (father), the term was in
general use throughout Italy, Spain, Portugal, and Spanish and Portu-
guese America to denote any regular clergy, especially Catholic priests;
cf. the ‘kind Padre’ in Colonel Jack, .

Italian Silks: fabric made from the fibres of the silkworm’s cocoon,
prized for its texture and lustre, and chiefly used in the manufacture of
garments, upholstery, and ecclesiastical vestments. Finished Italian silk
was considered the most exquisite variety available, and a byword for
luxury. Defoe comments elsewhere on the superiority of ‘fine Italian and
Piedmont thrown Silks’ (Plan of the English Commerce, ), and notes
the restriction forbidding its importation through any port other than
London (Complete English Tradesman,  . ii. ).

English broad Cloath: plain-wove, double-width black cloth, of high
quality, chiefly used in making men’s garments.

black Bays: baize, coarse woollen stuff having a long nap, formerly used
for making garments. During his years as a hose factor, Defoe would have
dealt in broadcloth and baize.

Flanders Lace: Flanders (modern Belgium) produced extremely high-
quality fine linen thread, which made the best lace in Europe, used in
making clothing, coverings, and furnishings. The success of the Flemish
lace industry owed much to the business acumen of its traders, who
adapted lace production to suit the latest tastes in European court circles,
and led to repeated bans on importation into Britain. This commodity is
a favourite target of Defoe’s Moll Flanders, who notes that ‘Flanders-
Lace, being then Prohibited . . . was a good Booty to any Custom-House
Officer that could come at it’ (Moll Flanders, ).

turn’d all my Effects into good Bills of Exchange: Crusoe has exchanged
his personal possessions for promissory notes, comparable to modern
cheques, from reliable sources. These guarantee him a specified sum
either on demand or on a certain date.

the Start: Start Point (° ′ ″ N ° ′ ″ W), south of Dartmouth,
Devon, one of the most exposed peninsulas on the English coast, running
sharply into the sea for almost a mile.

 the Groyne: La Coruña or Corunna, a port town situated in an inlet on the
extreme north-west coast of Spain, important since Roman times.
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Rochell: La Rochelle, the most important port on France’s Atlantic
seaboard, founded in the tenth century. The city was a Protestant enclave
from  until , when its resistance to Richelieu’s scheme to unify
France collapsed under siege. In Lex Talionis; or, An Enquiry into the most
Proper Ways to Prevent the Persecution of the Protestants in France (),
Defoe bitterly recalls ‘the Taking of Rochelle; the Protestants being mis-
erably deserted by the English, and Thirteen Thousand People starv’d to
death in the Town’ (); cf. also Review, Vol. , No.  ( December
), ).

Calais to Dover: Crusoe’s determination to minimize time spent at sea in
returning home leads him to cross the English Channel at its narrowest
point ( miles/ km).

Navarre: when Crusoe visits Navarre in , it is a separate kingdom
under the crown of France, ruled by Louis XIV. Modern Navarre is an
autonomous community in Spain, its territory limited to the west by the
Basque Country, to the south-west by La Rioja, to the south-east and east
by Aragon, and to the north by France.

Pampeluna: Pamplona, capital of Navarre, a city of pre-Roman origins
situated , ft ( m) above sea level on the southern edge of the
Pyrenees.

 old Castile: the central region of northern Spain, situated mostly on a vast
arid plain, the Meseta Norte (Northern Plateau), bounded to the north
by mountains and sea and to the south by the Sierra de Guadarrama,
which separates it from New Castile.

severest Winter . . . in the Memory of Man: an assertion impossible to
verify, though in England the winter of – is recorded as unusually
severe, and the Thames froze over.

Fonterabia: Fuenterrabia, a strategically important northern Spanish
town situated on the French border near the Bay of Biscay. Milton
erroneously connects Fuenterrabia with Charlemagne in Paradise Lost,
i. . In June , two months after first publication of Robinson
Crusoe, the town was reduced by Catholic troops commanded by James
Fitzjames, Duke of Berwick, the illegitimate son of James II.

Languedoc: region in south-eastern France, bordering on the Mediter-
ranean, with a strong Protestant tradition. During the War of the Spanish
Succession, Defoe called on the province to recover its lost independ-
ence: ‘now is the Time for the Protestants in Languedoc to put their
Hands to the Work, and wake out of the Sleep of despairing Circum-
stances; they seem to be summoned by Heaven to the Agency of their
own Deliverance’ (Review, Vol. , No.  ( September ), ).
Crusoe passes through Languedoc in , when Protestants were being
vigorously persecuted as part of a drive by Catholics to reassert authority
in the region; his itinerary may be designed to register the plight of
beleaguered Protestants across Europe.
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 two-legged Wolves . . . on the French Side of the Mountains: Crusoe implies
the Catholic authorities, perhaps specifically the agents of the Inquisi-
tion. His image recalls the words of Jesus in the Sermon on the Mount,
echoed by St Paul: ‘Beware of false prophets, which come to you in
sheep’s clothing, but inwardly they are ravening wolves’ (Matthew : );
‘after my departing shall grievous wolves enter in among you, not sparing
the flock’ (Acts : ). There may also be a memory here of Milton’s
‘grim wolf with privy paw’ (Lycidas, line ), ‘hireling wolves’ (‘To
the Lord General Cromwell’, line ), and ‘grievous wolves’ (Paradise
Lost, xii. ), all representing the corrupted and acquisitive church
hierarchy.
Gascoign: Gascogne, region in France on the northern edge of the
Pyrenees, held by the kings of England in the twelfth century, and
annexed by France in . Elsewhere Defoe laments that ‘we have lost
all the dominions which our antient Kings for some hundreds of years
held in France; such as the rich and powerful provinces of Normandy,
Poictou, Gascogne . . .’ (Complete English Tradesman, i. ).
three monstrous Wolves . . . a Bear: on  January  Mist’s Weekly
Journal carried an article reporting heavy snow in the Pyrenees and an
attack on villagers near Languedoc by a troop of wolves and six bears;
Defoe was contributing to the paper at this date, and may have written
this piece. There may also be an allegorical element, with the wolves and
bear alluding respectively to the Catholic powers and the belligerent
Russian Czar, Peter the Great, as the chief dangers to the Protestant
interest in Europe. Cf. the Review for  April , in which Defoe
represents Peter, then thought to be on the brink of invading Sweden,
as ‘a Siberian BEAR’, and urges the British government to ‘do justice
upon him, and all the Humane Bears of his Country’ (Review, Vol. ,
No. , ).

 Friday . . . us’d to that kind of Creature in his Country: wolves in America
are to be found as far south as Mexico, though not in Friday’s homeland.
Crusoe’s account bears interesting resemblance to a contemporary
description of wolves at the extremity of their range: ‘in this place are a
multitude of Wolves, which are the boldest that I ever met with; for they
would come so near, as to be almost ready to pull the Flesh out of our
Hands: Yet we durst not shoot them for fear the noise of our Guns should
call more to their assistance’ (Lionel Wafer, A New Voyage and Description
of the Isthmus of America (), ).

 give him the Road: make way for him, get out of his way.
Friday, who had . . . the Heels of the Bear: Friday is capable of outstrip-
ping, outrunning, outdistancing the bear.

 answer’d Friday’s End: served Friday’s purpose.
great Oak-Tree: Defoe may be poking fun at Stuart iconography by
staging this spectacle in an oak, the tree in which Charles II is said to
have hidden from Cromwell’s soldiers after his defeat at the battle of
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Worcester (). Elsewhere Defoe comments sardonically on the damage
done by souvenir hunters to ‘the Royal Oak, the famous Retreat of King
Charles II’ (ii. ), and satirizes Stuart loyalists who ‘drink the King’s
Health, with the Healths of all the Royal-Family, and of General Monk,
and of the Royal-Oak, and of every simple mad thing they cou’d think of ’
(The Great Law of Subordination Consider’d (), ).

 all in a Body . . . close Line was the only Way: representing the encounter
in technical military vocabulary of a kind that Defoe makes sustained
use of elsewhere, notably Memoirs of a Cavalier () and Colonel Jack.
Cf. Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, : ‘they made their Way
with their Halbards and Pieces, standing close together in a Line, thro’
a Body of above a thousand Savages’; see also, on this technique in
general, Maximillian E. Novak, ‘Defoe and the Art of War’, Philological
Quarterly, . (), –.

 the Creatures resolv’d us: the wolves made our minds up for us.

lay there for Carriage: lay awaiting disposal.

 snapping an uncharg’d Pistol . . . set it on fire: Crusoe pulls the trigger of an
unloaded flintlock pistol, generating sparks which ignite the gunpowder.

 Tholouse: Toulouse in southern central France was the first city in which
the Inquisition was instituted (in ), and espoused the Catholic
interest during the French Wars of Religion in the sixteenth century.
More than , Huguenots (Protestants of Calvinistic temper) were
massacred in the city in .

very much: very fortunate.

 Sacrifice to my Principles . . . die in the Inquisition: underlying Crusoe’s
fear is the suspicion that one of his surviving trustees might denounce
him as a heretic for personal gain. The apparatus of the Inquisition was
often misused to settle old scores or eliminate rivals in wills, business,
and commerce.

 All these things . . . farther Account of hereafter: as Crusoe duly does in The
Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, published four months after the
original novel. The detailed narrative foreshadowing in these closing
paragraphs suggests that Defoe may already have been at work on the
sequel advertised here. On the conventions governing sequels in the
period, see J. Paul Hunter, ‘Serious Reflections on Farther Adventures:
Resistances to Closure in Eighteenth-Century English Novels’, in Albert
J. Rivero (ed.), Augustan Subjects: Essays in Honor of Martin C. Battestin
(Newark: University of Delaware Press, ), –.

 famous History of Don Quixot . . . Duke de Medina Sidonia: referring to
Alonso Pérez de Guzmán, th Duke of Medina Sidonia (–), best
known to English readers as the ineffectual commander in chief of the
Spanish Armada of . Cervantes lampooned him in a sonnet (‘Vimos
en julio’) on his failure to protect Cadiz from English retaliation in ,
but there is little evidence to connect him with Don Quixote (–).
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 malicious, but foolish Writer . . . Quixotism of R. Crusoe: apparently a refer-
ence to Charles Gildon’s attack on Robinson Crusoe in The Life and
Strange Surprizing Adventures of Mr. D–––– De F––, of London, Hosier
(), though the exact phrase does not appear in surviving editions of
this work. In general, Gildon was fond of ridiculing his enemies for ‘Don
Quixotism, encountering Windmills, or making a monstrous Bustle to
no manner of Purpose’ (The Post-Man Robb’d of His Mail (), ,
his target on this occasion being the Society for the Reformation of
Manners), and he may have applied the term to Defoe elsewhere.

 latter Part of this Work called the Vision: the lengthy closing chapter of
Serious Reflections, entitled ‘A Vision of the Angelick World’.
Observations upon Solitude: the opening chapter of Serious Reflections,
which presents Crusoe’s island confinement as merely the intensification
of a shared human condition: ‘Life in general is, or ought to be, but one
universal Act of Solitude’ ().

 the Teacher . . . in his own Country: ‘For Jesus himself testified, that a
prophet hath no honour in his own country’ (John : ).
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GLOSSARY

T following Glossary defines nautical terms and other unfamiliar words
and phrases in Robinson Crusoe; definitions are also supplied for obsolete
senses (but not the only senses) in which familiar words are sometimes
used.

abroad without confinement, widely, at large, in another country
accompt account, reckon
acre , square yards/, square metres (originally a measure of

land that could be ploughed in a day by a yoke of oxen)
acted activated
ad infinitum without limit, endlessly, forever
admiration surprise, wonder, amazement
admir’d wondered at
adze axe-like tool for cutting or slicing away the surface of wood
affection, affections devotion, passions, zeal, states of mind
Africk Africa
ague acute fever, especially malarial, with intermittent cold and hot fits
Algerines pirate vessels operating in the Mediterranean Sea and beyond

from bases on the Barbary coast
amusement distraction, perplexity, bewilderment
animal spirits the principle of energy, feeling, and movement, trans-

ported through the nervous system
antick bizarre, grotesque, fantastic
antient ensign, banner, standard, flag
application remedy
arms firearms
attempt try to capture or kill
auning awning, a canvas cover suspended over the deck of a vessel as

protection from the elements
awkard awkward

bad him invited or enjoined him
Barbary coastal region roughly corresponding to Morocco, Algeria, and

Tunisia. The three North African Regencies of Algiers, Tunis, and
Tripoli, known in Europe as the ‘Barbary States’, were ostensibly
dependencies of the Ottoman Empire but in practice semi-independent
states with politics largely driven by private interests

Barco-Longo longboat (a corruption of the Portuguese barca longa)



barricado’d hastily fortified, barricaded
bays baize, coarse woollen stuff with a heavy nap
beachy shingly
bethought called to mind
Bills of Exchange promissory notes, cheques
bisket ship’s biscuit or hard tack, made from stoneground flour, water,

and salt, mixed into a stiff dough, and left after baking to harden and
dry. Ship’s biscuit was an important dietary item at sea, designed to
withstand storage on long voyages

boat-swain boatswain, a ship’s officer responsible for boats, sails, rigging,
ground tackle (anchors and their cables), and colours (flags, especially
the national ensign)

boltsprit bowsprit, a boom or spar projecting forward of the ship’s head,
to which the foremast stays are fastened, and below which a spritsail
may be suspended

boom light running spar (pole), particularly one used to spread the foot
(bottom) of a sail

bosses conjunctions, studs, protrusions
bow the rounded forward parts of a vessel, commencing where the sides

arch inwards on either side and terminating at the stem or prow
brace pair
bread breed
breast work makeshift or temporary defensive fortifications
broil’d grilled
bulg’d staved, holed
bushel measure of capacity for dry goods. The Winchester bushel was the

standard dry measure, equivalent to  pecks or  gallons (. litres),
but there were many local variations

by and by in time, in due course, eventually

cable large, strong, hemp rope or hawser of considerable length, usually
made up of three strands, used to retain a ship at anchor. The standard
length of an anchor cable was  fathoms or  yards ( m). Ships
properly carried three cables, a sheet-cable and two bower-cables

calenture tropical disease, associated with seafarers, symptomatized by
fever and delirium

case bottle shaped bottle, most often square, designed to fit with others
of the same shape into a case

charg’d loaded
charge load a weapon / weapons (to be discharged on firing)
chests secure wooden boxes used by sailors to stow personal possessions
chickens meat chicken feed
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chimera idle conceit, whim, fancy
chop’d upon chanced, happened, upon
clapp’d interposed suddenly and unexpectedly
clifts cliffs
coast along perform coastal navigation; shape a course determined by

the topography of the shoreline, remaining within sight of land
cognizance acknowledgement, recognition, conviction
compleat without defects, perfect, full
conceits fanciful notions
confound perplex, put out of countenance
consequence production, output, effect
converse communication
cordial waters liqueurs thought to have a tonic or stimulating quality

due to the medicinal properties of their flavourings
coup de grace ‘stroke of grace’, a blow by which a condemned or

mortally wounded victim is quickly dispatched; a stroke that puts an
end to something

crow stave or metal bar used as a lever
cur’d preserved, cleared, prepared
cutlash Cutlass, a short, slightly curved, flat-bladed, single-edged sword

used for cutting and hacking rather than thrusting

defaced removed, erased, obliterated
depending impending
design intention, purpose, scheme
dextrous handy, skilful, expert
dials sun-dials, portable instruments each incorporating a gnomon, or

pointer, which casts a shadow on a graduated surface indicating the
hour of the day

discourse (n.) speech, an act of comprehension processed verbally,
reasoned argument; (v.) talk, consult, reason

discover’d disclosed, expressed, exhibited
discoveries intimations, disclosures, revelations
discover the country to search out, reveal, ascertain the lie of the land
discretion whim, will, disposal
dispatch’d killed
distemper bodily disorder, sickness, disease
diswaded dissuaded
diversion amusement
divert amuse
doubloons Spanish gold coins, double the value of pistoles, worth

approximately – English shillings each
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draft outflow, flood, effluence, efflux
dram small draught, or quantity, of spirits, usually consumed at once
dram of cordial tonic or pick-me-up used to restore vigour
drawers undergarment drawn on over the legs and reaching to the waist;

long johns
dress prepare (of food)
drills rills, small streams, springs
drive run before the wind, with minimal control, to drift
ducats gold coins of varying values in use in many European countries
durst dared

ebb’d out drained
ejaculations short prayers darted out spontaneously
elephants teeth tusks, ivory
engagement word, promise, commitment, obligation
entertain’d preoccupied, abstracted, diverted
essays attempts, trials
expect our crop wait for our crop

fain glad, glad under the circumstances, necessitated, obliged
fancy imagination
fancy’d imagined
fathom  feet ( m)
firelock flintlock, a gunlock incorporating a flint screwed to the cock

which, when it strikes the hammer, produces sparks to ignite the
priming in the flash-pan

flaggs, flags the blades or slender leaves of plants belonging to the Iris
family; more generally, rushes, reeds, coarse grass used for binding
persons or things

flea flay, skin, pare
fleet float
flower flour
fluxes severe diarrhoea, dysentery
forecastle fo’c’sle, a short deck situated in the forepart of the ship,

sometimes above the main deck, the site of any foremast, and the area
where anchor work takes place

fore-chains iron plates or links bolted to the sides of the ship to secure
the standing rigging which braces the masts

foremast mast situated in the forward part of a vessel, its exact position
determined by that of the mainmast

foresail sail positioned towards the bows of a vessel, forward of any other
canvas
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founder fill with water and sink
fowl birds, especially game birds and wildfowl (ducks, geese)
fowling-piece light gun used for shooting fowl
frigate term originally denoting a lightly armed, manoeuvrable craft

powered by oars and sails, operating in the Mediterranean; swift craft
frog loop fitted to a belt in order to secure a sword or dagger
furlong an eighth part of a mile,  yards ( m)
fuzees, fusees light muskets

gat thither arrived there
Generalissimo Italian superlative of Generale, thus Captain General
genius nature, natural inclination toward particular employment
gib’d, gyb’d a sail gybes when a vessel turns downwind and her bows

pass through the line of the wind so that contact between the wind and
one surface of a boom-sail shifts to the opposite side. In light winds, or
if the vessel is cumbersome, gybing is often easier than tacking (turning
the vessel’s bows through the wind)

glass spy glass, telescope, any hand-held optic used for magnification
graplin small anchor fitted with four or five flukes, or claws, commonly

used to ride a small boat
great cabin quarters allotted to the captain or master of a vessel
gridiron iron cooking utensil in the form of a frame, equipped with legs,

housing parallel bars for cooking flesh or fish over a fire
gross twelve dozen
grutches begrudges
gudgeons sockets or housings to support both ends of an axle
guinea trader euphemism for a slave trader

half-pikes short-hafted lances, for use in close-quarter battle
haling, hall’d, hale, hal’d, hawl variants of the verb to haul, meaning

to pull directly on a rope without the assistance of blocks
halter rope used to lead malefactors by the neck
hand-barrow stretcher
hanger short broad sword originally hung from a belt
hardily confidently, robustly, audaciously
hatches square or oblong openings in decks and bulkheads, allowing the

movement of men and material throughout a ship, secured by means of
lockable covers

hawser large, strong, hemp rope, a size smaller than cable, used for
warping and mooring a vessel

head ornamental figure erected on the stem of a ship, usually bearing
some relation with war, navigation, or some virtue. More generally, the
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forward parts of a vessel including the bows (which part the column of
water through which the vessel passes)

historical part of things chronological relation of events and facts
hogshead large cask used for liquid and dry storage, liquid volumes

ranged between about  and  gallons ( and  litres)
hold the lowest internal space in a vessel, between the keel and the lower

deck, running along the length of the ship, containing ballast, stores,
and provisions

hollow, hollowing a cry or cries uttered in exhortation or exultation
houl howl
humane human
hundred weight  pounds weight, equivalent to . kg
hurdles sticks bound together with horizontal strengtheners to form a

frame, placed over the pit-fall trap
husband person concerned with tillage, cultivation, the improvement of

land and, more generally, the management of resources
hutch pen or small compartment accommodating animals or human

beings

ingenio ingenio de azucar, a Spanish term denoting the machinery used
to mill sugar cane in a refinery or factory

ingenuity freedom, high-mindedness, nobility
insensibly unwittingly, unconsciously
instrument of sale conveyance, transfer deed
intermeddle interpose
interval time between shots
iron crows crowbars, iron bars with flattened bent ends, sometimes

forked, used to lever or prise objects

jealous suspicious, apprehensive, fearful, vigilant
jealousy suspicion
jerkin waistcoat, jacket, short coat

kalander calendar

laths pieces of wood fashioned into pliable strips used in building to
support roof tiles and plasterwork

latitude the angular distance of any designated point on the earth’s sur-
face north or south of the Equator, expressed in degrees, minutes, and
seconds. The Equator is a notional line drawn on the earth’s surface sep-
arating the northern and southern hemispheres, represents zero degrees
latitude; the two poles represent  degrees north and south respectively
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league unit of distance measuring  miles ( km). The nautical mile is
properly one minute of arc of latitude or , feet (, m), although
most contemporary navigators equated the mile with an average minute
of longitude, , feet (, m)

leave liberty, allowance, permission, licence
long-boat the largest and stoutest boat belonging to a ship, used to carry

heavy weights such as anchors, cable, ordnance, and ballast
longitude the angular distance of any designated point on the earth’s

surface east or west of the Prime Meridian, expressed in degrees,
minutes, and seconds. Meridians are continuous notional lines drawn on
the earth’s surface, extending from pole to pole. The Prime Meridian
passes through Greenwich and intersects with the Equator at a point
representing zero degrees longitude. The Equator (a circle) is divisible
into  degrees, so the longitudinal position of any point on earth
depends upon the position of its meridian relative to the Prime Meridian,
i.e. up to  degrees east or west of it

lustily with great gusto, urgently

madera wine naturally light, acidic, white wine produced on Madeira,
an island situated about  miles ( km) off the north-west coast of
Africa. Madeira, which was often fortified with brandy for use at sea,
improved greatly on long sea voyages, particularly when the ship entered
the tropics and the heated wine was allowed to cool slowly afterwards

magazine, maggazin, magazin warehouse, store of munitions and
general provisions, a repository in a ship or on shore

main mainland
main and quarter decks the main-deck is usually the principal upper-

most horizontal surface area of a vessel. The quarterdeck is an elevation
above the main-deck extending from the stern towards the mainmast,
the area from which command is usually exercised

mainmast mast situated towards the middle part of a vessel, ideally
positioned at the axis where water exerts maximum resistance against
the hull

mark aim
mate the officer who commands in the absence of the master of a small

merchant vessel, and who shares the duty with him at sea
mechanick pitiful, mean, servile
medium compromise
meer downright, simple, unmixed
melancholly pensive, gloomy, dejected, depressed in spirit. The physio-

logical cause of melancholy was supposed to be an excess of black bile in
the body, or the presence of heavy blood
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mend improve
mended our pace altered pace
miscarry’d met with disaster, shipwrecked
missen-yard yard affixed to the aftermost mast of the ship, the mizzen

mast
moiety half, one of two equal parts
moletta mulatto, a person of mixed descent or race, European and

African
molossus molasses, uncrystallized syrup drained from raw sugar, also

the syrup obtained from the process of refining sugar
momento memento, a salutary reminder, warning, hint
Moors Muslim peoples inhabiting north-west Africa, of mixed Berber

and Arab descent
motion the effect of the moving parts of a mechanical device such as the

‘movement’ of a clock or watch
move recommend
moydors, moidores Portuguese gold coins each worth about  shillings
murthering humour murderous temper, disposition, state of mind
muschatoes moustache

naked defenceless, unprepared
New Spain Spanish colonies and the territory and waters claimed in

America by Spain
nice, nicest most exacting, scrupulous, painstaking, punctilious
Notary clerk whose function it is to prepare formal documents, con-

tracts, and financial undertakings
nourish comfort

oakum the hemp strands of old rope picked apart and untwisted, then
mixed with tar to form a fibrous, watertight, material for use in caulking
(filling) seams in the sides and decks of ships

obligation written undertaking
offensive displeasing, disgusting, repulsive to any of the senses
opticks eyes
original origin, history, rise, originator
osiers species of willow (genus Salix)
over-against situated opposite

pale defensive enclosure bounded by a fence of stakes
papist Catholic
parley discussion, negotiation, agreement, oral treaty
parley’d with them treated with them
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past pastry
patroon patron, a master of slaves or captives in Barbary
pease peas
peck measure of capacity for dry goods equivalent to  gallons ( litres)

or a quarter of a bushel
pendants pennants
penthouse shelter over a door or window
periagua large canoe common in the Caribbean basin and coastal South

America
perspective, perspective glass spy glass or telescope; any hand-held

optic used for magnification
physical restorative, curative, medicinal
piece pistol, musket, or other firearm
pilot person embarked in a vessel whose local knowledge enables him to

advise the captain concerning safe conduct and navigation in unfamiliar
waters

pinnace small vessel carried on board a ship, generally having two masts
and capable of being rowed, whose shallow draft and manoeuvrability
suit inshore work

pipkins small earthenware vessels
pitch upon settle on, fix upon, select
powder gunpowder, an explosive mixture of about thirty parts saltpetre,

three parts sulphur, and three parts charcoal
powder-chests wooden, triangular chests filled with gunpowder, stones,

and other projectiles, designed to explode towards boarders
powder-horns portable containers for gunpowder
primitive condition primary state, early childlike disposition unaffected

by reason
prevailed influenced, persuaded, overruled
procuration delegation of authority, power of attorney, written author-

ization empowering one party to act on another’s behalf
proper convenient, serviceable, suitable, fitting
prudential wisdom, discretion
pumps thin soled shoes without heels
punch liquor made by mixing brandy, water, lemon juice, and sugar

quarter the upper part of a ship’s side between the main chains and the
stern

rack arrack, name applied to any liquor of native manufacture, especially
that distilled from the sap of coco-palm, or from rice and sugar mixed
with coconut water

Glossary 



rankling festering
ready posture alert or vigilant state
reflux reflow, ebb, refluence
retire withdraw, retreat
roads, road sheltered waters, usually inshore, offering safe anchorage
rod rode
round-house cabin or set of apartments built in the after part of the

quarter-deck (sometimes occupied by sailmakers and carpenters, some-
times used as a place of detention), the roof of which forms the poop
deck

rude bandage rough, coarse, crude, makeshift fetters
rumag’d rummaged, searched thoroughly (especially the hold of a ship)
runlets casks for holding spirits; liquid volumes ranged between about

 and  gallons ( litres)
ryals reals, small Spanish silver coins, notionally worth one-eighth of a

piece of eight (Spanish silver dollar) or about sixpence in English
money

sallows species of willow, of low-growing or shrubby habit
sally upon them burst forth upon them, descend upon them, attack them
salvages archaic form of ‘savages’
sand sandbank
score twenty
scuttle opening in a deck or in the sides of a vessel to permit light and

ventilation, secured by means of a lockable cover
sea-fowls seabirds
search strainer or searce
seasonable opportune, timely
seiling ceiling
sensible sensitive towards, perceptive, cognizant
sensibly surpriz’d astonished, shocked, traumatized
set sit
shift improvise, make do, manage, survive
shift me change into
ship’s pinnace tender to a larger vessel, usually equipped with oars and

sails, and of shallow draft to facilitate inshore work
shod iron plate fastened under leather heels, wooden handles, etc., to

protect from wear
shoor off repel
shoulder of mutton sail lateen or tri-cornered sail suspended from a

lateen yard, typical of vessels navigated in the Mediterranean sea and
still in use on the Nile
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signals signs
skipper (slang) captain or master of a vessel
skirt of the wood edge, extremity, of the wood
skirts parts of a garment below the waist
skrew-jack lifting-jack or jack-screw, a portable device for lifting heavy

objects
simple naive, silly, foolish
slugs cylindrical or oval pieces of lead or other metal shot from a gun;

roughly cast bullets
small-shot small calibre pellets or bullets discharged from muskets
softly quietly, placidly, yieldingly, meekly
spatter-dashes leggings, gaiters
sprit small boom, or pole, attached to the mast by a collar (snotter) and

extending to the upper hindmost corner of a sail to elevate and extend
its surface area

sprit-sail small quadrilateral sail suspended at the peak from a sprit,
or boom, positioned beneath the bowsprit itself. A forerunner of
the jib, the spritsail was designed to prevent the ship’s head from
turning into wind. In heavy seas the belly of the sail sometimes
collected seawater, which was drained away through holes in the lower
corners

sprye spray
stay strong rope extending from an elevated position on a mast to the

fore part of a ship and used in conjunction with shrouds (similar
lines extending to the sides and aft) to brace the mast itself; standing
rigging

steerage apartment in the after part of the ship normally adjacent to the
great cabin from which it is separated by a thin partition. In merchant
ships, it was generally the junior officers’ berth or accommodation for
crew members

step block of wood fixed onto the deck or keel of a vessel, shaped to
receive the heel of a mast

stern after end of a ship
strait narrow entrance, passage, or channel
string ties forming a secure brace around a piece of meat, allowing it to

be suspended under a cross-piece and roasted over a fire
strook struck
sublunary beneath the moon, earthly
subtile crafty, cunning
succades sweetmeats, confectionery
suffer indulge, permit, enable
super-cargo, supra-cargo supercargo, an officer in a merchant vessel

Glossary 



charged by the freighters to manage, protect, and account for their
commercial interests

swan-shot large shot, fifteen pellets weighing an ounce
sweetmeats delicacies made of fruits, vegetables, or nuts, candied or

preserved in syrup
swim remain afloat

tarpaulin piece of canvas coated with tar to render it waterproof
tell, told count, counted
terra firma the mainland
terras bank of earth
ticklish unsteady, precarious, insecure
till small draw or box containing money
tinder-box waterproof container containing implements for lighting fire

including flint and steel (for striking a spark) and tinder
top of high-water peak of high tide
toys playthings, trifles, baubles
traffick intercourse, dealings, trade
train trail of gunpowder
transports of soul raptures, exaltations, exhilarations
treat bargain, negotiate, deal with, handle
twist fork or junction of the thighs

unaccountable extraordinary, strange, puzzling
understand recognize
unhabitable uninhabited

vapours exhalations developed by bodily organs and ascending to the
brain, supposed to cause anguish, depression, hypochondria, hysteria,
and other mental or nervous disorders

ventrous adventurous, venturesome
vesting investing
victual our vessel store our vessel (in preparation for sea)
victuals, vittle foodstuffs, rations, provisions, prepared to last some

period of time
viz. videlicet, that is to say

waft wave, signal
wanting lacking, deficient, remiss
wasted much used up
whelming down covering or turning the open side of a vessel down-

wards

Glossary



whether whither
without doors outside, in the open

yard(s) wooden spar attached by its centre to a mast to sit horizontally,
serving to support and extend a sail bent to it

yard-arm tapered extremity of a yard

Glossary 
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EDITOR'S PREFACE

For the' facts of Sheridan's life I am indebted to the

j

biographies by W. Fraser Rae {Sheridan, a Biography, 2
!

vols., 1896) and Mr. Walter Sichel (Sheridan, From New
and Original Material, 2 vols., 1909). For the text I have

reprinted a copy of the first edition in my own possession.

This reprint, I believe, will have some value as the first

accurate reproduction of the edition that Sheridan himself

prepared for the press. Since no manuscript of The Rivals

exists, this edition is the only authentic version of the play.

The notes are original except where explicit credit is given.

For the frequent quotations from contemporary newspapers

I am indebted to Rae's Sheridan/ s Plays, noivfirst printed

as he wrote them- (1902). The best annotated edition of

Sheridan is Professor Nettleton's The Major Dramas of
Sheridan (The Athenceum Press Series, 1906). I purposely

refrained from consulting this edition until my own was

ready for the press ; I was then able to add from Profes-

sor Nettleton's work several notes, for which proper ac-

knowledgment is made. I desire to express my gratitude

to my colleagues, Professors James Morgan Hart, Clark S.

Northup, and Lane Cooper, for having read in manuscript

the Introduction.

J. Q. Adams, Jr.

Cornell University, Ithaca, N. Y.,

January, 1910.



INTRODUCTION

In Sheridan's progenitors we find in ample measure

those qualities of mind which made him illustrious in twe

His grand- separate careers— as playwright and as parlia-
father. mentarian. His grandfather was the Reverend
Thomas Sheridan, D. D., of Dublin, well known to contem-

poraries for his learning and wit, and still remembered as

the intimate friend of Dean Swift. The latter found the

doctor's companionship so pleasant that for some years he

reserved for him at the Deanery a room hospitably named
" Sheridan." His esteem for the doctor may be summed up

by quoting the first line of one of his Latin verses :
—

Delicise Sheridan musarum, dulcis amice!

The playwright's father, Thomas Sheridan, was likewise

a man of great mental vigor, and of such activity as kept

him much in the public eye. For several years he

was conspicuous as the reform manager of the

Theatre Royal in Dublin ; later, as an actor, he shared

with Garrickthe applause of London playgoers; and, finally,

he distinguished himself as a fashionable teacher of oratory,

and a reformer of pronunciation. For a time his instruction

was the rage among persons of rank and fortune. Mr. Sichel

observes that " for one of his courses in 1762, no less than

sixteen hundred subscribed at a guinea apiece, and bought

his publications at ' half-a-guinea in boards.' " * Both Ox-
ford and Cambridge conferred upon him honorary degrees

;

the authorities of Edinburgh, upon his visit there, voted

him the freedom of the city ; and the King, to further his

plans of a great pronouncing dictionary, granted him a pen-

sion of £200 a year. But his schemes of reforming the

spoken language were Quixotic. Doctor Samuel Johnson,

1 Walter Sichel, Sheridan, i, 244.
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who had once been his friend, openly ridiculed his teach-

ing of oratory, and sneered at his proposed dictionary.

To his mother, however, more than to his father, Sheri«

dan was indebted for his qualities of mind. She was the

daughter of a Dublin rector, the Reverend Philip

Chamberlaine, D. D., a man with a strong per-

sonality and a keen sense of humor. Although her father

forbade that she be taught the art of writing, at the age of

fifteen she became the author of a romance, which, after

her death, was published and adapted to the stage. When
in 1746 the Kelly rioters wrecked the Theatre Royal in

Dublin, she published in prose and verse warm praises of

the conduct of Mr. Sheridan, the manager. With these Mr.

Sheridan was so much pleased that he at once sought the

acquaintance of his young defender, and later persuaded

her to become his wife. She was not only skillful with her

pen, but also beautiful in person and charming in manner,

much admired by Doctor Johnson and by the great novelist

Samuel Richardson. The latter, indeed, encouraged her to

attempt a novel, The Memoirs of Miss Sidney Bidulph.

This was published in 1761 under Richardson's patronage,

and dedicated to him in affectionate terms. At once it "took

the town/ 5 and within three months passed into a second

edition. It was highly praised by Doctor Johnson; was

enthusiastically pronounced by Charles Fox the best novel

of the age ; and was circulated on the Continent, translated

into French, and put with success upon the stage in Paris.

Stimulated by this triumph, Mrs. Sheridan composed the

following year (1762) a comedy, The Discovery, which

Garrick accepted and produced with great applause at the

Drury Lane Theatre. A second comedy, The Dupe, proved

less fortunate, for it was much inferior in quality, and upon
its presentation utterly failed. A third comedy, A Journey
to Bath, though in parts clever, was refused by Garrick,

and never came to the stage. Other literary labors were cut

short by her untimely death in 1766 at the age of forty-two.

Of such parents Richard Brinsley Sheridan was born in

Dublin in the fall of 1751. ! He received his early educa-

1 " The precise day, and, indeed, month ol Sheridan's birth is unas«

certained." — Sichel, Sheridan, i, 253.
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tion from his father, and from a private school taught by

Birth ad a near re ^a^ve - At the age of eight, however,

early he went to live in England, whither his par-

ents, driven by pecuniary distress, had preceded

him. At eleven he was sent to the fashionable school of

Harrow, where he lived seven years, a clever boy, but a

poor student. During his residence here he lost his mother,

of whom, unfortunately, he had seen very little. At the

age of seventeen he left Harrow ; and his father being un-

able to send him to the university, he came to London, and

spent the next two years under the paternal roof, studying

oratory with his father, and Latin and fencing with private

instructors.

Two years later the family moved .to Bath, the fashion-

.*„*,_ able health-resort and watering-place, then far
At Bath. or 7

more famous than now as a city of pleasure. It

was crowded with people of wealth and fashion, and haunted

by adventurers and sharpers.

Of all the gay places the world can afford,

By gentle and simple for pastime ador'd,

Fine balls, and fine concerts, fine buildings, and springs,

Fine walks, and fine views, and a thousand fine things,

(Not to mention the sweet situation and air)

What place, my dear mother, with Bath can compare? 1

Indeed, as a capital of fashion, health, and pleasure, eigh-

teenth-century Bath was without a rival. In the midst of

its varied life the young Sheridan moved, observing many
queer types of humanity, noting in their talk and manners

much that was ludicrous, and with his keen eye and reten-

tive memory storing up material for future plays.

As he approached his majority he began to think of a

life calling. All his inclination was towards authorship. At

Literary Harrow he had begun a play founded on The
projects. Vicar of Wakefield, and had composed a long

essay on versification. With Halhed, an old Harrow school

chum who had proceeded to Oxford, he now began to col-

laborate on a farce, Jupiter (completed, but never acted),

and on a translation from the Greek of the love epistles of

Aristaenetus (completed and published, but without pecu«

1 The Neio Bath Guide, 1766.
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liiary returns). Moreover he came near launching a weekly

periodical in the style of The Spectator. He had fixed upon

a name, Hernan's Miscellany, had prepared some manu-

script for the first issue, and had secured a willing printer;

but suddenly, for reasons now unknown, he gave up the

plan. His head teemed with many other literary projects.

Yet the young would-be author found time for a roman-

tic courtship and marriage. The Sheridans became intimate

at Bath with the family of Mr. Thomas Linley,

a fashionable teacher of music, noted both as a and mar-

player on the harpsichord and as a composer. His
nage "

son, Tom (declared by Mozart to be a prodigy), and his

daughters, Elizabeth and Mary, were so excellently gifted

in music, and so well trained, that Doctor Burney called

their home "a nest of nightingales." The elder daughter,

Miss Elizabeth Linley, frequently appeared in public orato-

rios at Bath, Oxford, London, and elsewhere. Her beauty,

her modesty, and her " divinely sweet voice" captivated

all hearts. Halhed, after hearing her sing at Oxford,

wrote :
" I am petrified ; my very faculties are annihilated

with wonder. My conception could not form such a power
of voice— such a melody— such a soft yet so audible a

tone!" Not only, however, was Miss Linley a "mistress

of harmony " ; her beauty of character was equally charm-

ing. Sheridan wrote of her :
—

So well her mind and voice agree

That every thought is melody.

After her first public singing in London, the novelist

Frances Burney wrote in her diary :
" The whole town

seems distracted about her. Every other diversion is for-

saken. Miss Linley alone engrosses all eyes, ears, hearts."

She was generally acclaimed the belle of the day, and was

literally besieged by suitors. She was the subject of a com-

edy by Foote, The Maid of Bath (1771) ; was painted by

Sir Joshua Reynolds as St. Cecilia ; was ranked by Horace

Walpole " above all beauties of her day "
; and was ad-

mired by the King, who declared that " he never in his life

heard so fine a voice." Miss Linley was as romantic as she
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was beautiful. In 1772, in order to escape from an obnox*

ious suitor, and to avoid singing in public oratorios, she

planned to run away and take refuge in a French convent.

Sheridan's sisters were let into the plot, and then Sheridan

himself. Like the knight in romance, he volunteered to

act as her escort thither. One rainy night the two escaped,

and after a stormy voyage across the Channel, reached Cal-

ais in safety. Sheridan, who had long worshipped Miss

Linley in silence, now urged his suit so eloquently that

she consented to a secret marriage. Immediately after the

ceremony she entered a convent in Lille, where she intended

to remain until he came of age, or was able to support a

wife. Soon, however, Mr. Linley appeared and conducted

the young persons back to England. In consequence of the

escapade Sheridan fought two duels with the disappointed

suitor, and the whole incident became a matter of notoriety.

After a year of secret courtship (for the ceremony in France

was not binding) Sheridan and Miss Linley were formally

united according to the rites of the Church of England, and

began housekeeping in a modest cottage at East Burnham.
Sheridan, now face to face with the problem of support-

ing a household, began to work in earnest. On November
17, 1774, he wrote to his father-in-law: "There will be a

Composes comedy of mine in rehearsal at Covent Garden
The Rivals. [Theatre] within a few days. I did not set to

work on it till within a few days of my setting out for

Crome, so you may think I have not for these last six

weeks been very idle." This play was The Rivals. On
January 17, 1775, with high expectations on the part of

the author and of the management, it was presented to the

public at the Covent Garden Theatre.

But the play proved a failure. It showed clearly the in-

experience of the author, it was too long by nearly an hour,

p . it was badly performed, and, in particular, the

night's character of Sir Lucius O'Trigger was so wretch-

edly acted as to call forth general disapproval.

Perhaps the best way to describe its reception is to quote

from one of the newspapers of the following day :

1—
1 Quoted from W. Fraser Rae, Sheridan's Plays, 1902, p. xviii.
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"The Rivals, as a Comedy, requires much castigation,

and the pruning hand of judgment, before it can ever pass

on the Town as even a tolerable Piece. In language it is

lefective to an extreme, in Plot outre and one of the Char*

meters is an absolute exotic in the wilds of nature. The au-

thor seems to have considered puns, witticisms, similes and

metaphors, as admirable substitutes for polished diction

;

hence they abound in every sentence ; and hence it is that

instead of the ' Met[a~\morphosis ' of Ovid, one of the char-

acters is made to talk of Ovid's i Meat-for-Hopes,' a Lady
is called the i Pine Apple of beauty/ the Gentleman in

return 'an Orange of perfection.' A Lover describes the

sudden change of disposition in his Mistress by saying,

that ' she flies off in a tangent born[e] down by the current

of disdain ' ; and a second Tony Lumkin, to describe how
fast he rode, compares himself to a i Comet with a tail of

dust at his heels.'

" These are shameful absurdities in language, which can

suit no character, how widely soever it may depart from

common life and common manners.
" Whilst thus censure is freely passed, not to say that

there are various sentiments in the Piece which demon-
strate the Author's no stranger to the finer feelings, would

be shameful partiality.

" Time will not permit a thorough investigation of this

Comedy ; but if the ' Rivals ' rests its claim to public fa-

vour solely on the basis of merit, the hisses of the auditors

on the first night of representation give reason to suspect

a most fatal disappointment. However, that it may be suf-

fered to have the usual nine nights' run, is what, on the

Author's account, we most sincerely wish ; but this we can

assure him, that if the dulness of law writers have made
him yawn, the dulness of the ' Rivals ' lulled several of the

middle gallery spectators into a profound sleep."— The
Publie Ledger, January 18, 1775.

Sheridan withdrew the play at once, and set to work re-

vising it. The Morning Post, on January 19,

1775, announced :
" The Comedy of the Rivals, for revi-

at Covent Garden^ is withdrawn for the present,
0Rr
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to undergo some severe primings, trimmings, and patch*

ings, before its second appearance: the Author, Ave are

informed, seeing the general disapprobation with which it

was received, was very desirous of withdrawing it entirely,

but the managers would not consent to it, determined to

stand the event of a second embarcation, let the conse-

quences be what they may." The nature and extent of

Sheridan's revision can only be guessed at. Some notion,

however, may be obtained by comparing the present text of

the play with the newspaper review just quoted.

Ten days later The Rivals was for a second time offered

to the public. It had been thoroughly revised, much short-

Second ened, and a new actor, Clinch, had been substi-

perform-
t t d for jjee jn th e r(y] e f Sir Lucius O'Trig-

ance sue- . .
'

cessful. ger. The result was a complete triumph. Hie

British Chronicle records :
" At the second representation

of the new Comedy of the Rivals, it was received with the

warmest bursts of approbation by a crowded and apparently

impartial audience." 1 At once The Rivals became a favor-

ite with London playgoers, and was hailed by the critics as

the greatest comedy of the age.

On May 2 of the same year Sheridan produced at Co-

vent Garden a short farce, St. Patrick's Day, written for

St. Pat- a benefit performance of the actor Clinch, who,
rick's Day after Lee h ad so signally failed in the part of Sir

Duenna. Lucius O'Trigger, had assumed the role with

unusual success. This piece, which Sheridan wrote in forty-

eight hours, does not deserve much attention from students

of literature. On his next work, however, produced in the

same year, Sheridan put forth his best efforts. This was

a comic opera, The Duenna, full of beautiful lyrics for

which Mr. Linley composed the music. It was produced at

Covent Garden on November 21, 1775, and at once met

with rare success. During the first season it was acted no

less than seventy-five times; and though nowadays it is

never put on the stage, it was judged by contemporaries to

be a wonderful performance. Sheridan's reputation was at

last secure. The universal opinion of the public, as well as

i Quoted from Rae, Sheridan's Plays, p. xxvii.
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of the critics, was expressed by Doctor Johnson when he

said, in proposing Sheridan for membership in the famous

Literary Club, " He who has written the two best come'

dies of his age \_The Rivals and The Duenna] is surely a

considerable man."

In June, 1776, Garrick retired from the managership oi

the Drury Lane Theatre. Sheridan, Mr. Linley, and a

friend, Doctor Ford, bought Garrick's half-inter- „
Irx3.n&£6X'

est in the theatre, and Sheridan, aged twenty-five, of Drury

was given the important post of manager. This
ane '

position he retained, with varying degrees of success and

failure, virtually throughout the rest of his life.

The public awaited with high expectations the next play

from the hands of the new manager. After a considerable

delay this came on May 8, 1777, as The School The School

for Scandal. It more than rilled the expectations for ScandaL

of the audience, and added greatly to the reputation of it&

author. It is a better play than The Rivals, and stands

without dispute as Sheridan's masterpiece. Even to-day i*»

maintains its popularity with playgoers, and holds a promi*

nent place among the stock-comedies of our stage.

On October 30, 1779, Sheridan produced The Critic, a

comedy modeled on the Duke of Buckingham's Rehear*

sal. It is clever throughout, and though now
rarely acted, was at the time a notable success.

It deserves to rank next to The Rivals and The School

for Scandal as Sheridan's best work.

Sheridan, though still in his twenties, had shown him-

self to be the greatest playwright of the age. He was the

son of an actor, was the manager of the Drury Abandons

Lane Theatre, and was a large shareholder in its JJSorpoU-
patent. Everything seemed to mark out for him a tics-

brilliant career as a dramatist. Suddenly, however, he aban-

doned this promising career. He had written his last origi-

nal play, and though he continued to be manager of Drury

Lane, he turned all his energies to politics. In 1780 hn

secured a seat in Parliament. Eleven days later he made
his first speech, and revealed his powers of oratory.

Two months later he was elected a member of Brooks'*
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Club, the most powerful and exclusive political club of

foe day, at whose meetings the leaders of the Whig Party

decided affairs of state. Two years later he was given the

important office of Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs.

His career in politics cannot interest us in its minute de-

tails ; suffice it to say that for a quarter of a century he

was one of the most conspicuous figures in Parliament, and

one of its most brilliant orators, sharing fame with Charles

Fox, William Pitt, the younger, and Edmund Burke.

The climax of his career was marked by his two brilliant

orations against Warren Hastings. Their effect may be il-

Power as lustrated by a quotation from Sir Gilbert Elliot,

an orator.
first £arl f Minto, at the time a member of Par-

liament. After hearing Sheridan's speech he wrote to his

wife :
" This last night, though the House was up soon

after one, and I was in bed before two, I have not slept

one wink. Nothing whatever was the matter with me, ex-

cept the impression of what had been passing still vibrat-

ing on my brain. . . . Sheridan opened his charge, and

spoke exactly five hours and a half, with such fluency and

rapidity that I think his speech could not be read in double

the time. You may imagine the quantity of matter it con-

tained. It was by many degrees the most excellent and as-

tonishing performance I ever heard, and surpasses all I ever

imagined possible in eloquence and ability. This is the uni-

versal sense of all who heard it. You will conceive how
admirable it was when I tell you that he surpassed, I think,

Pitt, Fox, and even Burke, in his finest and most brilliant

orations. . . . It is impossible to describe the feelings he ex-

cited. The bone rose repeatedly in my throat, and tears in my
eyes—not of grief, but merely of strongly excited sensibility

;

so they were in Dudley Long's, who is not, I should think,

particularly tearful. The conclusion, in which the whole

force of the case was collected, and where his whole powers

were employed to their utmost stretch, and indeed his own
feelings wound to the utmost pitch, worked the House up

into such a paroxysm of passionate enthusiasm on the sub-

ject, and of admiration for him, that the moment he sat down
there was a universal shout, nay, even clapping, for half-a-
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second ; every man was on the floor, and all his friends

throwing themselves on his neck in raptures of joy and

exultation. This account is not at all exaggerated, and

hardly does justice to, I daresay, the most remarkable scene

ever exhibited, either there or in any other popular assem-

bly." 1 That Sir Gilbert did not exaggerate we have ample

evidence. Burke declared that the speech was "the most

astonishing effort of eloquence, argument, and wit united,

of which there was any record or tradition "
; Pitt wrote

that it was "without exception one of the most wonderful

performances I ever heard, and almost the greatest imagina-

ble exertion of the human mind "
; and Fox, with character-

istic enthusiasm, asserted that "all that he had ever heard,

all that he had ever read, when compared with it, dwindled

into nothing, and vanished like vapour before the sun."

Parliament voted to adjourn until the next day, for the

avowed reason that its members could not fairly and dispas-

sionately vote on the question while under the spell of the

oration. Yet when Sheridan's speeches are read nowadays

they are strangely disappointing, and when compared with

the speeches of Burke they seem pale and ineffectual. Ac-

cordingly Mr. Saintsbury has referred to his oratory as

"theatrical and rather brassy." It cannot be denied, how-

ever, that Sheridan exercised over his hearers a power of

oratory unsurpassed in the records of Parliament.

Naturally Sheridan's intense interest in politics led to

his neglect of Drury Lane. In fact, the only thing that

saved his management from disaster was the
TlieSt

brilliant group of actors he had got together, gersaixd
. •> Pizarro.

Finally, to retrieve the finances of the theatre

after a series of misfortunes, he turned his hand again to

the playwright's art. This time he contented himself with

adapting from the German two comedies of Kotzebue, The
Strangers (1798) and Pizarro (1799). Though ' adapta-

tions, and consequently not to be reckoned in his list of

original works, these plays showed clearly that he had lost

none of his skill as a dramatist. They created a sensation

1 From Life and Letters of Sir Gilbert Elliot, first Earl of Minto, i,

123-4. Quoted in Rae, Life, ii, 60.
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among the playgoers, and for the time replenished the

empty coffers of the theatre.

The last years of Sheridan's life were clouded in do
mestic, political, and pecuniary troubles. He- lost

his wife, and married again somewhat unhap-
pily; he watched his beloved son Tom yield slowly to the

ravages of consumption
; he himself suffered continuously

from a painful disorder. In politics he formed a baleful

friendship with the unworthy Prince of Wales ; his party

was out of power ; and his alliances within the party were
unfortunate. In his pecuniary affairs he became involved

in difficulties that led to his ultimate ruin. In 1791 Drury
Lane Theatre was condemned as unsafe, and had to be

reconstructed at a heavy expense. In 1809 it was totally

destroyed by fire, and with it a large part of Sheridan's

fortune. When the theatre was rebuilt, new officials as-

sumed charge, and Sheridan was forced out. Moreover, the

sum of money due him for his share was wrongfully with-

held. By 1812 Sheridan's affairs were in so bad a state that

he could not pay the expenses of a re-election to Parliament.

In 1813 he was actually arrested for debt, and for a short

time confined in a sponging-house. His career was now
over. Shut out from the theatre and from politics, besieged

by creditors, harassed by domestic sorrows, and suffering

from a painful malady, he dragged his life to an unhappy
end. Even as he lay dying, a sheriff with a writ of debt

took up lodging in the house. He passed away quietly on

July 7, 1816, at the age of sixty-five. From the shore of

Lake Geneva Byron wrote :
—

A mighty Spirit is eclipsed — a Power
Hath passed from day to darkness — to whose hour
Of light no likeness is bequeathed — no name,
Focus at once of all the rays of Fame!
The flash of Wit — the bright Intelligence,

The oeam of Song — the blaze of Eloquence,

Set with their Sun, but still have left behind
The enduring produce of immortal Mind.

His funeral was attended with magnificent pomp, and he

was laid with honor in the Poets' Corner of Westminster

Abbey.
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II

THE RIVALS

The Rivals is " a comedy of intrigue " in which the action

turns upon humorous deception. The audience is let into

the secret at the outset, and thus allowed to enjoy A comeay
the pleasure of witnessing those not in the secret °* intrigue.

make themselves ridiculous ; of anticipating the surprise of

the ultimate discovery ; of relishing the innumerable double-

entendres ; and of sympathizing with the hero when he is

treading, so to speak, on thin ice. There is a continual bus-

tle of action, mixed with surprises, and an ever-complicat-

ing plot. In many respects the play is strikingly like the

comedies of Terence and Plautus, in which the young hero

and heroine, by a series of ingenious devices, outwit their

parents or guardians ; and the similarity is ^heightened by

the presence of clever servants.

Secondly, The Rivals is " a comedy of huAfrrs," a type

developed by Ben Jonson and frequently employed through-

out the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. . .o A comedy
The term " humour " was applied to some habit- of hu-

ual oddity of character or of manner which ren-

dered a person more or less absurd. In The Rivals most

of the dramatis personal exhibit for our amusement
clearly marked " humours "

: Acres in his foppishness and

his " referential oaths " ; Mrs. Malaprop, in her misuse of

big words, and her refrain " don't become a young wo-

man " ; Sir Anthony Absolute, in his irascibility— his " ab-

solutism " ; Lydia Languish, in her ultra-romantic temper-

ament ; Sir Lucius O'Trigger, in his self-assurance and his

love of quarrels ; and Faulkland, in his absurd jealousy and

alternating moods. These " humours " are well sustained

throughout the play.

Thirdly, The Rivals is " a comedy of wit." Interest, it

is true, is maintained in the plot; but the life of the play

is in the dialogue. We delight primarily in the a comedy
volleys of wit, in the keen but good-natured ofwlt

satire, and in the all-pervading spirit of fun. Many of the
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epigrammatic sayings of the characters have passed into

our ordinary speech, and others, we find, linger pleasantly

in our memory.

Finally, The Rivals is " a comedy of society " ; that is,

the mirror is held up to the fashionable world in its dis-

A comedy tinctively social functions. Perhaps The School
of society. j>or Scandal is an even better example of this

type of comedy. The two plays together, it may be &aid,

reflect the contemporary fashionable life of the two great

capitals of English society, — Bath, with its free and easy

cosmopolitanism, and London, with its brilliant drawing-

room artificiality.

" The scope and immediate object of a play," says Sher-

idan in his Preface, " is to please a mixed assembly in

Success on Representation." Judged by this standard, The
the stage. Rivals has thoroughly succeeded. For nearly a

century and a half it has kept its place in our theatrical

repertory, always effective when adequately presented. Its

sudden surprises, clever groupings of persons, strong con-

trasts of character, keen thrusts of satire, and rapid fire-

works of wit make it in action a grand tour de force that

is well-nigh irresistible.

But the play must be submitted also, as Sheridan grants,

to " the cooler tribunal of the Study." Here it does not

Faults as ^are quite so well, for the reader who judges the
literature.

p}ay as literature finds along with its excellent

qualities certain grave faults. These faults are due primarily,

it would seem, to the inexperience of the author. Indeed,

from a young man of twenty-three, unfamiliar with the

theatre, and composing his first play, we could not expect

the finish of a master. The remarkable thing is that the

play is so excellent.

To inexperience, surely, is due the first fault that we
observe : the machinery of the play is too evident. We
realize too often that the characters are talking not to each

other, but at the audience ; we see constantly the drama-

tist striving through asides and monologues to convey to

us certain necessary information ; and we feel throughout

the general movement of the plot the presence of some one
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behind the scenes. In short, the young playwright had not

yet acquired " the art that conceals art."

A second fault, obvious on reading the play, is the arti-

ficiality of the language. The servants, for example, are

far too keen at repartee, and their wit is of a nature quite

impossible in country menials. This in some measure may
be excused, perhaps, on the plea that the whole play

moves on a level of wit much higher than in actual life,

and that in the midst of the general display of cleverness

even the servants may indulge in epigram and repartee.

The explanation, however, does not fully excuse. Again,

in quite a different way, Faulkland and Julia are artificial.

They speak in stilted rhetoric and elaborate figures. Take,

for example, Julia's closing speech :
—

" Then let us study to preserve it so : and while Hope
pictures to us a flattering scene of future Bliss, let us deny

its pencil those colours .which are too bright to be lasting.

— When Hearts deserving Happiness would unite their

fortune, Virtue would crown them with an unfading garland

of modest, hurtless flowers; but ill-judging Passion will

force the gaudier Rose into the wreath, whose thorn offends

them, when its Leaves are dropt!" Certainly no young
lady ever spoke in this fashion, and even the fact that

Faulkland and Julia represent the sentimental muse does

not condone such artificiality. The other characters, also,

are apt now and then to speak rhetorically.

Again, the humor of the play is often exaggerated to the

point of improbability, or sheer impossibility. For exam-

ple, Mrs. Malaprop's misuse of words is at times overdone :

" I laid my positive conjunction on her, never to think

on the fellow again ;
— I have since laid Sir Anthony's

preposition before her ;
— but, I 'm sorry to say, she seems

resolved to decline every particle that I enjoin her."

"Well, Sir Anthony, since you desire it, we will not

anticipate the past ;— so mind, young people— our retro-

spection will now be all to the future."

Surely there is too much method in this " derangement
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of epitaphs." Moreover
?
Bob Acres's " referential oaths,"

though invariably humorous, leave an impression that they

are "above the speaker's capacity."

"David. But put the case that he kills me!— by the

Mass ! I go to the worms, and my honour whips over to

my enemy !

" Acres. N"o, David— in that case !— Odds crowns and

laurels ! your honour follows you to the grave."

16 Sir Lucius. Would you chuse to be pickled and sent

home ?— or would it be the same to you to lie here in the

Abbey ? I'm told there is very snug lying in the Abbey.
" Acres. Pickled ! — Snug lying in the Abbey !— Odds

tremors ! Sir Lucius, don't talk so !
"

We smile at these ingenious oaths, yet at the same time

are quite aware of their improbability.

The English stage in the latter half of the eighteenth

century was overrun with the so-called Sentimental Corn-

Relation to edy — the French comedie larmoyante. It pre-

mentaf
ti_ sented to the audience impossible characters,

comedy. speaking in an artificial, " genteel " language,

and moving in an atmosphere surcharged with virtue.

Apparently its main purposes were to teach morality, and

to make the spectators " weep a flood." Against this pre-

vailing sentimental comedy a warfare had been waged for

some years. Goldsmith, in The Good Natur'd Man (1768)

and She Stoops to Conquer (1773), had struck the hardest

blows. But others, also, had joined in the battle ; notably

Samuel Foote, who had produced at the Haymarket The-

atre in 1773 an amusing burlesque of the sentimental in

his farce The Handsome Housemaid ; or Piety in Pat-

tens, in which " a maiden of low degree, by the mere

effects of morality and virtue, raised herself to riches and

honours." 1 The Rivals carried on the work of Goldsmith

and Foote, and helped to give the finishing blows to the

prevailing moral-lachrymose comedy. This fact Sheridan

1 This is not extant; for a discussion of it, and of the sentimental

comedy, see John Genest, Some Account of the English Stage, v, 374-6.
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clearly acknowledges in his second prologue., in which he

makes fun of

The goddess of the woiul countenance —
The sentimental Muse.

Yet, as a concession, it would seem, to those who de-

manded sentimentality, Sheridan introduced in sentimental

the characters of Julia and Faulkland a senti- sub-plot,

mental sub-plot. The actor Bernard, who witnessed the first

performance of The Rivals, wrote some years later :
u It

must he remembered that this was the English 'age of sen-

timent,' and Kelly and Cumberland had flooded the stage

with moral poems under the title of comedies, which took

their views of life from the drawing-room exclusively, and

coloured their characters with a nauseous French affecta-

tion. 6 The Rivals' was an attempt to overthrow this taste,

and to follow up the blow which Goldsmith had given in

' She Stoops to Conquer.' My recollection of the manner
in which the former [The Rivals'] was received, bears me
out in the supposition. The audience on this occasion were

composed of two parties— those who supported the pre-

vailing taste, and those who were indifferent to it and liked

nature. The consequence was that Faulkland and Julia

(which Sheridan had obviously introduced to conciliate the

sentimentalists) were the characters which were the most

favourably received." *

It must not be overlooked, however, that Faulkland and

Julia serve also as foils to Captain Absolute and Lydia,

and as such have full dramatic justification. The romantic

courtship of the one pair of lovers stands out vividly and
humorously against the sentimental courtship of the other

pair. Each gains much from the contrast. Furthermore,

the sub-plot may be regarded as comic. It approaches,

indeed, very near to a satire on the sentimental, a fact

recognized by the critic of The Morning Chronicle (Janu-

ary 18, 1775), when he wrote: "The characters of Faulk-

land and Julia are even beyond the pitch of sentimental

comedy." In modern productions of the play this sub-plot

1 Quoted in Fitzgerald's The Lives of the Sheridans, i, 119-20.
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is commonly reduced to a minimum : yet there is no

reason why the present-day reader should not enjoy the

parts of Faulkland and Julia, both as a foil to Absolute

and Lydia, and as a comic satire on the sentimental.

In the preface to The Rivals Sheridan says :
" Many

other errors there were, which might in part have

arisen from my being by no means conversant

with plays in general, either in reading or at the theatre.

Yet I own that in one respect I did not regret my igno-

rance : for as my first wish in attempting a Play was to avoid

every appearance of plagiary, I thought I should stand a

better chance of effecting this from being in a walk which

I had not frequented, and where consequently the pro-

gress of invention was less likely to be interrupted by

starts of recollection." From this we might infer that a

discussion of the sources of The Rivals would be super-

fluous. Such, however, is not the case, for though Sheri-

dan did not borrow much from outside sources, he did

utilize material from within the family.

Part of the play, we know, came from an earlier attempt.

On November 17, 1774, he wrote to his father-in-law, Mr.

Linley : " I had not written a line of it two months ago,

except a scene or two, which, I believe, you have seen

in an odd act of a little farce." Of this " little farce »

we know absolutely nothing. Apparently it was an early

attempt at a play, resembling The Rivals in some of its

scenes.

Again, part of the play came from his mother's unfin-

ished and unpublished comedy, A Journey to Bath. 1 Here,

in the character of Mrs. Tryfort, "the fondest of hard

words, which without miscalling, she always takes care to

misapply," he found Mrs. Malaprop, with " her select

words so ingeniously misapplied, without being mispro-

nounced." He has Mrs. Malaprop repeat in The Rivals

eight of the word blunders made by Mrs. Tryfort. More-

over, he got from Mrs. Tryfort Mrs. Malaprop's character-

tag, " don't become a young woman." It is more than

1 First printed by W. F. Rae, in Sheridan's Plays, 1902.
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possible, too, that he found in Ned Bull, of Bull Hall,

the suggestion of Bob Acres, of Clod Hall ; compare, for

example, The Rivals, ii, 1 and iii, 4, with A Journey

to Bath , iii, 1 and iii, 11. Actual verbal borrowings are

obvious in at least two places

:

" If I had Blunderbus Hall here, I could show you a

range of ancestry."— The Rivals, iii, 4.

u If I had your ladyship at Bull-hall, I could show yota

a line of ancestry."—A Journey to Bath, p. 311.

" Though the mansion-house and dirty acres have slipped

through my fingers, I thank heaven our honor and the

family-pictures are as fresh as ever." — The Rinals, iii, 4.

" Why the land and the Mansion house has slipped thro'

our fingers, boy: but thank heaven the family pictures are

still extant." — A Journey to Bath, p. 312.

To a much less extent Sheridan was indebted to his

mother's novel, The Memoirs of Miss Sidney Bidulph.

The name Faulkland undoubtedly came from this source,

with possibly some suggestion of his character. The Faulk-

land of the novel is thus described :
l "His ideas of love,

honour, generosity, and gratitude, are so refined, that no

hero in romance ever went beyond him." From the novel

also, perhaps, came a few " starts of recollection " that

embodied themselves in the play. Thus, in Sidney Bi-

dulph Faulkland, after having killed a man, rushes before

the woman he loves and dramatically exclaims :
" You see

a man whose life is forfeited to the law." In The Rivals

Faulkland appears before Julia under the pretense of hav-

ing killed a man, and declares :
" You see before you a

wretch, whose life is forfeited." The situations are quite

similar. Again, in the novel, Faulkland, the second, is

represented as jealous of his beloved Cecilia's being " the

life of the whole family " and exhibiting a " constant flow

of spirits." 2 This occurs also in The Rivals, ii, 1. In
general, however, the indebtedness of the play to thfe

novel is slight,

i Ed. 1761, vol. iii, p. 242. 2 ibid., vol. iv, pp. 122, 128.



xxii INTRODUCTION

Attempts have been made to prove that Sheridan was
indebted to numerous other sources. It may be true that

he had read, or seen on the stage, a number of plays, and
that " faded ideas" from these plays " floated "in his

memory " like half-forgotten dreams." But that he was

guilty of any close borrowing seems altogether doubtful.

Ill

THE TEXT OF THE RIVALS

The original manuscript of The Rivals as presented on

January 17, 1775, has been lost ; consequently we have

no means of knowing what changes Sheridan made in

revising the play for its second performance. The chief

complaint of the newspaper critics, however, seems to have

been that the play was too long— according to The Morn-
ing Chronicle, " a full hoar longer in representation than

any piece on the stage." To reduce the play by an hour,

something like the suppressing of whole scenes, or the

condensing of two scenes into one, may have been neces-

sary. In the first edition the scenes are misnumbered in

such a way (in act iii, scene 4 is omitted, in act iv, scene 3)

as to suggest that possibly Sheridan eliminated, by suppres-

sion or combination, two scenes, and forgot to renumber

the remaining ones. Of minor alterations in text a slight

notion may be obtained by comparing the present text of

the play with the various newspaper criticisms of the first

performance.

After the triumph of the play on its second production,

January 28, 1775, Sheridan himself prepared the manu-

script for the press, and added a modestly-worded Preface

in which he defended himself and the manager of the Co-

vent Garden Theatre against certain charges occasioned by

the first night's failure. In all probability he prepared this

edition with care, for, in a sense, his reputation as a play-

wright was at stake. It was published in London by John
Wilkie in 1775, and is now one of the rare editions in

our literature, fetching on the market from $50 to $250.
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In the same year appeared the so-called second edition, in

reality nothing but a later issue of the first edition, from

the same setting of type, and differing merely in having

inserted upon the title-page the words " The Second Edi-

tion."

In 1776 appeared "The Third Edition, Corrected." This

seems to represent the stage version of the play as then

acted. It contains the Serjeant-at-Law prologue in a slightly

modified form; prints for the first time the "Prologue

spoken on the Tenth Night " ; makes a few unimportant

changes in text ; and, most noticeable of all, omits a large

number of passages. These omissions doubtless represent

the "cuts" made by the actors.

In 1821 Murray published in two volumes a very at-

tractive edition of Sheridan's works, with an introduction

by Thomas Moore. The Rivals was printed from the third,

or " truncated" edition, but with various modernizations

and certain textual changes by the editor. All subsequent

reprints of The Rivals (with two exceptions, to be spoken

of hereafter) go back directly or indirectly to this Murray
edition, hence reproduce a text that is neither complete

nor in any sense authoritative.

In 1902 Fraser Rae issued Sheridan's Plays, now
printed as he wrote them. (The title on the cover is Slier-

{dan's Plays First Printed from His MSS.) In his

Prefatory Notes Rae says :
* * In the preface to my Bio-

graphy of Sheridan I described how much information I

had obtained from the library at Frampton Court, where

many of Sheridan's manuscripts are very carefully preserved.

Sheridan's grandfather [ = grandson] gave much time and

care to arranging the manuscripts of ' The Rivals,' ' The
Duenna,' ' The School for Scandal,' and ' The Critic,' and

he had them bound in handsome volumes." The word

"grandfather" was obviously a slip of the pen, for both

of Sheridan's grandfathers were dead long before The
Rivals was written. Mrs. Algernon Sheridan writes me
from Frampton Court :

" What Rae can have had in mind
when he spoke of Sheridan's grandfather arranging the

manuscripts one does not know : possibly he meant that
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his grandson did so, which is undoubtedly true of every

other play except The Rivals." And that Eae did mean
" grandson " is shown clearly on page xxxviii of his edi-

tion. To this statement about the manuscript of The
Rivals preserved along with the other plays, Rae adds

:

" The only important manuscript of which there is no trace

is that of ' The Rivals/ which was acquired by Mr. Harris,

the manager of Covent Garden Theatre, the manuscript

being probably destroyed when that theatre was burnt to

the ground." Then, without further explanation, he prints,

along with the text of the other plays preserved in manu-
script at Frampton Court, a text of The Rivals which differs

from that of all previous editions.

Although B,ae does not actually say so, and, I believe,

did not intend to deceive any one, the plain inference

from his statements, and from his entire edition, is that

although one manuscript of The Rivals (the original man-
uscript put into the hands of Mr. Harris, the manager of

the theatre) was destroyed, another manuscript (possibly

the manuscript of the play as rewritten, or possibly some

transcript) still exists ; that it was arranged by Sheridan's

grandson, was handsomely bound along with the other

extant manuscripts, and is preserved with them at Framp-

ton Court; and, finally, that it is reproduced " with ab-

solute fidelity " in Sheridan's Plays, now printed as he

wrote them.

Consequently, when Professor Nettleton issued his ad-

mirable edition of The Major Dramas of Sheridan in

The Athenceum Press Series, 1906) he accepted the text

of Rae's edition as having been printed from "the origi-

nal manuscript." In a prefatory note he says : "The text

of The Rivals in this edition is taken, by Mr. Fraser

Pae's generous permission, from his Sheridan's Plays, now
printed as he wrote them (London, 1902). Of this book

he once wrote me :
i I copied Sheridan's text in order that

a reader might have it before him, just as he would do if he

ha^ che original manuscript.' This text— ' Sheridan's ver-

sion, printed with absolute fidelity,' as his Prefatory Notes

describe it— I have tried to reproduce with like fidelity."
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But absolutely no manuscript of The Rivals exists. Eae
himself says in his Sheridan, a Biography (London, 1896,

i, 287) : "Moore -makes a remark which I regretfully con-

firm :
' Strange ! that The Rivals should be the only one

of his pieces of which there appears to be no traces in his

papers.' " Mr. Sichel, in his recent biography, is even more
specific {Sheridan, i, 495) : "The autograph of 'The Rivals'

is said to have been burned at Covent Garden Theatre, and

no manuscript is known to exist. " Furthermore, I have a

definite statement from the Sheridan family that no manu-
script of The Rivals is preserved at Frampton Court, nor,

indeed, is one known by them to exist anywhere.

There is, however, preserved at Frampton Court a copy

of the first edition "with annotations— apparently in his

[Sheridan's] wife's handwriting— on the margin.'' *

Thus, opposite Mrs. Malaprop's misquotation from Hamlet
is written :

" Overdone — fitter for farce than comedy."

And on Acres' classification of oaths, the comment is made :

" Very good, but above the speaker's capacity." 2 Rae does

not mention this copy, and does not reproduce either its

text or its annotations.

In preparing his text Rae seems to have clipped and
pasted down some modern reprint, which, like all other

modern reprints, reproduced the Murray two-volume edi-

tion of 1821, with its alterations of text, and with modern-

ized punctuation and stage-directions. 3 Then from the first

edition he inserted the omitted passages. Finally, with

much inconsistency and great carelessness, he introduced

here and there corrections from the first edition. In gen-

eral, however, his text represents the modern text that he

pasted, with its modern punctuation and stage directions,

and accumulated verbal errors. In printing, too, Rae care-

lessly dropped out a number of words, and allowed addi-

1 Sichel, Sheridan, i, 489. This copy, however, belonged to Tickell,

Sheridan's brother-in-law, and Moore believed that the annotations were
in the handwriting of Tickell.

2 Moore, Memoirs of the Life of Sheridan, ch. iii; Fitzgerald, The
Lives of the Sheridans, i, 496.

3 For the purposes of comparison one may use the Bohn or the Temple
edition

,
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tional errors to creep in.
1 Obviously such a text has no

scholarly value. 2

The present volume undertakes to reproduce accurately

the text of the first edition. All verbal changes from this

edition are noted on page 130. The punctuation has been

modernized to some extent, for there seems to be no ad-

vantage in preserving the careless punctuation of the origi-

nal printer. A few stage-directions (also noted on page 130)

have been inserted where such would obviously assist the

reader in understanding the play.

1 For a comment on Rae's carelessness in reprinting, the reader is Te-

/erred to Sichel, Sheridan, i, 492 ; Mr. Sichel shows, with quotations,

ihat Rae's reprint of Mrs. Sheridan's A Journey to Bath is "full of inac-

curacies."
2 For a more detailed discussion of Rae's text see an article by the

present writer, "The Text of The Rivals" in Modern Language Notes,

vol. xxv.
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THE RIVALS

PREFACE

A Preface to a Play seems generally to be considered as

a kind of Closet-prologue, in which— if his Piece has been
successful— the Author solicits that indulgence from the

Reader which he had before experienced from the Audience.

But as the scope and immediate object of a Play is to please

a mixed assembly in Representation (whose judgment in the

Theatre at least is decisive), its degree of reputation is

usually as determined as public, before it can be prepared

for the cooler tribunal of the Study. Thus any farther solici-

tude on the part of the Writer becomes unnecessary at least,

if not an intrusion : and if the Piece has been condemned in

the Performance, I fear an Address to the Closet, like an
Appeal to Posterity, is constantly regarded as the procrasti-

nation of a suit from a consciousness of the weakness of the

cause. From these considerations, the following Comedy
would certainly have been submitted to the Reader without

any further introduction than what it had in the Represen-

tation, but that its success has probably been founded on a
circumstance which the Author is informed has not before

attended a theatrical trial, and which, consequently, ought

not to pass unnoticed.

I need scarcely add that the circumstance alluded to was
the withdrawing of the Piece * to remove those imperfections

in the first Representation which were too obvious to escape

reprehension, and too numerous to admit of a hasty correc-

tion. There are few writers, I believe, who, even in the fullest

consciousness of error, do not wish to palliate the faults which
they acknowledge ; and, however trifling the performance,

to second their confession of its deficiencies by whatever plea

seems least disgraceful to their ability. In the present in-

stance it cannot be said to amount either to candour or

modesty in me to acknowledge an extreme inexperience 2 and

1 withdrawing of the Piece : see Introduction, p. ix.
2 extreme inexperience : The Rivals was Sheridan's first play

r

written when he was twenty-three years of age.
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want of judgment on matters, in which, without guidance

from practice, or spur from success, a young man should

scarcely boast of being an adept. If it be said that under
such disadvantages no one should attempt to write a play—
I must beg leave to dissent from the position ; while the first

point of experience that I have gained on the subject is a
knowledge of the candour and judgment with which an im-

partial Public distinguishes between the errors of inexperi-

ence and incapacity, and the indulgence which it shews even

to a disposition to remedy the defects of either.

It were unnecessary to enter into any farther extenuation

of what was thought exceptionable in this Play, but that it

has been said that the Managers should have prevented some
of the defects before its appearance to the Public— and in

particular the uncommon length 1 of the piece as represented

the first night. It were an ill return for the most liberal and
gentlemanly conduct on their side to suffer any censure to

rest where none was deserved. Hurry in writing has long

been exploded as an excuse for an Author ; — however, in

the dramatic line it may happen that both an Author and a
Manager may wish to fill a chasm in the entertainment of

the Public with a hastiness not altogether culpable. The
season was advanced when I first put the play into Mr.
Harris's 2 hands : — it was at that time at least double the

length of any acting comedy.— I profited by his judgment
and experience in the curtailing of it— 'till, I believe, his

feeling for the vanity of a young Author got the better of

his desire for correctness, and he left many excrescences

remaining, because he had assisted in pruning so many more.

Hence, though I was not uninformed that the Acts were still

too long, I flatter'd myself that, after the first trial, I might
with safer judgment proceed to remove what should appear

to have been most dissatisfactory,— Many other errors there

were, which might in part have arisen from my being by no
means conversant with plays in general, either in reading

or at the theatre. Yet I own that in one respect I did not

regret my ignorance : for as my first wish in attempting a

1 uncommon length : A critic in The Morning Chronicle (January
20, 1775) remarks: "And the play itself is a, full hour longer in the

representation than any piece on the stage.— This last circumstance
is an error of such a nature as shows either great obstinacy in the
Author, or excessive ignorance in the managers.

"

2 Mr. Harris : the manager of the Covent Garden Theatre.
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Play was to avoid every appearance of plagiary, I thought
I should stand a better chance of effecting this from being in

a walk which I had not frequented, and where consequently

the progress of invention was less likely to be interrupted by
starts of recollection : for on subjects on which the mind
has been much informed, invention is slow of exerting itself.

Faded ideas float in the fancy like half-forgotten dreams;
and the imagination in its fullest enjoyments becomes suspi-

cious of its offspring, and doubts whether it has created or

adopted.

With regard to some particular passages which on the

First Night's Representation seemed generally disliked, I

confess that if I felt any emotion of surprise at the disappro-

bation, it was not that they were disapproved of, but that I

had not before perceived that they deserved it. As some part

of the attack on the Piece was begun too early to pass for

the sentence of Judgment, which is ever tardy in condemn-
ing, it has been suggested to me that much of the disappro-

bation must have arisen from virulence of Malice, 1 rather

than severity of Criticism : but as I was more apprehensive

of there being just grounds to excite the latter, than con-

scious of having deserved the former, I continue, not to

believe that probable, which, I am sure, must have been un-

provoked. However, if it was so, and I could even mark the

quarter from whence it came, it would be ungenerous to re-

tort ; for no passion suffers more than malice from disap-

pointment. For my own part, I see no reason why the Author
of a Play should not regard a First Night's Audience as a
candid and judicious friend attending, in behalf of the Public,

at his last Rehearsal. If he can dispense with flattery, he is

sure at least of sincerity, and even though the annotation be
rude, he may rely upon the justness of the comment. Con-
sidered in this light, that Audience, whose fiat is essential

to the Poet's claim whether his object be Fame or Profit,

1 virulence of Malice : The newspaper accounts of the first per-
formance give ample testimony to this fact. " There seemed to be a
little malice from one corner of the gallery, which shewed itself too
early to produce any effect."— The Morning Chronicle (Jan. 20, 1775).
" The first night of performing his comedy they took particular

care to station the serpents of envy in every corner of the house."— The Morning Post (Jan. 31, 1775). "Several people in the galle-

ries, who were evidently planted to disturb the performance, were
turned out before the third act."— The London Chronicle (Jan. 21-24

9

1775).
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has surely a right to expect some deference to its opinion,

from principles of Politeness at least, if not from Grati*

tude.

As for the little puny Critics who scatter their peevish

strictures in private circles, and scribble at every Author
who has the eminence of being unconnected with them, as

they are usually spleen-swoln from a vain idea of increasing

their consequence, there will always be found a petulance

and illiberality in their remarks, which should place them as

far beneath the notice of a Gentleman as their original dul-

ness had sunk them from the level of the most unsuccessful

Author.

It is not without pleasure that I catch at an opportunity

of justifying myself from the charge of intending any national

reflection * in the character of Sir Lucius 0' Trigger. If any
Gentlemen opposed the Piece from that idea, I thank them
sincerely for their opposition ; and if the condemnation of

this Comedy (however misconceived the provocation) could

have added one spark to the decaying flame of national at-

tachment to the country supposed to be reflected on, I should

have been happy in its fate ; and might with truth have
boasted that it had done more real service in its failure than

the successful morality of a thousand stage-novels will ever

effect.

It is usual, I believe, to thank the Performers in a new
Play for the exertion of their several abilities. But where
(as in this instance) their merit has been so striking and
uncontroverted as to call for the warmest and truest applause

from a number of judicious Audiences, the Poet's after-

praise comes like the feeble acclamation of a child to close

the shouts of a multitude. The conduct, however, of the

Principals in a Theatre cannot be so apparent to the Public*

I think it, therefore, but justice to declare that from thiff

Theatre (the only one I can speak of from experience) those

1 national reflection : Some persons took offense at the char-
acter of Sir Ijucius O'Trigger, seeing1 in him an attack on the Irish

nation. One correspondent, writing- to The Morning Post (Jan, 21,

1175) says :
" Sir Lucius O 1

Trigger was so ungenerous an attack upon
a nation, that must justify any severity with which the piece will here
after be treated : it is the first time I ever remember to have seen so

villainous a portrait of an Irish Gentleman, permitted so openly to in-

sult that country upon the boards of an English theatre. For the rest

of the piece, the author has my pity , but for this unjustifiable attack,

my warmest resentment."
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Writers who wish to try the Dramatic Line will meet with

that candour and liberal attention which are generally al-

lowed to be better calculated to lead genius into excellence,

tuan either the precepts of iud^ment, or the guidance of

experience.

The Authob*



PROLOGUE

BY THE AUTHOR

Spoken by Mr. WOODWARD and Mr. QUICK

Enter Serjeant at Law and Attorney.

Serj. What's here !— a vile cramp hand I I can*

not see

W ithout my spectacles.

Att. [Aside] He means his fee.

Nay, Mr. Serjeant, good Sir, try again. [Gives money.

Serj. The scrawl improves. [More] O come, 'tis

pretty plain.

How's this ? The Poet's Brief again ! O ho ! 5

Cast, I suppose ?

Att. O pardon me— No— No—
We found the Court, o'erlooking stricter laws,

Indulgent to the merits of the Cause

;

By Judges mild, unus'd to harsh denial,

A Rule was granted for another trial. 10

Serj. Then heark'ee, Dibble, did you mend your

Pleadings ?

Errors, no few, we'vefound in our Proceedings.

Serjeant at Law : a lawyer of the highest rank. Attor-

ney: a legal agent who prepared the case (the brief) for the

Serjeant at Law, but who did not have the privilege of pleading

the case in open court.

5. again: referring to the second production of the play ten

nights after its failure. See the Introduction, p. x.

6. Cast : defeated in a law suit. " I have resolved never to

go to law with a beggar or a lord: the one will never be cast,

and the other you will get nothing by casting."— Fielding, Tern*

pie Beau (1730), quoted in N. E. D.



PROLOGUE 7

Att. Come, courage, Sir, we did amend our Plea^

Hence your neiv Brief] and this refreshing Fee.

Some Sons of Phoebus in the Courts we meet. 15

Serj. And fifty Sons of Phoebus in the Fleet

!

Att. Nor pleads he worse, who with a decent sprig

Of Bays adorns his legal waste of wig.

Serj. Full-bottom'd Heroes thus, on signs, un-

furl

A leaf of laurel in a grove of curl

!

20

Yet tell your Client, that, in adverse days,

This Wig is warmer than a bush of Bays.

Att. Do you, then, Sir, my Client's place supply,

Profuse of robe, and prodigal of tye

13. we did amend: i. e. the play has been revised.

14. Later the Prologue was somewhat modifiecL Lines 5-14-

were changed to read as follows :

Hey ! how's this ?— Dibble ! — sure it cannot be

!

A poet's brief ! a poet and a fee !

Att. Yes, sir ! though you without reward, I know,

Would gladly plead the Muse's cause.

Serj. So ! — so !

Att. And if the fee offends, your wrath should fall

On me.

Serj. Dear Dibble, no offence at all.

15. Sons of Phoebus: poets. in the Courts: among the

lawyers.

16. in the Fleet : a pun, alluding to (1) the well-known

prison for debtors, (2) the street of that name, the centre of the

publishing trade, hence frequented by authors.

18. sprig of Bays: poetry, wig: worn by English lawyers.

The idea is, the lawyer who writes occasional verse is not on

that account a worse lawyer.

19. Full-bottom'd : a wig having a large bottom. The N. E.

D. quotes (1711): " My Banker ever bows lowest to me when I

wear my full-bottom'd wig."

22. This "Wig is warmer than a bush of Bays: i. e. Law
is a more lucrative profession than poetry.
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Do you, with all those blushing powers of face, ) 25

And wonted bashful hesitating grace, >

Rise in the Court, and flourish on the Case. )

[ExiU

Serj. [Addressing the audience'] For practice^

then, suppose— this Brief will shew it, —
Me, Serjeant Woodward,— Council for the Poet.

Us'd to the ground— I know 'tis hard to deal 30

With this dread Court, from whence there's no ap-

peal ;

No Tricking here, to blunt the edge of Law,
Or, damn'd in Equity— escape by Flaw :

But Judgment given — your Sentence must re-

main
;

— No Writ of Error lies— to Drury-lane ! 35

Yet, when so kind you seem — 'tis past dispute

We gain some favour, if not Costs of Suit.

No spleen is here ! I see no hoarded fury

;

--- I think I never fac'd a milder Jury !

Sad else our plight !— where frowns are transporta-

tion, 40

A hiss the gallows,— and a groan, damnation !

30. Us'd to the ground: Woodward, who spoke these lines,

was an experienced actor, at this time in his fifty-eighth year,

hence well " us'd " to the stage.

33. damn'd in Equity — escape by Flaw: i. e. damned
according to justice, but allowed to escape because of some flaw

in the legal proceedings.

35. No "Writ of Error lies — to Drury-lane: i. e. If the

author loses his case here in Covent Garden Theatre he cannot,

on a writ of error (as having been unfairly tried), appeal to the

other court, Drury Lane Theatre. At this time these were the

two chief playhouses in London.

40. transportation: At this time transportation to the col<*

aies was frequently the punishment of convicts.



PROLOGUE 9

But such the public candour, without fear

My Client waives all right of challenge here.

No Newsman from our Session is dismiss'd,

Nor Wit nor Critic we scratch off the list

;

45

His faults can never hurt another's ease,

His crime at worst— a bad attempt to please %

Thus, all respecting, he appeals to all,

And by the general voice will stand or fall.

PROLOGUE

BY THE AUTHOR

Spoken on the tenth night, by Mrs. BULKLEY

Granted our cause, our suit and trial o'er,

The worthy Serjeant need appear no more

:

In pleading I a different client choose
;

He served the Poet— I would serve the Muse.

Like him, 111 try to merit your applause, I

A female counsel in a female's cause.

Look on this form,— where humour, quaint and sly,

Dimples the cheek, and points the beaming eye

;

43. right of challenge : the right that each party to a case

has of refusing to allow a certain person or persons to sit in

trial upon him or his cause. For good reasons such objectionable

persons may be " dismissed/' or " scratched off the list."

44. Newsman: newspaper critic.

Prologue : This Prologue was first printed in the third edi-

tion, 1776.

Mrs. Bulkley : who acted the part of Julia. She was very

successful in speaking Prologues and Epilogues.

3. pleading : The printed form was " pleasing." Mr. Rae

[Life, i, p. 288) gives the correct reading from a fragment in

Sheridan's handwriting.

7. Look on this form : Pointing to the figure of Comedy.

In the Covent Garden Theatre two large figures, of Comedy and
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Where gay invention seems to boast its wiles

In amourous hint, and half-triumphant smiles

;

10

While her light mask or covers satire's strokes,

Or hides the conscious blush her wit provokes.

Look on her well— does she seem form'd to teach ?

Should you expect to hear this lady preach ?

Is grey experience suited to her youth? 15

Do solemn sentiments become that mouth?

Bid her be grave, those lips should rebel prove

To every theme that slanders mirth or love.

Yet, thus adorn'd with every graceful art

To charm the fancy and yet reach the heart 20

Must we displace her, and instead advance

The goddess of the woful countenance—
The sentimental Muse ?— Her emblems view,

The Pilgrim's Progress, and a sprig of rue

!

View her— too chaste to look like flesh and blood— 25

Primly portray'd on emblematic wood !

There, fix'd in usurpation, should she stand,

She'll snatch the dagger from her sister's hand

:

And having made her votaries weep a flood,

Good heaven ! she'll end her comedies in blood— 30

Bid Harry Woodward break poor Dunstal's crown !

Imprison Quick, and knock Ned Shuter down

;

of Tragedy, were placed on either side of the proscenium. For a

picture of the stage see George Paston, Social Caricatures on the

Eighteenth Century.

24. Pilgrim's Progress: i. e. a moral lesson, one of the reg-

wlar features of the sentimental play, sprig of rue: i. e. tears.

Of- Goldsmith's query: " Which deserves the preference,— the

weeping sentimental comedy so much in fashion at present, or

the laughing, and even low comedy ? " See the Introduction,

p. xviii.

31. Woodward, Dunstal, etc.: leading actors in the play.

See the Dramatis Personal.
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While sad Barsanti, weeping o'er the scene,

Shall stab herself— or poison Mrs. Green.

Such dire encroachments to prevent in time, 35

Demands the critic's voice— the poet's rhyme.

Can our light scenes add strength to holy laws ?

Such puny patronage but hurts the cause

:

Fair virtue scorns our feeble aid to ask ;

And moral truth disdains the trickster's mask. 40

For here their favourite stands, whose brow severe

And sad, claims youth's respect, and pity's tear

;

Who, when oppress'd by foes her worth creates,

Can point a poniard at the guilt she hates.

37. i. e. Can a comedy teach moral laws ?

41. here : Pointing to Tragedy.



DRAMATIS PERSONS

MEN

Sir Anthony Absolute , . Mr. Shuter.

Capt. Absolute Mr. Woodward

Faulkland Mr. Lewes.

Acres , Mr. Quick.

Sir Lucius O'Trigger Mr. Clinch. 1

Fag Mr. Lee-Lewis.

David Mr. Dunstal.

Coachman Mr. Fearon.

WOMEN

Mrs. Malaprop Mrs. Green.

Lydia Languish Miss Barsantt.

Julia Mrs. Bulkley.

Lucy Mrs. Lessingham.

Maid, Boy, Servants, &c.

SCENE, Bath.

Time of Action, Five Hours.

i- On the first night's performance this part was taken by Lee. See introdua

Uon^ pp. viii, x.



THE RIVALS

ACT I

Scene I. A Street in Bath

Coachman crosses the stage. — Enter Fag, looking after him.

Fag.^T\TKAT ! — Thomas
!
— Sure 'tis he. ~~

VV What !— Thomas ! — Thomas

!

Coach. Hay !— Odd's life !— Mr. Fag !— give us

your hand, my old fellow-servant. 4

Fag. Excuse my glove, Thomas.— I'm dev'lish

glad to see you, my lad. Why, my prince of chariot-

eers, you look as hearty !— but who the deuce thought

of seeing you in Bath

!

Coach. Sure, Master, Madam Julia, Harry, Mrs.

Kate, and the postilion be all come

!

10

Fag. Indeed!

Coach. Aye ! Master thought another fit of the gout

was coming to make him a visit :— so he'd a mind to

gi't the slip, and whip ! we were all off at an hour's

warning. 15

Fag. Aye, aye ! hasty in every thing, or it would

not be Sir Anthony Absolute

!

Coach. But tell us, Mr. Fag, how does young Mas*

ter ? Odd ! Sir Anthony will stare to see the Captain

here

!

20

Fag. I do not serve Capt. Absolute now.

3. Odd's : a corruption of " God's."
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Coach. Why sure !

Fag. At present I am employ'd by Ensign Bev-

erley. 24

Coach. I doubt, Mr. Fag, you ha'n't changed for

the better.

Fag. I have not changed, Thomas.

Coach. No ! Why, didn't you say you had left

young Master? 29

Fag. No.— Well, honest Thomas, I must puzzle

you no farther: — briefly then— Capt. Absolute and

Ensign Beverley are one and the same person.

Coach. The devil they are !

Fag. So it is indeed, Thomas ; and the Ensign

half of my master being on guard at present— the

Captain has nothing to do with me. 36

Coach. So, so ! — What, this is some freak, I war-

rant ! — Do tell us, Mr. Fag, the meaning o't— you

know I ha' trusted you.

Fag. You '11 be secret, Thomas ? 40

Coach. As a coach-horse.

Fag. Why then the cause of all this is— Love,
— Love, Thomas, who (as you may get read to you)

has been a masquerader ever since the days of Jupiter.

Coach. Aye, aye ;
— I guessed there was a lady [45

in the case : — but pray, why does your Master pass

only for Ensign ?— Now if he had shamm'd General,

indeed

Fag. Ah ! Thomas, there lies the mystery o' the

matter.— Hark'ee, Thomas, my Master is in love [50

with a lady of a very singular taste : a lady who likes

44. Jupiter : well known for assuming disguises on his fre-

quent love adventures. The sentence, however, is hardly appp'V

priate in the mouth of Fag.
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Jiim better as a half-pay Ensign than if she knew he

was son and heir to Sir Anthony Absolute, a baronet

with three thousand a-year

!

Coach. That is an odd taste indeed !— But has she

got the stuff, Mr. Fag ? Is she rich, hey ? 56

Fag. Rich !— Why, I believe she owns half the

stocks ! — Z—ds ! Thomas, she could pay the national

debt as easy as I could my washerwoman !—She has

a lap-dog that eats out of gold,— she feeds her [60

parrot with small pearls,— and all her thread-papers

are made of bank-notes !

Coach. Bravo ! — Faith ! — Odd ! I warrant she has

a set of thousands at least. But does she draw kindly

with the Captain ? 65

Fag. As fond as pigeons.

Coach. May one hear her name ?

Fag. Miss Lydia Languish.— But there is an old

tough aunt in the way ; — though, by the by— she

has never seen my Master— for he got acquainted

with Miss while on a visit in Gloucestershire. 71

Coach. Well— I wish they were once harness'd to-

gether in matrimony.— But pray, Mr. Fag, what kind

of a place is this Bath ?— I ha' heard a deal of it—
Here's a mort o' merry-making— hey ? 75

58. Z—ds : Zounds, contracted from " God's wounds."

61. thread-papers : strips of thin, soft paper used for wrap-

ping up skeins of thread.

64. set :
" Formerly used specifically of horses, to mean six

as distinguished from a pair or four-in-hand." Cf. T. Lucas, in

Ashton's Social Life in the Reign of Queen Anne, I, iii : "He
bought a most rich Coach and Curious Sett of Six Horses to it."

Quoted from The Century Dictionary.— of thousands : costing

thousands of guineas.

75. mort : a great deal.
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Fag. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty well— 'tis a

good lounge. Though at present we are, like other

great assemblies, divided into parties— High-roomians

and Low-roomians. However, for my part, I have re-

solved to stand neuter ; and so I told Bob Brush at

our last committee. 81

Coach. But what do the folks do here ?

Fag. Oh! there are little amusements enough.

—

In the morning we go to the Pump-room (though

neither my Master nor I drink the waters)
; [85

after breakfast we saunter on the Parades, or play a

game at billiards ; at night we dance. But d—n the

place, I'm tired of it : their regular hours stupify me
— not a fiddle nor a card after eleven !— How-
ever Mr. Faulkland's gentleman and I keep it up [90

78. High-roomians and Low-roomians : The two Bath

assembly rooms were known as the " Lower Rooms " (kept by

Gyde ; cf. 1. 125) and the " Upper Rooms " (kept by Hayward).
The latter were finished in 1771 at a cost of more than £20,000,

and soon became very fashionable. For a time, however, the

town was divided into factions over them.

84. Pump-room : the room connected with the mineral

spring, whither all persons resorted to drink the water and meet
their friends. The building was erected in 1706, and enlarged in

1751. " At eight in the morning we go in dishabille to the Pump-
room, which is crowded like a Welsh fair ; and there you see the

highest quality and the lowest tradesfolks jostling each other

without ceremony,— hail fellow! well met ! The noise of the

music playing in the gallery, the heat and flavour of such a

crowd, and the hum and buzz of their conversation "... Smol-

lett's Humphrey Clinker.

86. Parades : (promenades) the Grand (or North) Parade,

and the South Parade. See the map.

89. not a fiddle nor a card after eleven : Bath was prima-

rily a health resort, hence the regular and early hours, strictly

observed.

90. gentleman : servant, valet
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a little in private parties.— I'll introduce you there,

Thomas— you'll like him much.

Coach. Sure I know Mr. Du-Peigne— you know

his Master is to marry Madam Julia. 94

Fag. I had forgot.— But Thomas, you must polish

a little— indeed you must.— Here now— this wig S

what the devil do you do with a wig, Thomas ?— None

of the London whips of any degree of Ton wear

wigs now. 99

Coach. More's the pity ! more's the pity, I say.—
Odd's life ! wfien I heard how the lawyers and doctors

had took to their own hair, I thought how 'twould go

next :— Odd rabbit it ! when the fashion had got

foot on the Bar, I guess'd 'twould mount to the Box

!

— But 'tis all out of character, believe me, Mr. [105

Fag : and look'ee, I'll never gi' up mine— the lawyers

and doctors may do as they will.

Fag. Well, Thomas, we'll not quarrel about that.

Coach. Why, bless you, the gentlemen of the pro-

fessions ben't all of a mind— for in our village [110

now, tho'ff Jack Gauge, the exciseman, has ta'en to his

carrots, there's little Dick, the farrier, swears he'll

never forsake his bob, tho' all the college should ap-

pear with their own heads ! 114

Fag. Indeed ! well said, Dick ! But hold— mark

!

mark ! Thomas.

98. Ton : fashion, high style.

103. Odd rabbit it : a meaningless oath.

104. Box : the driver's seat.

111. tho'ff : though. — exciseman : collector of excise du-

ties, a revenue officer : hence the name " Gauge."

112. his carrots : his natural head of red hair.

113. bob : a wig having the bottom locks turned up into short

curls.
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Coach. Zooks ! 'tis the Captain !— Is that the lady

with him? 118

Fag. No ! no ! that is Madam Lucy— my Master's

mistress's maid.— They lodge at that house.— But I

must after him to tell him the news.

Coach. Odd ! he's giving her money !— Well, Mr.

Fag 123

Fag. Good bye, Thomas.— I have an appointment

in Gydes' Porch this evening at eight ; meet me there,

and we'll make a little party. [Exeunt severally.

SCENE II. A Dressing-room in Mrs. Malaprop's

Lodgings.

Lydia sitting on a sopha, with a book in her hand.— Lucy, as just returned

from a message,

Lucy. Indeed, Ma'am, I traversed half the town in

search of it : — I don't believe there's a circulating

library in Bath I ha'n't been at.

Lyd. And could not you get "The Reward of Con-

stancy f
"

5

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am.

Lyd. Nor "The Fatal Connection?"

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am.

Lyd. Nor " The Mistakes of the Heart f
"

9

Lucy. Ma'am, as ill-luck would have it, Mr. Bull

said Miss Sukey Saunter had just fetch'd it away.

117. Zooks :
u Gadzooks," a combination with God's; the

second element is meaningless or corrupt.

125. Gydes' Porch • The Lower Rooms ; see note to line 78,

and map.

10. Mr. Bull : a bookseller in Bath. (Nettleton.)

11. Sukey : Perhaps the name " Bull " suggested this com-

mon pet name for a cow.
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Lyd. Heigh-ho !— Did you inquire for " The Deli-

cate Distress ?
"—

Lucy.— Or "The Memoirs of Lady WoodfordVy

Yes indeed, Ma'am.— I ask'd every where for it ; [15

and I might have brought it from Mr. Frederick'

s

9

but Lady Slattern Lounger, who had just sent it home,

had so soiled and dog's-ear'd it, it wa'n't fit for a

christian to read. 19

Lyd. Heigho-ho !— Yes, I always know when Lady
Slattern has been before me. — She has a most ob-

serving thumb; and I believe cherishes her nails for

the convenience of making marginal notes. — Well,

child, what have you brought me ? 24

Lucy. Oh! here, ma'am. \_Tahing boohs from,

under her cloke, andfrom her pockets.~] This is "The
GordianKnot"— and this " Peregrine Dickie." Here

are "The Tears of Sensibility " and " Humphry Clin-

ker." This is " The Memoirs of a Lady of Quality,

written by herself"— and here the second volume of

"The Sentimental Journey." 31

Lyd. Heigh-ho!— What are those books by the

glass ?

Lucy. The great one is only "The Whole Duty of
Man"— where I press a few blonds, Ma'am. 35

Lyd. Very well— give me the sal volatile.

Lucy. Is it in a blue cover, Ma'am ?

Lyd. My smelling bottle, you simpleton!

Lucy. Oh, the drops!— here, Ma'am.

Lyd. No note, Lucy ? 40

16 Mr. Frederick : a Bath bookseller, and keeper of a cir-

culating library. The subscription to these libraries was one

crown a year. See Sichel, Sheridan, i, 201.

35. blonds : a kind of silk lace.
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Lucy, No, indeed, Ma'am— but I have seen a cer-

tain person

Lyd. What, my Beverley !— Well, Lucy ?

Lucy. O Ma'am ! he looks so desponding and mel-

ancholic ! 45

Lyd. Hold, Lucy !— here 's some one coming—
quick ! see who it is.— \JExit Lucy.] Surely I heard

my cousin Julia's voice

!

Re-enter Lucy.

Lucy. Lud ! Ma'am, here is Miss Melville.

Lyd. Is it possible ! 50

Enter Julia.

Lyd. My dearest Julia, how delighted am I!—
[Embrace] How unexpected was this happiness

!

Jul. True, Lydia— and our pleasure is the greater.

— But what has been the matter ?— you were denied

to me at first

!

55

Lyd. Ah ! Julia, I have a thousand things to tell

you !— But first inform me what has conjur'd you to

Bath ?— Is Sir Anthony here ?

Jul. He* is— we are arrived within this hour—
and I suppose he will be here to wait on Mrs. Mala-

prop as soon as he is dress'd. 61

Lyd. Then, before we are interrupted, let me im-

part to you some of my distress !— I know your gen-

tle nature will sympathize with me, tho' your prudence

may condemn me !— My letters have inform'd [65

you of my whole connexion with Beverley ;— but I

have lost him, Julia !— my aunt has discover'd our

intercourse by a note she intercepted, and has confin'd

me ever since ! Yet, would you believe it ? she has

fallen absolutely in love with a tall Irish baronet [70
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she met one night since we have been here, at Lady

Macshuffle's rout.

Jul. You jest, Lydia

!

Lyd. No, upon my word.— She absolutely carries

on a kind of correspondence with him, under a [75

feigned name though, till she chuses to be known to

him ;
— but it is a Delia or a Celia, I assure you.

Jul. Then surely she is now more indulgent to her

niece. 79

Lyd. Quite the contrary. Since she has discov-

ered her own frailty she is become more suspicious

of mine. Then I must inform you of another plague

!

— That odious Acres is to be in Bath to-day; so that

I protest I shall be teased out of all spirits

!

84

Jul. Come, come, Lydia, hope the best. — Sir

Anthony shall use his interest with Mrs. Malaprop.

Lyd. But you have not heard the worst. Unfor-

tunately I had quarrell'd with my poor Beverley just

before my aunt made the discovery, and I have not

seen him since to make it up. 90

Jul. What was his offence ?

Lyd. Nothing at all!— But, I don't know how it

was, as often as we had been together we had never

had a quarrel !— And somehow I was afraid he would

never give me an opportunity.— So last Thursday [95

I wrote a letter to myself to inform myself that Bev-

erly was at that time paying his addresses to another

72. rout : a social entertainment to which many guests are

invited.

97. paying his addresses to another woman : This pas-

sage may have been suggested to Sheridan by a letter Miss Lin-

ley had written him during their courtship :
" Perhaps now

whilst I am writing and amusing myself by expressing the ten-

der sentiments which I feel for you, you are flirting with Miss
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woman.— I sign'd it your Friend unknown, shew'd

it to Beverley, charg'd him with his falsehood, put

myself in a violent passion, and vow'd I'd never see

him more. 101

Jul. And you let him depart so, and have not seen

him since?

Lyd. 'Twas the next day my aunt found the mat-

ter out. I intended only to have teased him three

days and a half, and now I've lost him for ever ! 106

Jul. If he is as deserving and sincere as you have

represented him to me, he will never give you up so.

Yet consider, Lydia, you tell me he is but an ensign,

and you have thirty thousand pounds ! 110

Lyd. But you know I lose most of my fortune if I

marry without my aunt's consent, till of age ; and that

is what I have determin'd to do ever since I knew the

penalty.— Nor could I love the man who would wish

to wait a day for the alternative. 115

Jul. Nay, this is caprice !

Lyd. What, does Julia tax me with caprice ?— I

thought her lover Faulkland had enured her to it.

Jul. I do not love even his faults. 119

Lyd. But a-propos— you have sent to him, I sup-

pose?

Jul. Not yet, upon my word— nor has he the least

idea of my being in Bath.— Sir Anthony's resolution

was so sudden I could not inform him of it. 124

Lyd. Well, Julia, you are your own mistress

W.
f
or some other handsome girl, or making fine speeches to [il-

legible] scold. I do not believe any such thing, but give me
leave to doubt that I may with greater pleasure be convinced to

the contrary." Rae, Sheridan, i, 189.

100-6. This explains lines 44-5.
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(though under the protection of Sir Anthony), yet

have you for this long year been the slave to the ca-

price, the whim, the jealousy of this ungrateful Faulk-

land, who will ever delay assuming the right of a hus-

band, while you suffer him to be equally imperious a*

a lover. 131

Jul. Nay, you are wrong entirely.—We were con-

tracted before my father's death.

—

That, and some

consequent embarrassments, have delay'd what I know

to be my Faulkland's most ardent wish.— He is [135

too generous to trifle on such a point.— And for his

character, you wrong him there too.— No, Lydia, he

is too proud, too noble to be jealous. If he is captious,

"tis without dissembling ; if fretful, without rudeness.

— Unus'd to the foppery of love, he is negligent [140

of the little duties expected from a lover— but being

unhackney'd in the passion, his love is ardent and sin-

cere ; and as it engrosses his whole soul, he expects

every thought and emotion of his mistress to move in

unison with his.— Yet, though his pride calls for [145

this full return— his humility makes him undervalue

those qualities in him which should entitle him to it

;

and not feeling why he should be lov'd to the degree

he wishes, he still suspects that he is not lov'd enoughc

— This temper, I must own, has cost me many [150

unhappy hours ; but I have learn'd to think myself

his debtor for those imperfections which arise from

the ardour of his love.

Lyd. Well, I cannot blame you for defending him.

— But tell me candidly, Julia, had he never sav'd [155

your life, do you think you should have been attach'd

to him as you are ?— Believe me, the rude blast that

149. still : ever.
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Dverset your boat was a prosperous gale of love to

Mm

!

159

Jul. Gratitude may have strengthened my attach-

ment to Mr. Faulkland, but I lov'd him before he

had preserv'd me
; yet surely that alone were an obli-

gation sufficient.

Lyd. Obligation ! — Why a water-spaniel would

have done as much.—Well, I should never think [165

of giving my heart to a man because he could swim

!

Jul. Come, Lydia, you are too inconsiderate.

Lyd. Nay, I do but jest.—What's here ?

Enter Lucy in a hurry.

Lucy. O Ma'am, here is Sir Anthony Absolute just

come home with your aunt. 170

Lyd. They'll not come here.— Lucy do you watch.

[Exit Lucy.

Jul. Yet I must go.— Sir Anthony does not know
I am here, and if we meet he'll detain me to shew me
the town.— I'll take another opportunity of paying

my respects to Mrs. Malaprop, when she shall [175

treat me as long as she chooses with her select words

so ingeniously misapplied, without being mispro-

nounced.
Re-enter Lucy.

Lucy. O Lud ! Ma'am, they are both coming up

stairs. 180

Lyd. Well, I'll not detain you, Coz.— Adieu, my
dear Julia. I'm sure you are in haste to send to

Faulkland.— There— through my room you'll find

another stair-case.

176-8. A verbal reminiscence from his mother's comedy A
Journey to Bath (i, 5, p. 273), in which Mrs. Tryfort is de-

scribed as " the fondest of hard words, which without mis*

calling, she always takes care to misapply."
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Jul. Adieu.

—

[Embrace. Exit Julia. 185

Lyd. Here, my dear Lucy, hide these books.

—

Quick, quick !— Fling Peregrine Pickle under the

toilet— throw Poderick Pandora into the closet—
put The Innocent Adidtery into The Whole Duty o/

Man— thrust Lord Aimworih under the sopha— [190

cram Ovid behind the bolster— there— put The Man
of Feeling into your pocket— so, so,— now lay Mrs.

Chapone in sight, and leave Fordyees Sermons open

on the table.

Lucy. O burn it, Ma'am ! the hair-dresser has torn

away as far as Proper Pride. 196

Lyd. Never mind— open at Sobriety.— Fling me
Lord Chesterfield's Letters.— Now for 'em.

Enter Mrs. Malaprop, and Sir Anthony Absolute.

Mrs. Mai. There, Sir Anthony, there sits the de-

liberate Simpleton, who wants to disgrace her family,

and lavish herself on a fellow not worth a shilling ! 201

Lyd. Madam, I thought you once—
Mrs. Mai. You thought, Miss !— I don't know any

193. Mrs. Chapone : Letters on the Improvement of the

Mind. Addressed to a Young Lady. 2 vols., 1773. The letters,

supposed to be written by an aunt to her niece, deal with such

topics as : On the first principles of religion ; On the study of

the Holy Scriptures ; On the regulation of the heart and affec-

tions ; etc. — Fordyce's Sermons : Sermons to Young Women.
2 vols., 1765.

198. Lord Chesterfield's Letters : Letters written by the

Earl of Chesterfield to his son, Philip Stanhope, published by

Mrs. Eugenia Stanhope. 2 vols., 1774. Sheridan was interested

in these letters, and wrote unpublished comments on them. See

Sichel, Sheridan, i, 12.

200. deliberate : cf. Mrs. Tryfort (A Journey to Bath, ii, 3,

p. 285) :
" Your lordship will excuse me for leaving you so de-

liberately."
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business you have to think at all— thought does not

become a young woman. The point we would re- [205

quest of you is that you will promise to forget this fel-

low— to illiterate him, I say, quite from your memory.

Lyd. Ah! Madam! our memories are independent

of our wills.— It is not so easy to forget. 209

Mrs. Mai. But I say it is, Miss. There is nothing

on earth so easy as to forget, if a person chooses to

set about it.— I'm sure I have as much forgot your

poor dear uncle as if he had never existed— and I

thought it my duty so to do ; and let me tell you,

Lydia, these violent memories don't become a young

woman. 216

Sir Anih. Why sure she won't pretend to remem-

ber what she's order'd not !— Aye, this comes of her

reading

!

Lyd. What crime, Madam, have I committed to

be treated thus ? 221

Mrs. Mai. Now don't attempt to extirpate yourself

from the matter
;
you know I have proof controverti-

ble of it.— But tell me, will you promise to do as

you're bid ?— W ill you take a husband of your

friends' choosing? 226

Lyd. Madam, I must tell you plainly, that had I

no preference for any one else, the choice you have

made would be my aversion. 229

Mrs. Mai. What business have you, Miss, with

preference and aversion ? They don't become a young

woman ; and you ought to know, that as both always

204. does not become a young woman : this tag, so fre-

quently used by Mrs. Malaprop, is Mrs. Tryfort's {A Journey to

Bath, ii, 2, p. 284) :
" taciturnity doesn't become a young man."

207. illiterate : a word misused by Mrs. Tryfort. (A Jour*

ney to Bath, ii, 2, p. 282.)
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wear off, 'tis safest in matrimony to begin with a

little aversion. I am sure I hated your poor dear

uncle before marriage as if he'd been a black-a- [235

moor— and yet, Miss, you are sensible what a wife I

made !— and when it pleas'd Heav'n to release me
from him, 'tis unknown what tears I shed ! — But

suppose we were going to give you another choice,

will you promise us to give up this Beverley? 240

Lyd. Could I belie my thoughts so far as to give

that promise, my actions would certainly as far belie

my words.

Mrs. Mai. Take yourself to your room.— You are

fit company for nothing but your own ill-humours. 245

Lyd. Willingly, Ma'am.— I cannot change for the

worse. [Exit Lydia.

Mrs. Mai. There's a little intricate hussy for you

!

Sir Anih. It is not to be wondered at, Ma'am—
all this is the natural consequence of teaching [250

girls to read.— Had I a thousand daughters, by

Heavens ! I'd as soon have them taught the black-art

as their alphabet

!

Mrs. Mai. Nay, nay, Sir Anthony, you are an ab-

solute misanthropy. 255

Sir Anth. In my way hither, Mrs. Malaprop, I ob-

served your niece's maid coming forth from a circulat-

ing library !— She had a book in each hand— they

were half-bound volumes, with marbled covers !
—

From that moment I guess'd how full of duty I should

see her mistress

!

261

250. teaching girls to read : Perhaps Sheridan had in mind

his eccentric grandfather, Dr. Chamberlaine, who forbade his

daughter to be taught the alphabet. (See Rae, Life, i, 37.)

259. half-bound volumes, with marbled covers : cf. the

modern phrase " yellow-backed novels."
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Mrs. Mai. Those are vile places, indeed

!

Sir Anth. Madam, a circulating library in a town

is as an ever-green tree of diabolical knowledge ! — It

blossoms through the year ! — And depend on it, [265

Mrs. Malaprop, that they who are so fond of handling

the leaves, will long for the fruit at last, t...

Mrs. Mai. Well, but Sir Anthony, your wife, Lady
Absolute, was fond of books. 269

Sir Anth. Aye— and injury sufficient they were

to her, Madam.— But were I to chuse another help-

mate, the extent of her erudition should consist in

her knowing her simple letters, without their mis-

chievous combinations ; — and the summit of her sci-

ence be— her ability to count as far as twenty. [275

— The first, Mrs. Malaprop, would enable her to work

A. A. upon my linen ;— and the latter would be quite

sufficient to prevent her giving me a shirt No. 1 and

a stock No. 2. 279

Mrs. Mai. Fie, fie, Sir Anthony, you surely speak

laconically

!

Sir Anth. Why, Mrs. Malaprop, in moderation

now, what would you have a woman know ?

Mrs. Mai. Observe me, Sir Anthony.— I would by

no means wish a daughter of mine to be a progeny [285

of learning ; I don't think so much learning becomes

a young woman ; for instance— I would never let her

meddle with Greek, or Hebrew, or Algebra, or Si-

mony, or Fluxions, or Paradoxes, or such inflamma-

279. stock : a stiff band formerly worn by men about the

neck, in place of the modern collar and cravat.

285. progeny : Mrs. Tryfort (A Journey to Bath, ii, 2, p,

282) :
" Oh, in everything ma'am he is a progeny ! a perfect

progeny, lady Filmot !

"

289. Fluxions : a term in mathematics.
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tory branches of learning— neither would it be [290

necessary for her to handle any of your mathematical,

astronomical, diabolical instruments ;— But, Sir An-

thony, I would send her at nine years old to a board-

ing-school, in order to learn a little ingenuity and arti-

fice.— Then, Sir, she should have a supercilious [295

knowledge in accounts ;— and as she grew up, I

would have her instructed in geometry, that she

might know something of the contagious countries;

-— but above all, Sir Anthony, she should be mis-

tress of orthodoxy, that she might not mis-spell, [300

and mis-pronounce words so shamefully as girls usually

do; and likewise that she might reprehend the true

meaning of what she is saying. — This, Sir Anthony,

is what I would have a woman know ;— and I don't

think there is a superstitious article in it. 305

Sir Anth. Well, well, Mrs. Malaprop, I will dispute

the point no further with you ; though I must confess

that you are a truly moderate and polite arguer, for

almost every third word you say is on my side of the

question.—- But, Mrs. Malaprop, to the more im- [310

portant point in debate,— you say you have no objec-

tion to my proposal.

Mrs. MaL None, I assure you.— I am under no

positive engagement with Mr. Acres, and as Lydia is

so obstinate against him, perhaps your son may have

better success. 316

294. ingenuity and artifice : Mrs. Tryfort {A Journey to

Bath, iii, 1, p. 299) :
" He is so ingenious and full of his arti-

fices."

298. contagious countries : Mrs. Tryfort (A Journey to

Bath, iii, 1, p. 299) :
" Oh, if you were to hear him describe

contagious countries as I have done, it would astonish you e He
is a perfect map of geography."
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Sir Anth. Well, Madam, I will write for the boy

directly.— He knows not a syllable of this yet, though

I have for some time had the proposal in my head. He
is at present with his regiment. 320

Mrs. Mai. We have never seen your son, Sir An-

thony ; but I hope no objection on his side.

Sir Anth. Objection!— let him object if he dare

!

— No, no, Mrs. Malaprop, Jack knows that the least

demur puts me in a frenzy directly. My process [325

was always very simple— in their younger days, 'twas

4 Jack do this '
; — if he demur'd— I knock'd him

down— and if he grumbled at that— I always sent

him out of the room. 329

Mrs. Mai. Aye, and the properest way, o' my con-

science !— nothing is so conciliating to young people

as severity.— Well, Sir Anthony, I shall give Mr.

Acres his discharge, and prepare Lydia to receive your

son's invocations ;
— and I hope you will represent

her to the Captain as an object not altogether illegi-

ble. 336

Sir Anth. Madam, I will handle the subject pru-

dently.— Well, I must leave you— and let me beg

you, Mrs. Malaprop, to enforce this matter roundly to

the girl ;— take my advice— keep a tight hand— [340

if she rejects this proposal— clap her under lock and

key ;— and if you were just to let the servants forget

325. in a frenzy : this phrase, like Lydia's " Heigh-ho !

"

and Mrs. Malaprop's " don't become a young woman," is a tag

in the mouth of Sir Anthony.— My process, etc. : Mr. Sichel

points out (Sheridan, i, 299) that this is a reminiscence from

Sheridan and Halhed's unpublished farce Jupiter : " No, dammef
my process is only this. ... If she refuses me, I knock her down
and take it. And if she don 't like that, I drop her acquaintance."

339. roundly : vigorously, without mincing matters.
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to bring her dinner for three or four days, you can't

conceive how she'd come about

!

[Exit Sir Anth.

Mrs. Med. Well, at any rate I shall be glad to [345

get her from under my intuition. — She has somehow

discovered my partiality for Sir Lucius O'Trigger —
Sure Lucy can't have betray'd me ! — No, the girl is

such a simpleton I should have made her confess it.—
Lucy !— Lucy ! — [ Calls] Had she been one of [3£0

your artificial ones I should never have trusted her.

Enter Lucy.

Lucy. Did you call, Ma'am ?

Mrs. Mai. Yes, girl. — Did you see Sir Lucius

while you was out? 354

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am, not a glimpse of him.

Mrs. Mai. You are sure, Lucy, that you never

mention'd

Lucy. O Gemini ! I'd sooner cut my tongue out.

Mrs. Mai. Well, don't let your simplicity be im-

pos'd on. 360

Lucy. No, Ma'am.

Mrs. Mai. So, come to me presently, and I'll give

you another letter to Sir Lucius.— But mind Lucy—
if ever you betray what you are entrusted with— (un-

less it be other people's secrets to me) you forfeit [365

my malevolence for ever :— and your being a simple-

ton shall be no excuse for your locality.

[Exit Mrs. Malaprop,

Lucy. Ha ! ha ! ha ! — So, my dear simplicity, let

me give you a little respite.— [Altering her manner]

— Let girls in my station be as fond as they [370

358. Gemini : a mild form of oath, possibly corrupted from

Jesu Bomine, possibly referring to the Heavenly Twins, Castor

and Pollux.
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please of appearing expert, and knowing in their

trusts— commend me to a mask of silliness, and a

pair of sharp eyes for my own interest under it ! —
Let me see to what account I have turn'd my sim-

plicity lately— [Looks at a vaper] For abetting [375

Miss Lydia Languish in a design of running away
with an Ensign! — in money — sundry times—
twelve pound twelve — gowns, jive— hats, ruffles,

caps, &c. &c.— numberless !— From the said En-

sign, within this last month, six guineas and a [380

half.— About a quarter's pay ! — Item, from Mrs.

Malaprop,for betraying the young people to her—
when I found matters were likely to be discovered—
two guineas, and a black paduasoy. — Item, from
Mr. Acres, for carrying divers letters— which [385

I never deliver'd — two guineas, and a pair of

buckles. — Item, from Sir Lucius (J Trigger —
three crowns— two gold pocket-pieces— and a sil-

ver snuff-box!— Well done, simplicity !— Yet I was

forced to make my Hibernian believe that he [390

was corresponding, not with the Aunt, but with the

Niece : for, though not over rich, I found he had too

much pride and delicacy to sacrifice the feelings of a

gentleman to the necessities of his fortune. [Exit.

END OF THE FIRST ACT.

384. paduasoy : a garment made of paduasoy, a fashionable

silk fabric.

388. crowns : a coin worth about $1.20. — pocket-pieces 2

M lucky " coins carried about in the pocket.
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ACT II.

Scene I. Captain Absolute's Lodgings.

Captain Absolute and Fag.

Fag. S?r, while I was there Sir Anthony came in %

I told him you had sent me to inquire after his health,

and to know if he was at leisure to see you.

Abs. And what did he say on hearing I was at

Bath? 5

Fag. Sir, in my life I never saw an elderly gentle-

man more astonished ! He started back two or three

paces, rapt out a dozen interjectoral oaths, and asked

what the devil had brought you here

!

Abs. Well, Sir, and what did you say ? 10

Fag. O, I lied, Sir— I forget the precise lie ; but

you may depend on't, he got no truth from me. Yet,

with submission, for fear of blunders in future, I

should be glad to fix what has brought us to Bath, in

order that we may lie a little consistently. — Sir [15

Anthony's servants were curious, Sir, very curious

indeed.

Abs. You have said nothing to them ?

Fag. O, not a word, Sir,— not a word.— Mr e

Thomas, indeed, the coachman (whom I take to be

the discreetest of whips) 21

Abs. S'death !— you rascal ! you have not trusted

him

!

Fag. O, no, Sir !— no— no— not a syllable, upon

my veracity ! — He was, indeed, a little inquisitive
; [25

but I was sly, Sir— devilish sly ! — My Master (said

22. S'death: God's death.
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I), honest Thomas (yoii know, Sir, one says honest

to one's inferiors), is come to Bath to recruit,— Yes,

Sir — I said, to recruit — and whether for men,
k money, or constitution, you know, Sir, is nothing to

him, nor any one else. 31

Abs. Well— recruit will do — let it be so—
Fag. O, Sir, recruit will do surprisingly.— In-

deed, to give the thing an air, I told Thomas that

your Honour had already inlisted five disbanded [35

chairmen, seven minority waiters, and thirteen bil-

liard markers.

Abs. You blockhead, never say more than is neces*

sary. 39

Fag. I beg pardon, Sir— I beg pardon. — But,

with submission, a lie is nothing unless one supports

it.— Sir, whenever I draw on my invention for a

good current lie, I always forge indorsements, as well

as the bill. 44

Abs. Well, take care you don't hurt your credit by

offering too much security. — Is Mr. Faulkland re-

turned ?

Fag. He is above, Sir, changing his dress.

Abs. Can you tell whether he has been informed

of Sir Anthony's and Miss Melville's arrival ? 50

Fag. I fancy not, Sir ; he has seen no one since

he came in, but his gentleman, who was with him at

35-7. chairmen: men who carried sedan chairs, or wheeled

invalids in Bath-c!>Mirs. — disbanded: out of employment.

—

minority waiters: " meaning obscure; by some explained as

' a waiter out of work,' by others as * an extra-ordinary tide-

waiter,' i. e. one not regularly employed." (N. E. /).) Here,

in all probability, is meant " waiters out of work."— billiard-

markers : Fag cites billiards as one of the regular amusements
of the day (i, 1, 87).
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Bristol. — I think, Sir, I hear Mr. Faulkland coming

down.

Abs. Go tell him I am here. 55

Fag. Yes, Sir. — [fomy] I beg pardon, Sir
9 but

should Sir Anthony call, you will do me the favour to

remember that we are recruiting, if you please.

Abs. Well, well. 59

Fag. And in tenderness to my character, if your

Honour could bring in the chairmen and waiters, I

shall esteem it as an obligation ;
— for though I never

scruple a lie to serve my Master, yet it hurts one's

conscience to be found out. [Exit.

Abs. Now for my whimsical friend.— If he [65

does not know that his mistress is here, I '11 tease him

a little before I tell him

Enter Faulkland.

Faulkland, you're welcome to Bath again
; you are

punctual in your return. 69

Faulk. Yes ; I had nothing to detain me when I had

finished the business I went on. Well, what news

<dnce I left you ? How stand matters between you

and Lydia ?

Abs. Faith, much as they were. I have not seen

her since our quarrel ; however, I expect to be re-

called every hour. 76

Faulk. Why don't you persuade her to go off with

you at once ?

Abs. What, and lose two thirds of her fortune?

You forget that, my friend. — No, no, I could have

brought her to that long ago. 81

Faulk. Nay then, you trifle too long. — If you are

sure of Tier, propose to the aunt in your own charac-

ter, and write to Sir Anthony for his consent. 84
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Abs. Softly, softly, for though I am convinced my
little Lydia would elope with me as Ensign Beverley,

yet am I by no means certain that she would take

me with the impediment of our friends' consent, a

regular humdrum wedding, and the reversion of a

good fortune on my side. No, no, I must prepare [90

her gradually for the discovery, and make myself nec-

essary to her, before I risk it.— Well, but Faulk-

land, you'll dine with us to-day at the Hotel ?

Faulk. Indeed, I cannot. I am not in spirits to be

of such a party. 95

Abs. By Heavens ! I shall forswear your company.

You are the most teasing, captious, incorrigible lover

!

— Do love like a man

!

Faulk. I own I am unfit for company. 99

Abs. Am not / a lover; aye, and a romantic one

too ? Yet do I carry every where with me such a con-

founded farago of doubts, fears, hopes, wishes, and

all the flimsy furniture of a country Miss's brain ?

Faulk. Ah! Jack, your heart and soul are not,

like mine, fixed immutably on one only object. [105

— You throw for a large stake, but losing— you could

stake, and throw again :— but I have set my sum of

happiness on this cast, and not to succeed were to be

stript of all. 109

A bs. But, for Heaven's sake ! what grounds for ap-

prehension can your whimsical brain conjure up at pre-

sent ? Has Julia miss'd writing this last post ? or was

her last too tender, or too cool ; or too grave, or too gay;

or

89. reversion: a legal term, "the right of succeeding to, or

next occupying, an estate."

102. farago: hotchpotch, confused mixture.
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Faulk. Nay, nay, Jack. 115

Abs. Why, her love— her honour— her prudence,

you cannot doubt.

Faulk. O ! upon my soul, I never have -— But

what grounds for apprehension did you say ? Heavens !

are there not a thousand ! I fear for her spirits [120

«— her health— her life. — My absence may fret her
\

her anxiety for my return, her fears for me, may op-

press her gentle temper. And for her health— doe?

not every hour bring me cause to be alarmed ? If it

rains, some shower may even then have chilled her [125

delicate frame! — If the wind be keen, some rude

blast may have affected her ! The heat of noon, the

dews of the evening, may endanger the life of her, for

whom only I value mine. O ! Jack, when delicate and

feeling souls are separated, there is not a feature [130

in the sky, not a movement of the elements, not an

aspiration of the breeze, but hints some cause for a

lover's apprehension !

Abs. Aye, but we may choose whether we will take

the hint or no.— Well then, Faulkland, if you [135

were convinced that Julia was well and in spirits, you

would be entirely content?

Faulk. I should be happy beyond measure— I'm

anxious only for that. 139

Abs. Then to cure your anxiety at once— Miss

Melville is in perfect health, and is at this moment
in Bath

!

Faulk. Nay, Jack— don't trifle with me.

Abs. She is arrived here with my father within

this hour. 145

Faulk. Can you be serious ?

Abs. I thought you knew Sir Anthony better than
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to be surprised at a sudden whim of this kind.— Se-

riously then, it is as I tell you— upon my honour.

Faulk. My dear friend ! — Hollo, Du-Peigne ! [150

my hat.— My dear Jack -— now nothing on earth

can give me a moment *s uneasiness.

Enter Fag.

Fag. Sir, Mr. Acres just arrived is below.

A bs. Stay, Faulkland, this Acres lives within a mile

of Sir Anthony, and he shall tell you how your [155

mistress has been ever since you left her.— Fag, show

the gentleman up. [Exit Fag.

Faulk. What, is he much acquainted in the family?

Abs. O, very intimate. I insist on your not going :

besides, his character will divert you. 160

Faulk. Well, I should like to ask him a few ques-

tions.

Abs. He is likewise a rival of mine— that is of

my other selfs, for he does not think his friend Capt.

Absolute ever saw the lady in question ;— and [165

it is ridiculous enough to hear him complain to me
of one Beverley, a concealed sculking rival, who

Faulk. Hush !— He's here.

Enter Acres.

Acres. Hah ! my dear friend, noble captain, and

honest Jack, howdo'st thou? Just arrived, faith, [170

as you see. — Sir, your humble servant. Warm work

on the roads, Jack ! — Odds, whips and wheels ! I've

travelled like a Comet, with a tail of dust all the way

as long as the Mall. 174

Abs. Ah ! Bob, you are indeed an excentric Planet;

but we know your attraction hither. — Give me leave

174» the Mall: the fashionable promenade in St. James'f

Park, London.
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to introduce Mr. Faulkland to you. Mr. Faulkland,

Mr. Acres.

Acres. Sir, I am most heartily glad to see you : Sir,

I solicit your connections. — Hey Jack, — what,—
this is Mr. Faulkland, who ? 18/

Abs. Aye, Bob, Miss Melville's Mr. Faulkland.

Acres. Od'so ! she and your father can be but just

arrived before me :— I suppose you have seen them.

Ah! Mr. Faulkland, you are indeed a happy

man. 186

Faulk. I have not seen Miss Melville yet, Sir.—
I hope she enjoyed full health and spirits in Devon-

shire ? 189

Acres. Never knew her better in my life, Sir,—
never better.— Odd's Blushes and Blooms ! she has

been as healthy as the German Spa.

Faulk. Indeed ! — I did hear that she had been a

little indisposed. 194

Acres. False, false, Sir— only said to vex you:

quite the reverse, I assure you.

Faulk. There, Jack, you see she has the advantage

of me ; I had almost fretted myself ill.

Abs. Now are you angry with your mistress for

not having been sick. 200

Faulk. No, no, you misunderstand me : — yet

surely a little trifling indisposition is not an unnatural

consequence of absence from those we love.— Now
confess— isn't there something unkind in this vio-

lent, robust, unfeeling health ? 205

192. German Spa: The oldest, and formerly one of the best

known of the large European watering-places; just across the

German border, hi the province of Liege, Belgium.
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Abs. O, it was very unkind of her to be well in

your absence, to be sure

!

Acres. Good apartments, Jack.

Faulk. Well Sir, but you were saying that Miss

Melville has been so exceedingly well— what, [210

then, she has been merry and gay, I suppose ?— Al-

ways in spirits— hey?

Acres. Merry ! Odds crickets ! she has been the

belle and spirit of the company wherever she has been

— so lively and entertaining ! so full of wit and hu-

mour ! 216

Faulk. There, Jack, there !— O, by my soul ! there

is an innate levity in woman, that nothing can over-

come.— What ! happy and I away ! 219

Abs. Have done. How foolish this is ! Just now

you were only apprehensive for your mistress's spir-

its.

Faulk. Why, Jack, have I been the joy and spirit

of the company ?

Abs. No, indeed, you have not. 225

Faulk. Have I been lively and entertaining?

Abs. O, upon my word, I acquit you.

Faulk. Have I been full of wit and humour?

Abs. No, faith; to do you justice, you have been

confounded stupid indeed. 230

Acres. What 's the matter with the gentleman ?

Abs. He is only expressing his great satisfaction at

hearing that Julia has been so well and happy—
that's all— hey, Faulkland ? 234

Faulk. Oh ! I am rejoiced to hear it— yes, yes,

she has a happy disposition

!

213. crickets: a mild form of oath, suggested to Acres by

the phrase " as merry as a cricket."
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Acres. That she has indeed.— Then she is so ac-

complished — so sweet a voice— so expert at her

Harpsic! iord — such a mistress of flat and sharp, squal-

iante, rumblante, and quiverante !— there was [240

this time month. — Odds Minnums and Crotchets !

how she did chimp at Mrs. Piano's Concert

!

Faulk. There again, what say you to this? You
see she has been all mirth and song— not a thought

of me! 245

Abs. Pho ! man, is not music the food of love ?

Faulk. Well, well, it may be so. — Pray, Mr.

what 's his d—d name ?— Do you remember what

Songs Miss Melville sung ?

Acres. Not I, indeed. 250

Abs. Stay now, they were some pretty, melancholy,

purling-stream airs, I warrant
;
perhaps you may re-

collect ;
— did she sing— " When absent from my

soul's delight " f

Acres. No, that wa'n't it. 255

Abs. Or— " Go, gentle Gales " ? " Go, gen-

tle Gales!" \_Sings.~\

Acres. O no ! nothing like it. — Odds slips ! now

239. squallante, rumblante, quiverante : words humor-

ously coined as musical terms after andante.

241. Minnums and Crotchets: terms in music applied to

notes of certain values.

246. music the food of love: Twelfth Night, I, i, 1: "If
music be the food of love."

256. Go, gentle Gales : Professor Nettleton points out that

this is the refrain of the song, The faithful lover, given in Clio and

Euterpe, or British Harmony (1762), vol. iii, p. 1: —
Go, gentle gales,

Go, bear my sighs away,

And to my love,

The tender notes convey.
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I recollect one of them— " My heart's my own^ my
will is free''' \_Sings.~] 260

Faulk. Fool ! fool that I am ! to fix all my hap-

piness on such a trifler ! S'death ! to make herself

the pipe and ballad-monger of a circle ! to sooth her

light heart with catches and glees ! — What can you

say to this, Sir ? 265

Abs. Why, £hat I should be glad to hear my mis-

tress had been so merry, Sir.

Faulk. Nay, nay, nay— I am not sorry that she

has been happy — no, no, I am glad of that— I

would not have had her sad or sick— yet surely [270

a sympathetic heart would have shewn itself even in

the choice of a song— she might have been temper-

ately healthy, and, somehow, plaintively gay ;— but

sh6 has been dancing too, I doubt not

!

274

Acres. What does the gentleman say about danc-

ing?

Abs. He says the lady we speak of dances as well

as she sings.

Acres. Aye, truly, does she. — There was at our

last race-ball 280

Faulk. Hell and the devil ! There ! there !— I told

you so ! I told you so ! Oh ! she thrives in my ab-

sence ! — Dancing ! — but her whole feelings have

been in opposition with mine ! — I have been anxious,

silent, pensive, sedentary— my days have been [285

hours of care, my nights of watchfulness. — She has

259. My heart's my own, etc.: from Love in a Village, a
comic opera by Isaac Bickerstaffe. (Nettleton.)

264. catches and glees: musical compositions for three or

more voices, and generally of a sprightly nature.

280. race-ball: a ball held on the occasion of a race meeting,

hence very lively in nature.
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been all Health ! Spirit ! Laugh ! Song ! Dance ! —

-

Oh ! d—n'd, d—n'd levity

!

A bs. For Heaven's sake ! Faulkland, don't expose

yourself so. — Suppose she has danced, what [290

then ? — Does not the ceremony of society often

oblige

Faulk. Well, well, I '11 contain myself. — Per-

haps, as you say— for form sake.— What, Mr. Acres,

you were praising Miss Melville's manner of danc-

ing a minuet— hey ? 296

Acres. Oh I dare insure her for that — but what

I was going to speak of was her country dancing:—
Odds swimmings ! she has such an air with her !—

Faulk. Now disappointment on her ! — De- [300

fend this, Absolute, why don't you defend this ?—
Country-dances ! jiggs, and reels ! Am I to blame now ?

A Minuet I could have forgiven— I should not have

minded that— I say I should not have regarded a

Minuet— but Country-dances ! Z ds ! had [305

she made one in a Cotillon— I believe I could have

forgiven even that — but to be monkey-led for a

night ! — to run the gauntlet thro' a string of amo-

rous palming puppies !— to show paces like a man-

aged filly! — O Jack, there never can be but [310

one man in the world whom a truly modest and deli-

cate woman ought to pair with in a Country-dance ;

and even then, the rest of the couples should be her

great uncles and aunts! 314

296. minuet: a dance conspicuous for its slow and stately

measures.

299. swimmings: dizziness, a "referential" oath, suggested

by " Country-dances ! jiggs, and reels !

"

309. managed: (of a horse) trained in his paces.
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Abs. Aye, to be sure ! — grand-fathers and grand-

mothers !

Faulk. If there be but one vicious mind in the Set,

'twill spread like a contagion— the action of their

jpulse beats to the lascivious movement of the jigg—
their quivering, warm-breath'd sighs impregnate [320

the very air— the atmosphere becomes electrical to

love, and each amorous spark darts thro' every link

of the chain !— I must leave you— I own I am
somewhat flurried— and that confounded looby has

perceived it. • [Going. [325

Abs. Aye, aye, you are in a hurry to throw your-

self at Julia's feet.

Faulk. I'm not in a humour to be trifled with.—
I shall see her only to upbraid her. [Going.

Abs. Nay, but stay, Faulkland, and thank Mr. Acres

for his good news. 331

Faulk. D n his news ! [Exit Faulkland.

Abs. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Poor Faulkland ! Five minutes

since— " nothing on earth could give him a moment's

uneasiness
!

"

335

Acres. The gentleman wa'n't angry at my praising

his mistress, was he ?

Abs. A little jealous, I believe, Bob.

Acres. You don't say so? Ha! ha! jealous of me?
— that's a good joke. 340

Abs. There's nothing strange in that, Bob : let me
tell you, that sprightly grace and insinuating manner

of your's will do some mischief among the girls here.

Acres. Ah ! you joke— ha ! ha !— mischief— ha!

ha ! But you know I am not my own property
; [345

my dear Lydia has forestalled me.— She could never

324. looby: a stupid, clownish person.
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abide me in the country, because I used to dress so

badly— but odds frogs and tambours ! I shan't take

matters so here— now ancient Madam has no voice

in it.— I'll make my old clothes know who's [350

master.— I shall straitway cashier the hunting-frock

— and render my leather breeches incapable.— My
hair has been in training some time.

Abs. Indeed! 354

Acres. Aye— and tho'ff the side-curls are a little

restive, my hind-part takes to it very kindly.

Abs. O, you'll polish, I doubt not.

Acres. Absolutely I propose so.— Then if I can

find out this Ensign Beverley, odds triggers and flints !

I'll make him know the difference o't. \ / 360

Abs. Spoke like a man.— But pray, Bob, I observe

you have got an odd kind of a new method of swear-

ing

Acres. Ha ! ha ! you've taken notice of it ?— 'Tis

genteel, isn't it?— I didn't invent it myself, [365

though; but a commander in our militia— a great

scholar, I assure you— says that there is no meaning

in the common oaths, and that nothing but their an-

tiquity makes them respectable ;
— because, he says,

the ancients would never stick to an oath or two, [370

but would say, by Jove ! or by Bacchus ! or by Mars !

or by Venus ! or by Pallas ! according to the sentiment;

— so that to swear with propriety, says my little Ma-

348. frogs: ornamental fastenings used on military coats.

—

tambours: fancy embroideries.

352-356. My hair, etc.: "Here Acres removes his cap, and

shows his side-curls in papers. After his next speech, he turns his

back to the audience to show his back-hair elaborately dressed.'*

(Brander Matthews.)

355. tho'ff: though.
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jor, the " oath should be an echo to the sense " ; and

this we call the oath referential, or sentimental swear-

ing — ha ! ha ! ha ! 'Tis genteel, isn't it? 376

Abs. Very genteel, and very new, indeed— and I

dare say will supplant all other figures of impreca-

tion.

Acres. Aye, aye, the best terms will grow obsolete.

D—ns have had their day. 381

Enter Fag.

Fag. Sir, there is a gentleman below desires to

see you.— Shall I show him into the parlour ?

Abs. Aye— you may.

Acres. Well, I must be gone 385

Abs. Stay; who is it, Fag?

Fag. Your father, Sir.

Abs. You puppy, why didn't you shew him up di-

rectly? [Exit Fag. [389

Acres. You have business with Sir Anthony.— J

expect a message from Mrs. Malaprop at my lodg-

ings.— I have sent also to my dear friend, Sir Lu-

cius O'Trigger.— Adieu, Jack ! We must meet at

night.— Odds bottles and glasses ! you shall give me
a dozen bumpers to little Lydia. 395

Abs. That I will, with all my heart. [Exit Acres.

Abs. Now for a parental lecture. — I hope he has

heard nothing of the business that has brought me
here.— I wish the gout had held him fast in Devon-

shire, with all my soul

!

400

Enter Sir Anthony.

Abs. Sir, I am delighted to see you here, and look-

374. the oath should be an echo to the sense: an obvious

parody of a line in Pope'.> Essay on Criticism: "The sound must

seem an echo to the sense/'
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ing so well !— Your sudden arrival at Bath made me
apprehensive for your health.

Sir Anth. Very apprehensive, I dare say, Jack.

— What, you are recruiting here, hey ? 405

Abs. Yes, Sir, I am on duty.

Sir Anth. Well, Jack, I am glad to see you, tho
?

I did not expect it, for 1 was going to write to you on

a little matter of business.— Jack, I have been con-

sidering that I grow old and infirm, and shall pro-

bably not trouble you long. 411

Abs. Pardon me, Sir, I never saw you look more

strong and hearty ; and I pray frequently that you

may continue so. 414

Sir Anth. I hope your prayers may be heard with

all my heart. Well then, Jack, I have been con-

sidering that I am so strong and hearty, I may con-

tinue to plague you a long time.— Now, Jack, I am
sensible that the income of your commission, and what

I have hitherto allowed you, is but a small pittance

for a lad of your spirit. 421

Abs. Sir, you are very good.

Sir Anth. And it is my wish, while yet I live, to

have my Boy make some figure in the world.— I

have resolved, therefore, to fix you at once in a noble

independence. 426

Abs. Sir, your kindness overpowers me.— Such

generosity makes the gratitude of reason more lively

than the sensations even of filial affection. 429

Sir Anth. I am glad you are so sensible of nrv

attention— and you shall be master of a large es

tate in a few weeks.

Abs. Let my future life, Sir, speak my gratitude

:

I cannot express the sense I have of your munificence.
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Yet, Sir, I presume you would not wish me to

quit the army ? 436

Sir Anth. O, that shall be as your wife chooses.

Abs. My wife, Sir

!

Sir Anth. Aye, aye,— settle that between you -*•

settle that between you. 441

Abs. A wife, Sir, did you say ?

Sir Anth. Aye, a wife— why, did not I mention

her before ?

Abs. Not a word of it, Sir. 444

Sir Anth. Odd so!— I mus'n't forget her, tho\

•— Yes, Jack, the independence I was talking of is by

a marriage— the fortune is saddled with a wife.—
But I suppose that makes no difference.

Abs. Sir ! Sir ! — you amaze me ! 449

Sir Anth. Why, what the d -l's the matter with

the fool? Just now you were all gratitude and duty.

Abs. I was, Sir. — You talked to me of indepen-

dence and a fortune, but not a word of a wife.

Sir Anth. Why— what difference does that make ?

Odds life, Sir ! if you have the estate, you must take

it with the live stock on it, as it stands. 456

Abs. If my happiness is to be the price, I must

beg leave to decline the purchase.— Pray, Sir, who is

the lady ? 459

Sir Anth. What's that to you, Sir ?— Come, give

me your promise to love, and to marry her directly.

455-456. if . . . stands: A reminiscence of Foote's Maid
of Bath, of which Miss Linley, Sheridan's wife, was the heroine.

Mrs. Linnet (= Mrs. Linley) says to her daughter, who objects

to marrying' a wealthy suitor with ten thousand pounds a year

(ii, 1): " Would you refuse an estate, because it happen'd to be

a little encumber'd ? you must consider the man in this case as a,

kind of mortgage."
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Abs. Sure, Sir, this is not very reasonable, to sum-

mon my affections for a lady I know nothing of

!

Sir Anth. I am sure, Sir, 'tis more unreasonable in

you to object to a lady you know nothing of. 465

Abs. Then, Sir, I must tell you plainly that my
inclinations are fix'd on another.

Sir Anih. They are, are they ? Well, that's luck;

— because you will have more merit in your obedience

to me. 470

Abs. Sir, my heart is engaged to an Angel.

Sir Anth. Then pray let it send an excuse. It

is very sorry — but business prevents its waiting on

her.

Abs. But my vows are pledged to her. 475

Sir Anth. Let her foreclose, Jack ; let her fore-

close ; they are not worth redeeming: besides, you have

the Angel's vows in exchange, I suppose ; so there can

be no loss there.

Abs. You must excuse me, Sir, if I tell you, once

for all, that in this point I cannot obey you. 481

Sir Anth. Hark'ee, Jack ; — I have heard you for

some time with patience— I have been cool— quite

cool;— but take care— you know I am compliance

itself— when I am not thwarted ;— no one [485

more easily led— when I have my own way;— but

don't put me in a frenzy.

Abs. Sir, I must repeat it— in this I cannot obey

you.

Sir Anth. Now, d—n me ! if ever I call you Jack

again while I live ! 491

Abs. Nay, Sir, but hear me.

Sir Anth. Sir, I won't hear a word— not a word

!

not one word ! so give me your promise by a nod —
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and I'll tell you what, Jack— I mean, you Dog— if

you don't, by 496

Abs. What, Sir, promise to link myself to some

mass of ugliness ! to

Sir Anth. Z ds ! sirrah! the lady shall be as

ugly as I choose : she shall have a hump on each [500

shoulder ; she shall be as crooked as the Crescent ; her

one eye shall roll like the Bull's in Coxe's museum—
she shall have a skin like a mummy, and the beard of

a Jew— she shall be all this, sirrah !— yet I '11 make

you ogle her all day, and sit up all night to write son-

nets on her beauty. 506

Abs. This is reason and moderation indeed !

Sir Anth. None of your sneering, puppy ! no grin-

ning, jackanapes

!

Abs. Indeed, Sir, I never was in a worse humour

for mirth in my life. 511

Sir Anth. "Tis false, Sir ! I know you are laughing

in your sleeve ; I know you'll grin when I am gone,

sirrah

!

Abs. Sir, I hope I know my duty better. 515

Sir Anth. None of your passion, Sir ! none of your

violence ! if you please.— It won't do with me, ' I

promise you.

Abs. Indeed, Sir, I never was cooler in my life.

Sir Anth. 'Tis a confounded lie !— I know [520

you are in a passion in your heart ; I know you are,

you hypocritical young dog ! But it won't do.

Abs. Nay, Sir, upon my word.

502. the Bull's in Coxe's museum : Mr. James Cox, a

jeweler of London, exhibited various mechanical curiosities in

Bath in 1773-4. Among these was "The Curious Bull."

509. jackanapes: monkey.



Scene I] THE RIVALS 51

Sir Anth. So you will fly out ! Can't you be cool,

like me ? What the devil good can Passion do ! [525

-

—

Passion is of no service, you impudent, insolent,

overbearing Reprobate !
—- There you sneer again !

—
don't provoke me !— But you rely upon the mildness

of my temper — you do, you Dog ! you play upon

the weakness of my disposition ! Yet take care [530

— the patience of a saint may be overcome at last

!

— but mark ! I give you six hours and a half to

consider of this : if you then agree, without any con-

dition, to do every thing on earth that I choose, why
— confound you ! I may in time forgive you [535

If not, z ds ! don't enter the same hemisphere

with me ! don't dare to breathe the same air, or use the

same light with me; but get an atmosphere and a sun

of your own ! I'll strip you of your commission ; I'll

lodge a five-and-threepence in the hands of trust- [540

ees, and you shall live on the interest.— I'll disown

you, I'll disinherit you, I'll unget you ! and— d—

n

me, if ever I call you Jack again ! [Exit Sir Anthony.

Absolute, solus.

Abs. Mild, gentle, considerate father— I kiss your

hands. — What a tender method of giving his [545

opinion in these matters Sir Anthony has ! I dare not

trust him with the truth. — I wonder what old wealthy

Hag it is that he wants to bestow on me ! — Yet he

married himself for love ! and was in his youth a bold

Intriguer, and a gay Companion ! 550

Enter Fag.

Pag. Assuredly, Sir, our Father is wrath to a de»

gree. He comes down stairs eight or ten steps at a

time— muttering, growling, and thumping the ban-

msters all the way : I, and the Cook's dog, stand bow-
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ing at the door— rap ! he gives me a stroke on [555

the head with his cane ; bids me carry that to my
master ; then kicking the poor Turnspit into the area,

d—ns us all for a puppy triumvirate ! — Upon my
credit, Sir, were I in your place, and found my father

such very bad company, I should certainly drop his

acquaintance. [561

Abs. Cease your impertinence, Sir, at present.—
Did you come in for nothing more?— Stand out of

the Way ! [Pushes him aside, and exit.] 564

Fag, solus.

Fag. Soh ! Sir Anthony trims my Master. He is

afraid to reply to his Father— then vents his spleen

on poor Fag ! — When one is vexed by one person, to

revenge one's self on another who happens to come in

the way— is the vilest injustice ! Ah ! it shows the

worst temper— the basest 570

Enter Errand-Boy.

Boy. Mr. Fag ! Mr. Fag ! your Master calls you.

Fag. Well, you little, dirty puppy, you need not

baul so !— The meanest disposition ! the

Boy. Quick, quick, Mr. Fag ! 574

Fag. Quick, quick, you impudent Jackanapes ! am
I to be commanded by you too ? you little, imperti-

nent, insolent, kitchen-bred

[Exit, kicking and beating him.

Scene II. The North Parade.

Enter Lucy.

Lucy. So— I shall have another Rival to add to

my mistress's list— Captain Absolute. However,

557. Turnspit: a kind of small dog, so named because for-

merly he was made to turn the spit on which meat was roasting.
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I shall not enter his name till my purse has received

notice in form. Poor Acres is dismissed!— Well, I

have done him a last friendly office in letting him [5

know that Beverley was here before him.— Sir Lucius

is generally more punctual when he expects to hear

from his dear Dalia, as he calls her :— I wonder he's

not here !— I have a little scruple of conscience from

this deceit; tho' I should not be paid so well, if [10

my hero knew that Delia was near fifty, and her own

mistress.— I could not have thought he would have

been so nice, when there's a golden egg in the case,

as to care whether he has it from a pullet or an old

hen

!

IS

Enter Sir Lucius 0'Trigger.

Sir Luc, Hah ! my little embassadress— upon my
conscience, I have been looking for you. I have been

on the South Parade this half-hour.

Lucy. [Speaking simply'] O gemini ! and I have

been waiting for your worship here on the North. 20

Sir Luc. Faith ! — may be that was the reason we

did not meet ; and it is very comical, too, how you

could go out and I not see you— for I was only tak-

ing a nap at the Parade Coffee-house, and I chose the

window on purpose that I might not miss you. 25

Lucy^ My stars ! Now I'd wager a six-pence I

went by while you were asleep.

Sir Luc. Sure enough it must have been so— and

I never dreamt it was so late, till I waked. Well, but

my little girl, have you got nothing for me? 30

3. till my purse has received notice in form : until I have

received my bribe.

8. Dalia : the Irish pronunciation ; cf. "tey," "tay."
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Lucy. Yes, but I have :— I've got a letter for you

in my pocket.

Sir Luc. faith ! I guessed you weren't come

empty-handed.—Well— let me see what the dear

creature says. 35

Lucy. There, Sir Lucius. [Gives him a Utter.

Sir Luc. [i?eac7s] " Sir— there is often a sudden

incentive impulse in love, that has a greater induction

than years of domestic combination : such was the

commotion 1felt at the first superfluous view of [40

Sir Lucius O"Trigger."— Very pretty, upon my
word.— " As my motive is interested, you may be

assured my love shall never be miscellaneous." Very

well. " Female punctuation forbids me to say more;

yet let me add, that it icill give me joy infallible [45

to find Sir Lucius worthy the last criterion of my
affections.— Yours, while meretricious.— Delia."

Upon my conscience ! Lucy, your lady is a great mis-

tress of language.— Faith, she's quite the queen of

the dictionary ! — for the devil a word dare refuse [50

coming at her call— tho' one would think it was quite

out of hearing.

Lucy. Aye, Sir, a lady of her experience

Sir Luc. Experience ! what, at seventeen ? 54

Lucy. O true, Sir— but then she reads so— my
stars ! how she will read off-hand !

Sir Luc. Faith, she must be very deep read to

write this way— tho' she is rather an arbitrary writer

44. punctuation : cf. Mrs. Tryfort (A Journey to Bath, iii
5

13, p. 313) : " Do you think Miss Tryfort doesn't understand

punctuality better than to go into corners with young fellows ? "

45. infallible : Mrs. Tryfort (A Journey to Bath, ii, 2, p. 299) ?

« Oh, I '11 infallibly go."
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too— for here are a great many poor words pressed

into the service of this note, that would get their [60

habeas corpus from any court in Christendom.

However, when affection guides the pen, Lucy, he

must be a brute who finds fault with the style.

Lucy. Ah ! Sir Lucius, if you were to hear how
she talks of you ! 65

Sir Luc. O tell her I'll make her the best hus-

band in the world, and Lady O'Trigger into the bar-

gain !— But we must get the old gentlewoman's con-

sent— and do everything fairly. 69

Lucy. Nay, Sir Lucius, I thought you wa'n't rich

enough to be so nice

!

Sir Luc. Upon my word, young woman, you have

hit it : — I am so poor that I can't afford to do a

dirty action.— If I did not want money I'd steal your

mistress and her fortune with a great deal of [75

pleasure.— However, my pretty girl [Gives her

money~\, here's a little something to buy you a rib-

band ; and meet me in the evening, and I'll give you

an answer to this. So, hussy, take a kiss before-hand

to put you in mind. [Kisses her. [80

Lucy. O lud ! Sir Lucius— I never seed such a

gemman ! My lady won't like you if you're so impu-

dent.

Sir Luc. Faith she will, Lucy That same

pho ! what's the name of it ?— Modesty I is a [85

60-61. get their habeas corpus : i. e. freedom. The writ of

Habeas Corpus is an order requiring the immediate production

of a person in court for the purpose of inquiring into the legality

)f his detention.

85. what's the name of it ? " All the most laboured portraits

oi Hibernian assurance, do not perhaps amount to so humourous

an instance as Sir Lucius O'Trigger's forgetting the very name
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quality in a lover more praised by the women than

liked ; so, if your mistress asks you whether Sir Lucius

ever gave you a kiss, tell her fifty— my dear.

Lucy. What, would you have me tell her a lie ? [89

Sir Luc. Ah, then, you baggage ! I'll make it a

truth presently. [Kisses her.

Lucy. For shame now ; here is some one coming.

Sir Luc. O faith, I'll quiet your conscience!

[Sees Fag. — Exit, humming a Tune.

Enter Fag.

Fag. So, so, Ma'am. I humbly beg pardon. 94

Lucy. O lud !— now, Mr. Fag— you flurry one so.

Fag. Come, come, Lucy, here's no one bye— so a

little less simplicity, with a grain or two more sincerity,

if you please. You play false with us, Madam.—
I saw you give the Baronet a letter.— My Master

shall know this— and if he don't call him out— I

will. 101

Lucy. Ha ! ha ! ha ! you gentlemen's gentlemen are

so hasty.— That letter was from Mrs. Malaprop, sim-

pleton.— She is taken with Sir Lucius's address.

Fag. What tastes some people have!—Why, [105

I suppose I have walked by her window an hundred

times. But what says our young lady ? Any mes-

sage to my master?

Lucy. Sad news, Mr. Fag !—A worse Rival than

Acres !— Sir Anthony Absolute has proposed his son.

Fag. What, Captain Absolute? Ill

Lucy. Even so.— I overheard it all.

Fag. Ha ! ha ! ha !— very good, faith.— Good-bye,

Lucy, I must away with this news. 114

of modesty."— From a letter in The Morning Chronicle, Feb. 2,

1775.
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Lucy. Well,— you may laugh— but it is true, I

assure you. [ Going] But — Mr. Fag— tell your

master not to be cast down by this.

Fag. O he'll be so disconsolate

!

Lucy. And charge him not to think of quarrelling

with young Absolute. 120

Fag. Never fear ! — never fear

!

Lucy. Be sure— bid him keep up his spirits.

Fag. We will— we will. [Exeunt severally.

END OF THE SECOND ACT.

ACT III.

Scene I. The North Parade.

Enter Absolute.

Abs. 'Tis just as Fag told me, indeed.— Whimsi-

cal enough, faith ! My Father wants to foixe me to

marry the very girl I am plotting to run away with

!

— He must not know of my connection with her yet

a-while.— He has too summary a method of pro- [5

ceeding in these matters— and Lydia shall not yet

lose her hopes of an elopement. However, I'll read

my recantation instantly.— My conversion is some-

thing sudden, indeed— but I can assure him it is very

sincere. So, so— here he comes. — He looks [10

plaguy gruff. [Steps aside.

Enter Sir Anthony.

Sir Anth. No— I'll die sooner than forgive him.,

-— Die^ did I say ? I'll live these fifty years to plague

him. -— At our last meeting, his impudence had almost

put me out of temper.—An obstinate, passionate, [15

self-willed boy !
—

- Who can he take after ? This is my
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return for getting him before all his brothers and sis-

ters !— for putting him, at twelve years old, into a

marching regiment, and allowing him fifty pounds

a-year, beside his pay ever since !— But I have [20

done with him ;
— he's any body's son for me.— I

never will see him more,— never— never— never—

•

never

!

A bs. Now for a penitential face.

Sir Anth. Fellow, get out of my way. 25

Abs. Sir, you see a penitent before you.

Sir Anth. I see an impudent scoundrel before me.

Abs. A sincere penitent.— I am come, Sir, to ac-

knowledge my error, and to submit entirely to your

will. 30

Sir Anth. What's that?

Abs. I have been revolving, and reflecting, and con-

sidering on your past goodness, and kindness, and

condescension to me.

Sir Anth. Well, Sir ? 35

Abs. I have been likewise weighing and balancing

what you were pleased to mention concerning duty,

and obedience, and authority.

Sir Anth. Well, Puppy ? 39

Abs. Why then, Sir, the result of my reflections

is— a resolution to sacrifice every inclination of my
own to your satisfaction.

Sir Anth. Why now you talk sense— absolute

sense— I never heard any thing more sensible in my
life. Confound you, you shall be Jack again I

Abs. I am happy in the appellation. 46

Sir Anth. Why then, Jack, my dear Jack, I will

now inform you— who the lady really is.— Nothing

but your passion and violence, you silly fellow, pre*
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vented my telling you at first. Prepare, Jack, for [50

wonder and rapture !— prepare ! What think you

of Miss Lydia Languish ?

Abs. Languish ! What, the Languishes of Worces-

tershire ?

Sir Anth. Worcestershire ! No. Did you never [5£'

meet Mrs. Malaprop and her Niece, Miss Languish,

who came into our country just before you were last

ordered to your regiment ?

Abs. Malaprop ! Languish ! I don't remember ever

to have heard the names before. Yet, stay— I [60

think I do recollect something. Languish ! Lan-
guish ! She squints, don't she ?— A little, red-haired

girl?

Sir Anth. Squints?—Ared-haired girl!—Z ds,

no

!

65

Abs. Then I must have forgot ; it can't be the same

person.

Sir Anth. Jack ! Jack ! what think you of bloom-

ing, love-breathing seventeen ? 69

Abs. As to that, Sir, I am quite indifferent. — If

t can please you in the matter, 'tis all I desire.

Sir Anth. Nay, but Jack, such eyes ! such eyes ! so

innocently wild ! so bashfully irresolute ! Not a glance

but speaks and kindles some thought of love! Then,

Jack, her cheeks ! her cheeks, Jack ! so deeply [75

blushing at the insinuations of her tell-tale eyes ! Then,

Jack, her lips !— O Jack, lips smiling at their own
discretion ; and if not smiling, more sweetly pouting

;

more lovely in sullenness ! 79

Abs.
[
Aside] That 's she, indeed.—Well done, old

gentleman

!

Sir Anth. Then, Jack, her neck !— O Jack ! Jack

!
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Abs. And which is to be mine, Sir, the Niece or

the Aunt ? 84

Sir Anth. Why, you unfeeling, insensible Puppy,

1 despise you ! When I was of your age, such a de-

scription would have made me fly like a rocket ! The
Aunt, indeed ! — Odds life ! when I ran away with

your mother, I would not have touched any thing old

or ugly to gain an empire. 90

Abs. Not to please your father, Sir?

Sir Anth. To please my father ! Z—ds ! not

to please O, my father ! — Oddso !— yes— yes

!

if my father, indeed, had desired— that's quite another

matter. — Tho' he wa'n't the indulgent father that

I am, Jack. 96

Abs. I dare say not, Sir.

Sir Anth. But, Jack, you are not sorry to find your

mistress is so beautiful ? 99

Abs. Sir, I repeat it ; if I please you in this affair,

'tis all I desire. Not that I think a woman the worse

for being handsome ; but, Sir, if you please to recol-

lect, you before hinted something about a hump or

two, one eye, and a few more graces of that kind.

— Now, without being very nice, I own I should [105

rather chuse a wife of mine to have the usual number

of limbs, and a limited quantity of back : and tho' one

eye may be very agreeable, yet as the prejudice has

always run in favour of two, I would not wish to affect

a singularity in that article. 110

107-9. Charles Dickens seems to have been familiar with The

Rivals. An echo of this phrase occurs in Nicholas Nickleby (ch.

iv) :
" He had but one eye, and the popular prejudice runs in

favour of two." Cf. also iii, 3, 25 :
" He is the very Pine-apple

of politeness," with Nicholas Nickleby (ch. xxxiv) in which Mr.
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Sir Anth. What a phlegmatic sot it is! Why,
sirrah, you're an anchorite ! — a vile, insensible stock,

— You a soldier ! — you're a walking block, fit only to

dust the company's regimentals on !— Odds life ! I've

a great mind to marry the girl myself ! 115

Abs. I am entirely at your disposal, Sir ; if you

should think of addressing Miss Languish yourself, I

suppose you would have me marry the Aunt ; or if

you should change your mind, and take the old lady

— 'tis the same to me — I'll marry the Niece. 120

Sir Anth. Upon my word, Jack, thou'rt either a

very great hypocrite, or but come, I know your

indifference on such a subject must be all a lie— I'm

sure it must— come, now— d—n your demure face !

— come, confess, Jack— you have been lying— [125

ha'n't you ? You have been lying, hey ? I'll never

forgive you, if you ha'n't :— so now, own, my dear

Jack, you have been playing the hypocrite, hey?—
I'll never forgive you if you ha'n't been lying and

playing the hypocrite. 130

Abs. I'm sorry, Sir, that the respect and duty which

I bear to you should be so mistaken.

Sir Anth. Hang your respect and duty ! But come

along with me, I'll write a note to Mrs. Malaprop,

and you shall visit the lady directly. 135

Abs. Where does she lodge, Sir ?

Mantalini refers to his wife as "my essential juice of pine*

apple." Mrs. Nickleby's references to her husband show remi-

niscences of Mrs. Malaprop.

112. anchorite : recluse, hermit.

113. block : a term applied to a stupid, unfeeling persons

ef. " blockhead."
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Sir Anth. What a dull question !— Only on thfl

Grove here.

Abs. O ! then I can call on her in my way to the

coffee-house.

Sir Anth. In your way to the coffee-house ! You 11

set your heart down in your way to the coffee-house

hey? Ah' you leaden-nerv'd, wooden-hearted dolt.

But' come along, you shall see her directly; her eyes

shall he the Promethian torch to you— come [145

along. I'll never forgive you if you don't come hack

stark mad with rapture and impatience.— If you don t,

egad, I'll marry the girl myself ! l^""'-

Scene II. Julia's Dressing-room.

Faulkland, solus.

Faulk They told me Julia would return directly;

wonder she is not yet come! -How mean does this

captious, unsatisfied temper of mine appear to my

cooler judgment ! Yet I know not that I indulge it in

any other point :- but on this one subject, and to
J6

this one object, whom I think I love beyond my life,

I am ever ungenerously fretful, and madly capricious

_ I am conscious of it-yet I cannot correct myself

!

What tender, honest joy sparkled in her eyes when

we met ! — How delicate was the warmth of her [10

expressions ! — I was ashamed to appear less happy—

thouoh I had come resolved to wear a face of coolness

and upbraiding. Sir Anthony's presence prevented my

proposed expostulations ;
- yet I must be satisfied that

she has not been so very happy in my absence.— [15

138 Grove : a fashionable square planted with trees, and

surrounded by handsome houses, not far from the Pump Room

and the Parades. It was named - Orange Grove » from the vis*

of the Prince of Orange. See the map.
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She is coming ! — Yes !— I know the nimbleness of

her tread when she thinks her impatient Faulkland

counts the moments of her stay.

Enter Julia.

Jul. I had not hop'd to see you again so soon. 19

Faulk. Could I, Julia, be contented with my first

welcome— restrained as we were by the presence oi

a third person ?

Jul. O Faulkland, when your kindness can make

me thus happy, let me not think that I discovered

more coolness in your first salutation than my long*

hoarded joy could have presaged. 26

Faulk. 'Twas but your fancy, Julia.— I ivas re-

joiced to see you— to see you in such health.— Sure

I had no cause for coldness ?

Jul. Nay then, I see you have taken something ill.

—You must not conceal from me what it is. 31

Faulk. Well then — shall I own to you ?— but

you will despise me, Julia— nay, I despise myself for

it. Yet I will own, that my joy at hearing of your

health and arrival here, by your neighbour Acres, [35

was something damped by his dwelling much on the

high spirits you had enjoyed in Devonshire— on your

mirth—your singing— dancing, and I know r Dt what

!

-— For such is my temper, Julia, that I should regard

every mirthful moment in your absence as a trea- [40

son to constancy. — The mutual tear that steals down

the cheek of parting lovers is a compact that no smile

shall live there till they meet again.

Jul. Must I never cease to tax my Faulkland with

this teasing minute caprice ?— Can the idle re- [45

ports of a silly boor weigh in your breast against my
tried affection?
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Faulk. They have no weight with me, Julia : no^

no— I am happy if you have been so— yet only say

that you did not sing with mirth— say that you

thought of Faulkland in the dance. 51

Jul. I never can be happy in your absence.— If J

wear a countenance of content, it is to shew that my
mind holds no doubt of my Faulkland's truth. If

I seem'd sad— it were to make malice triumph, [55

and say that I had fixed my heart on one who left me
to lament his roving, and my own credulity.— Believe

me, Faulkland, I mean not to upbraid you when I say

that I have often dressed sorrow in smiles, lest my
friends should guess whose unkindness had caused my
tears. 61

Faulk. You were ever all goodness to me.— O, I

am a brute when I but admit a doubt of your true

constancy! 64

Jul. If ever, without such cause from you, as I

will not suppose possible, you find my affections veer-

ing but a point, may I become a proverbial scoff for

levity and base ingratitude.

Faulk. Ah ! Julia, that last word is grating to me.

I would I had no title to your gratitude ! Search [70

your heart, Julia ; perhaps what you have mistaken

for Love, is but the warm effusion of a too thankful

heart

!

Jul. For what quality must I love you ? 74

Faulk. For no quality ! To regard me for any

quality of mind or understanding were only to esteem

me. And for person— I have often wish'd myself de-

formed, to be convinced that I owed no obligation

there for any part of your affection. 79

Jul. Where Nature has bestowed a shew of nice
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attention in the features of a man, he should laugh at

it as misplaced. I have seen men who in this vain

article perhaps might rank above you ; but my heart

has never asked my eyes if it were so or not. 84

Faulk. Now this is not well from you, Julia.— i

despise person in a man. — Yet if you lov'd me as

I wish, though I were an iEthiop, you'd think none

so fair.

Jul. I see you are determined to be unkind.— The

contract which my poor father bound us in gives you

more than a lover's privilege. 91

Faulk. Again, Julia, you raise ideas that feed and

justify my doubts. — I would not have been more

free— no— I am proud of my restraint. — Yet—
yet— perhaps your high respect alone for this [95

solemn compact has fettered your inclinations, which

else had made worthier choice.— How shall I be sure,

had you remained unbound in thought and promise,

that I should still have been the object of your perse-

vering love ? 100

Jul. Then try me now.—Let us be free as strangers

as to what is past : — my heart will not feel more lib-

erty !

Faulk. There now ! so hasty, Julia ! so anxious to

be free !— If your love for me were fixed and [105

ardent, you would not loose your hold, even tho' I

wish'd it

!

Jul. O, you torture me to the heart ! — I cannot

bear it. 109

Faulk. I do not mean to distress you. — If I lov'd

you less I should never give you an uneasy moment.

— But hear me.— All my fretful doubts arise from

this— Women are not used to weigh, and separate
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the motives of their affections :— the cold dictates of

prudence, gratitude, or filial duty, may some- [115

times be mistaken for the pleadings of the heart.

I would not boast—yet let me say that I have neither

age, person, or character to found dislike on ; — my
fortune such as few ladies could be charged with in-

discretion in the match.—O Julia! when Love [120

receives such countenance from Prudence, nice minds

will be suspicious of its birth.

Jid. I know not whither your insinuations would

tend : — as they seem pressing to insult me— I will

spare you the regret of having done so.— I have [125

given you no cause for this ! [Exit in tears.

Faulk. In Tears ! Stay, Julia : stay but for a mo-

ment. The door is fastened !— Julia !— my soul

— but for one moment. — I hear her sobbing !
—

'Sdeath! what a brute am I to use her thus! [130

Yet stay !—Aye— she is coming now.— How little

resolution there is in woman !— How a few soft words

can turn them ! No, faith ! — she is not coming

either ! Why, Julia—my love— say but that you

forgive me— come but to tell me that.— Now, [135

this is being too resentful.— Stay ! she is coming too

-— 1 thought she would— no steadiness in any thing !

her going away must have been a mere trick then. —-

She sha'n't see that I was hurt by it.— I'll affect in-

difference.— [Hums a tune: then listens] [140

No— Z—ds ! she's not coming !— nor don't intend it,

I suppose. — This is not steadiness, but obstinacy

!

Yet I deserve it.— What, after so long an absence to

quarrel with her tenderness ! — 'twas barbarous and

unmanly ! — I should be ashamed to see her [145

noWo — I'll wait till her just resentment is abated—
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and when I distress her so again, may I lose her for

ever! and be linked instead to some antique virago,

whose knawing passions, and long-hoarded spleen shall

make me curse my folly half the day, and all the

night

!

[Exit.

Scene III. Mrs. Malaprop's Lodgings.

Mrs, Malaprop, and Captain Absolute.

Mrs. Mai. Your being Sir Anthony's son, Captain,

would itselfhe a sufficient accommodation ;— but from

the ingenuity of your appearance, I am convinced you

deserve the character here given of you. 4

Abs. Permit me to say, Madam, that as I never

yet have had the pleasure of seeing Miss Languish, my
principal inducement in this affair at present is the

honour of being allied to Mrs. Malaprop ; of whose

intellectual accomplishments, elegant manners, and un-

affected learning, no tongue is silent. 10

Mrs. Mai. Sir, you do me infinite honour !— I

beg, Captain, you'll be seated. — \_Slt\ — Ah! few

gentlemen now a days know how to value the ineffec-

tual qualities in a woman !— few think how a little

knowledge becomes a gentlewoman ! Men have no

sense now but for the worthless flower, beauty ! 16

Abs. It is but too true, indeed, Ma'am.— Yet I

fear our ladies should share the blame— they think our

admiration of beauty so great, that knowledge in them

would be superfluous. Thus, like garden-trees, they [20

seldom shew fruits till time has robb'd them of the

more specious blossom.— Few, like Mrs. Malaprof

and the Orange-tree, are rich in both at once

!

Mrs. Mai. Sir— you overpower me with good

148. virago : a termagant ; a shrewish, turbulent woman.
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breeding.— He is the very Pine-apple of polite- [25

ness !— You are not ignorant, Captain, that this giddy

girl has somehow contrived to fix her affections on a

beggarly, strolling, eaves-dropping Ensign, whom none

of us have seen, and nobody knows any thing of. 29

Abs. O, I have heard the silly affair before.—
I 'm not at all prejudiced against her on that account.

Mrs. Mai. You are very good, and very consid-

erate, Captain.— I am sure I have done every thing

in my power since I exploded the affair! Long ago I

laid my positive conjunction on her never to think [35

on the fellow again ;
— I have since laid Sir Anthony's

preposition before her ;
— but, I 'm sorry to say, she

seems resolved to decline every particle that I enjoin

her. 39

Abs. It must be very distressing, indeed, Ma'am.

Mrs. Mai. It gives me the hydrostatics to such a

degree !— I thought she had persisted from correspond-

ing with him ; but behold this very day I have inter-

ceded another letter from the fellow ! I believe I have

it in my pocket. 45

Abs. O the devil! my last note. [Aside.

Mrs. Mai. Aye, here it is.

Abs. Aye, my note, indeed ! O the little traitress

Lucy. [Aside. [49

Mrs. Mai. There, perhaps you may know the writ-

ing*. [Gives him the letter.

Abs. I think I have seen the hand before.— Yes, I

certainly must have seen this hand before :

45. " Tradition authorizes Mrs. Malaprop first to take from

her pocket the letter of Sir Lucius, and then discovering her

mistake, to produce with much difficulty and in great confusion,

the letter which Capt. Absolute recognizes at once." (Brander

Matthews.)
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Mrs. Mai. Nay, but read it, Captain. 54

Abs. [Heads'] "My souVs idol, my adored Lydia J
"

-— Very tender, indeed !

Mrs. Mai. Tender ! aye, and prophane, too, o' my
conscience !

Abs. " lam excessively alarmed at the intelligence

you send me, the more so as my new rival " 60

Mrs. Mai. That's you, Sir.

Abs. " has universally the character of being an

accomplished gentleman, and a man ofhonour."

Well, that 's handsome enough. .. 64

Mrs. Mai. O, the fellow had some design in writing

so.

Abs. That he had, I'll answer for him, Ma'am.

Mrs. Mai. But go on, Sir— you'll see presently.

Abs. "As for the old weather-beaten she-dragon

who guards you "— Who can he mean by that? 70

Mrs. Med. Me ! Sir — me ! — he means me

!

There— what do you think now ?— But go on a little

further.

Abs. Impudent scoundrel ! — " it shall go hard

but I will elude her vigilance, as I am told that the [75

same ridiculous vanity which makes her dress up her

coarse features, and deck her dull chat with hard

words which she don't understand "

Mrs. Mai. There, Sir ! an attack upon my lan-

guage ! What do you think of that ?— an aspersion [80

upon my parts of speech ! Was ever such a brute !

Sure if I reprehend any thing in this world, it is the

use of my oracular tongue, and a nice derangement of

epitaphs

!

84

Abs. He deserves to be hang'd and quartered ! Let

me see — "same ridiculous vanity " —
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Mrs. Mai. You need not read it again, Sir.

Abs. I beg pardon, Ma'am " does also lay

her open to the grossest deceptionsfrom flattery and

pretended admiration " — an impudent coxcomb ! [90

— " so that I have a scheme to see you shortly with

the old Harridan s consent, and even to make her a

go-between in our interviews"— Was ever such as-

surance ! [94

Mrs. Mai. Did you ever hear any thing like it ?—
He'll elude my vigilance, will he ?— Yes, yes ! ha ! ha !

He's very likely to enter these doors !— We'll try who

can plot best!

Abs. Ha ! ha ! ha ! A conceited puppy, ha ! ha ! ha

!

Well, but Mrs. Malaprop, as the girl seems [100

so infatuated by this fellow, suppose you were to wink

at her corresponding with him for a little time— let

her even plot an elopement with him— then do you

connive at her escape — while 7, just in the nick, will

have the fellow laid by the heels, and fairly contrive

to carry her off in his stead. \f 106

Mrs. Mai. I am delighted with the scheme ; never

was any thing better perpetrated !

Abs. But, pray, could not I see the lady for a few

minutes now ?— I should like to try her temper a

little. Ill

Mrs. Mai. Why, I don't know— I doubt she is

not prepared for a first visit of this kind.— There is

a decorum in these matters. 114

Abs. O Lord! she won't mind me— only tell hes

Beverley

Mrs. Mai. Sir!

92. Harridan : a hag ; a gaunt, ill-favoured old woman.
112. doubt : suspect.
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Abs. [Aside] Gently, good tongue.

Mrs. Mai. What did you say of Beverley ? 119

Abs. O, I was going to propose that you should tell

her, by way of jest, that it was Beverley who was below

—she'd come down fast enough then— ha! ha! ha!

Mrs. Mai. 'Twould be a trick she well deserves. —

=

Resides, you know the fellow tells her he'll get my con=

sent to see her— ha ! ha !— Let him if he can, I [125

say again.— Lydia, come down here ! [ Galling] —
He '11 make me a go-between in their interviews !— ha \

na ! ha !— Come down, I say, Lydia ! — I don't wonder

at your laughing, ha ! ha ! ha !— his impudence is

truly ridiculous. 130

Abs. 'Tis very ridiculous, upon my soul, Ma'am,

ha ! ha ! ha !

Mrs. Mai. The little hussy won't hear.— Well, I'll

go and tell her at once who it is.— She shall know

that Capt. Absolute is come to wait on her.— [135

And I'll make her behave as becomes a young woman.

Abs. As you please, Ma'am.

Mrs. Mai. For the present, Captain, your servant.

— Ah ! you've not done laughing yet, I see— elude

my vigilance/— yes, yes, ha ! ha ! ha! [Exit. [140

Abs. Ha ! ha ! ha ! one would think now I might

throw off all disguise at once, and seize my prize with

security— but such is Lydia's caprice that to unde-

ceive were probably to lose her.— I'll see whether

she knows me. 145

[ Walks aside, and seems engaged in looking at the pictures.

Enter Lydia.

Lyd. What a scene am I now to go thro' ! Surely

nothing can be more dreadful than to be obliged to

listen to the loathsome addresses of a stranger to one's
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heart. — I have heard of girls persecuted as I am,

who have appealed in behalf of their favoured [150

lover to the generosity of his rival : suppose I were to

try it— there stands the hated rival— an officer too !

—but O, how unlike my Beverley !—I wonder he don't

begin— Truly he seems a very negligent wooer !
—

Quite at his ease, upon my word !— I'll speak first

[Aloud] Mr. Absolute. 156

Abs. Madam. [Turns round.

Lyd. O heav'ns ! Beverley !

Abs. Hush ! — hush, my life !— Softly ! Be not

•surprised

!

160

Lyd. I am so astonished ! and so terrified ! and so

overjoy'd !— For Heav'n's sake ! how came you here ?

Abs. Briefly — I have deceived your Aunt. — I

was informed that my new rival was to visit here this

evening, and contriving to have him kept away, have

passed myself on her for Capt. Absolute. 166

Lyd. O, charming !— And she really takes you for

young Absolute ?

Abs. O, she's convinced of it.

Lyd. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I can't forbear laughing to

think how her sagacity is over-reached ! 171

Abs. But we trifle with our precious moments—-

such another opportunity may not occur— then let me
now conjure my kind, my condescending angel, to fix

the time when I may rescue her from unde- [175

served persecution, and with a licensed warmth plead

for my reward.

Lyd. Will you then, Beverley, consent to forfeit

that portion of my paltry wealth ?— that burthen on

the wings of love? 180

Abs. O, come to me—-rich only thus— in loveli-
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ness, — Bring no portion to me but thy love— 'twill

be generous in you, Lydia— for well you know, it is

the only dower your poor Beverley can repay. 184

Lyd. How persuasive are his words !— how charm

ing will poverty be with him

!

Abs. Ah ! my soul, what a life will we then live

!

Love shall be our idol and support ! We will worship

him with a monastic strictness ; abjuring all worldly

toys, to centre every thought and action there. [190

— Proud of calamity, we will enjoy the wreck of

wealth ; while the surrounding gloom of adversity

shall make the flame of our pure love show doubly

bright.— By Heav'ns ! I would fling all goods of for-

tune from me with a prodigal hand to enjoy the [195

scene where I might clasp my Lydia to my bosom,

and say, the world affords no smile to me— but

here. [Embracing her~\ If she holds out now the

devil is in it

!

[Aside.

Lyd. Now could I fly with him to the Antipodes

!

but my persecution is not yet come to a crisis. 20/

Enter Mrs. Malaprop, listening.

Mrs. Mai. I'm impatient to know how the little

huzzy deports herself. [Aside,

Abs. So pensive, Lydia!— is then your warmth

abated? 203

Mrs. Mai. Warmth abated !— So !— she has been

in a passion, I suppose. [Aside

Lyd. No— nor never can while I have life.

Mrs. Mai. An ill-temper'd little devil ! — She'll be

in a passion all her life— will she ? [Aside. [210

200. to the Antipodes : to the ends of the world ; literally,

points on the globe directly opposite each other.
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Lyd. Think not the idle threats of my ridiculous

junt can ever have any weight with me.

Mrs. Mai. Very dutiful, upon my word

!

[Aside.

Lyd. Let her choice be Capt. Absolute, but Bev-

erley is mine. 215

Mrs. Mai. I am astonished at her assurance !— to

hisface— this to hisface ! [Aside.

Abs. Thus then let me enforce my suit. [Kneeling.

Mrs. Mai. \_Aside~\ Aye— poor young man!—
down on his knees entreating for pity!— I can [220

contain no longer.— [Aloud~\ Why, huzzy ! huzzy

!

— I have overheard you.

Abs. O confound her vigilance ! [Aside.

Mrs. Mai. Capt. Absolute— I know not how to

apologize for her shocking rudeness. 225

Abs. So— all's safe, I find. [Aside.

I have hopes, Madam, that time will bring the young

lady

Mrs. Mai. O there's nothing to be hoped for from

her ! She's as headstrong as an allegory on the banks

of Nile. 231

Lyd. Nay, Madam, what do you charge me with

now?
Mrs. Mai. Why, thou unblushing rebel— didn't

you tell this gentleman to his face that you loved [235

another better ?— didn't you say you never would be

his?

Lyd. No, Madam— I did not.

Mrs. Mai. Good Heav'ns ! what assurance !
—

Lydia, Lydia, you ought to know that lying don't [240

become a young woman !— Didn't you boast that

Beverley— that stroller Beverley, possessed your

heart ?— Tell me that, I say.

242. stroller : vagabond, adventurer.
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Lyd. "lis true, Ma'am, and none but Bever-

ley 245

Mrs. Mai. Hold— hold, Assurance!— you shall

not be so rude.

Abs. Nay, pray Mrs. Malaprop, don't stop tht

young lady's speech:— she's very welcome to talk

thus— it does not hurt me in the least, I assure

you. 251

Mrs. MaL You are too good, Captain— too ami-

ably patient— but come with me, Miss.— Let us see

you again soon, Captain. — Remember what we have

fixed. 255

Abs. I shall, Ma'am.

Mrs. Mai. Come, take a graceful leave of the

gentleman.

Lyd. May every blessing wait on my Beverley, my
Wd Bev 260

Mrs. Mai. Huzzy! I'll choak the word in your

throat !— come along— come along.

[Exeunt severally, Beverley kissing his hand to Lydia— Mrs*
Malaprop stopping herfrom speaking.

Scene IV. Acres's Lodgings.

Acres and David.

Acres as just dressed.

Acres. Indeed, David— do you think I become it

so?

Dav. You are quite another creature, believe me,

Master, by the Mass! an' we've any luck we shall

see the Devon monkeyrony in all the print-shops in

Bath

!

6

5. monkeyrony : David's way of pronouncing " macaroni,*

% dandy.
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A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning

BY  J O H N  D O N N E

As virtuous men pass mildly away,  

   And whisper to their souls to go,  

Whilst some of their sad friends do say  

   The breath goes now, and some say, No:  

So let us melt, and make no noise,  

   No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move;  

'Twere profanation of our joys  

   To tell the laity our love.  

Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears,  

   Men reckon what it did, and meant;  

But trepidation of the spheres,  

   Though greater far, is innocent.  

Dull sublunary lovers' love  

   (Whose soul is sense) cannot admit  

Absence, because it doth remove  

   Those things which elemented it.  

But we by a love so much refined,  

   That our selves know not what it is,  

Inter-assured of the mind,  

   Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss.  

Our two souls therefore, which are one,  

   Though I must go, endure not yet  

A breach, but an expansion,  

   Like gold to airy thinness beat.  

If they be two, they are two so  

   As stiff twin compasses are two;  

Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show  
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   To move, but doth, if the other do.  

And though it in the center sit,  

   Yet when the other far doth roam,  

It leans and hearkens after it,  

   And grows erect, as that comes home.  

Such wilt thou be to me, who must,  

   Like th' other foot, obliquely run;  

Thy firmness makes my circle just,  

   And makes me end where I begun.  
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The Deserted Village
BY  O L I V E R  G O L D S M I T H

Sweet Auburn, loveliest village of the plain,  

Where health and plenty cheared the labouring swain,  

Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid,  

And parting summer's lingering blooms delayed,  

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease,  

Seats of my youth, when every sport could please,  

How often have I loitered o'er thy green,  

Where humble happiness endeared each scene!  

How often have I paused on every charm,  

The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm,  

The never-failing brook, the busy mill,  

The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill,  

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade,  

For talking age and whispering lovers made!  

How often have I blest the coming day,  

When toil remitting lent its turn to play,  

And all the village train, from labour free,  

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree,  

While many a pastime circled in the shade,  

The young contending as the old surveyed;  

And many a gambol frolicked o'er the ground,  

And slights of art and feats of strength went round;  

And still as each repeated pleasure tired,  

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired;  

The dancing pair that simply sought renown  

By holding out to tire each other down;  

The swain mistrustless of his smutted face,  

While secret laughter tittered round the place;  

The bashful virgin's side-long looks of love,  

The matron's glance that would those looks reprove!  

These were thy charms, sweet village; sports like these,  

With sweet succession, taught even toil to please;  

These round thy bowers their chearful influence shed,  
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These were thy charms—But all these charms are fled.  

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn,  

Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn;  

Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen,  

And desolation saddens all thy green:  

One only master grasps the whole domain,  

And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain;  

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day,  

But, choaked with sedges, works its weedy way;  

Along thy glades, a solitary guest,  

The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest;  

Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies,  

And tires their echoes with unvaried cries.  

Sunk are thy bowers, in shapeless ruin all,  

And the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall;  

And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand,  

Far, far away, thy children leave the land.  

Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a prey,  

Where wealth accumulates, and men decay:  

Princes and lords may flourish, or may fade;  

A breath can make them, as a breath has made;  

But a bold peasantry, their country's pride,  

When once destroyed, can never be supplied.  

A time there was, ere England's griefs began,  

When every rood of ground maintained its man;  

For him light labour spread her wholesome store,  

Just gave what life required, but gave no more:  

His best companions, innocence and health;  

And his best riches, ignorance of wealth.  

But times are altered; trade's unfeeling train  

Usurp the land and dispossess the swain;  

Along the lawn, where scattered hamlets rose,  

Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose;  

And every want to oppulence allied,  

And every pang that folly pays to pride.  

Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom,  

Those calm desires that asked but little room,  

Those healthful sports that graced the peaceful scene,  

Lived in each look, and brightened all the green;  

These, far departing seek a kinder shore,  

And rural mirth and manners are no more.  

Sweet Auburn! parent of the blissful hour,  



Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power.  

Here as I take my solitary rounds,  

Amidst thy tangling walks, and ruined grounds,  

And, many a year elapsed, return to view  

Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew,  

Remembrance wakes with all her busy train,  

Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain.  

In all my wanderings round this world of care,  

In all my griefs—and God has given my share—  

I still had hopes, my latest hours to crown,  

Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down;  

To husband out life's taper at the close,  

And keep the flame from wasting by repose.  

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still,  

Amidst the swains to shew my book-learned skill,  

Around my fire an evening groupe to draw,  

And tell of all I felt, and all I saw;  

And, as an hare whom hounds and horns pursue,  

Pants to the place from whence at first she flew,  

I still had hopes, my long vexations past,  

Here to return—and die at home at last.  

O blest retirement, friend to life's decline,  

Retreats from care that never must be mine,  

How happy he who crowns, in shades like these  

A youth of labour with an age of ease;  

Who quits a world where strong temptations try,  

And, since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly!  

For him no wretches, born to work and weep,  

Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep;  

No surly porter stands in guilty state  

To spurn imploring famine from the gate,  

But on he moves to meet his latter end,  

Angels around befriending virtue's friend;  

Bends to the grave with unperceived decay,  

While resignation gently slopes the way;  

And, all his prospects brightening to the last,  

His Heaven commences ere the world be past!  

Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening's close,  

Up yonder hill the village murmur rose;  

There, as I past with careless steps and slow,  

The mingling notes came soften'd from below;  

The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung,  



The sober herd that lowed to meet their young,  

The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool,  

The playful children just let loose from school,  

The watch-dog's voice that bayed the whispering wind,  

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind,  

These all in sweet confusion sought the shade,  

And filled each pause the nightingale had made.  

But now the sounds of population fail,  

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale,  

No busy steps the grass-grown foot-way tread,  

For all the bloomy flush of life is fled.  

All but yon widowed, solitary thing  

That feebly bends beside the plashy spring;  

She, wretched matron, forced in age, for bread,  

To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread,  

To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn,  

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn;  

She only left of all the harmless train,  

The sad historian of the pensive plain.  

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled,  

And still where many a garden-flower grows wild;  

There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,  

The village preacher's modest mansion rose.  

A man he was, to all the country dear,  

And passing rich with forty pounds a year;  

Remote from towns he ran his godly race,  

Nor e'er had changed, nor wished to change his place;  

Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power,  

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour;  

Far other aims his heart had learned to prize,  

More skilled to raise the wretched than to rise.  

His house was known to all the vagrant train,  

He chid their wanderings but relieved their pain;  

The long-remembered beggar was his guest,  

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast;  

The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud,  

Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allowed;  

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,  

Sate by his fire, and talked the night away;  

Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done,  

Shouldered his crutch, and shewed how fields were won.  

Pleased with his guests, the good man learned to glow,  



And quite forgot their vices in their woe;  

Careless their merits, or their faults to scan,  

His pity gave ere charity began.  

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride,  

And even his failings leaned to Virtue's side;  

But in his duty prompt at every call,  

He watched and wept, he prayed and felt, for all.  

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries,  

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies;  

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay,  

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way.  

Beside the bed where parting life was layed,  

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns, dismayed  

The reverend champion stood. At his control  

Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul;  

Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise,  

And his last faltering accents whispered praise.  

At church, with meek and unaffected grace,  

His looks adorned the venerable place;  

Truth from his lips prevailed with double sway,  

And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray.  

The service past, around the pious man,  

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran;  

Even children followed, with endearing wile,  

And plucked his gown, to share the good man's smile.  

His ready smile a parent's warmth exprest,  

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distrest:  

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given,  

But all his serious thoughts had rest in Heaven.  

As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form,  

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm,  

Tho' round its breast the rolling clouds are spread,  

Eternal sunshine settles on its head.  

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way,  

With blossomed furze unprofitably gay,  

There, in his noisy mansion, skill'd to rule,  

The village master taught his little school;  

A man severe he was, and stern to view,  

I knew him well, and every truant knew;  

Well had the boding tremblers learned to trace  

The day's disasters in his morning face;  

Full well they laughed, with counterfeited glee,  



At all his jokes, for many a joke had he:  

Full well the busy whisper circling round,  

Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frowned;  

Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught,  

The love he bore to learning was in fault;  

The village all declared how much he knew;  

'Twas certain he could write, and cypher too;  

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage,  

And ev'n the story ran that he could gauge.  

In arguing too, the parson owned his skill,  

For even tho' vanquished, he could argue still;  

While words of learned length and thundering sound,  

Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around;  

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew,  

That one small head could carry all he knew.  

But past is all his fame. The very spot  

Where many a time he triumphed, is forgot.  

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high,  

Where once the sign-post caught the passing eye,  

Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts inspired,  

Where grey-beard mirth and smiling toil retired,  

Where village statesmen talked with looks profound,  

And news much older than their ale went round.  

Imagination fondly stoops to trace  

The parlour splendours of that festive place;  

The white-washed wall, the nicely sanded floor,  

The varnished clock that clicked behind the door;  

The chest contrived a double debt to pay,  

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day;  

The pictures placed for ornament and use,  

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose;  

The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day,  

With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay;  

While broken tea-cups, wisely kept for shew,  

Ranged o'er the chimney, glistened in a row.  

Vain transitory splendours! Could not all  

Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall!  

Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart  

An hour's importance to the poor man's heart;  

Thither no more the peasant shall repair  

To sweet oblivion of his daily care;  

No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale,  



No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail;  

No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear,  

Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear;  

The host himself no longer shall be found  

Careful to see the mantling bliss go round;  

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be prest,  

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest.  

Yes! let the rich deride, the proud disdain,  

These simple blessings of the lowly train;  

To me more dear, congenial to my heart,  

One native charm, than all the gloss of art;  

Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play,  

The soul adopts, and owns their first-born sway;  

Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind,  

Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined.  

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade,  

With all the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed,  

In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain,  

The toiling pleasure sickens into pain;  

And, even while fashion's brightest arts decoy,  

The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy.  

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen who survey  

The rich man's joys encrease, the poor's decay,  

'Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits stand  

Between a splendid and a happy land.  

Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore,  

And shouting Folly hails them from her shore;  

Hoards even beyond the miser's wish abound,  

And rich men flock from all the world around.  

Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name  

That leaves our useful products still the same.  

Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride  

Takes up a space that many poor supplied;  

Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds,  

Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds:  

The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth,  

Has robbed the neighbouring fields of half their growth;  

His seat, where solitary sports are seen,  

Indignant spurns the cottage from the green:  

Around the world each needful product flies,  

For all the luxuries the world supplies.  

While thus the land adorned for pleasure, all  



In barren splendour feebly waits the fall.  

As some fair female unadorned and plain,  

Secure to please while youth confirms her reign,  

Slights every borrowed charm that dress supplies,  

Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes.  

But when those charms are past, for charms are frail,  

When time advances, and when lovers fail,  

She then shines forth, solicitous to bless,  

In all the glaring impotence of dress.  

Thus fares the land, by luxury betrayed:  

In nature's simplest charms at first arrayed;  

But verging to decline, its splendours rise,  

Its vistas strike, its palaces surprize;  

While, scourged by famine from the smiling land,  

The mournful peasant leads his humble band;  

And while he sinks, without one arm to save,  

The country blooms—a garden, and a grave.  

Where then, ah where, shall poverty reside,  

To scape the pressure of contiguous pride?  

If to some common's fenceless limits strayed,  

He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade,  

Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide,  

And ev'n the bare-worn common is denied.  

If to the city sped—What waits him there?  

To see profusion that he must not share;  

To see ten thousand baneful arts combined  

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind;  

To see those joys the sons of pleasure know,  

Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe.  

Here while the courtier glitters in brocade,  

There the pale artist plies the sickly trade;  

Here while the proud their long-drawn pomps display,  

There the black gibbet glooms beside the way.  

The dome where Pleasure holds her midnight reign,  

Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train;  

Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing square,  

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare.  

Sure scenes like these no troubles e'er annoy!  

Sure these denote one universal joy!  

Are these thy serious thoughts?—Ah, turn thine eyes  

Where the poor houseless shivering female lies.  

She once, perhaps, in village plenty blest,  



Has wept at tales of innocence distrest;  

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn  

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn:  

Now lost to all; her friends, her virtue fled,  

Near her betrayer's door she lays her head,  

And, pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the shower,  

With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour  

When idly first, ambitious of the town,  

She left her wheel and robes of country brown.  

Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveliest train,  

Do thy fair tribes participate her pain?  

Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led,  

At proud men's doors they ask a little bread!  

Ah, no. To distant climes, a dreary scene,  

Where half the convex world intrudes between,  

Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go,  

Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe.  

Far different there from all that charm'd before,  

The various terrors of that horrid shore;  

Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray,  

And fiercely shed intolerable day;  

Those matted woods where birds forget to sing,  

But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling;  

Those poisonous fields with rank luxuriance crowned,  

Where the dark scorpion gathers death around;  

Where at each step the stranger fears to wake  

The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake;  

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey,  

And savage men, more murderous still than they;  

While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies,  

Mingling the ravaged landscape with the skies.  

Far different these from every former scene,  

The cooling brook, the grassy vested green,  

The breezy covert of the warbling grove,  

That only shelter'd thefts of harmless love.  

Good Heaven! what sorrows gloom'd that parting day,  

That called them from their native walks away;  

When the poor exiles, every pleasure past,  

Hung round their bowers, and fondly looked their last,  

And took a long farewell, and wished in vain  

For seats like these beyond the western main;  

And shuddering still to face the distant deep,  



Returned and wept, and still returned to weep.  

The good old sire the first prepared to go  

To new found worlds, and wept for others woe.  

But for himself, in conscious virtue brave,  

He only wished for worlds beyond the grave.  

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears,  

The fond companion of his helpless years,  

Silent went next, neglectful of her charms,  

And left a lover's for a father's arms.  

With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes,  

And blessed the cot where every pleasure rose;  

And kist her thoughtless babes with many a tear,  

And claspt them close, in sorrow doubly dear;  

Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief  

In all the silent manliness of grief.  

O luxury! thou curst by Heaven's decree,  

How ill exchanged are things like these for thee!  

How do thy potions, with insidious joy,  

Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy!  

Kingdoms, by thee, to sickly greatness grown,  

Boast of a florid vigour not their own;  

At every draught more large and large they grow,  

A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe;  

Till sapped their strength, and every part unsound,  

Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round.  

Even now the devastation is begun,  

And half the business of destruction done;  

Even now, methinks, as pondering here I stand,  

I see the rural virtues leave the land:  

Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail,  

That idly waiting flaps with every gale,  

Downward they move, a melancholy band,  

Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand.  

Contented toil, and hospitable care,  

And kind connubial tenderness, are there;  

And piety with wishes placed above,  

And steady loyalty, and faithful love.  

And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid,  

Still first to fly where sensual joys invade;  

Unfit in these degenerate times of shame,  

To catch the heart, or strike for honest fame;  

Dear charming nymph, neglected and decried,  



Source: Poets of the English Language (Viking Press, 1950)

My shame in crowds, my solitary pride;  

Thou source of all my bliss, and all my woe,  

That found'st me poor at first, and keep'st me so;  

Thou guide by which the nobler arts excell,  

Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well!  

Farewell, and O where'er thy voice be tried,  

On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's side,  

Whether were equinoctial fervours glow,  

Or winter wraps the polar world in snow,  

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time,  

Redress the rigours of the inclement clime;  

Aid slighted truth with thy persuasive strain,  

Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain;  

Teach him, that states of native strength possest,  

Tho' very poor, may still be very blest;  

That trade's proud empire hastes to swift decay,  

As ocean sweeps the labour'd mole away;  

While self-dependent power can time defy,  

As rocks resist the billows and the sky.  
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The Canonization

BY  J O H N  D O N N E

For God's sake hold your tongue, and let me love,  

         Or chide my palsy, or my gout,  

My five gray hairs, or ruined fortune flout,  

         With wealth your state, your mind with arts improve,  

                Take you a course, get you a place,  

                Observe his honor, or his grace,  

Or the king's real, or his stampèd face  

         Contemplate; what you will, approve,  

         So you will let me love.  

Alas, alas, who's injured by my love?  

         What merchant's ships have my sighs drowned?  

Who says my tears have overflowed his ground?  

         When did my colds a forward spring remove?  

                When did the heats which my veins fill  

                Add one more to the plaguy bill?  

Soldiers find wars, and lawyers find out still  

         Litigious men, which quarrels move,  

         Though she and I do love.  

Call us what you will, we are made such by love;  

         Call her one, me another fly,  

We're tapers too, and at our own cost die,  

         And we in us find the eagle and the dove.  

                The phœnix riddle hath more wit  

                By us; we two being one, are it. 

So, to one neutral thing both sexes fit. 

         We die and rise the same, and prove 

         Mysterious by this love. 

We can die by it, if not live by love, 

         And if unfit for tombs and hearse 

Our legend be, it will be fit for verse; 
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         And if no piece of chronicle we prove, 

                We'll build in sonnets pretty rooms; 

                As well a well-wrought urn becomes 

The greatest ashes, as half-acre tombs, 

         And by these hymns, all shall approve 

         Us canonized for Love. 

And thus invoke us: "You, whom reverend love 

         Made one another's hermitage; 

You, to whom love was peace, that now is rage; 

         Who did the whole world's soul contract, and drove 

                Into the glasses of your eyes 

                (So made such mirrors, and such spies, 

That they did all to you epitomize) 

         Countries, towns, courts: beg from above 

         A pattern of your love!" 
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Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot
BY  A L E X A N D E R  P O P E

Neque sermonibus vulgi dederis te, nec in præmiis spem posueris rerum tuarum; suis te oportet

illecebris ipsa virtus trahat ad verum decus. Quid de te alii loquantur, ipsi videant, sed loquentur

tamen. 

(Cicero, De Re Publica VI.23) 

["... you will not any longer attend to the vulgar mob's gossip nor put your trust in human rewards for

your deeds; virtue, through her own charms, should lead you to true glory. Let what others say about you

be their concern; whatever it is, they will say it anyway."]

Shut, shut the door, good John! fatigu'd, I said, 

Tie up the knocker, say I'm sick, I'm dead. 

The dog-star rages! nay 'tis past a doubt, 

All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out: 

Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 

       What walls can guard me, or what shades can hide? 

They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide; 

By land, by water, they renew the charge; 

They stop the chariot, and they board the barge. 

No place is sacred, not the church is free; 

Ev'n Sunday shines no Sabbath-day to me: 

Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rhyme, 

Happy! to catch me just at dinner-time. 

       Is there a parson, much bemus'd in beer, 

A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, 

A clerk, foredoom'd his father's soul to cross, 

Who pens a stanza, when he should engross? 

Is there, who, lock'd from ink and paper, scrawls 

With desp'rate charcoal round his darken'd walls? 

All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble strain 
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Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 

Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the laws, 

Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cause: 

Poor Cornus sees his frantic wife elope, 

And curses wit, and poetry, and Pope. 

       Friend to my life! (which did not you prolong, 

The world had wanted many an idle song) 

What drop or nostrum can this plague remove? 

Or which must end me, a fool's wrath or love? 

A dire dilemma! either way I'm sped, 

If foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead. 

Seiz'd and tied down to judge, how wretched I! 

Who can't be silent, and who will not lie; 

To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace, 

And to be grave, exceeds all pow'r of face. 

I sit with sad civility, I read 

With honest anguish, and an aching head; 

And drop at last, but in unwilling ears, 

This saving counsel, "Keep your piece nine years." 

       "Nine years!" cries he, who high in Drury-lane 

Lull'd by soft zephyrs through the broken pane, 

Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term ends, 

Oblig'd by hunger, and request of friends: 

"The piece, you think, is incorrect: why, take it, 

I'm all submission, what you'd have it, make it." 

       Three things another's modest wishes bound, 

My friendship, and a prologue, and ten pound. 

       Pitholeon sends to me: "You know his Grace, 

I want a patron; ask him for a place." 

       Pitholeon libell'd me—"but here's a letter 

Informs you, sir, 'twas when he knew no better. 

Dare you refuse him? Curll invites to dine, 

He'll write a Journal, or he'll turn Divine." 

       Bless me! a packet—"'Tis a stranger sues, 

A virgin tragedy, an orphan muse." 

If I dislike it, "Furies, death and rage!" 

If I approve, "Commend it to the stage." 



There (thank my stars) my whole commission ends, 

The play'rs and I are, luckily, no friends. 

Fir'd that the house reject him, "'Sdeath I'll print it, 

And shame the fools—your int'rest, sir, with Lintot!" 

"Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much." 

"Not, sir, if you revise it, and retouch." 

All my demurs but double his attacks; 

At last he whispers, "Do; and we go snacks." 

Glad of a quarrel, straight I clap the door, 

"Sir, let me see your works and you no more." 

       'Tis sung, when Midas' ears began to spring, 

(Midas, a sacred person and a king) 

His very minister who spied them first, 

(Some say his queen) was forc'd to speak, or burst. 

And is not mine, my friend, a sorer case, 

When ev'ry coxcomb perks them in my face? 

       "Good friend, forbear! you deal in dang'rous things. 

I'd never name queens, ministers, or kings; 

Keep close to ears, and those let asses prick; 

'Tis nothing"—Nothing? if they bite and kick? 

Out with it, Dunciad! let the secret pass, 

That secret to each fool, that he's an ass: 

The truth once told (and wherefore should we lie?) 

The queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 

       You think this cruel? take it for a rule, 

No creature smarts so little as a fool. 

Let peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee break, 

Thou unconcern'd canst hear the mighty crack: 

Pit, box, and gall'ry in convulsions hurl'd, 

Thou stand'st unshook amidst a bursting world. 

Who shames a scribbler? break one cobweb through, 

He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew; 

Destroy his fib or sophistry, in vain, 

The creature's at his dirty work again; 

Thron'd in the centre of his thin designs; 

Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines! 

Whom have I hurt? has poet yet, or peer, 

Lost the arch'd eye-brow, or Parnassian sneer? 

And has not Colley still his lord, and whore? 



His butchers Henley, his Free-masons Moore? 

Does not one table Bavius still admit? 

Still to one bishop Philips seem a wit? 

Still Sappho— "Hold! for God-sake—you'll offend: 

No names!—be calm!—learn prudence of a friend! 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall; 

But foes like these!" One flatt'rer's worse than all. 

Of all mad creatures, if the learn'd are right, 

It is the slaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent; 

Alas! 'tis ten times worse when they repent. 

       One dedicates in high heroic prose, 

And ridicules beyond a hundred foes; 

One from all Grub Street will my fame defend, 

And, more abusive, calls himself my friend. 

This prints my Letters, that expects a bribe, 

And others roar aloud, "Subscribe, subscribe." 

       There are, who to my person pay their court: 

I cough like Horace, and, though lean, am short, 

Ammon's great son one shoulder had too high, 

Such Ovid's nose, and "Sir! you have an eye"— 

Go on, obliging creatures, make me see 

All that disgrac'd my betters, met in me: 

Say for my comfort, languishing in bed, 

"Just so immortal Maro held his head:" 

And when I die, be sure you let me know 

Great Homer died three thousand years ago. 

       Why did I write? what sin to me unknown 

Dipp'd me in ink, my parents', or my own? 

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

I lisp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 

I left no calling for this idle trade, 

No duty broke, no father disobey'd. 

The Muse but serv'd to ease some friend, not wife, 

To help me through this long disease, my life, 

To second, Arbuthnot! thy art and care, 

And teach the being you preserv'd, to bear. 

       But why then publish? Granville the polite, 



And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write; 

Well-natur'd Garth inflamed with early praise, 

And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 

The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read, 

Ev'n mitred Rochester would nod the head, 

And St. John's self (great Dryden's friends before) 

With open arms receiv'd one poet more. 

Happy my studies, when by these approv'd! 

Happier their author, when by these belov'd! 

From these the world will judge of men and books, 

Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cookes. 

       Soft were my numbers; who could take offence, 

While pure description held the place of sense? 

Like gentle Fanny's was my flow'ry theme, 

A painted mistress, or a purling stream. 

Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill; 

I wish'd the man a dinner, and sat still. 

Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret; 

I never answer'd, I was not in debt. 

If want provok'd, or madness made them print, 

I wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

       Did some more sober critic come abroad? 

If wrong, I smil'd; if right, I kiss'd the rod. 

Pains, reading, study, are their just pretence, 

And all they want is spirit, taste, and sense. 

Commas and points they set exactly right, 

And 'twere a sin to rob them of their mite. 

Yet ne'er one sprig of laurel grac'd these ribalds, 

From slashing Bentley down to pidling Tibbalds. 

Each wight who reads not, and but scans and spells, 

Each word-catcher that lives on syllables, 

Ev'n such small critics some regard may claim, 

Preserv'd in Milton's or in Shakespeare's name. 

Pretty! in amber to observe the forms 

Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms; 

The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare, 

But wonder how the devil they got there? 

       Were others angry? I excus'd them too; 

Well might they rage; I gave them but their due. 



A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find, 

But each man's secret standard in his mind, 

That casting weight pride adds to emptiness, 

This, who can gratify? for who can guess? 

The bard whom pilfer'd pastorals renown, 

Who turns a Persian tale for half a crown, 

Just writes to make his barrenness appear, 

And strains, from hard-bound brains, eight lines a year: 

He, who still wanting, though he lives on theft, 

Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left: 

And he, who now to sense, now nonsense leaning, 

Means not, but blunders round about a meaning: 

And he, whose fustian's so sublimely bad, 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad: 

All these, my modest satire bade translate, 

And own'd, that nine such poets made a Tate. 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe? 

And swear, not Addison himself was safe. 

       Peace to all such! but were there one whose fires 

True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires, 

Blest with each talent and each art to please, 

And born to write, converse, and live with ease: 

Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate for arts that caus'd himself to rise; 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 

And without sneering, teach the rest to sneer; 

Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike; 

Alike reserv'd to blame, or to commend, 

A tim'rous foe, and a suspicious friend; 

Dreading ev'n fools, by flatterers besieg'd, 

And so obliging, that he ne'er oblig'd; 

Like Cato, give his little senate laws, 

And sit attentive to his own applause; 

While wits and templars ev'ry sentence raise, 

And wonder with a foolish face of praise. 

Who but must laugh, if such a man there be? 

Who would not weep, if Atticus were he? 



       What though my name stood rubric on the walls, 

Or plaister'd posts, with claps, in capitals? 

Or smoking forth, a hundred hawkers' load, 

On wings of winds came flying all abroad? 

I sought no homage from the race that write; 

I kept, like Asian monarchs, from their sight: 

Poems I heeded (now berhym'd so long) 

No more than thou, great George! a birthday song. 

I ne'er with wits or witlings pass'd my days, 

To spread about the itch of verse and praise; 

Nor like a puppy, daggled through the town, 

To fetch and carry sing-song up and down; 

Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mouth'd, and cried, 

With handkerchief and orange at my side; 

But sick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 

To Bufo left the whole Castalian state. 

       Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 

Sat full-blown Bufo, puff'd by every quill; 

Fed with soft dedication all day long, 

Horace and he went hand in hand in song. 

His library (where busts of poets dead 

And a true Pindar stood without a head,) 

Receiv'd of wits an undistinguish'd race, 

Who first his judgment ask'd, and then a place: 

Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his seat, 

And flatter'd ev'ry day, and some days eat: 

Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 

He paid some bards with port, and some with praise, 

To some a dry rehearsal was assign'd, 

And others (harder still) he paid in kind. 

Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not nigh, 

Dryden alone escap'd this judging eye: 

But still the great have kindness in reserve, 

He help'd to bury whom he help'd to starve. 

       May some choice patron bless each grey goose quill! 

May ev'ry Bavius have his Bufo still! 

So, when a statesman wants a day's defence, 

Or envy holds a whole week's war with sense, 

Or simple pride for flatt'ry makes demands, 

May dunce by dunce be whistled off my hands! 



Blest be the great! for those they take away, 

And those they left me—for they left me Gay; 

Left me to see neglected genius bloom, 

Neglected die! and tell it on his tomb; 

Of all thy blameless life the sole return 

My verse, and Queensb'ry weeping o'er thy urn! 

       Oh let me live my own! and die so too! 

("To live and die is all I have to do:") 

Maintain a poet's dignity and ease, 

And see what friends, and read what books I please. 

Above a patron, though I condescend 

Sometimes to call a minister my friend: 

I was not born for courts or great affairs; 

I pay my debts, believe, and say my pray'rs; 

Can sleep without a poem in my head, 

Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead. 

       Why am I ask'd what next shall see the light? 

Heav'ns! was I born for nothing but to write? 

Has life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 

Have I no friend to serve, no soul to save? 

"I found him close with Swift"—"Indeed? no doubt", 

(Cries prating Balbus) "something will come out". 

'Tis all in vain, deny it as I will. 

"No, such a genius never can lie still," 

And then for mine obligingly mistakes 

The first lampoon Sir Will. or Bubo makes. 

Poor guiltless I! and can I choose but smile, 

When ev'ry coxcomb knows me by my style? 

       Curs'd be the verse, how well soe'er it flow, 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 

Give virtue scandal, innocence a fear, 

Or from the soft-ey'd virgin steal a tear! 

But he, who hurts a harmless neighbour's peace, 

Insults fall'n worth, or beauty in distress, 

Who loves a lie, lame slander helps about, 

Who writes a libel, or who copies out: 

That fop, whose pride affects a patron's name, 

Yet absent, wounds an author's honest fame; 

Who can your merit selfishly approve, 



And show the sense of it without the love; 

Who has the vanity to call you friend, 

Yet wants the honour, injur'd, to defend; 

Who tells what'er you think, whate'er you say, 

And, if he lie not, must at least betray: 

Who to the Dean, and silver bell can swear, 

And sees at Cannons what was never there; 

Who reads, but with a lust to misapply, 

Make satire a lampoon, and fiction, lie. 

A lash like mine no honest man shall dread, 

But all such babbling blockheads in his stead. 

       Let Sporus tremble—"What? that thing of silk, 

Sporus, that mere white curd of ass's milk? 

Satire or sense, alas! can Sporus feel? 

Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel?" 

Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 

This painted child of dirt that stinks and stings; 

Whose buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 

Yet wit ne'er tastes, and beauty ne'r enjoys, 

So well-bred spaniels civilly delight 

In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 

Eternal smiles his emptiness betray, 

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way. 

Whether in florid impotence he speaks, 

And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet squeaks; 

Or at the ear of Eve, familiar toad, 

Half froth, half venom, spits himself abroad, 

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 

Or spite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphemies. 

His wit all see-saw, between that and this , 

Now high, now low, now Master up, now Miss, 

And he himself one vile antithesis. 

Amphibious thing! that acting either part, 

The trifling head, or the corrupted heart, 

Fop at the toilet, flatt'rer at the board, 

Now trips a lady, and now struts a lord. 

Eve's tempter thus the rabbins have express'd, 

A cherub's face, a reptile all the rest; 

Beauty that shocks you, parts that none will trust, 

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dust. 



       Not fortune's worshipper, nor fashion's fool, 

Not lucre's madman, nor ambition's tool, 

Not proud, nor servile, be one poet's praise, 

That, if he pleas'd, he pleas'd by manly ways; 

That flatt'ry, even to kings, he held a shame, 

And thought a lie in verse or prose the same: 

That not in fancy's maze he wander'd long, 

But stoop'd to truth, and moraliz'd his song: 

That not for fame, but virtue's better end, 

He stood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half-approving wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 

Laugh'd at the loss of friends he never had, 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad; 

The distant threats of vengeance on his head, 

The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed; 

The tale reviv'd, the lie so oft o'erthrown; 

Th' imputed trash, and dulness not his own; 

The morals blacken'd when the writings 'scape; 

The libell'd person, and the pictur'd shape; 

Abuse, on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, spread, 

A friend in exile, or a father, dead; 

The whisper, that to greatness still too near, 

Perhaps, yet vibrates on his sovereign's ear:— 

Welcome for thee, fair Virtue! all the past: 

For thee, fair Virtue! welcome ev'n the last! 

       "But why insult the poor? affront the great?" 

A knave's a knave, to me, in ev'ry state: 

Alike my scorn, if he succeed or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail, 

A hireling scribbler, or a hireling peer, 

Knight of the post corrupt, or of the shire; 

If on a pillory, or near a throne, 

He gain his prince's ear, or lose his own. 

       Yet soft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 

Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 

This dreaded sat'rist Dennis will confess 

Foe to his pride, but friend to his distress: 

So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's door, 

Has drunk with Cibber, nay, has rhym'd for Moore. 



Full ten years slander'd, did he once reply? 

Three thousand suns went down on Welsted's lie. 

To please a mistress one aspers'd his life; 

He lash'd him not, but let her be his wife. 

Let Budgell charge low Grub Street on his quill, 

And write whate'er he pleas'd, except his will; 

Let the two Curlls of town and court, abuse 

His father, mother, body, soul, and muse. 

Yet why? that father held it for a rule, 

It was a sin to call our neighbour fool: 

That harmless mother thought no wife a whore,— 

Hear this! and spare his family, James Moore! 

Unspotted names! and memorable long, 

If there be force in virtue, or in song. 

       Of gentle blood (part shed in honour's cause, 

While yet in Britain honour had applause) 

Each parent sprung—"What fortune, pray?"—Their own, 

And better got, than Bestia's from the throne. 

Born to no pride, inheriting no strife, 

Nor marrying discord in a noble wife, 

Stranger to civil and religious rage, 

The good man walk'd innoxious through his age. 

No courts he saw, no suits would ever try, 

Nor dar'd an oath, nor hazarded a lie: 

Un-learn'd, he knew no schoolman's subtle art, 

No language, but the language of the heart. 

By nature honest, by experience wise, 

Healthy by temp'rance and by exercise; 

His life, though long, to sickness past unknown; 

His death was instant, and without a groan. 

O grant me, thus to live, and thus to die! 

Who sprung from kings shall know less joy than I. 

       O friend! may each domestic bliss be thine! 

Be no unpleasing melancholy mine: 

Me, let the tender office long engage 

To rock the cradle of reposing age, 

With lenient arts extend a mother's breath, 

Make langour smile, and smooth the bed of death, 

Explore the thought, explain the asking eye, 

And keep a while one parent from the sky! 



On cares like these if length of days attend, 

May Heav'n, to bless those days, preserve my friend, 

Preserve him social, cheerful, and serene, 

And just as rich as when he serv'd a queen. 

Whether that blessing be denied or giv'n, 

Thus far was right, the rest belongs to Heav'n.
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Beau Tibbs at Home 

                      - Oliver Goldsmith (1730–1774) 

From The Citizen of the World 

 

THOUGH naturally pensive, yet I am fond of gay company, and take every opportunity of thus 

dismissing the mind from duty. From this motive I am often found in the centre of a crowd, and 

wherever pleasure is to be sold am always a purchaser. In those places, without being remarked 

by any, I join in whatever goes forward; work my passions into a similitude of frivolous 

earnestness, shout as they shout, and condemn as they happen to disapprove. A mind thus sunk 

for a while below its natural standard is qualified for stronger flights, as those first retire who 

would spring forward with greater vigour. 

  Attracted by the serenity of the evening, my friend and I lately went to gaze upon the company 

in one of the public walks near the city. Here we sauntered together for some time, either 

praising the beauty of such as were handsome, or the dresses of such as had nothing else to 

recommend them. We had gone thus deliberately forward for some time, when stopping on a 

sudden, my friend caught me by the elbow and led me out of the public walk. I could perceive by 

the quickness of his pace, and by his frequently looking behind, that he was attempting to avoid 

somebody who followed: we now turned to the right, then to the left; as we went forward, he still 

went faster, but in vain; the person whom he attempted to escape hunted us through every 

doubling, and gained upon us at each moment, so that at last we fairly stood still, resolving to 

face what we could not avoid. 

  Our pursuer came up and joined us with all the familiarity of an old acquaintance. ―My dear 

Drybone,‖ cries he, shaking my friend‘s hand, ―where have you been hiding this half a century? 

Positively I had fancied you were gone down to cultivate matrimony and your estate in the 

country.‖ During the reply I had an opportunity of surveying the appearance of our new 

companion: his hat was pinched up with peculiar smartness; his looks were pale, thin, and sharp; 

round his neck he wore a broad black riband, and in his bosom a buckle studded with glass; his 

coat was trimmed with tarnished twist; he wore by his side a sword with a black hilt; and his 

stockings of silk, though newly washed, were grown yellow by long service. I was so much 

engaged with the peculiarity of his dress that I attended only to the latter part of my friend‘s 

reply, in which he complimented Mr. Tibbs on the taste of his clothes, and the bloom in his 

countenance. ―Pshaw, pshaw, Will!‖ cried the figure, ―no more of that if you love me; you know 

I hate flattery—on my soul I do; and yet, to be sure, an intimacy with the great will improve 

one‘s appearance, and a course of venison will fatten; and yet, faith, I despise the great as much 

as you do; but there are a great many damn‘d honest fellows among them, and we must not 

quarrel with one half because the other wants weeding. If they were all such as Lord Mudler, one 

of the most good-natured creatures that ever squeezed a lemon, I should myself be among the 



number of their admirers. I was yesterday to dine at the Duchess of Piccadilly‘s. My lord was 

there. ‗Ned,‘ says he to me, ‗Ned,‘ says he, ‗I‘ll hold gold to silver I can tell you where you were 

poaching last night.‘—‗Poaching, my lord?‘ says I, ‗faith you have missed already; for I stayed 

at home and let the girls poach for me. That‘s my way. I take a fine woman as some animals do 

their prey—stand still, and swoop, they fall into my mouth.‖ 

  ―Ah, Tibbs, thou art a happy fellow,‖ cried my companion, with looks of infinite pity; ―I hope 

your fortune is as much improved as your understanding in such company.‖—―Improved,‖ 

replied the other; ―you shall know—but let it go no further—a great secret—five hundred a year 

to begin with. My lord‘s word of honour for it. His lordship took me down in his own chariot 

yesterday and we had a tête-a-tête dinner in the country, where we talked of nothing else.‖—―I 

fancy you forget, sir,‖ cried I, ―you told us but this moment of your dining yesterday in town.‖—

―Did I say so?‖ replied he coolly; ―to be sure, if I said so, it was so—Dined in town; egad, now I 

do remember, I did dine in town; but I dined in the country too, for you must know, my boys, I 

eat two dinners. By the bye I am grown as nice as the devil in my eating. I‘ll tell you a pleasant 

affair about that:—We were a select party of us to dine at Lady Grogram‘s—an affected piece, 

but let it go no further—a secret. Well, there happened to be no assafœtida in the sauce to a 

turkey, upon which, says I, ‗I‘ll hold a thousand guineas and say done first, that——‘ But dear 

Drybone, you are an honest creature, lend me half-a-crown for a minute or two, or so, just till—

—But hearkee, ask me for it the next time we meet, or it may be twenty to one I forget to pay 

you.‖ 

  When he left us, our conversation naturally turned upon so extraordinary a character. ―His very 

dress,‖ cries my friend, ―is not less extraordinary than his conduct. If you meet him this day, you 

find him in rags; if the next, in embroidery. With those persons of distinction of whom he talks 

so familiarly he has scarce a coffee-house acquaintance. However, both for the interests of 

society, and perhaps for his own, Heaven has made him poor, and while all the world perceive 

his wants, he fancies them concealed from every eye. An agreeable companion because he 

understands flattery; and all must be pleased with the first part of his conversation, though all are 

sure of its ending with a demand on their purse. While his youth countenances the levity of his 

conduct, he may thus earn a precarious subsistence; but when age comes on, the gravity of which 

is incompatible with buffoonery, then will he find himself forsaken by all; condemned in the 

decline of life to hang upon some rich family whom he once despised, there to undergo all the 

ingenuity of studied contempt, to be employed as a spy upon the servants, or a bugbear to fright 

the children into obedience.‖ Adieu. 

  I am apt to fancy I have contracted a new acquaintance whom it will be no easy matter to shake 

off. My little Beau yesterday overtook me again in one of the public walks, and slapping me on 

the shoulder, saluted me with an air of the most perfect familiarity. His dress was the same as 

usual, except that he had more powder in his hair, wore a dirtier shirt, a pair of temple spectacles, 

and his hat under his arm. 



  As I knew him to be a harmless amusing little thing I could not return his smiles with any 

degree of severity; so we walked forward on terms of the utmost intimacy, and in a few minutes 

discussed all the usual topics preliminary to particular conversation. The oddities that marked his 

character, however, soon began to appear; he bowed to several well-dressed persons, who, by 

their manner of returning the compliment, appeared perfect strangers. At intervals he drew out a 

pocket-book, seeming to take memorandums before all the company, with much importance and 

assiduity. In this manner he led me through the length of the whole walk, fretting at his 

absurdities and fancying myself laughed at not less than him by every spectator. 

  When we were got to the end of our procession, ―Blast me,‖ cries he with an air of vivacity, ―I 

never saw the Park so thin in my life before. There‘s no company at all to-day; not a single face 

to be seen.‖—―No company!‖ interrupted I peevishly; ―no company where there is such a 

crowd? Why, man, there‘s too much. What are the thousands that have been laughing at us but 

company?‖—―Lord, my dear,‖ returned he with the utmost good humour, ―you seem immensely 

chagrined; but, blast me, when the world laughs at me, I laugh at the world, and so we are even. 

My Lord Trip, Bill Squash the Creolian, and I sometimes make a party at being ridiculous, and 

so we say and do a thousand things for the joke‘s sake. But I see you are grave, and if you are for 

a fine grave sentimental companion, you shall dine with me and my wife to-day; I must insist 

on‘t. I‘ll introduce you to Mrs. Tibbs, a lady of as elegant qualifications as any in nature; she was 

bred (but that‘s between ourselves) under the inspection of the Countess of All-night. A 

charming body of voice; but no more of that—she shall give us a song. You shall see my little 

girl too, Carolina Wilhelma Amelia Tibbs, a sweet pretty creature: I design her for my Lord 

Drumstick‘s eldest son; but that‘s in friendship, let it go no further: she‘s but six years old, and 

yet she walks a minuet, and plays on the guitar immensely already. I intend she shall be as 

perfect as possible in every accomplishment. In the first place I‘ll make her a scholar: I‘ll teach 

her Greek myself, and learn that language purposely to instruct her; but let that be a secret.‖ 

  Thus saying, without waiting for a reply, he took me by the arm and hauled me along. We 

passed through many dark alleys and winding ways; for, from some motives to me unknown, he 

seemed to have a particular aversion to every frequented street; at last, however, we got to the 

door of a dismal-looking house in the outlets of the town, where he informed me he chose to 

reside for the benefit of the air. 

  We entered the lower door, which ever seemed to lie most hospitably open, and I began to 

ascend an old and creaking staircase, when, as he mounted to show me the way, he demanded 

whether I delighted in prospects; to which answering in the affirmative, ―Then,‖ says he, ―I shall 

show you one of the most charming in the world out of my window; we shall see the ships 

sailing, and the whole country for twenty miles round, tip top, quite high. My Lord Swamp 

would give ten thousand guineas for such a one; but, as I sometimes pleasantly tell him, I always 

love to keep my prospects at home, that my friends may see me the oftener.‖ 



  By this time we were arrived as high as the stairs would permit us to ascend, till we came to 

what he was facetiously pleased to call the first floor down the chimney; and knocking at the 

door a voice from within demanded, ―Who‘s there?‖ My conductor answered that it was him. 

But this not satisfying the querist, the voice again repeated the demand; to which he answered 

louder than before; and now the door was opened by an old woman with cautious reluctance. 

  When we were got in, he welcomed me to his house with great ceremony, and turning to the old 

woman asked where was her lady? ―Good troth,‖ replied she in a peculiar dialect, ―she‘s washing 

your twa shirts at the next door, because they have taken an oath against lending out the tub any 

longer.‖—―My two shirts!‖ cried he in a tone that faltered with confusion; ―what does the idiot 

mean?‖—―I ken what I mean weel enough,‖ replied the other; ―she‘s washing your twa shirts at 

the next door because——‖ ―Fire and fury, no more of thy stupid exclamations!‖ cried he; ―go 

and inform her we have got company. Were that Scotch hag,‖ continued he, turning to me, ―to be 

for ever in my family, she would never learn politeness, nor forget that absurd poisonous accent 

of hers, or testify the smallest specimen of breeding or high life; and yet it is very surprising too, 

as I had her from a Parliament man, a friend of mine from the Highlands, one of the politest men 

in the world; but that‘s a secret.‖ 

  We waited some time for Mrs. Tibbs‘ arrival, during which interval I had a full opportunity of 

surveying the chamber and all its furniture, which consisted of four chairs with old wrought 

bottoms, that he assured me were his wife‘s embroidery; a square table that had been once 

japanned; a cradle in one corner, a lumbering cabinet in the other; a broken shepherdess and a 

mandarin without a head were stuck over the chimney; and round the walls several paltry 

unframed pictures, which, he observed, were all his own drawing. ―What do you think, sir, of 

that head in the corner, done in the manner of Grisoni? there‘s the true keeping in it; it is my own 

face, and though there happens to be no likeness, a Countess offered me a hundred for its fellow: 

I refused her, for, hang it, that would be mechanical, you know.‖ 

  The wife at last made her appearance, at once a slattern and a coquette; much emaciated, but 

still carrying the remains of beauty. She made twenty apologies for being seen in such odious 

dishabille, but hoped to be excused as she had stayed out all night at the gardens with the 

Countess, who was excessively fond of the horns. 1 ―And, indeed, my dear,‖ added she, turning 

to her husband, ―his lordship drank your health in a bumper.‖—―Poor Jack!‖ cries he, ―a dear 

good-natured creature, I know he loves me. But I hope, my dear, you have given orders for the 

dinner; you need make no great preparations neither, there are but three of us; something elegant, 

and little will do—a turbot, an ortolan, a——‖ ―Or what do you think, my dear,‖ interrupts the 

wife, ―of a nice pretty bit of ox-cheek, piping hot, and dressed with a little of my own sauce?‖—

―The very thing,‖ replies he; ―it will eat best with some smart bottled beer; but be sure to let us 

have the sauce his Grace was so fond of. I hate your immense loads of meat; that is country all 

over; extremely disgusting to those who are in the least acquainted with high life.‖ 



  By this time my curiosity began to abate, and my appetite to increase; the company of fools 

may at first make us smile, but at last never fails of rendering us melancholy. I therefore 

pretended to recollect a prior engagement, and, after having shown my respect to the house, 

according to the fashion of the English, by giving the old servant a piece of money at the door, I 

took my leave; Mr. Tibbs assuring me, that dinner, if I stayed, would be ready at least in less 

than two hours. 



 

 

15. Sir Roger At Church 

Essays From Addison edited by J H Fowler Spectator No. 112, July 9, 1711 

ancient greek 

(First, in obedience to thy country's rites, Worship the immortal Gods. — Pythagoras) 

 

I AM always very well pleased with a country Sunday; and think, if keeping holy the seventh 

day were only a human institution, it would be the best method that could have been thought of 

for the polishing and civilizing of mankind. It is certain the country-people would soon 

degenerate into a kind of savages and barbarians, were there not such frequent returns of a stated 

time, in which the whole village meet together with their best faces, and in their cleanliest habits, 

to converse with one another upon indifferent subjects, hear their duties explained to them, and 

join together in adoration of the Supreme Being. Sunday clears away the rust of the whole week, 

not only as it refreshes in their minds the notions of religion, but as it puts both the sexes upon 

appearing in their most agreeable forms, and exerting all such qualities as are apt to give them a 

figure in the eye of the village. A country-fellow distinguishes himself as much in the churchyard 

as a citizen does upon the Change, the whole parish politics being generally discussed in that 

place either after sermon or before the bell rings. 

 

My friend Sir Roger, being a good church-man, has beautified the inside of his church with 

several texts of his own choosing: he has likewise given a handsome pulpit-cloth, and railed in 

the communion-table at his own expense. He has often told me, that at his coming to his estate he 



 

 

found his parishioners very irregular; and that in order to make them kneel and join in the 

responses, he gave every one of them a hassoc and a Common Prayer Book; and at the same time 

employed an itinerant singing-master, who goes about the country for that purpose, to instruct 

them rightly in the tunes of the psalms; upon which they now very much value themselves, and 

indeed out-do most of the country churches that I have ever heard. 

 

As Sir Roger is landlord to the whole congregation, he keeps them in very good order, and will 

suffer nobody to sleep in it besides himself; for if by chance he has been surprised into a short 

nap at sermon, upon recovering out of it he stands up and looks about him, and if he sees 

anybody else nodding, either wakes them himself, or sends his servant to them. Several other of 

the old knight's particularities break out upon these occasions: sometimes he will be lengthening 

out a verse in the singing-psalms, half a minute after the rest of the congregation have done with 

it; sometimes, when he is pleased with the matter of his devotion, he pronounces Amen three or 

four times to the same prayer; and sometimes stands up when everybody else is upon their knees, 

to count the congregation, or see if any of his tenants are missing. 

 

I was yesterday very much surprised to hear my old friend, in the midst of the service, calling out 

to one John Matthews to mind what he was about, and not disturb the congregation. This John 

Matthews, it seems, is remarkable for being an idle fellow, and at that time was kicking his heels 

for his diversion. This authority of the knight, though exerted in that odd manner which 

accompanies him in all circumstances of life, has a very good effect upon the parish, who are not 

polite enough to see anything ridiculous in his behaviour; besides that the general good sense and 



 

 

worthiness of his character, make his friends observe these little singularities as foils that rather 

set off than blemish his good qualities. 

 

As soon as the sermon is finished, nobody presumes to stir till Sir Roger is gone out of the 

church. The knight walks down from his seat in the chancel between a double row of his tenants, 

that stand bowing to him on each side; and every now and then he inquires how such an one's 

wife, or mother, or son, or father do, whom he does not see at church; which is understood as a 

secret reprimand to the person that is absent. 

 

The chaplain has often told me, that upon a catechising-day, when Sir Roger has been pleased 

with a boy that answers well, he has ordered a Bible to be given him next day for his 

encouragement; and sometimes accompanies it with a flitch of bacon to his mother. Sir Roger 

has likewise added five pounds a year to the clerk's place; and that he may encourage the young 

fellows to make themselves perfect in the church-service, has promised, upon the death of the 

present incumbent, who is very old, to bestow it according to merit. 

 

The fair understanding between Sir Roger and his chaplain, and their mutual concurrence in 

doing good, is the more remarkable, because the very next village is famous for the differences 

and contentions that rise between the parson and the 'squire, who live in a perpetual state of war. 

The parson is always at the 'squire, and the 'squire, to be revenged on the parson, never comes to 

church. The 'squire has made all his tenants atheists and tithe-stealers; while the parson instructs 



 

 

them every Sunday in the dignity of his order, and insinuates to them, almost in every sermon, 

that he is a better man than his patron. In short, matters are come to such an extremity, that the 

'squire has not said his prayers either in public or private this half year; and that the parson 

threatens him, if he does not mend his manners, to pray for him in the face of the whole 

congregation. 

 

Feuds of this nature, though too frequent in the country, are very fatal to the ordinary people; 

who are so used to be dazzled with riches, that they pay as much deference to the understanding 

of a man of an estate, as of a man of learning; and are very hardly brought to regard any truth, 

how important so ever it may be, that is preached to them, when they know there are several men 

of five hundred a year who do not believe it. 
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INTRODU CTION .

ADDISON’
S life extends over a period of forty-seven

(

1
3e

years only
,
from 167 2 to 1719. At h is b irth , Charles Life.

th e Second was still on th e throne ; when h e died ,

George th e First h ad been reign ing for five years. Th e

in terval had witnessed scenes as important as almost any
in English history, and th e change of thought, of social v

manners
,
of politi cal and religious principles, was marked

and permanent. With this change was a change in th e
tone of literature

,
to bring which about no one contri

buted more largely than Addison
,
no one with a spirit

so entirely healthy . From th e point of View of practical

action , Addison
’

s life was uneventful. Though a poliw

tician , for many years a Member Of Parliament
,
Under

Secretary for Ireland
,
Chief Secretary for Ireland , and

finally Secretary of State
,
h e never distinguished himself

as a brilliant administrator
,
while as a speaker h e was

a complete failure. Th e life h e loved was that of a

student, no t so much of books as oLmankind and this

life
,
embellished by literature and poetry, and aecom

panied by th e honour and respect of all whose honour

and respect were worth having, h e enjoyed almost

without interruption. From th e peaceful society of h is

Vl l
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well-loved Latin poets during a sojourn of ten years

at Oxford , h e passed in to th e larger sphere of th e busy

world . A poeti cal address to Dryden on th e subject

of h is translations from th e classical poets brought h im

to the laureate’s noti ce. By h im
,
as it is supposed ,

th e young poet was made known to Congreve, wh o

in h is turn
,
as stated by Steele, introduced h im to

Montague, then Chancellor of th e Exchequer. Montague,
himself a man of letters, if not of great literary skill

,
was

struck with Addison
’

s verses, Latin and English 5 and

feeling that th e grace of so facile and polished a wri ter

would be valuable in political affairs, determined to

employ h im in the diplomatic service. With th is object
h e procured for Addison a pension of £ 3 00 a year, to

enable h im to travel and so acquire that knowledge

of foreign languages which was indispensable for a

diplomati c career. Furnished with this help
,
and

retaining the fellowship h e h ad won at Oxford , Addison

set out for France in 1699, and for nearly a year studied

th e French language at Blois. Having mastered h is

task , h e repaired, in 1700 , to Paris, wh ere h e remained

till December, mixing with distinguished men of letters,
and meeting, among others

,
the philos

‘

opher Malebranche

and the critic Boileau. From France h e passed on to

Italy, and afterwards visited Switzerland
,
Austria, and

Holland, returning to England in th e autumn of 170 3 .

Some time before h is return
,
h is patron

,
Montague

,
now

Lord Halifax, h ad lost office on the accession of Queen

Anne, with th e consequence to Addison that all h is

hopes of a diplomatic career came to an end, and h is

pension was stopped. For more than a year h e remained

w ithout employment . But “bountiful Fortune,” h is
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dear lady, was never long from h is side. In 1704, th e

more moderate Tories found i t prudent to treat th e

Whigs with a consideration that in their first elevation

to power they had not shown ; and Lord Treasurer

Godolphin
,
at h is wits’ ends to find a poet who would

fittingly commemorate th e great vi ctory of Blenheim
,

was glad to conciliate Halifax by accepting h is advice

that Addison
’

s help should be sought. Addison com

plied with the request made to h im in very flattering

terms, and in a short time produced The Campaign. Its

success was great and general. A s an immediate reward
,

a Commissionership worth about two hundred pounds

a year was bestowed upon th e poet ; and early in 1706,
on th e recommendation of Godolphin, h is services were

further acknowledged by h is being made Under Secretary

of State. Meanwhile
,
besides giving considerable help

to Steele in h is drama of th e Tender Husband
,
Addison

h ad published a narrative Of h is travels in Italy
,
and

brough t
'

out an Opera entitled Rosamond, which seems to

have failed owing to its being poorly set to music .

In 1708 Addison
’

s connection with politi cs became more

definite. He was elected to the House of Commons,
first for th e borough of Lostwithiel and afterwards

for Malmesbury
,
and in 1709 became Chief Secretary

for Ireland
,
sitting in th e Irish parliament as member

for Cavan . It was while in Ireland th at Addison,
through th e publication of th e Tatler

,
was brough t

into that close literary connection with its editor,
Steele, that ultimately led to th e birth of th e Spectator

For a while h is papers in th e Tatler were few and far

between , offi cial duties occupy ing most Of h is time. But

durjng th e winter of 1709 and the latter part of th e
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following year, both periods being spent in London ,

h is contributions became frequent, and in th e end so

completely overshadowed those by all others that Steele,
in h is preface to th e final volume, speaks of himself as

faring “like a distressed prince wh o calls in a powerful

neighbour to h is aid. I was undone by my auxiliary ;
when I h ad once called h im in , I could not subsist with

out h im.

” Th e Tatler ceased to appear at th e end of

1711, and two mon ths later th e Spectator took its place.

Th e details of its history will be found further on but

it may here be said that it was a complete success
,
and

pecun iarily most profitable. To Addison this latter fact

was of importance. For in 1710 th e Ministry h ad fallen
,

andwith its fall wen t Addison ’
s secretaryship, as well as a

K eepership of Records which brought h im in between

three and four hundred a year. He h ad, however, enough

to live on with comfort, and probably no part of h is life

was happier than that in which h e created and sustained

th e Spectator. In 1713 h e produced h is well-known

tragedy, Cato, th e first four acts of which h e is said to

have h ad by h im since h is return from Italy. Though a

passionless and mechan ical play,
”
as it h as been justly

styled
,
Cato h ad at th e time a marvellous success

success in a great measure due to th e popularity of its

author, and to a determination of both th e great political

parties to see in its sentiments an endorsement Of their

own principles. Cato was followed by more essays in

th e Guardian, a paper edited by Steele after th e Spectator

h ad ceased . These
,
however, were few in number ; and

with a prose comedy called th e Drummer, Addison
’

s

purely literary career came to an end
,
though in 1715

and 1716 h e published fifty
-five numbers of th e Free
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holder, a political paper written in defence of orthodox

Whig principles. On th e accession of George th e First

in 1714, Addison again became Chief Secretary for Ire

land, a post which in th e following year h e resigned for

a seat at th e Board of Trade.

- In 1716 h e married th e

Countess of Warwick, and a year later became Secretary

of State. His breaking health
,
however

,
obliged h im to

abandon office after a tenure Of eleven months only, and

in h is retirement h e again began to use h is pen . He

was anxious to complete a work on th e evidences of th e

Christian religion, already begun but from this h e was

diverted by a controversy with Steele on th e subject Of

a Peerage Bill introduced by Sunderland, and so great

was the acrimony imported into th e discussion that h is

last days were embittered by the complete rupture of a

life-long friendship . For h is end was now near at hand .

Asthma, from which h e had long suffered , was -followed

by dropsy, and on th e 17 th of July , 1719, h e died at

Holland House. His body
,
after lying in state in th e

Jerusalem Chamber
,
was buried in Westminister Abbey,

where
,
though only in recent years, a statue by West

macott was erected to h is memory in th e south transept
,

near to the“Poet’s Corner.” “It represents h im,

”
says

Macaulay,
“
as we can conceive h im ,

clad in h is dressing

gown
,
and freed from h is wig

,
stepping from his parlour

at Chelsea into h is trim little garden , with th e accoun t

of the Everlasting Club, or th e Loves of Hilpa and

Shalum, just finished for th e next day
'

s Spectator, in h is

hand . Such a mark of national respect was due to th e

unsullied statesman, to th e accomplished scholar, to th e

master of pure English eloquence
,
to th e consummate

painter of life and manners. It was due, above all, to
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th e great satirist, wh o alone knew h ow to use ridicule

hout abusing it, wh o , without inflicting a wound ,
effected a great social reform , and who . reconciled wit

and virtue
,
after a long and disastrous separation

,
during

which wit had been led astray by profiigacy, and virtue

by fanatici

Besides orks already mentioned
,
Addison was th e

author of several Latin poems and translations from

Latin poets, of a Discourse on Ancient andModern Learn

ing, a poetical epistle to Halifax , contributions to th e

PVhig Examiner, Dialogues on Medals
,
and some minor

p ieces.

Previous to th e publication Of TheTatler
,
th e immediate

forerunner of The Spectator, journalism in England h ad

been of th e most meagre and untrustworthy character.

In its earliest days it confined itself chiefly to the pub

lication of news from abroad, home news of a political

nature being forbidden . By th e abolition of th e Star

Chamber in 1641
,
a loose was given to th e expression of

political opin ion ,
and various journals, representative of

the royalist and th e republican causes, sprang into

existence but this freedom of speech was quickly

checked by a Licensing Act
,
passed in 1647 , which

virtually gave th e Government complete control over

th e press . Shortly after th e expiry of th is Act, in

167 9 , a fresh start was made
,
and among th e variety

of papers put into circulation were th e London Gazette

and th e Observator. Somewhat later, about 1710 , ap

peared th e Examiner, a Tory paper of which Swift

was th e mainstay, and th e Whig Examiner, largely
controlled by Addison . Besides these political organs

were others of
’

a more general character.

“Men of
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active and c urious minds, with a little leisure and a

large love of discussion ,
loungers at Will’s or at th e

Grecian Coffee—Houses, were anxious to have their

doubts on all subjects resolved by a printed oracle.

Their tastes were gratified by th e ingenuity of John

Dun ton
,
whose strange account of h is Life and. Errors

throws a stropg light on . th e literary history of this ‘

period. In 1690 Dunton published h is A thenian Gazette,
th e name of which h e afterwards altered to th e A thenian

Mercury. The Object of this paper was to answer

questions put to th e editor by th e publi c . These were

of all kinds on religion
,
casuistry

,
love, literature, and

manners, no question being too subtle or absurd to

extract a reply from th e conductor of th e paper. Th e

A thenian Mercury seems .to have been read by as many

distinguished men of th e period as Notes and Queries in

our own time, and there can be no doubt that th e quaint

humours it originated gave th e first hint to th e inventors

of The Tatler and The Spectator.

” 1 The Taller
,
originally

publishing advertisements and news, as well as papers of

criticism , anecdote, original poetry
,
etc .

,
gradually de

veloped into a series of essays on books, morals, and

manners and The Spectator, brought out three months

after th e Tatler’s disappearance
,
followed closely its later

shape.

“The plan of The Spectator is undoubtedly Addi

son
’

s
,
and th e portrait of its guiding sp irit drawn by him

in th e first Number is
-

in a measure aportrait of th e

painter. Th e club to which h e belongs is described by

Steele in th e next Number. F
‘ Four of th e club

,

”
says

,

76 lVlEacaiday,
2 “th e templar, th e clergyman , th e soldier,

1Courth ope, A ddison , English M en of Letters Series, pp. 87 , 8 .

7
? Essay on A ddison .
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and th e merchant, were uninteresting figures, fit only
for a background . But th e other two, an old country

baronet and an old town rake, though not delineated

with . a very delicate pencil
,
had some good strokgsj

Addison took th e rude outlines into h is own hands
,

retouched them, coloured them , and is in truth th e

creator of th e Sir Roger de Coverley and th e Will
Honeycomb with whom we are all famil iar.

” 1KTh e
characters thus grouped “represent considerable classes
or sections of th e community, and are

,
as a rule, men of

strongly marked Opinions, prejudices, and foibles, which

furn ish inexhaustible matter of comment to th e Spee

tator himself, wh o delivers th e judgments of reason and

common-sense. Sir Roger de Coverley , with h is sim

plicity, h is high sense of honour, and h is old-world

rem iniscences, reflects th e M y gentleman of th e

best kind
“

; Sir Andrew Freeport expresses th e opinions

of th e enterprising, hard-headed
,
and rather hard-hearted

mon ied interesg gaptain Sentry speaks for th e army ;
th e Templar for the world of taste and learning ; th e

Clergyman for theology and philosophy ;Ewh ilé Will
Honeycomb , th e elderly man of fashion

, g ives th e

Spectator many opportuni ties for criticizing th e tra

ditions of morality and breeding surviving from thp

1Courth ope, p . 174, es these words as a very m is
leading account of th e since it seems to suggest that
Sir Roger was Steele’s imagina
t ion ,

whereas it to be a typ e of a

country gentle as to lend
itself easily to h ed it with
various conceptions and very unequal degrees of sk ill those
writers being Addison ,

Steele, Budgell , and Tickell.
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days of th e Resto Th e success of The Spectator

was immediate an ermanent.

“Th e number of cop ies
daily distributed was at first three thousand . It subse

quently increased,and h ad risen to near four thousand

when th e stamp tax was imposed. That tax was fatal

to a crowd of journals. Th e Spectator, however, stood

its ground, doubled its price, and, though its circulation

fell off
,
still yielded a large revenue to the state and to

th e authors. For particular papers th e demand was

immense ; of some, it is said, twenty thousand copies

were required . But this was not all. To have th e

Spectator served up every morning with th e bohea and

rolls was a luxury for th e few. Th e majority were

content to wait till essays enough had appeared to form

a volume. Ten thousand Copies of each volume were

immediately taken
.

off, and new editions were called

for. It must be remembered , that the population of

England was then hardly a third of what it now is.

Th e number of Englishmen wh o were in th e habit of

reading
,
was probably not a sixth of what it now IS. A

shopkeeper or a farmer wh o found any pleasure in

literature
,
was a rarity . Nay, there was doubtlessm ore

th an one knight of th e shire whose country seat did not

contain ten books
,
receipt books and books on farriery

included. In these circumstan ces, th e sale of th e Spec

tator must be considered as indicating a popularity quite

as great as that of th e most successful works of Sir

Walter Scott and Mr. Dickens in our own time ” 2

Addison
’

s share in th e work was nearly one half of th e

whole, h is papers being 2 74 as against 23 6 contributed

1Courth ope ,
A ddison , pp. 106, 7 .

2Macaulay , E ssay on A ddison.
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by Steele
,
th e remainder being made up by various

writers, such as Hughes
,
Budgell, Tickell, Phillips, etc .

But th e mere number of papers due to Addison is a

wholly inadequate measure Of their importance. They

are not only incomparably superior to all th e rest
,
but

th e very life and soul of th e undertaking. They give to

Tt ectator th e tone which runs through it from first

to last. They prescribe th e area over which discussion

shall range. Rigorously excepting everything of a party

nature, Addison addresses himself to humanity as a

whole. Nothing is too trivial for h im , if so be that th e

men and women of h is time may find a healthy interest

in it ; if under th e mask of humour, banter, and irony

he may expose th e littleness of ambitions, th e follies of

fashion
,
th e empty beliefs of a vacant mind ; if the

foibles and eccen tri cities whether of town or country life

can be pressed into th e service of a warm-hearted
,

uncensorious philosophy . Allegory and apologue, fable

and anecdote, are as much th e weapons Of h is warfare

against evil as th e more studied exercises of serious

argument and lofty morality
,
and their

.

eflicacy without

doubt much greater. It was h is endeavour, h e tells us,
to enliven morality wi th wit, and to temper wit with

morality,
”
h is ambition to have it said of h im that h e

h ad “brought Philosophy out of closets and libraries,
schools and college

i

g
i

tddw
‘

éll
i '

in
“

clubs at

teaf tables
'

and
'

coffee—liouses,
”
i h is belief th at

fl

it was better“to amuse Ourselves with such writings as tend to th e

wearing out of ignorance, passion ,
and prejudice than

such as naturally conduce to inflame hatreds, and make

enmities irreconcilable.

”
Th e catholicity of h is spirit as

regards th e publicayy
h om h e addressed h as frequently
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they are lighted up, th e geniality and picturesque

setting that Addison
’

s touch alone could bestow. A ll

these characteristics in more or less prodigality are to be

seen th roughout h is papers. But of th e various gifts

that fitted h im for h is self- imposed task , th emost perfect

was h is sense Of humour
,
h umour that while free from all

bitterness was yet exquisitely penetrative, — a humour,
like Jaques

’

s melancholy
,

compounded of many

simples
,
extracted from many objects.

” Amiable and

urbane, laughing at h is fellow-men but laughing with no

scorn , — rather as one wh o understands and sympathizes,
with gentle pressure h e puts h is finger on their foibles,

and cajoles as much as argues them out of their propen

sities. Popular superstitions
,
personal whims, caprices,

idiosyncrasies
,
social manners

,
pursuits, fashions, in their

turn find themselves within h is hold
,
to be examined ,

dandled, caressed, rebuked, sentenced. Irony, all-de

licious in its gravity , forms a large
,
perhaps th e largest

,

constituent of h is humour ; pathos of th e truest ring is

seldom far off. Argument is pointed by analogy and a

sprightly cheerfulness quickens what is serious. Per

vading everything we have an imaginative faculty such
'

as belongs to th e poet m ind alone, an appreciation of

th e ludicrous that must have demanded constant self

restraint, a delicacy of feeling that made coarseness as

impossible to h is use as it was painful to h is own

sensitive organization , an absolute purity Of object
,
a

far-seeing philanthropy
,
a serene dignity of soul and

conduct. A s regards Addison
’

s style
,
of no one could it

be more truly said that th e style is th e man . He h as

a manner
,
but no mannerism. That manner many have

striven to make their own, but have striven in vain.
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For behind it stand th e loving nature to which every

thing human is th e object of affectionate concern , th e

placid temper that no passion could rufile, a life unsullied

by excess, a dee et sim le iet powers of Observation

ever on th e watch
,
th e discipline of travel

,
an inherited

love of letters to which th e study of h is country
’

s master

pieces and th e models of
‘

classical refinement h ad given

precision
,
freedom,

grace of movemen t
,
aptness of illus

tration ,
sobriety of tone

,
unerring sense of proportion.

Johnson may justly say that Whoever wishes to attain

an English style
,
familiar but not coarse, and elegant but

not ostentatious, must give h is days and nights to the

volumes of Addison .

”
He must do so, however, with a

contented foreknowledge that as easily may h e imprison
“th e viewless winds ” as catch th e airy grace with which

Mr. Spectator bears himself along.

STEELE.

Th e following outline of Steele’s career
,
abridged from

Professor Minto’s article in th e Encyclopedia Britannica,

will probably suffi ce for th e student. Born in Dublin

in 1672, Richard Steele entered th e Charterhouse in

1684
,
and there first met Addison

,
h is jun ior in age

by a few weeks only . Five years later h e proceeded

to Merton College, Oxford, Addison being at th e time

an undergraduate of Magdalen. But th e wan t of

steadiness which followed h im th rough life
’

manifested

itself even in these early days, and h e left th e un iversi ty

withou t taking h is degree. His next step was to enter

th e army as a volunteer, serving for a time under th e
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Duke of Ormonde. A poem on th e funeral of Mary

dedicated to Lord Cutts, colonel of th e Cold

stream Guards
,
brought h im under th e noti ce of that

officer, wh o gave h im a commission in h is own regiment,
and later procured for h im a company in Lord Lucas’s

fusiliers. A prose treatise, The Christian Hero
,
1701,

grocured h im th e favour of William,
though th e king

died before anything had been done for its author. His

next literary effort
,
a comedy entitled TheFuneral, 1701,

was well received on th e stage
,
and was shortly followed

by two other comedies, The Lying Lover, 170 3 , and

The Tender Husband
,
1705 ; th e former, according to

Steele himself
,
being“damned for its piety,” th e latter

meeting with more success. But th e best of h is

comedies
,
The Conscious Lovers, did not appear till 1722.

In 1707 Steele was appointed to th e offi ce of Gazeteer,

and h is work as editor of th e Gazette led to th e Tatler,

and this in its turn to th e Spectator. Th e Spectator

was followed by th e Guardian, to which also Addison

contributed . O ther periodicals set on foot by Steele

were th e Englishman, 1714, an assailant of th e policy

of the Tory m in istry ; th e Louer, more general in its

aims ; th e Reader, an opposition j ournal to th e Tory

Examiner ; Town-Talk, th e Tea Table, Chit-Chat, and th e

most famous of h is politi cal papers
,
th e Plebeian

,
in

which h e carried on a vigorous controversy with Addison

over Sunderland’s Peerage Bill. His last venture in

journalism was th e Theatre
,
1719-1720 but besides these

papers, h e Was th e author of numerous pamphlets on a

variety of subjects. A zealous Whig, h is fortunes varied
with those of h is party

,
and h is enthusiasm often

brought h im into trouble. Th us
,
on th e question of
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th e fortificatiOns of Dunkirk in 1713
,
h e threw up a

pension and a commissionership of stamps in order to

go into parliament and attack th e ministry. Th e lan

guageg
‘

o f h is pamphlet on th e Crisis was stigmatized as

seditiOiis and h e was in consequence expelled th e House.

His expulsion brought forth An Apology for himself and

his Writings which con tains many biographical details

of importance. On th e accession of th e house of

Hanover, Steele received various lucrative appointments,

yet these notwithstanding h e could never free himself

from h is financial diffi culties
,
but was compelled in

1724 to retire from London and live in th e country .

His last years were spent on h is wife’s estate of Llan

gunnor in Wales, where, after a paralyti c seizure which

broke down h is health
,
h e died 1st September, 1729 .

As a man, Steele was impulsive, frequen t in extremes
,

careless of th e proprieties, but generous, affectionate,
full of worthy enthusiasms

,
modest in h is estimate of

himself,
‘

ever ready to acknowledge superior merit, and

charitable towards th e faults and follies at which h e

laughed. As a writer
,
h e is remarkable for h is ver

satility in conceiving humorous types of character
,

for th e wide range of h is sympathies, for h is vigorous,
i f sometimes commonplace

,
style, and for th e readiness

with which h e adapts himself to h is subject whether
grave or gay in ch aracter. W ith Addison h e could

not compete in delicacy of humour
,
in scholarly pre

cision ,
or refinement of thought ; but h e undoubtedly

possessed greater originality of invention
, and perhaps

a more masculine turn of mind .
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BUDGELL.

Th e third of th e c ontributors to th e Coverley papers

was Eustace Budgell, born in 1685. Like Addison

and Steele, h e owed part of h is education to Oxford,
and like th e former became a good classical scholar,
besides being well read in the best English, French,
and Italian authors. From Oxford h e proceeded to

th e Inner Temple, but forsak ing law gave himself up

to literature. He was befriended by Addison ,
a con

nection on th e mother’s side, and when th e latter was

appointed secretary to Lord Wharton
,
Lord Lieutenan t

of Ireland
,
in 1710, h e took Budgell with h im as one of

th e clerks of h is offi ce. Later on , through Addison
’

s

interest, h e Obtained several other appointments of

much larger emolumen t but owing to a lampoon in

which h e was unwise enough to satirize th e Duke Of
Bolton

,
then Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland , under whom

h e was serving, be forfeited h is appointmen t of comp

troller-general of th e revenue in Ireland, and was

obliged to return to England . Further m isfortunes

soon befel h im . In 1720 h e lost in th e South

Sea scheme, and wasted a further sum of in an

unsuccessful attempt to get into parliament. In 17 3 3 ,

on the death of Dr. Tindal, a legacy of two thousand

guineas was willed to h im ; but th e bequest (which it
was alleged h ad been inserted in th e will by Budgell

himself) was successfully disputed by th e next Of kin
,

and th e unfortunate man
,
now in great straits, betook

himself to th e study Of law as th e only source O f live
lih ood left to h im. After being called to th e bar and

attending th e courts for some time, h e found h is
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affairs desperate, and in 17 3 6 h e put an end to h is

life by drowning himself. He was a contributor to th e

Tatler and the Guardian as well as to th e Spectator, and

in 17 3 3 h e set on foot a weekly periodical
,
called th e

Bee, which ran for above a hundred numbers. His

writings
,
if not possessed of any striking qualities, are

those of an educated and well-read man , while th e two

papers included in th e present selection betray a turn

for humour
,
with perhaps an attempt at im itating

Addison
’

s literary style and habit of thought.

THE COVERLEY PAPERS.

To Steele
,
as h as been Often pointed out

,
is due th e

suggestion of Sin Roger
’

s character ; and h is paper
“Of th e Club shadows forth almost all those traits

which Addison afterwards expanded and developed with

such happy skill. A type Of th e country gentleman of

th ose days, Sir Roger h as th e pride of birth and long

descen t which belonged to h is order, th e foibles and

oddities that come of a life narrowed by converse chiefly

with men of h is own class or those in dependence on

h im
,
th e further foibles and oddities caused by a dis

appoi in love which drove h im back upon himself

souring h is nature, th e vigorous geniality

wh ich 1 th e Open air and th e healthy excitemen t
of field sports encourage

,
th e simplicity Of a heart that

h as hardly known what it is to be deceived
,
a proper

sense of h is position as a coun ty rfbg nate and of th e

duties that position involves, th e duty Of setting an

example '

of decorum in M ob, th e duty of strictly

e me
,
of looking askance at

/
gip

s
i
es

,
of assert
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ing h is dignity at quarter-sessions, where, as Steele

humorously tells us, h e on a certain occasion “gained
universal applause by explaining a passage in th e Game

Act,
”
th e duty of ungrudging hospitality, the duty of

avo iding a Whig inn , even at th e cost of thin beer

and ill-kept mutton . With these and such-like themes

for h is discourse, Addison loves to disport himself, draw

ing from each topic some quaint lesson of morality
,
some

material for playful satire, some Occasion for depicting

th e occupations, pursuits, and social doings of a class

of men even then fast passing away . If, a Wh ig h im
self, h e finds food for mirth in th e eccentricities of th e

simple-minded Tory squire, it is with a tender hand

that h e holds h im up for our amusement, and with

genuine delight that h e sets in relief th e amiable

qualities which mingle with each weakness and more

than excuse th e old-world prejudices of a character as

much th e outcome of its surroundings as due to th e

m oulding of nature. With all h is sly ridicule of whims

1and caprices, of ignorances and illiberalities, h e takes
“care that nothing like contempt should be suggested,
t hat nothing but love and respect should be felt for
‘

one wh o is all love for h is fellow-creatures, and wh o

n ever forgets h is own self-respect. Addison is in fact

a gen tleman , in th e best
'

sense of th e word , dealing

with a gentleman ; and th e mark Of h is persiflage is

not a butt for h is scorn . This delicacy of feeling no

doubt influenced h is coadjutors, and if h is richness of

fancy and th e exqu isite touch of h is raillery have given

to th e original outline a finish that was beyond their

powers, they have at least not unworth ily followed th e

master hand in their share of th e Coverley p icture.
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time that it is at presen t
,
and h as been delivered down from

father to son whole and entire
,
without th e loss or acquisi

tion of a single field or meadow
,
during th e space of six

hundred years. There runs a story in th e fam ily, that,~

some time before my birth, my mother dreamt that - h er

child was to be a j udge. Whether this
‘

might proceed
from a law -suit which was then depending in th e fam ily,
or my father

’
s being a justice of th e peace, I cannot deter

m ine ; for I am not so vain as to
,
th ink it presaged any

10 dign ity that I should arrive at in my future l ife, though
that was th e in terpretation which th e neighbourhood put
upon it. Th e gravity of my behaviour at my very first
appearance in th e world, and afterwards

,
seemed to favour

my mother’s dream : for, as sh e h as\ Often told me
,
I threw

away my rattle before I was two mon ths old
,
and would not

make use of my coral till they h ad taken away th e bells
from it.
A s for th e rest of my infancy, there being nothing in it

remarkable
,
I shall pass it over in silence . I find that, during

20 mv nonage, I h ad th e reputation of a very sullen youth, but
was always a favourite of my schoolmaster

,
wh o used to

say, that my p arts were solid, and would wear well. I h ad not

been long at th e un iversity
,
before I distinguished myself by

a , most profound silence for
,
during th e space of eight

years, except ing in th e public exercises of th e college, I
scarce uttered th e quantity of an hundred words ; and

indeed do not remember that I ever spoke three sentences
together in my whole life. Whilst I was in this learned
body,.I applied myself with so much diligence to my studies

,

3 0 that there are very few celebrated books, either in th e

learned or th e modern tongues, which I am not acquain ted
with .

Upon th e death of my father I was resolved to travel into
foreign coun tries, and therefore left th e university, .with

th e character of an odd unaccountable fellow, that h ad a

great deal of learn ing, if I would but show it. An insati
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able thirst after knowledge carried me into all th e countries
of Europe

,
in which there was anything new or strange to

be seen nay, to such
_

a degree was my curiosity raised
,
that

having read th e controversies of some great men concerning
th e antiquities of Egypt, I made a voyage to Grand Cairo,
on purpose to take th e measure of a pyramid ; and, as soon

as I h ad set myself right in that particular, returned to my
native country with great satisfaction.

I have passed my latter years in this city, where I am

frequently seen in most public places, though there are not 10

above half a dozen of my select friends that know me ; of

whom my next paper shall
"

give amore particular account.
There is no place of general resort wherein I do not Often
make my appearance ; sometimes I am seen thrusting my
head into a round of pol iticians at W ill

’
s
,
and listen ing with

great attention to th e narratives that are made in those
little circular audiences. Sometimes I smoke a pipe at

Child’s, and while I seem attentive to noth ing but the Post
Man

,
overhear th e conversation of every table in th e room .

I appear on Sunday n ights at St. James
’
s coffee house, and 20

sometimes join th e little committee of politics in th e
“

inner
room

,
as one wh o comes there to hear and improve. My

face is likewise very well known at th e Grecian
,
th e Cocoa

Tree, and in th e theatres both of Drury Lane and th e

Hay
-Market. I have been taken for a merchant upon th e

Exch ange for above these ten years, and sometimes pass for
a Jew in th e assembly of stock-jobbers at Jonathan ’s. In

short
,
wherever I see a cluster of people, I always mix with

them
,
though I never open my lips but in my own club.

Thus I live in th e world, rather as a spectator of man 3 0

than as one of th e species, by which means I have
made myself a speculative statesman , soldier, merchant

, and

artizan , without ever meddling with any practical part in
life)

,

I am very well versed in th e theory of a husband
,

or a father , and can discern th e errors in th e economy,
business

,
and diversion of others

,
better than those wh o are
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engaged in them as standers-by discover blots, which are

apt to escape those wh o are in th e game. I never espoused
any party with violence, and am resolved to observe an exact
neutrality between th e Whigs and Tories

,
unless I shall be

forced to declare myself by th e hostilities of either side. In

short, I have acted in all th e parts of my life as a locker-on ,

which 1s th e character I intend to preserve in this paper.

I have given th e reader just so much of my history and

character
,
as to let h im see I am not altogether unqualified

10 for th e business I have undertaken . A s for other particulars
in my life and adventures

,
I shall insert them in following

papers
,
as I sh all see occasion . In th e meantime

,
when I

consider h ow much I have seen
,
read, and heard. I begin to

blame my own taciturnity ; and since I have neither time

nor inclination to commun icate th e fulness of my heart in
speech, I am resolved to do it in wr iting, and to print my
self out

,
if possible

,
before I die. I have been often told by

my friends that it is pity so many useful discoveries which
I have made

, should be in th e possession of a silent man .

20 For this reason
,
therefore

,
I shall publish a sheet full of

thoughts every morn ing, for th e benefit of my contempo
raries and if I can any way contribute to th e diversion or

improvement of th e country in which I live
,
I shall leave it

,

when I am summoned out of it
,
with th e secret satisfaction

of thinking that I have not lived in vain .

There are three very material points which I have not

spoken to in this paper
,
and which

,
for several important

reasons, I must keep to myself , at least for some time : I
mean

,
an account of my name

,
my age, and my lodgings. I

3 0 must confess I would gratify my reader in anything that is
reasonable but as for these three particulars, though I am
sensible they might tend very much to th e embellishment of
my paper, I cannot yet come to a resolution of communicat

ing them to th e public. They would indeed draw me out

of that obscurity which I have enjoyed for many years, and

expose me in public places to several salutes and civilities
,
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which have been always very disagreeable to me ; for th e

greatest pain I can suffer, is th e being talked to
,
and

being stared at. It is for this reason likewise
,
that I keep

my complexion and dress as very great secrets ; though it
is not impossible, but I may make discoveries of both in
th e progress of th e work I have undertaken .

After having been thus particular upon myself, I shall in
to-morrow’

s paper give an accoun t of those gentlemen wh o

are concerned with me in this work ; for, as I have before
intimated

,
a plan of it is laid and concerted (as all other

matters of importance are) in a club . However
,
as my

friends have engaged me to stand in th e front
,
those wh o

have a mind to correspond with me
,
may direct their letters

To the Sp ectator, at M r . Buckley’s
,
in Little Britain . For I

must further acquaint th e reader that
,
though our club meets

only on Tuesdays and Thursdays
,
we have appointed a com

mittee to sit every n ight, for th e inspection of all such
papers as may contribute to th e advancement of th e public
weal. C.

II . OF THE CLUB .

No . 2 ] Friday, March 2
,
1710 -11. [Steele

A st a111 sex

Et plures, uno conclamant ore.
— Juv. Sat. v1i. 167.

Six more at least join th eir consenting voice.

THE first of our society is a gentleman of Worcestershire
of an ancien t descent, a baronet

,
h is name Sir Roger de

Coverley . H is great-grandfather was inventor of that famous
country-dance which is called after h im . A ll wh o know that
shire are very well acquainted with th e parts and merits of

Sir Roger. He is a gen tleman that is very singular in h is
behaviour, but h is singularities proceed from h is good sense

,

and are contradictions to th e manners of th e world
, only as
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h e thinks the world is in th e wrong. However
,
this humour

creates h im no enem ies
,
for h e does nothing with sourness or

obstinacy ; and h is being unconfined to modes and forms
,

makes h im but th e readier and more capable to please and

oblige all wh o know h im . When h e is in town h e lives in
Soho Square. It is said, h e keeps himself a bachelor by
reason h e was crossed in love by a perverse beautiful widow
of th e next county to h im . kBefore this disappointment

,
Sir

Roger was what you call a fi_ne gentl eman
,
h ad often supped

10 with my Lord Rochester and Sir George Etherege, fought a
duel upon h is first com ing to town , and kicked Bully Dawson
in a public coffee-house for calling h im youngster. But

being ill-used by th e above-mentioned widow
,
h e was very.

serious for a year and a half and though h is temper being
naturally jovial

,
h e at last got over it

,
h e grew careless of

himself and never dressed afterwards. He continues to wear
a coat and doublet of th e same cut that were in fashion at th e

time of h is repulse, which, in h is merry humours
,
h e tells us,

has been in and out twelve times since h e first wore it. He

20 is now in h is fifty
-sixth year, cheerful, gay, and hearty ; keeps

a good house both in town and country a great lover of man

kind but there is such a m irthful cast in h is behaviour, that
h e is rather beloved than esteemed. His tenants grow rich

,

h is servants look satisfied
,
all th e young women profess love

to h im
,
and th e young men are glad of h is company. When h e

comes into a house h e calls th e servants by their names
,
and

talks all th eway upstairs to a visit. I must not om it that Sir

Roger is a justice of th e quorum that h e fil ls th e chair at a
quarter-session with great abilities, and three months ago,

3 0 gained un iversal applause by explaining a passage in th e

Game-Act.
Th e gen tleman next in esteem and authority among us is

another bachelor, wh o is a member of th e Inner-Temple ;
a man of great probity, wit and understanding but h e has
chosen h is place of residence rather to obey th e direction of

an old humoursome father
,
than in pursuit of h is own inclin
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ations. He was placed there to study thelaws of th e land,
and is th e most learned of any of th e house in those of th e

stage. Ar istotle and Longinus are much better understood
by h im than Littleton or Coke. Th e father sends up

every post questions relating to marriage-articles
,
leases

,
and

tenures
,
in th e neighbourhood all which questions h e agrees

with an attorney to answer and take care of in th e lump.

He is studying th e passions them selves
,
when h e should be

inquiring in to th e debates among men which arise from them .

He knows th e argument of each of th e orations Of Demos
th enes and Tully, but not one case in th e reports of our own

courts. N0 one ever took h im for a fool
,
but none, except h is

intimate friends
,
know h e h as a great deal Of wit. This turn

makes h im at on ce both disinterested and agreeable. A s few

of h is thoughts aredrawn from business, they aremost of them

fit for conversation . His taste of books is a little too just for
th e age h e lives,

in ; h e h as read all
,
but approves Of very

few . His fam iliarity with th e customs
,
manners

,
actions,

and writings of th e an cients
,
makes h im a very delicate

Observer of what occurs to h im in th e presen t world. He is 20

an excellen t critic
,
and th e time Of th e play is h is hour of

business exactly at five h e passes through New-Inn
,
crosses

th rough Russel Court, and takes a turn at W ill’s till th e play
begins ; h e h as h is shoes rubbed and h is perriw ig powdered at
th e barber ’s as you go into th e Rose. It is for th e good of

th e audien ce when h e is at a play, for th e actors have an

ambition to please h im .

Th e person Of next consideration is Sir Andrew Freeport,
a merchant of great em inence in th e city of London . A per
son of indefatigable industry, strong reason

,
and great ex 3 0

perience. His notions of trade are noble and generous, and

(as every r ich man h as usually some Sly way of jesting, which
would make no great figure were h e not a r ich man ) h e calls
th e sea th e British common . He is acquain ted with com

merce in all its parts, and wil l tell you it is a stupid and

barbarous way to extend dom in ion by arms for true power
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is to be got by arts and industry. He will often argue, that
if this part of our trade were well cultivated, we should gain
from one nation ; and if another

,
from another. I have

heard h im prove that diligen ce makes more lasting acquisi
tions than valour

,
and that sloth h as ruined more nations

than th e sword . He abounds in several frugal maxims
,

amongst which th e greatest favourite is,
‘A penny saved

is a penny got.

’ A general trader of good sense is pleasanter
company than a general scholar ; and Sir Andrew having a

10 natural unaffected eloquence
,
th e perspi cuity of h is discourse

glves th e same pleasure that wit would in another man . He

h as made h is fortunes himself and says that England may

be richer than other k ingdoms
,
by as plain methods as h e

himself is richer than other men ; though at th e same t ime I

can say this of h im ,
that there is not a point in th e compass,

but blows home a ship in which h e is an owner.

Next to Sir Andrew in th e club-room sits Captain Sentry ,

a gentleman of great courage, good understanding, but ih
vincible modesty. He is one of those that deserve very well,

20 but are very awkward at putting their talents within th e

observation of such as should take notice of them . He was

some years a captain , and behaved himself with great gallantry
in several engagemen ts

,
and at several sieges but having a

small estate of h is own
,
and being next heir to Sir Roger, h e

h as quitted a way of life in which no man can rise suitably
to h is merit, wh o is not something of a courtier, as wel l as a
soldier . I have heard h im often lamen t, that in a profession
where merit is placed in so conspicuous a view

,
impudence

should get -th e better of modesty When h e h as talked to
3 0 thispurpose, I never heard h im make a sour expression , but
frank ly confess that h e left th e world because h e was not fit
for it. A strict honesty and an even regular behaviour, are
in themselves Obstacles to h im that must press through
crowds wh o endeavour at th e same end with himself

,
th e

favour of a commander. He will
,
however, in this way of

talk, excuse generals, for not disposing according to men
’
s
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age will take no tice to you what such a m in ister said upon
such and such an occasion, h e will tell you when th e Duke of
Monmouth danced at court

, such a woman was then sm itten,
another was taken with h im at th e head of h is troop in th e
Park. In all these importan t relations, h e h as ever about
th e same time received a kind glance, or a blow of a fan, from
some celebrated beauty

,
mother of th e present Lord such-a

one. If you speak of a young Commoner that said a lively
thing in th e House

,
h e starts up

,

“He h as good blood in
10 h is veins

,
Tom Mirabell th e rogue cheated me in that

affair that young fellow
’
s mother used me more like a dog

than any woman I ever made advances to .

” This way of

talking of h is very much enlivens th e conversation among us

of a more sedate turn ; and I find there is not one of th e

company but myself, wh o rarely speak at all
,
but speaks of

h im as that sort of man
,
wh o is usually called a wel l-bred

fine gentleman .

I cannot tell whether I am to account h im whom I am

next to speak of
,
as one

.

of our company ; for h e visits us but

20 seldom
,
but when h e does

,
it adds to every man else a new

enjoyment of himself. He is a clergyman , a very philosophic
man

,
of general learn ing, great sanctity of life

,
and th e most

exact good breeding. He h as th e m isfortune to be of a very
weak constitution , and consequently cannot accept of such
cares and business as preferments in h is function would
oblige h im to : h e is therefore among divines what a chamber
counsel lor is among lawyers. Th e probity of h is min

,
d
,

’

and

th e integrity Of h is life, create h im fol lowers, as being eloquent
or l oud advances others. He seldom introduces th e subject

3 0 h e speaks upon ; but we are so far gone in years, that h e
Observes when h e is among us an earnestness to have h im
fall on some divine topic, which h e always treats with much
authority , as onewh o h as no interests in this world, as onewh o
is hasten ing to th e Object of all h is wishes

,
and conceives

hope from h is decays and infirmities. These aremy ordinary
compan ions. [L
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III. S IR ROGER AT HOME .

No . Monday, July 2
,
1711. [Addison

Hinc tibi copia
Manabit ad plenum,

benigno
Ruris h onorum opulenta cornu.

— Hor. xv11.

Here Plenty
’
s liberal h orn shall pour

Of fruits for th ee a copious sh ow
’

r
,

Rich h onours of th e quiet plain .

HAv1NG often received an invitation from my friend Sir

Roger de Cover ley to pass away a month with h im in th e

country
,
I last week accompan ied h im thither

,
and am

settled with h im for some time at h is country-house, where
I intend to form several of my ensuing speculations. Sir

Roger, wh o is very well acquainted with my humour, lets
me rise and go to bed when I please ; dine at h is own

table
,
or in my chamber, as I think fit ; sit still

,
and say

nothing, w ithout bidding me be merry. When th e gen tle
men of th e coun try come to see h im

,
h e on ly shows me

at a distance. A S I have been walking in h is fields
,
I

have observed them stealing a sight of me over a hedge,
and have heard th e kn ight desiring them not to let me

see them
,
for that I hated to be stared at .

I am th e more at ease in Sir Roger
’
s family

,
because it

consists of sober and staid persons ; for as th e kn ight is
th e best master in th e world

,
h e seldom changes h is

servants ; and as h e is beloved by all about h im
,
h is ser

vants never care for leaving h im : by this means h is

domestics are all in years, and grown old with their master.

Y ou would take h is valet de chambre for h is brother ; h is
butler is gray-headed ; h is groom is one of th e gravest
men that I have ever seen ; and h is coachman h as th e

looks of a privy-councillor. You see th e goodness of th e 3 0

m aster even in th e old house-dog and in a gray pad that
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is kept in th e stable with great care and tenderness out

of regard to h is past services
,
though h e h as been useless

for several years.

I could not but observe with a great deal of pleasure
,

th e joy that appeared in th e countenan ces of these ancient
domestics upon my friend

’
s arrival at h is country-seat.

Some of them could not refrain from tears at th e sight of
their old master ; every one of them pressed forward to
do something for h im

,
and seemed discouraged if they

10 were not employed. At th e same time th e good old

kn ight, with a m ixture of th e father and th e master of

th e family, tempered th e inquiries after h is own affairs
with several kind questions relating to themselves. This
human ity and good-nature engages everybody to h im

, s o

that when h e is pleasan t upon any of them,
all h is fam ily

are in good humour, and none so much as th e person

whom h e diverts himself with : on th e contrary
,
if h e

coughs, or betrays any infirm ity of old age, it is easy for
a stander-by to observe a secret concern in th e looks of

20 all h is servants.

My worthy friend h as put me under th e particular care
of h is butler

,
wh o is a very prudent man

,
and, as well as

th e rest of h is fellow-servants
,
wonderfully desirous of

pleasing me
,
because they have often heard their master

talk of me as of h is particular friend.

My chief compan ion ,
when Sir Roger is diverting himself

in th e woods or th e fields
,
is a very venerable man

,
wh o

is ever with Sir Roger , and h as l ived at h is h ouse in th e

nature of a chaplain above thirty years. This gen tleman

3 0 is a person of good sense
,
and some learn ing, of a very

regular life, and obliging conversation : h e heartily loves
Sir Roger, and knows th at h e is very much in th e Old
kn ight

’
s esteem ; so that h e lives in th e fam ily rather as

a relation than a dependen t.
I have observed in several of my papers, that my fr iend

Sir Roger , am idst all h is good qualities, is something of a
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humorist ; and that h is virtues, as well as imperfections,
are

,
as it were, tinged by a certain extravagance

,
which makes

them particularl y h is and distinguishes them from those of

other men . This cast of mind
,
as it is generally very

innocent in itself, so it renders h is conversation highly
agreeable, andmore delightful than th e same degree of sense

and virtue would appear in their common and ordinary
colours. A s I was walking with h im last n ight, h e asked
me h ow I l iked th e good man whom I have just now

mentioned ; and, without staying for my answer
,
told me

,

that h e was afraid of being insulted with Latin and Greek
at h is own table ; for which reason

,
h e desired a particular

friend of h is at th e Un iversity, to find h im out a clergyman

rather of plain sense than much learn ing, of a good aspect
,

a clear voice
,
a sociable temper, and, if possible, a man that

understood a little of backgammon . My friend
”
(says Sir

Roger)
“found me out this gentleman

,
wh o

,
besides th e

endowments required of h im
,
is

,
they tell me

, a good scholar,
though h e does not Show it. I have given h im th e parsonage
of th e parish ; and because I know h is value

,
have settled

upon h im a good annuity for life. If h e outlives me
,
h e

shal l find that h e was higher in my esteem than perhaps
h e thinks h e is: He h as now been with me thirty years ;
and

,
though h e does not know I have taken notice of it

,

h as never in all that time asked anvth ing of me for himself,
though h e is every day soliciting me for something in behalf

of one or other of my tenants, h is parishioners. There h as
not been a law -suit in th e par ish since h e h as lived among

them : if any dispute arises, they apply themselves to h im
for th e decision ; if they do not acquiesce in h is j udgment

,

which I think never happened above once
,
or twice at most

,

they appeal to me. At h is first settling with me
,
I made

h im a present of all th e good sermons which have been

pr1nted.

in English, and on ly begged of h im that every
Sunday h e would pronounce one of them in th e pulpit.
A ccordingly, h e h as digested them into such a series, that
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they follow one another natural ly, and
—

make a continued
system of practical divin ity.

”

A s Sir Roger was going on in h is story, th e gentleman

we were talking of came up to us ; and upon th e knight
’
s

asking h im wh o preached to-morrow (for it was Saturday
night) , told us

,
th e B ishop of St. Asaph in th e morn ing,

and Dr. South in th e afternoon . He then showed us h is

list of preachers for th e whole year
,
where I saw w ith a

great deal of pleasure, Archbishop Tillotson ,
B ishop Saunder

10 son
, Doctor Barrow,

Doctor Calamy, with several living
authors wh o have published dis courses of practical divin ity.

I no sooner saw this venerable man in th e pulpit, but I
very much approved of my friend

’
s insisting upon th e

qualifications of a good aspect and a clear voice for I was

so charmed with th e gracefulness of h is figure and delivery,
as well as with th e discours es h e pronounced, that I think I
never passed any time more to my satisfaction. A sermon

repeated after th is manner , is like th e composition of a poet
in th e mouth of a graceful actor.

20 I could heartily wish that more of our country clergy
wou ld follow this example, and

,
instead of wasting their

spirits in laborious compositions of their own
,
would endea

vour after a handsome elocution , and all those other talents
that are proper to enforce what h as been penned by great
masters. This would not on ly be more easy to themselves
but more edifying to th e people.
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IV . THE COVERLEY HOUSEHOLD .

NO . Tuesday
,
July 3

,
1711. [Steele

E sopo ingentem statuam posuere Attici,
Servumque collocarunt esterna in basi,
Patere h onoris scirent ut cun ctis viam.

Ph aedr. Ep ilog. 1. 2.

Th e Ath enians erected
”

a large statue to Alsop, and placed
him,

th ough a slave, on a lasting pedestal ; to sh ew , that
th e way to h onour lies open indifferently to all.

THE reception
,
manner of attendan ce, undisturbed freedom

and quiet
,
which I meet with here in th e country

h as confirmed me in th e opin ion I always h ad
,
that

th e general corruption of manners in servan ts is owing 10
to th e conduct

‘

of masters. Th e aspect of every one in

th e fam ily carries so much satisfaction
,
that it appears

h e knows th e happy lot which h as befallen h im in

being a member of it. There is one particular which I
have seldom seen but at Sir Roger

’
s ; it is usual in all

other places
,
that servan ts fly from th e parts of th e

house through which their master is passing ; on th e

contrary
,
here they industriously place themselves in h is

way ; and it is on both sides
,
as it were, understood as

a visit
,
when th e servants appear without calling. This 20

proceeds from th e humane and equal temper of th e man

of th e house, wh o also perfectly well knows h ow to en joy
a great estate

,
with such economy as ever to be much

beforehand . This makes h is own m ind un troubled
,
and

consequently unapt to vent peevish expressions, or give

passionate or inconsistent orders to those about h im . Thus
respect and love go together ; and a certain cheerfulness
in performance of their duty is th e particular distinction of

th e lower part of this fam ily. When a servant is called
before

'

h is master
,
h e does n ot come with an expectation 3 0

— to hear himself rated for some trivial fault
,
threatened to
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be stripped
,
or used with any other unbecom ing language

which mean masters often give to worth
‘

y servants ; but,
it is often to know

,
what road h e took that h e came so

readily back according to order ; whether h e passed by
such aground ; if th e old man wh o rents it is in good
health ; .or whether h e gave Sir Roger

’
s love to h im

,
or

th e like.

A man
’

wh o preserves a respect founded on h is bene
volence to h is dependents

,
lives rather like a

,

pr ince than
10 a master in h is family ; h is orders are received as favours

rather than duties ; and th e distinction of approaching
h im is part of th e reward for executing what is com

manded by h im .

There is another circumstance in which my friend excels
in h is managemen t

,
which is th e manner of rewarding

h is servants. He h as ever been of opin ion
,
that giving

h is cast clothes to be worn by valets h as a very ill effect
upon little m inds

,
and creates a silly sense of equality

between th e parties, in persons affected on ly with outward

20 things. I have heard h im often pleasant on this occasion
,

and describe a young gentleman abusing h is man in that
coat

,
which a month or two before was th e most pleasing

distinction h e was conscious of in himself. He would
turn h is discourse still more pleasantly upon th e bounties
of th e ladies of this kind ; and I have heard h im say h e

knew a fine woman , wh o distributed rewards and pun ish
men ts in giving becom ing or unbecom ing dresses to h er

maids.

But my good friend is above these little instances of good

3 0 w ill, in bestowing only trifles on h is servants ; a good
servant to h im is sure Of having it in h is choice very
soon of being no servant at all . A s I before observed

,

h e is so good a husband
,
and knows so thoroughly that

th e skill of th e purse is th e cardinal virtue of this life ;
I say h e knows so well that frugal ity is th e support of

generosity, that h e can often spare a large fine when a
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account of a picture in h is gallery, where there are many
which will deserve my future observation .

At th e very upper end of this verv handsome structure
I saw th e portraiture of two young men standing in a

river
,
th e one naked

,
th e other in a livery. Th e person

supported seemed half dead
,
but still so much alive as to

show in h is face exquisite joy and love towards th e other.

I thought th e fain ting figure resembled my friend Sir

Roger ; and looking at th e butler wh o stood by me
,
for

10 an accoun t of it
,
h e informed me that th e person in th e

livery was a servant of Sir Roger
’
s
,
wh o stood on th e shore

while h is master was swimm ing, and observing h im taken
with some sudden illness

,
and sink under water

,
jumped

in and saved h im . He told me Sir Roger took off th e

dress h e was in as soon as h e came home, and by a great
bounty at that time

,
followed by h is favour ever since, ,

had made h im master Of that pretty seat which we
"

saw

at a distance as we came to this house. I remembered
indeed Sir Roger said

,
there lived a very worthy gentleman

,

20 to whom h e was highly obliged, without mentioning any

thing further. Upon my look ing a little dissatisfied at

some part of th e picture, my attendant informed me th at
it was against Sir Roger

’
s will , and at th e earnest request

of th e gen tleman himself, that h e was drawn in th e habit
in which h e h ad saved h is master. R.

V . CHARACTER OF W ILL WIMBLE .

No. Wednesday, July 4
,
1711. [Addison

Gratis anh elans, multa agendo nih il agens. — Ph aedr. Fab. v. 2.

Out of breath to no purpose, and very busy about noth ing.

A S I was yesterday morn ing walking with Sir Roger
before h is house

,
a country fellow brought h im a huge fish ,

3 0 which, h e told h im ,
M r. W ill iam W imble h ad caught that
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very morn ing and that h e presen ted it w ith h is service
\

to

h im
, and in tended to come and dine with h im. At th e same

time h e delivered a letter
,
which my friend read to me as

soon as th e messenger left h im .

“SIR ROGER,“I desire you to accept of a jack
,
which is th e best I

have caught th is season . I intend to come and stay with

you a week
,
and see h ow th e perch bite -in th e B lack river .

I Observed with some concern
,
th e last time I saw you upon

th e bowling-

green, that your whip wan ted a lash to it ; I 10
will bring half a dozen with me that I twisted last week

,

which I hope will serve you all th e time you are in th e

country. I have not been out of th e saddle for six days last
past

,
having been at Eton with Sir John’

s eldest son . He

takes to h is learn ing hugely.

“I am
,
Sir, your humble Servant,“W ILL W IMBLE.

”

This extraordinary letter, and message that accompan ied
it
,
made me very curious to know th e character and quality

of th e gentleman wh o sent them which I found to be as 20

follows— W ill W imble is younger brother to a baronet
,
and

descended of th e ancien t fam ily of th e W imbles. He is now

between forty and fifty but being bred to no business
,
and

born to no estate
,
h e generally lives with h is elder brother

as superintenden t of h is game. He hunts a pack of dogs
better than any man in th e country, and is very famous for
finding out a hare. He is extremely well versed in all th e

little handicrafts of an idle man h e makes a M ay
-fly to a

miracle and furn ishes th e whole country w ith angle
-rods.

A s h e is a good-natured
,
officious fellow,

and very much 3 0
esteemed upon account of h is fam ily, h e is a welcome guest

at every house, and keeps up a good correspondence among

all th e gen tlemen about h im . He carr ies a tulip root in h is
pocket from one to another

,
or exchanges a puppy between a

couple Of friends that live perh aps in th e opposite sides of
”

th e county. W ill is a particular favourite of all th e young
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heirs, whom h e frequently obliges with a net that h e h as
Weaved, or a setting dog that h e h as made himself ; h e
now and then presents a pair of garters of h is own kn itting
to their mothers or sisters and raises a great deal of m irth
am ong them, by inquiring, as often as h e meets them

,

“h ow
they wear 2

” These gentleman -likemanufactures, and oblig
ing little humours

,
make W ill th e darling of th e country.

Sir Roger was proceeding in th e character of h im
,
when h e

saw h im make up to us with two or three hazel-twigs in h is
10 hand

,
that h e h ad cut in Sir Roger

’
s woods as h e came

through them in h is way to th e house. I was very much
pleased to observe on one side th e hearty and sincere wel
come with which Sir Roger received h im ,

and on th e o ther,
th e secret joy which h is guest discovered at sight of th e good
old knight ,

Af ter th e first salutes were over
,
W ill desired

Sir Roger to lend h im one of h is servants to carry a set of

shuttlecocks, h e h ad with h im in a little box
,
to a lady that

lived about a m ile off
,
to whom it seems h e h ad' promised

such a present for above this half-year. Sir Roger’s back
20 was no sooner turned, but honest W ill began to tell me of a

large cock pheasant that h e h ad sprung in one of th e neigh

bouring woods, with two or three other adventures of th e

same nature. Odd and uncommon characters are th e game

that I look for , and most delight in for which reason I was
as much pleased w ith th e novelty of th e person that talked

to me
,
as h e could be for h is life with th e springing of a

pheasan t
,
and therefore listened to h im with more than

ordinary attention .

In th e m idst of h is discourse th e bell rang to dinner, where
3 0 th e gentleman I have been speaking of h ad th e pleasure of

seeing th e huge jack h e h ad caught, served up for th e first dish
in a most sumptuous manner. Upon our sitting down to it,
h e gave us a long account h ow h e h ad hooked it, played
with it

,
foiled it, and at length drew it out upon the bank,

with several other particulars, that lasted all th e first course.

A dish of wild fowl
,
that came afterwards, furnished con
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’

versation for th e rest of th e dinner, which concluded with a

late invention of W ill’s for improving th e quail-pipe.

Upon’ withdrawing into my room after dinner, I was
secretly touched with compassion towards th e honest gentle
man that had dined with us ; and could not but consider,
with a great deal of concern

,
h ow so good an heart

,
and

such busy hands, were wholly employed in trifles that so

much humanity should be so little beneficial to oth ers, and
so much industry so little advantageous to himself. Th e

same temper of m ind, and application to affairs
,
m ight have

recommended h im to th e public esteem
,
and have raised

h is fortune in another station of life. What good to h is

country
,
or himself

,
m ight not a trader or merchant have

done with such useful
,
though ordinary

,
qualifications ?

ill Wimble’s is th e case of many a younger brother
great fam ily, wh o h ad rather see their children starve

like gentlemen, than thrive in a trade or profession that is
beneath their quality. This humour fills several parts of

Europe with pride and beggary. It is th e happiness of a

trading nation , like ours
,
that th e younger sons

,
though 20

incapable Of any liberal art or profession , may be placed
in such a way of life

,
as may perhaps enable them to vie

with th e best of their fam ily. Accordingly, we find several
citizens that were launched into th e world with narrow
fortunes, r ising by an honest industry to greater estates
than those of their elder brothers. It is not improbable
but Will was formerly tried at divin ity, law ,

or physio ;

and that finding h is gen ius did not lie that way, h is
parents gave h im up at length to h is own inven tions.

But certainly, however improper h e m ight have been for 3 0

studies of a higher nature
,
h e was perfectly well turned

for th e occupations of trade and commerce.
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VI . SIR ROGER’
S ANCESTORS.

No . Thursday, July 5
,
1711. [Steele

Abnormis sapiens.
— Hor. 2 Sat. 11. 3 .

Of plain good sense, untutor
’
d in th e sch ools.

I WA S this morning walking in th e gal lery, when Sir Roger
entered at th e end Opposite to me

,
and advancing towards

me
,
said h e was glad to meet me among h is relations

,
th e

de Coverleys, and hoped I liked th e conversation of so

much good company, wh o were as Silen t as myself. I knew

h e alluded to th e pictures
,
and as h e is a gen tleman wh o

does not a little value himself upon h is ancient descent,
10 I expected h e would give me some account of them . We

were now arrived at th e upper end of th e gallery, when
th e kn ight faced towards one of th e pictures, and as we

stood before it
,
h e en tered into th e matter

,
after h is blunt

way of saying things as they occur to h is imagination ,
without regular introduction , or care to preserve th e

appearance of chain of thought.
It is

,

”
said h e

,

“worth while to consider th e force of

dress ; and h ow th e persons of one age differ from those
of another, merely by that on ly. One may observe also

,

20 that th e general fashion of one age h as been
.

followed by
one particular set of people in another, and by them
preserved from one generation to another. Thus th e vast
jetting coat and small bonnet

,
which was th e habit in

Henry th e Seven th’s time
,
is kept on in th e yeoman of

th e guard ; not without a good and politic view
,
because

they look a foot taller, and a foot and an half broader
besides, that th e cap leaves th e face expanded

,
and couse

quently more terrible
,
and fitter to stand at th e entrances

of palaces.

3 0
“This predecessor of ours you see is dressed after this

manner
,
and h is cheeks would be no larger than m ine, were



SIR ROGER’S ANCESTORS . 23

h e in a hat as I am ./He was th e last man that won a

prize in th e Tilt-yard (which is now a common street
before Whitehall). You see th e broken lance that lies
there by h is right foot. He shivered that lance of h is

adversary all to pieces ; and bearing himself, look you,

sir , in this manner
,
at th e same time h e came within th e

target of th e gentleman wh o rode against h im,
and taking

h im with incredible force before h im on th e pommel of
h is saddle

,
h e in that manner rid th e tournamen t over,

with an air that shewed h e did it rather to perform th e 10

rule of th e lists
,
than expose h is enemy ; however it

appeared h e knew h ow to make use of a victory
,
and

with a gentle trot h e marched up to a gallery where their
m istress sate (for they were rivals) , and let h im down

with laudable courtesy and pardonable inso lence. I do

not know
,
but it m ight be exactly where th e coffee-house

is now .

“You are to know this
,
my ancestor was not on ly of a

m ilitary gen ius, but fit also for th e arts of peace, for h e
played on th e bass-V iol as well as any gentleman at court ; 20

you see where h is viol hangs by h is basket-hilt sword.

Th e action at the Tilt-yard you may be sure won th e fair

lady, wh o was a maid of honour
,
and th e greatest beauty

of h er time ; here sh e stands th e next picture. You see,

sir
,
my great great great grandmother h as on th e new

fashioned petticoat
,
except that th e modern is gathered at

th e waist ; my grandmother appears as if sh e stood in

a large drum ,
whereas th e ladies now walk as if they were

in a go
-cart, For all this lady was bred at court

,
sh e be

came an excellent country-wife
,
sh e h ad ten children

,
and 3 0

when I show you th e library, you shall see in h er own

hand (allowing for th e difference of th e language) th e
best receipt now in England both for an hasty-pudding
and a white-

pot.

If you please to fal l back a little
,
because it is necessary

to look at th e three next pictures at one V iew ; these are
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three Sisters. Sh e on th e right hand, wh o is so very
beautiful

,
died a maid th e next to h er

,
still handsomer

,
h ad

th e same fate
,
against h er will ; this homely thing in th e

m iddle h ad both ” their portions added to h er own
,
and

was sto len by a neighbouring gentleman
,
a man of stratagem

and resolution
,
for h e poisoned three mastiffs to come at

h er
,
and knocked down two deer -stealers in carrying h er

Off . Misfortunes h appen in all fam ilies. Th e theft of

this romp
,
and so much money, was no great matter to

10 our estate.
z
/But th e next heir that possessed it was this

soft gentleman
,
whom you see there. Observe the smal l

buttons
,
th e l ittle boots, th e laces, th e slashes about h is

clot-h es
,
and above all

,
th e posture h e is drawn in (which

to be sure was h is own choosing) ; you see h e sits with
one hand on a desk writing and looking as it were

another way, l ike an easy writer, or a sonneteer . He

was one Of those that h ad too much wit to know h ow to

live in th e world h e was a man of no justice, but great

good-manners h e ruined every body that h ad any thing to

20 do with h im,
but never said a rude thing in h is life ; th e

most indolent person in th e world, h e would sign a deed
that passed away half h is estate with h is gloves on

,

but would not put on h is h at before a lady if it were

to save h is coun try . He is said to be th e
"

first that

made love by squeezéig th e hand . He left th e estate
with ten thousand pounds debt upon it ; but, however, by
all hands I h ave been informed that h e was every way

th e finest gentleman in th e world ; That debt lay heavy
on our house for one generation ,

J
tin t it was retrieved by

3 0 a gift from that honest man you see there, a citizen of

our name
,
but nothing at all ak in

.

to us. I know Sir

Andrew Freeport h as said behind my back , that this man

was descended from one of th e ten children of th e maid

of honour I shewed you above ; but it was never made

out . We winked at th e thing indeed, because money was

wanting at that t ime.
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with good sense
,
left me at a loss whether I was more

delighted with my friend
’
s w isdom or Simplicity. R.

V VI I . ON GHOSTS AND APPARITIONS .

Friday, July 6, 1711. [Addison

Horror ubique animos, simul ipsa silentia terrent.

V irg. A en . 11. 755.

A ll th ings are full of h orror and affrigh t,
And dreadful ev

’

n th e silence of th e nigh t. — Dryden .

A T a little distance from Sir Roger
’
s house

,
among th e

ruins of an old abbey
,
there is a long walk of aged elms

which are shot up so very high, that when one passes
under them

,
th e rocks and crows that rest upon th e tops

10 of them seem to be cawing in another region . I am very
much delighted with this sort of noise

,
wh ich I consider

as a kind of natural prayer to that Being wh o supplies
th e wants of h is whole creation

,
and wh o

,
in th e beautiful

language of th e Psalms
,
feedeth th e young ravens that call

upon h im . I like this retirement th e better because of an

ill report it lies under of being haun ted ; for which reason

(as I have been told in th e family) no l iving creature
ever walks in it besides th e chaplain . My good friend
th e butler desired mewith a very grave face not to venture

20 myself in it after sun -set
,
for that one of th e footmen

h ad been a lmost frightened out of h is wits by a Spirit
that appeared to h im in th e shape of a black horse
without an head ; to which h e added

,
that about a month

ago one of th e maids com ing home late that way with a

pail of mi lk upon h er head
,
heard such a rustling among

th e bushes that sh e let it fall .
I was taking a walk in this place last n ight between

th e hours of n ine and ten
,
and could not but fancy it one

of th e most proper scenes in th e world for a ghost to

3 0 appear in . Th e ruins of th e abbey are scattered up and
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down on every side
,
and half covered with ivy and elder

bushes
,
th e harbours of several solitary birds which sel

dom make their appearance till th e dusk of th e even ing.

Th e place was formerly a churchyard
,
and h as still

“

several

marks in it of graves and burying-places. There is such
an echo among th e Old ruins and vaults

,
that if you stamp

but a little louder than ordinary, you hear th e sound
repeated. At th e same time th e walk

“

of elms
,
with th e

croaking of th e ravens which frOm t ime to time are heard
from th e tops of them

,
looks exceeding solemn and 10

venerable. These objects naturally raise seriousness and

atten tion ; and when n ight heightens th e awfulness of th e

place, and pours out h er supernumerary horrors upon
everything in it, I do not at all wonder that weak m inds
fi ll it with spectres and apparitions.

Mr. Locke, in h is chapter of th e Association of Ideas
,

h as very curious remarks to shew h ow by th e prejudice
of education one idea Often introduces in to th e m in d a

whole set that bear no resemblan ce to one another in th e

nature of things. Among several examples of this kind, 20
h e produces th e following instance.

“Th e ideas of goblins
and sprites have really no more to do with darkness than
l ight : yet let but a foolish maid inculcate these Often on

th e m ind of a

i

child
,

and raise them there together,
possibly h e shall never be able to separate them again so

long as h e l ives ; but darkness shall ever afterwards br ing
with it those frightful ideas, and they shal l be so joined

,

that h e can no more bear th e one than th e oth er.

”

A s I was walking in this sol itude
,
where th e dusk of

th e evening conspired with so many other occasions of 3 0

terror
,
I observed a cow grazing not far from me, which

an imagination that was apt to startle m ight easily have
construed into a black horse without an head : and I dare
say th e poor footman lost . h is wits upon some such trivial
occasion .

My friend Sir Roger h as Often told me with a great
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deal of m irth, that at h is first com ing to h is estate h e

found three parts of h is house altogether useless ; that
th e best room in it h ad the reputation of being haunted,
and by that means was locked up ; that noises h ad been
heard in h is long gallery, so that h e could not get a

servan t to enter it after eight o
’clock at n ight ; that th e

door of one of h is chambers was nailed up, because there
went a story in th e fam ily that a butler h ad formerly
hanged himself in it ; and that h is mother

,
wh o lived

10 to a great age, h ad shut up half th e rooms in th e house,
in which either h er husband, a son

, or daughter, h ad died.

Th e knight seeing h is habitation reduced to so small a

compass, and himself in a manner shut out of h is own

house
,
upon th e death of h is mother ordered all th e

apartments to be flung open , and exorcised by h is chaplain ,
wh o lay in every room one after another

,
and by that

means dissipated their fears which h ad so long reigned in
th e fam ily .

I Should not thus have been particular upon these ridi

20 culons horrors, did not I find them so very much prevail
in all parts of th e country. A t th e same time I think a

person wh o is thus terrified with th e imagination of ghosts
and spectres much more reasonable than one wh o

,
contrary

to th e reports of all historians sacred and profane
,
ancien t

and modern , and to th e traditions of all nations
,
thinks the

appearance of spirits fabulous and groundless. Could not

I give myself up to this general testimony of mankind
,
I

should to th e relations of particular persons wh o are now

living, and whom I cannot distrust in other matters of

3 0 fact. I m ight here add, that not on ly th e historians
,
to

whom we may join th e poets
,
but likewise th e philosophers

of antiquity, have favoured this opin ion . Lucretius h im
self

,
though by th e course of h is philosophy h e was obliged

to maintain that th e soul did not exist separate from th e

body, makes no doubt of th e reality of apparitions, and

that men have Often appeared after their death. This I
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think very remarkable : h e was so pressed with th e matter
of fact which h e could not have th e confidence to deny

,

that h e was forced to account for it by one of th e most
absurd unphilosophical notions that was ever started. He

tells us
,
That th e surfaces of all bodies are perpetually

flying off from their respective bodies, one after another ;
and that these surfaces or thin cases that included each
other whilst they were joined in th e body like th e coats

of an on ion , are sometimes seen entire when they are

separated from it ; by which means we often behold th e

shapes and shadows of persons wh o are either dead or

absen t.

V VIII. SIR ROGER AT CHURCH.

Monday, July 9 , 1711. [Addison
’A 90.vo

'

wovs pév«9 631
-
01.Geots, v6|u9 05s StdKet‘ra t,

T tpfi.
— Pyth ag.

First, in obedience to thy countrys
'

rites,
Worsh ip th

’ immortal Gods.

I AM always very well pleased with a country Sunday, and
think, if keeping holy th e seventh day were only a h uman

institution
,
it would be th e best method that could have

been thought of for th e polishing and civilizing of mankind. 20

It is certain th e country people would soon degenerate into

a kind of savages and barbarians
,
were there not such fre

quent returns of a stated time
,
in which th e whole village

meet together with their best faces, and in their cleanliest
habits, to converse with one anoth er

‘

upon indifferent sub

jects, hear their duties explained to them
,
and join together

in adoration of th e Supreme Being. Sunday clears away

th e rust of th e whole week, not on ly as it refreshes in their
m inds th e notions of religion , but as it puts both th e sexes
upon appearing in their most agreeable forms

,
and exerting 3 0

all such qualities as are apt to give them a figure in th e
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eye of th e village. A country fellow distinguishes himself
as much in th e churchyard

,
as a citizen does upon th e

Change, th e whole parish-politics being generally discussed
in that place either after sermon or before th e bell r ings.
My friend Sir Roger, being a good churchman , h as beauti

fied th e inside of h is church with several texts of h is own

choosing. He h as likewise given a handsome pulpit-cloth
,

and railed in th e commun ion -table at h is own expense.

He h as often told me
,
that at h is com ing to h is estate h e

10 found h is parishioners very irregular ; and that in order
to make them kneel and join in th e responses, h e gave
every one of them a hassock and a common-prayer book
and at th e same time employed an itineran t singing-master

,

wh o goes about th e country for that purpose
,
to instruct

them rightly in th e tunes of th e psalms ; upon which they
now very much value themselves, and indeed outdo most
of th e country churches that I have ever heard.

A S Sir Roger is landlord to th e whole congregation, h e
keeps them in very good order

,
and will suffer no body to

20 sleep in it besides if by chance h e h as been

surprised in to a rmon
,
upon recovering out

of it h e stands up and looks about h im ,
and if h e sees

any body else nodding, either wakes them himself
,
or sends

h is servan ts to them . Several other of th e old kn ight
’
s

particularities break out upon these occasions. Sometimes
h e will be length enmg . out a verse in th e singing psalms,
half a m inute after th e rest of th e congregation have done
with it ; sometimes when h e is pleased with th e matter of

h is devotion
,
h e pronounces amen three or four times to

3 0 th e same prayer ; and sometimes stands up when every
body else is upon their knees

,
to coun t th e congregation ,

or see if any of h is tenants are m issing.

I was yesterday very much surprised to hear my old

friend
,
in th e m idst of the service

,
cal ling out to one John

Matthews to m ind what h e was about
,
and not disturb th e

congregation. This John Matthews it seems is remarkable
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for being an idle fellow ,
and at that time was kicking h is

heels for h is diversion . This authority of th e kn ight,
though exerted in that odd manner which accompan ies
h im in all circumstances of life

,
h as a very good effect

upon th e
,

parish
,
wh o are not polite enough to see any

thing ridiculous in h is beh avIOur ; besides that th e general

good sense and worthiness of h is character make h is friends
ob serve these little singular ities as foils that rath ep/set off

than blem ish h is good qualities.

A s soon as th e sermon is fin ished, no body presumes to 10

stir till Sir Roger is gone out of th e church. The kn ight
walks down from h is seat in th e chancel between a double
row of h is tenants

,
that stand bowing to h im on each side

and every now and then inquires h ow such an one
’
s wife

,

or mother, or son
,
or father do

,
whom h e does not see at

church ; which is understood as a secret reprimand to th e
person that is absent.
“
Th e chaplain h as often told me, that upon a catechising

day, when Sir Roger h as been pleased with a boy that
answers well

,
h e h as ordered a bible to be given h im next 20

day for h is encouragemen t ; and sometimes accompan ies it
with a flitch of bacon to h is mother. Sir Roger h as like
wise added five pounds a year to th e clerk’s place ; and

that h e may encourage th e young fellows to make them
selves perfect in th e church service, h as prom ised upon th e

death of th e present incumbent wh o is very old, to bestow
it according to mer it.
Th e fair understanding between Sir Roger and h is

chaplain , and their mutual concurrence in doing good, is

th e more remarkable
,
because th e very next village is 3 0

famous for th e differences and contentions that rise between
th e parson and th e

’
squire, wh o live in a perpetual state

of war. Th e parson is always preaching at th e ’
squire

and th e ’
squire to be revenged on th e parson , never comes

to church . Th e ’
squire h as made all h is tenants atheists

and tithe-stealers ; while th e parson instructs them every
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Sunday in th e dign ity of h is order
,
and insinuates to them

in almost every sermon , that h e is a better man than h is
patron . In short

,
matters are come to such an extrem ity;

that th e ’
squire h as not said h is prayers either in public

‘

or private this half year ; and that th e parson threatens
h im

, if h e does not mend h is manners
,
to pray for h im

in th e face of th e whole congregation .

Feuds of this nature
,
though too frequent in th e coun try,

aggg very fatal to th e ordinary people ; wh o are so used to
be dazzled with riches, that they pay as much deference
to th e understanding of a man of an estate, as of a man of

learn ing ; and are very hardly brought to regard any

truth
,
h ow important soever it may be, that is preached

to them
,
when they know there are several men of five

hundred a year wh o do not bel ieve it. L .

V
IX . HIS ACCOUNT OF HIS DISAPPOINTMENT

IN LOVE .

NO. Tuesday, July 10 , 1711. [Steele

Haerent infixi pectore vultus.
— Virg. A en . iv. 4.

Her looks were deep imprinted in h is h eart.

IN my first description of th e company in which I pass

most of my time
,
it may be remembered, that I mentioned

20 a great affliction
i

which my friend Sir Roger had met with

in h is youth ; which was no less than a disappoin tment in

love. It happened this even ing, that we fel l into a very
pleasing walk at a distance from h is house. A s soon as

we came into it,
“It is

,

”

quoth th e good old man
,
looking

round h im with a smile
,

“very hard, that any part of my
land should be settled upon one wh o has used me so ill

as th e perverse widow did ; and yet I am sure I could

not see a sprig of any bough of th is whole walk of trees,
but I should reflect upon h er and h er severity. Sh e h as

3 0 certainly th e finest hand of any woman in th e world.
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th e balcon ies and windows as I rode to th e h all where th e

assizes were held. But when I came there
,
a beautiful

creature in a widow’
s habit sat in court to hear th e event

of a cause concerning h er dower. This commanding crea ture

(wh o was born for th e destruction of all w h o behold h er)
put on such a resignation in h er countenance, and bore th e
Whispers of all around th e court with such a pretty uneasi

ness
,
I warrant you, and then recovered herself from one

eye to another
,
until sh e was perfectly confused by meeting

10 something so wistful in all sh e encoun tered
,
that at last,

with a murrain to h er
,
sh e cast h er bewitching eye upon

me. I no sooner met it but I bowed like a great surprised
booby ; and knowing h er cause to be th e first which came

on
,
I cried

,
like a captivated calf as I was,

“Make way

for th e defendan t’s witnesses.

” This sudden partiality made
all th e county immediately see th e sheriff also was become

a slave to th e fine widow. During th e time h er cause was
upon trial

,
sh e behaved herself, I warrant you, with such

a deep attention to h er business, took opportun ities to have
20 little billets handed to h er counsel, then would be in such

a pretty confusion , occasioned, you must know, by acting
before so much company, that not only I but th e whole
court was prejudiced in h er favour ; and all that th e next
heir to h er husband h ad to urge, was thought so groundless
and frivolous, that when it came to h er counsel to reply,

there was not half so much said as every o ne besides in
th e court thought h e could have urged to h er advantage.

You must understand, sir
,
this perverse woman is one of

those unaccountable creatures that secretly rejoice in th e

3 0 adm iration of men
,
but indulge themselves in no farther

consequences. Hence it is that sh e has ever h ad a train
of adm irers, and sh e removes from h er slaves in town to

those in th e country, according to th e seasons of th e year.

Sh e is a reading lady, and far gone in th e pleasures of

friendship. Sh e is always accompanied by a confidant
,

who is witness to h er daily protestations against our sex ,
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and consequently a bar to h er first steps towards love
,

upon th e strength of h er own maxims and declarations.

“However
,
I must need say, this accomplished m istress

of m ine h as distinguished me above th e rest
,
and h as

been known to declare Sir Roger de Coverley was th e

tamest and most humane of all th e brutes in th e coun try .

I was told sh e said so
,
by one wh o thought h e rallied

me ; but upon th e strength of this slender encouragement
of being thought least detestable, I made new liveries

,
new

paired my coach -horses
,
sent them all to town to be bitted

,

and taught to throw their legs well, and move all together,
before I pretended to cross th e country, and wait upon h er.

A s soon as I thought my retinue suitable to th e character
of my fortune and youth, I set out from hence to make
my addresses. , Th e particular skill of this lady h as ever
been to inflame your wishes, and yet command respect.
To make h er m istress of this art

,
sh e h as a greater share

of knowledge, wit, and good sense
,
than is usual even

among men of merit. Then sh e is beautiful beyond th e

race of women . If you will not let h er go on with a

certain artifice with h er eyes, and th e sk il l of beauty, sh e
will arm herself with h er real charms

,
and strike you with

adm iration . It is certain that if you were to behold th e

whole woman
,
there is that dign ity in h er aspect

,
that

composure in h er motion
,
that complacency in h er manner,

that if h er form makes you hope, h er merit makes you
fear. But then again , sh e is such a desperate scho lar

,

that no country-gen tleman can approach h er without being
a jest. A s I was go ing to tel l you, when I came to h er

house I was adm itted to h er presence with great civility ;
at th e same time sh e placed herself to be first seen by
me in such an attitude, as I think you call th e posture of

a picture, that sh e discovered new charms
,
and I at last

came towards h er with such an awe as made me speech
less. This sh e no sooner observed but sh e made h er

advantage of it, and began a discourse to me concern ing

20

3 0
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love and honour, as they both are followed by pretenders,
and th e real votaries to them . When sh e discussed these
po ints in a discourse, which I verily believe was as learned
as th e best philosopher in Europe could possibly make,
sh e asked me whether sh e was so happy as to fall in with
my sen timen ts on these important particulars. Her con

fidant sat by h er, and upon my being in th e last confusion
and silen ce

,
this malicious aid of hers turning to h er says

,

I am very glad to observe Sir Roger pauses upon this

10 subject, and seems resolved to del iver all h is sentiments
upon th e matter when h e pleases to speak . They both
kept their countenances

,
and after I h ad sat half an hour

meditating h ow to behave before such profound casuists
,
I

rose up and took my leave. Chance h as since that time

thrown me very often in h er way, and sh e as often has

directed a discourse to me which I do not understand.

This barbarity h as kept me ever at a distance from th e

most beautiful object my eyes ever beheld. It is thus
also sh e deals with all mankind

,
and you must make love

20 to h er, as you would conquer th e Sphynx, by posing h er.

But were sh e like other women
,
and that there were any

talking to h er , h ow constan t must th e pleasure of that
man be, wh o would converse with a creature— But

,
after

all
, you may be sure h er heart is fixed on some one or

other and yet I have been credibly informed ; but wh o
can believe half that is said ! after sh e h ad done speaking
to me

,
sh e put h er hand to h er bosom , and adjusted h er

tucker. Then sh e cast h er eyes a l ittle down, upon my

beholding h er too earnestly. They say sh e sings excel
3 0 1ently : h er voice in h er ordinary speech h as something in
it inexpressibly sweet. You must know I dined with h er
at a public table th e day after I first saw h er

,
and sh e

helped me to some tan sy in th e eye of all th e gentlemen

in th e coun try. Sh e h as certainly th e finest hand of any

woman in th e world. I can assure you, sir, were you to

behold h er, you would be in th e same condition ; for as
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h er speech is music
,
h er form is angelic. But I find I

grow irregular while I am talking of h er ; but indeed it
would be stupidity to be unconcerned at such perfection .

Oh th e excellent creature ! sh e is as in im itable to all

women
,
as sh e is inaccessible to all men.

”

I found my friend beg in to rave, and insensibly led

h im towards th e house
,
that we might be jo ined by some

other company ; and am convinced that th e widow is th e

secret cause of all that inconsistency which appears in

some parts of my friend
’
s discourse ; though h e h as so

much command of himself as n ot directly to mention h er
, ,

yet according to that of Martial
,
which one knows not

hOw to render in to English, dum tacet hanc loquitur. I
shall end this paper with that whole epigram ,

which repre

sents with much humour my honest friend
’
s condition

Quicquid agit Rufus, nih il est, n isi Naevia Rufo,
Si gaudet, si flet, si tacet , h anc loquitur

Coenat, propinat, poscit, negat, annuit, una est

Naevia ; si non sit Naevia
,
mutus crit.

Scriberet h esternapatri cum Iuce salutem ,

Naevia lux ,
inquit, Naevia numen , ave.

— Ep ig . i.

Let Rufus weep, rejoice, stand, sit, or walk ,
Still h e can noth ing but of Naevia talk
Let h im eat

,
drink

, ask questions, or dispute,
Still h e must speak of Naevia

,
or be mute.

He writ to h is fath er, ending with th is line,
I am,

my lovely Naevia, ever th ine.

X . ON THE SHAME AND FEAR OF POVERTY

No. Wednesday, July 11, 1711. [Steele

Paupertatis pudor
'

et fuga.
— Hor. 1Ep . xviii. 24.

The dread of noth ing more

Th an to be th ough t necessitous and poor.
— Pooly.

ECONOMY in our affairs h as th e same effect upon our fortunes
which good-breeding h as upon our conversation . There is

10
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a pretending behaviour in both cases
,
which instead of

making men esteemed
,
renders them both m iserable and

contemptible. We h ad yesterday at Sir Roger
’
s a set of

coun try gentlemen wh o dined with h im : and after dinner
th e glass was taken , by those w h o pleased, pretty plentifully.

Among others I observed a person of a tolerable good aspect,
wh o seemed to be more greedy of liquor than any of th e

company, and yet methought h e did not taste it with delight.
A s h e grew warm ,

h e was suspicious of every thing that

10 was said
,
and as h e advanced towards being fuddled, h is

humour grew worse. At th e same time h is bitterness
seemed to be rather an inward dissatisfaction in h is own

m ind, than any dislike h e had taken to th e company. Upon
hearing h is name

,
I knew h im to be a gentleman of a con

siderable fortune in this county, but greatly in debt. What

gives th e unhappy man this peevishness of spirit is, that
h is estate is clipped, and is eating out with usurv and

yet h e h as not th e heart to sell any part of it. H is proud
stomach

,
at th e cost of restless n ights, constan t inquietudes,

20 danger of affron ts, and a thousand nameless inconveniencies,
preserves this canker in h is fortune, rather than it shal l be
said h e is a man of fewer hundreds a year than h e h as

been commonly reputed . Thus h e endures th e torment of

poverty, to avo id th e name of being less r ich. If you go
to h is house, you see great plenty ; but served in a manner

that shews it is all unnatural , and that th e master’s mind
is not at home. There is a certain waste and carelessness
in th e air of every thing, and th e whole appears but a

covered indigen ce, a magn ificent poverty. That neatness

3 0 and cheerfulness which attends th e table of h im wh o lives
within compass, is wanting, and exchanged for a libertine
way of service 111 all about h im .

This gentleman
’
s conduct

,
though a very common way of

management
,
is as r idiculous as that Officer’s would be,

wh o h ad but few men under h is command
,
and should

take th e charge of an extent of coun try rather than of a
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small pass. To pay for
,
personate

,
and keep in a man

’
s

hands, a greater estate than h e really h as, is of all o thers
th e most unpardonable van ity

,
and must in th e end reduce

th e man wh o is guilty Of it t o dishonour. Yet if we look
round us in any county of Great-Britain , we shall see

many in this fatal error ; if that may be called by so soft
a name, which proceeds from a false shame of appearing
wh at they really are

,
when th e con trary behaviour would

in a short time advance them to th e condition which they
pretend to.

Laertes h as fifteen hundred pounds a year ; which is

mortgaged for six thousand pounds ; but it is impossible
to convin ce h im

,
that if h e sold as much as would pay off

that debt
,
h e would save four shillings in th e pound

,
which

h e gives for th e van ity of being th e reputed master of it.
Yet if Laertes did this

,
h e would perhaps be easier in h is

own fortune ; but then Irus, a fellow of yesterday, wh o
h as but twelve hundred a year, would be h is equal.
Laertes and Irus are neighbours, whose way of living

are an abom ination to each other. Irus is moved by th e 20

fear of poverty , and Laertes by th e shame of it. Though
th e motive of action is of so near affin ity in both

,
and

may be reso lved into this,
“that to each of them poverty

is th e greatest of all evils
,

”

yet are their manners widely
different. Shame of poverty makes Laertes launch into
unnecessary equipage, vain expense

,
and lavish entertain

ments. Fear of poverty makes Irus allow himself on ly
plain necessaries

,
appear without a servan t

,
sell h is own

corn
,

attend h is labourers
,

and be himself a labourer.

Shame of poverty makes Laertes go every day a step 3 0

nearer to it : and fear of poverty stirs up Irus to make
every day some further progress from it.
These different motives produce th e excesses which men

are guilty of in th e negl igence of and provision for th em
selves. Usury, stock -jobbing, extortion

,
and Oppression, b

have their seed in th e dread of wan t ; and van ity
,
r iot

,
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and prodigal ity, from th e sh ame of it ; but both these
excesses are infin itely below th e pursuit of a reasonable
creature. After we have taken care to command so much
as is necessary for maintaining ourselves in th e order of

men suitable to our character, th e care of superfluities is

a vice no less extravagant, than th e neglect of necessaries
would have been before.

Certain it is, that they are both out of nature
,
when

sh e is followed with reason and good sense. It is from

10 this reflection that I always read Mr. Cowley with th e

greatest pleasure. His magnan im ity is as much above that
of other considerable men ,

as h is understanding ; and it is
a true distinguishing spirit in th e elegant author wh o pub
lish ed h is works

,
to dwel l so much upon th e temper of h is

m ind and th e moderation of h is desires. By this means

h e h as rendered h is friend as am iable as famous. That
state of l ife which bears th e face of poverty with Mr.

Cowley
’
s great vulgar, is adm irably described ; and it is

no small satisfaction to those of th e same turn of desire
,

20 that h e produces th e authority of th e wisest men of th e

best age of th e world, to strengthen h is Opin ion of th e

ordinary pursuits of mankind.

It would methinks be no ill maxim of life, if, according
to that ancestor of Sir Roger, whom I lately mentioned

,

every man would poin t to himself what sum h e would
resolve not to exceed. He m ight by this means cheat
himself intoa tranquillity on this side of that expectation ,

or convert what h e should get above it to nobler uses than
h is own pleasures or necessities. This temper of mind

3 0 would exempt a man from an ignoran t envy of restless
men above h im ,

and a more inexcusable contempt of happy
m en below h im . This would be sailing by some compass

,

living with some design ; but to be eternally bewildered
in prospects of future gain , and putting on unnecessary
armour against improbable blows of fortune, is a mechan ic
being wh ich h as not good sense for its direction

,
but is
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ligature which is a composition of fibres
,
that are so many

imperceptible tubes or pipes interwoven on all sides with
invisible glands or strainers.

This general idea of a human body, without considering
it in th e n iceties of anatomy, lets us see h ow absolutely
necessary labour is for th e right preservation of it. There
must be frequent motions and agitations, to mix , digest,
and separate th e juices contained in it, as well as to clear
and cleanse that infinitude of pipes and strainers of which

10 it is composed
,
and to give their so lid parts a more firm and

lasting tone. Labour or exercise ferments th e humours
,

casts them into their proper channels
,
throws ofl

'

redund

ancies
,
and helps nature in those secret distributions

,

without which th e body cannot subsist in its vigour, nor

th e soul act with cheerfulness.

I m ight here mention th e effects which this h as upon
all th e faculties of th e m ind

,
by keeping th e understand

ing clear, th e imagination untroubled, and refining those
spirits that are necessary for th e proper exertion of our

20 intel lectual faculties, during th e presen t laws of un ion
between soul and body. It is to a neglect in this par

ticular that we must ascribe th e spleen
,
which is so

frequent in men of studious and seden tary tempers, as

well as th e vapours to which those of th e other sex are

so often subject.
Had not exercise been absolutely necessary for our wel l

being, nature would not have made th e body so proper
for it, by giving such an activity to th e limbs, and such

a pliancy to every part as necessarily produce those com

3 0 pressions, extensions
,
contortions

,
dilatations, and all other

kinds of motions that are necessary for th e preservation

of such a system of tubes and glands as h as been before
men tioned. A nd that w e m ight not wan t inducements to

engage us in such an exercise of th e body as is proper for

its welfare, it is so ordered that nothing valuable can be

procured without it. Not to mention riches and honour,
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even food and raimen t are not to be come at without th e
to il of th e hands and sweat of th e brows. Providence
furn ishes materials, but expects that we should work them
up ourselves. Th e earth must be laboured before it gives
its increase

,
and when it is forced in to its several products,

h ow many bands must they pass through before they are

fit for use Manufactures
,
trade

,
and agriculture, naturally

employ more than n ineteen parts of th e species in twenty
and as for those wh o are not obliged to labour

,
by th e

condition in which they are born
,
they are more m iserable 10

than th e rest of mankind
,
un less they indulge them selves

in that voluntary labour which goes by th e name of exercise.

My friend Sir Roger h as been an indefatigable man in

business of this kind
,
and h as hung several parts of h is

house with th e trophies of h is former labours. Th e walls
of h is great hall are covered with th e horns of several
kinds of deer . th at h e h as killed in th e chace, which h e
thinks the most valuable furn iture of h is house

,
as they

afford h im frequent topics of discourse
,
and shew th at h e

h as not been idle. At th e lower end of th e hall is a 20

large otter’s sk in stuffed with h ay, which h is mother
ordered to be hung up in that manner

,
and th e knight

\looks upon with great satisfaction
,
because it seems h e

was but n ine years old wh en h is dog killed h im . A little
room adjoin ing to th e hall is a kind of arsenal filled with

guns of several sizes and inven tions
,
with which th e kn ight

h as made great havoc in th e woods
,
and destroyed many

thousands of pheasan ts
,
partridges, and woodcocks. His

stable-doors are patched with noses that belonged to foxes
of th e kn ight

’

s own hun ting down . Sir Roger shewed me 3 0

one of them that for distin ction sake h as a brass nail
struck through i t, which cost h im about fifteen hours’

riding, carried h im through half a dozen counties
,

killed h im a brace of geldings, and lost above half
h is d ogs. This th e kn ight looks upon as one Of th e

greatest exploits of h is l ife. Th e perverse widow,
whom
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I have given some account of, was th e death of several
foxes ; for Sir Roger h as told me that in th e course

_

of

h is amours h e patched th e western door of h is stable.

Whenever th e widow was cruel
,
th e foxes were sure to

pay for it. In proportion as h is passion for th e widow
abated and old age came on , h e left off fox -hun ting ; but
a bare is not yet safe that sits within ten m iles of h is

house.

There is no kind of exercise which I would so recom

10 mend to my readers of both sexes as this of r iding, as

there is none which so much conduces to health , and is

every way accomm odated to th e body
,
according to th e idea

which I have given of it. Doctor Sydenham is very lavish
in its praises ; and if th e English reader will see th e

mechan ical effects of it described at length, h e may find

them in a book published not many years since
,
under th e

title of th e Medicinal. Gymnastica . For my own part
,
when

I am in town
,
for wan t of these opportun ities

,
I exercise

myself an hour every morn ing upon a dumb bell that is
20 placed in a corner of my room

,
and it pleases me th e more

because it does every thing I require of it in th e most
profound silence. My landlady and h er daughters are so

well acquainted with my hours of exercise, that they never
come into my room to disturb me wh ilst I am ringing.

When I was some years younger than I am at presen t,
I used to employ myself in a more laborious diversion

,

which I learned from a Latin treatise of exercises that is
written with great erudition : It is there called th e

o
'

xtopuxta , or th e fighting with a man
’
s own shadow

,
and

3 0 consists in th e brandish ing of two short sticks grasped in
each hand

,
and loaden with plugs of lead at either end.

This opens th e chest
,
exercises th e l imbs

,
and gives a man

all th e pleasure of boxing, without th e blows. I could
wish that several learned men would lay out that time

which they employ in controversies and disputes about
noth ing, in this method of fighting w ith their own shadows.
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It might conduce very much to evaporate th e spleen , which
makes them uneasy to th e public as well as to themselves.

To conclude, as I am a compound of soul and body, I
consider myself as obliged to a double scheme of duties ;
and think I have not fulfilled th e business of th e day

when I do not thus employ th e one in labour and exercise
,

as well as th e other in study and con templation . L.

XII . A HUNTING SCENE W ITH SIR ROGER.

No . Friday, July 13 , 1711. [BudgelL

Vocat ingenti clamore Cith aeron ,

Taygetique canes.
— Virg. Georg . iii. 43 .

Th e ech oing h ills and ch iding h ounds invite.

THOSE wh o have searched into human nature observe that
nothing so much shews th e nobleness of th e soul

,
as that

its felicity consists in action . Every man h as such an

active principle in h im
,
that h e will find out something

to employ himself upon
,
in whatever place or state of life

h e is posted. I have heard of a gentleman wh o was under
close confinemen t in th e Bastile seven years ; during which
time be amused himself in scattering a few small pins
about h is chamber, gathering them up again , and placing
them in different figures on th e arm of a great chair . He 20

often told h is fr iends afterwards
,
that un less h e h ad found

out this piece of exercise
,
h e verily bel ieved h e should

have lost h is senses.

After what h as been said
,
I need not inform my readers

,

that Sir Roger, with whose character I hope th ey are at

presen t pretty well acquainted, h as in h is youth gone

through th e whole course of those rural diversions which
th e country abounds in ; and which seems to be extremely
well suited to that laborious industry a man may observe
here

‘ in a far greater degree than in towns and cities. I 3 0
have before hinted at some of my friend

’
s exploits : h e
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h as in h is youthful days taken forty coveys of partridges
in a season ; and tired many a salmon with a line consist
ing but of a single hair. Th e constant thanks and good
wishes of th e neighbourhood always attended h im

,
on

accoun t of h is remarkable enm ity towards foxes ; having
destroyed more of those verm in in one year

,
than it was

thought th e whole coun try could have produced. Indeed
th e kn ight does not scruple to own among h is most
in timate friends

,
that in order to establish h is reputation

10 this way, h e h as secretly sent for great numbers of them
out of other coun ties

,
which h e used to turn loose about

th e country by n ight, that h e m ight th e better signalize
himself in their destruct ion th e next day. His hunting
horses were th e finest and best managed in all these parts.

His tenants are still full of th e praises of a grey stone
h arse that unhappily staked himself several years since,
and was buried with great solemn ity in th e orchard .

Sir Roger, being at present too old for fox -hunting, to
keep himself in action

,
h as disposed of h is beagles and got

20 a pack of stop-hounds. What these wan t in speed, h e.

endeavours to make am ends for by th e deepness of their
mouths and th e variety of their n otes

,
which are suited in

such manner to each other
,
that th e whole cry makes up a

complete concert. He is so n ice in this particular, that a

gentleman having made h im a presen t of a very fine

hound th e other day , th e kn ight returned it by th e servant
with a great many expressions of civil ity ; but desired
h im to tell h is master

,
that th e dog h e h ad sent was

indeed a most excellen t bass
,
but that at present h e on ly

3 0 wanted a coun ter -tenor . Could I believe my fr iend h ad

ever read Shakspeare, I Should certain ly con clude h e h ad
taken th e hin t from Theseus in th e Midsummer Night

’
s

Dream

My h ounds are bred out of th e Spartan kind,
So flu

’
d, so sanded; and th eir h eads are h ung

With cars th at Sweep away th e morning dew,
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Crook-knee
’
d and dew -lap

’
d like Th essalian bulls,

Slow in pursuit, but match
’
d in mouth s like bells,

Each under each . A cry more tuneable
Was never h alloo ’d to , nor ch eer

’

d with h orn .

Sir Roger is so keen at this Sport
,
that h e h as been

out almost every day since I came down ; and upon th e

chaplain ’

s offering to lend me h is easy pad, I was prevailed
on yesterday morn ing to make one of th e company. I
was extremely pleased, as we rid along, to observe th e

general benevolence of all th e neighbourhood, towards my 10

friend. Th e farmers
’
sons thought themselves happy if

they could open a gate for th e good old kn ight as h e passed
by ; which h e generally requited with a nod or a sm ile

,

and a kind inquiry after their fathers or un cles.

After we had rid about a m ile from home
,
we came

upon a large heath, and th e sportsmen began to beat.
They h ad done so for some time, when , as I was at a

little distance from th e rest of th e company, I saw a hare

pop out from a small furze—brake almost under my

horse’s feet. I marked th e way sh e took, which I en 20

deavoured to make th e company sensible
'

of by extending
my arm ; but to no purpose

,
till Sir Roger, wh o knows

that none of my extraordinary motions are insign ificant,
rode up to me, and asked me, if puss was gone that way ?
Upon my answering, yes, h e immediately called in th e

dogs, and put them upon th e scent. A s they were going
off

,
I heard one of th e country -fellows muttering to h is

compan ion ,
“that ’twas a wonder they h ad not lost all

their sport for want of th e silen t gentleman
’
s crying

S tole away.

This, with my aversion to leaping hedges, made me

withdraw to a rising ground, from whence I could have

th e pleasure of th e whole chace, without th e fatigue of

keeping in with th e hounds. Th e hare immediately threw

them about a m ile behind h er ; but I was pleased to find,
that instead of runn ing straight forwards, or in hunter’s
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language,
“flying th e country, as I was afraid sh e might

have done
, sh e wheeled about

,
and described a sort of a

circle round th e hill where I h ad taken my station , in
such a manner as gave me a very distinct view of

th e sport. I could see h er first pass by, and th e dogs
some time afterwards unravel l ing th e whole track sh e h ad

made
,
and following h er through all h er doubles. I was

at th e same time delighted in observing that deference
which th e rest of th e pack paid to each particular hound

,

10 according to th e character h e h ad acquired amongst them.

If they were at a fault, and an old bound of reputation
Opened but once, h e was immediately followed by th e

who le cry ; while a raw dog, or one wh o was a noted liar
,

m ight have y elped h is heart out
,
without being taken

notice of.

Th e hare now,
after having squatted two or three times

,

and been put up again as often, came still nearer to th e

place where sh e was at first started. Th e dogs pursued
h er, and these were followed by th e jolly kn ight, wh o

20 rode upon a white gelding, encompassed by h is tenants
and servants, and cheering h is hounds with all th e gaiety
of five and twenty. One of th e sportsmen rode up to me

,

and told me, that h e was sure th e chace was almost at

an end
,
because th e old dogs, which h ad hitherto lain

behind, now headed th e pack. Th e fellow was in th e

r ight, Our hare took a large field just under us
,
followed

by th e full cry in view. I must confess th e brightness of

th e weather, th e cheerfulness of every thing around me,

th e chiding of th e hounds, which was return ing upon us

3 0 in a double echo from two neighbouring hills, with th e

hal looing of th e Sportsmen
,
and th e sounding of th e horn

,

lifted my spirits into a most lively pleasure, which I freely
indulged because I was sure it was innocent. If I was

under any concern , it was on th e accoun t of th e poor hare,
that was now quite spent

,
and almost within th e reach of

h er enem ies ; when th e huntsman getting forward threw
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h is studies in h is youth be con tracted that ill habit of body,
which

,
after a tedious sickness, carried h im off in th e

fortieth year of h is age and th e whole history we have
of h is life till that time is but one continued accoun t of

th e behaviour of a noble soul struggl ing under innumer

able
i

pains and distempers.

5.

For my own part, I intend to hunt twice a week during
my stay with Sir Roger ; and shal l prescribe th e moderate
use of this exercise to all my country friends, as th e best
kind of physio for mending a bad constitution

,
and pre

serving a good on e.

I cannot do this better, than in th e following lines out

of Mr . Dryden

Th e fir st physicians by debauch were made

Excess began , and sloth sustains th e trade.

By ch ace our long-liv
’
d fath ers earn

’
d th eir food

Toil strung th e nerves, and purify
’
d th e blood ;

But we th eir sons, a pamper
’

d race of men ,

Are dwindled down to th reescore years and ten.

Better to h unt in fields for h ealth unbough t,
Th an fee th e doctor for a nauseous draugh t.
Th e wise for cure on exercise depend :

God never made h is work for man to mend.

‘
I
/

XIII. ON WITCHCRAFT— STORY OF MOLL WHITE.

No . Saturday, July 14, 1711. [Addison

Ipsi sibi somnia fingunt.
— Virg. Eel. viii. 108.

W ith voluntary dreams th ey ch eat th eir minds.

THERE are some opin ions in which a man should stand
neuter, without engaging h is assen t to one side or th e

other. Such a hovering faith as this
,
which refuses to

settle upon any determ ination , is absolutely n ecessary in

a m ind that is careful to avoid errors and prepossessions.

When th e arguments press equally on both sides in



ON WITCHCRAFT— STOR-Y OF MOLL WHITE . 51

matters that are indifferen t to us
,
th e safest method 1s to

give up ourselves to neither.

It is with this temper of m ind that I consider th e

subject of witchcraft. When I hear th e relations that are
made from all parts of th e world, not only from Norway
and Lapland

,
from th e East and West-Indies

,
but from

every particular nation in Europe
,
I cannot forbear think

ing that there is such an in tercourse and commerce with
evil spirits, as that which we express by th e name of

witchcraft. But when I consider that th e ignorant and 10

credulous parts of th e wor ld abound most in these rela

tions
, and that th e persons among us

,
wh o are supposed

to engage in such an infernal commerce
,
are people of a

weak understanding and crazed imagination , and at th e

same time reflect upon th e many impostures and delusions
of this nature that have been detected in all ages, I
endeavour to suspend my belief till I hear more certain
accounts than any which have yet come to my knowledge.

In short
,
when I consider th e question

,
whether th ere

are such persons in th e world as those we call witches
,
20

my m ind is divided between th e two opposite opinions
, or

rather (to speak my thoughts freely) I bel ieve in general

that there is
,
and h as been such a thing as witchcraft

but at th e same time can give no credit to any particular
instance of it .

I am engaged in this speculatio n by some occurren ces
that I met with yesterday, which I shal l give my reader
an account of at large. A s I was walking with my friend
Sir Roger by th e side of one of h is woods

,
an old woman

applied herself to me for my charity. Her dress and figure 3 0
put me in mind of th e fo llowing description in O tway

In a close lane as I pursu
’

d my journey,
I spy

’

d a wrinkled h ag. with age grown double,
Picking dry sticks

, and mumbling to h erself.
Her eyes with scalding rh eum were gall

’
d and red

Cold palsy sh ook h er h ead h er h ands seem
’
d with er

’
d
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And on h er crooked sh oulders h ad sh e wrapt
Th e tatter

’
d remnant of an old strip

’

d h anging,
Which serv

’

d to keep h er carcase from th e cold
So th ere was noth ing of a piece about h er.

Her lower weeds were all o ’er coarsely patch
’
d

With different colour’d rags, black , red, wh ite, yellow,

And seem
’
d to speak variety of wretch edness.

A s I was musing on this description , and comparing it
with th e object before me

,
th e kn ight told me, that this

10 very old woman h ad th e reputation of a witch all over th e
country, that h er lips were observed to be always in motion ,
and that there was not a switch about h er house which
h er neighbours did not bel ieve h ad carried h er several

hundreds of m iles. If sh e chanced to stumble, they
always found sticks or straws that lay in th e figure of

a cross before h er. If sh e made any m istake at church,
and cried amen in a wrong place, they never failed to

conclude that sh e was saying h er prayers backwards.

There was not a maid in th e parish that would take a pin

20 of h er , though sh e should offer a bag of money with it.
Sh e goes by th e name of Moll White, and h as made th e
coun try ring with several imaginary explo its which are

palmed upon h er. If th e dairy-maid does not make h er
butter come so soon as sh e would have it, Moll White is
a t th e bottom of th e churn . If a horse sweats in th e

stable
,
Moll White h as been upon h is back. If a hare

makes an unexpected escape from th e bounds, th e hunts
man curses Mol l White.

“Nay,
”
says Sir Roger,

“I have
known th e master of th e pack, upon such an occasion

,

3 0 send one of h is servan ts to see if Moll White h ad been
out that morn ing.

”

This account raised my curiosity so far
,
that I begged

my friend Sir Roger to go with me into h er hovel, which
stood in a sol itary corner under th e side of th e wood.

U pon our first entering, Sir Roger winked to me
,
and

pointed at something that stood behind th e door,
'

which
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upon looking that way, I found to be an Old broom -staff.
At th e same time h e whispered me in th e ear to take
notice of a tabby cat that sate in th e chimney corner,
which

,
as th e old knight told me

,
lay under as bad a

report as Moll White herself ; for besides that M O11is

said often to accompany h er in th e same shape
,
th e cat is

reported to h ave spoken twice or thrice in h er life
,
and to

have played several pranks above th e capacity of an

ordinary cat.

I was secretly concerned to see human nature in so

much wretchedness and disgrace, but at th e same time
could not forbear sm iling to hear Sir Roger, wh o is a

little puzzled about th e old woman , advising h er as a j ustice
of peace to avoid all commun ication with th e devil, and never
to hurt any of h er neighbours

’ cattle. We concluded our

visit with a bounty ,
which was very acceptable.

In our return home
, Sir Roger told me

,
that old Moll

h ad often been brought before h im for making children
Spit pins

,
and giving maids th e n ightmare ; and that th e

country people would be tossing h er into a pond and try 20

ing experiments with h er every day, if it was not for h im

and h is chaplain .

I have sin ce found upon enquiry, that Sir . Roger was
several times staggered with th e reports that h ad been

brought h im concern ing this old woman
,
and would fre

quently have bound h er over to th e coun ty sessions, h ad
not h is chaplain with much ado persuaded h im to th e

con trary .

I have been th e more particular in this accoun t, because
I hear there is scarce a village in England that h as not a 3 0

Moll White in it. When an old woman begins to doat,
and grow chargeable to a parish, sh e is generally turned
into a witch

,
and fi lls th e whole coun try with extravagant

fancies
,
imaginary distempers, and terrifying dreams. In

th e mean time
,
th e poor wretch that is th e innocen t occasion

of so many evils begins to be frightened at herself
,
and
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sometimes confesses Secret commerces and fam il iarities that
h er imagination forms in a delirious old age. This fre

quently cuts off charity from th e greatest objects of

compassion ,
and inspires people with a malevolence towards

those poor decrepit parts of our species, in whom human

nature is defaced by infirmity and dotage. L.

X IV . SIR ROGER’S REFLECTIONS ON THE W IDOW.

No . Monday, July 16, 1711. [Steele

Haeret lateri lethalis arundo .
— V irg. A en . iv. 73 .

Th e fatal dart
Sticks in h is side, and rankles in h is h eart — Dryden.

10 TH IS agreeable seat is surrounded with SO many pleasing
walks

,
which are struck out of a wood, in th e m idst of

which th e house stands
,
that one can hardly ever be

weary of rambling from one labyrin th of delight to

another. To one used to live in a city th e charms of th e

coun try are so exquisite, that th e m ind is lost in a certain
transport which raises us above ordinary life

,
and yet is

not strong enough to be in consistent with tranquillity.

This state of m ind was I in , ravished with th e murmur

of waters, th e whisper of breezes
,
th e singing of birds ;

20 and whether I looked up to th e heavens, down on th e

earth, or turned to th e prospects around me
,
still struck

with new sense of pleasure ; when I found by th e voice

of my friend, wh o walked by me, that we h ad insensibly
stro l led in to th e grove sacred to th e w idow.

“This woman
,

says h e
,

“is of all others th e m ost un intelligible ; sh e

either designs to marry, or sh e does not. What is th e

most perplexing of all is
,
that sh e does not either say to

h er lovers sh e h as any resolution against that condition of

life in general , or that sh e ban ishes them but conscious

3 0 of h er own merit sh e perm its their addresses, without fear

of any ill consequence, or want of respect, from their
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rage or despair. Sh e h as that in h er aspect, against which
it is impossible to offend. A man whose thoughts are

constantly bent upon so agreeable an object, must be
excused if th e ordinary occurrences in conversation are

below h is attention. I call h er indeed perverse
,
but

,
alas !

why do I call h er so ? because h er superior merit is such
,

that I cannot approach h er with out awe
,
that my heart is

checked by too much esteem : I am angry that h er charms

are not more a ccessible
,
that I am more inclined to

worship than salute h er. How often have I wished h er
unhappy, that I m ight have an Opportun ity of serving
h er ? A nd h ow often troubled in that very imagination,
at giving h er th e pain of being obliged ? Well , I have
led a m iserable life in secret upon h er accoun t ; but fancy
sh e would have condescended to have some regard for me

,

if it h ad not been for that watchful an imal h er confidan t.
“Of all persons under th e sun

,

”
(continued h e, cal ling me

by my name)
“be sure to set a mark upon confidants

they are of all people th e most impertinen t. What is
most pleasant to observe in them is

,
that they assume to 20

th emselves th e merit of th e persons whom they have in

their custody. Orestilla is a great fortune, and in wonder
ful danger of surprises

,
therefore full of suspicious of th e

least indifferent thing, particularly careful of new acquaint
ance

,
and of growing too fam iliar with th e old. Th emista,

h er favourite woman
,
is every whit as careful of whom

sh e speaks to , and what sh e says. Let th e ward be a

beauty, h er confidant shal l treat you with an air of

distance ; let h er be a fortune, and sh e assumes th e

suspicious behaviour of h er friend and patroness. Thus 3 0
it is that very many of our unmarried women of distino
tion are to all intents and purposes married

,
except th e

consideration of different sexes. They are directly under

th e conduct of their whisperer ; and think they are in a

state of freedom
,
while they can prate with one of these

attendants of all men in general, and still avoid th e man
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they most like. You do not see one heiress in a hundred
whose fate does not turn upon this circum stan ce of

choosing a confidan t. Th us it is that th e lady
’

is addressed

to, presen ted and flattered
,
only by proxy, in h er woman .

In my case, h ow is it possible th at Sir Roger was

proceeding in h is harangue, when we heard th e voice of

one speaking very importunately, and repeating these

words,
“what

,
not one sm ile ?” We followed th e sound

till we came to a close thicket, on th e other side of

10 which we saw a young woman sitting as it were in a

personated sullenness just over a transparent fountain .

Opposite to h er stood M r . W illiam,
Sir Roger

’
s master of

th e game. Th e kn ight whispered me
,

“hist, these are

lovers.

” Th e huntsman looking earnestly at th e shadow of

th e young maiden in th e stream
,

“Oh thou dear picture,
if thou couldst remain there in th e absence of that fair

creature whom you represent in th e water, h ow willingly
could I stand here satisfied for ever

,
without troubling my

dear Betty herself with any men tion of h er unfortunate
20 W illiam

,
whom Sh e is angry with ! But

,
alas ! when sh e

pleases to be gone, thou wilt also van ish Yet let me

talk to thee while thou dost stay. Tell my dearest Betty
thou dost not more depend upon h er, than does h erW illiam :

h er absence will make away with me as well as thee. If
sh e offers to remove thee

,
I will jump in to these waves to

lay ho ld on thee ; herself, h er own dear person , I must
never embrace again .

— Still do you hear me without one

sm ile— I t is too much to bear He h ad no sooner spoke
these words, but h e made an Offer of throwing himself into

3 0 th e water : at which h is m istress started up, and at th e

next instan t h e j umped across th e fountain and met h er

in an embrace. Sh e half-recovering from h er fright, said
in th e m ost charm ing voice imaginable, and with a tone of

complaint, I thought h ow wel l you would drown yourself .
No

,
no

, you wil l not drown yourself till you h ave taken

your leave of Susan Hol iday.

”
Th e huntsman

,
with a tender



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


58 THE SPECTATOR.

in my most serious discourse I let fall some com ical
fam iliarity of speech or odd phrase that makes th e company
laugh. However

,
I cannot but al low sh e is a most excel len t

woman . When Sh e is in th e coun try I warran t sh e does
not run into dairies

,
but reads upon th e nature of plants

but h as a glass-hive, and com es in to th e garden out of

books to see them work
,
and Observe th e policies of their

commonwealth . Sh e understands every thing. I would give
ten pounds to hear h er argue with my friend Sir Andrew
Freeport about trade. No

,
no , for all sh e looks so innocen t

as it were, take my word for it sh e is no fool.” T.

XV . RURAL MANNERS.

Tuesday, July 17 , 1711. [Addison

Urbem quam dicunt Roman
,
Meliboee, putavi,

Stultus ego h uic nostrae similem .
— Virg. E cl. i. 20 .

Th e city men call Rome, unskilful c lown ,
I th ough t resembled th is our h umble town .

— \Varton .

THE first and m ost obvious reflections which arise in a man.

wh o changes th e city for th e country, are upon th e differen t
manners of th e people whom h e meets with in th ose two

differen t scenes of life. By manners I do not mean morals
,

20 but behaviour and good breeding, as they shew themselves in
th e town and in th e country.

A nd here
,
in th e first place, I must observe a very great

revo lution that h as happen ed in this article of good-breeding.

Several obliging deferences, condescensions, and subm issions
,

with many outward forms and ceremon ies that accompany
them

,
were first of all brought up among th e politer part of

mank ind
,
wh o l ived in courts and cities

,
and distinguished

themselves from th e rustic part of th e species (wh o on all

occasions acted bluntly and naturally) by such a mutual

3 0 complaisance and intercourse of civilities. These forms of
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conversation by degrees multiplied and grew troublesome ;

th e modish world found too great a constraint in them ,
and

have therefore thrown most of them aside. Coversation
,
like

th e Roman religion , was so encumbered with Show and cere
mony

,
that it stood in need of a reformation to retrench its

superfluities, and restore it to its natural good sense and

beauty. At present
,
therefore

,
an unconstrained carriage,

and a certain Openness of behaviour
,
are th e height of good

breeding. Th e fashionable world is grown free and easy ;

our manners sit more loose upon us. Noth ing is so modish 10
as an agreeable negligence. In a word, good-breeding shews
itself most

,
where to an ordinary eye it appears th e least.

If after this we look on th e people of mode in th e country,
we find in them th e manners of th e last age. They have no

sooner fetched themselves up to th e fashion of th e polite
world, but th e town h as dropped them and are nearer to

th e first state of nature, than to those refinemen ts which
formerly reigned in th e court, and still prevail in th e coun
try. One may now know a man that never conversed in
th e world by h is excess of good-breeding. A polite country 20
esquire shall make you as many bows in half an hour, as

would serve a courtier for a week . There is infin itely more

to do about place and precedency in a meeting of j ustices
wives, than in an assembly of duchesses.

This rural politeness is very troublesome to a man of my

temper, wh o generally takes th e chair that is next me
,
and

walk first or last, in th e front or in th e rear
,
as chance

directs. 1have known my friend Sir Roger
’
s dinner almost

co ld before th e company could adjust th e ceremon ial , and be
prevailed upon to sit down and have heartily pitied my old 3 0

friend when I have seen h im forced to pick and cull h is

guests, as they sat at th e several parts of h is table, that h e
m ight drink their healths according to their respective ranks
and qualities. Honest W ill W imble, whom I should have
thought h ad been altogether un infected with ceremony,

gives me abundance of trouble in this particular. Though h e
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h as been fishing all th e morn ing
,
h e will not help himself at

dinner until I am served. When we are going out of th e hall,
h e runs behind me ; and last n ight, as we were walking in
th e fields, stopped short at a stile till I came up to it, and
upon my making signs to h im to get over

,
told me

,
with a

serious sm ile
,
that sure I believed they h ad no manners in

th e country.

There h as happened another revolution in th e point of

good-breeding, which relates to th e conversation among men

10 of mode
,
and which I cannot but look upon as very extra

ordinary. It was certainly one of th e first distin ctions of a

well-bred man, to express everything that h ad th e most
remote appearance of being obscene, in modest terms and dis

tant phrases whilst th e clown , wh o h ad no such delicacy of

conception or expression
,
clothed h is ideas in those plain

homely terms that are th e most obvious and natural. This
kind of good manners was perhaps carried to an excess

,
so as

to make conversation too stiff
,
formal , and precise ; for which

reason (as hypocrisy in one age is generally succeeded by
20 atheism in another) conversation is in a great measure re

lapsed into th e first extreme ; so that at presen t several of
our men of th e town

,
and particular ly th ose wh o have been

polished in France
,
make use of th e most coarse uncivilized

words in our language, and utter themselves often in such a

manner as a clown would blush to hear .

This infamous piece of good-breeding, which reigns among
th e coxcombs of th e town

,
h as not yet made its way into th e

country ; and as it is impossible for such an irrational way of

conversation to last long among a people that makes any

3 0 profession of religion , or show of modesty, if th e coun try
gentlemen get into it, they will certain ly be left in th e lurch .

Their good-breeding will come too late to them,
and they

will be thought a parcel of lewd clowns, while they fancy
themselves talking together l ike men of wit and pleasure.

A s th e two points of good-breeding, which I have hitherto
insisted upon ,

regard behaviour and conversation , there is a
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third which turns upon dress. In this too th e country are

very much behindhand. Th e rural beans are not yet got out
of th e fashion that took place at th e time of th e Revolution ,
but ride about th e country in red coats and laced hats ; while
th e women in many parts are still trying to outvie one

another in th e height of their head-dresses.

But a friend of m ine
,
wh o is now upon th e western circuit,

having promised to give me an account of th e several modes
and fashions that prevail in th e different parts of th e nation
through which h e passes, I shall defer th e enlarging upon
this last topic till I have received a letter from h im

,
which I

expect every post.

XVI . INSTINCT IN ANIMALS.

No. Wednesday, July 18, 1711. [Addison

Equidem credo , quia sit divinitus illis
Ingenium .

— Virg. Georg . i. 415.

I deem th eir breasts inspir
’
d

W ith a divine sagacity.

MY friend Sir Roger is very often merry with me upon
my passing so much of my time among h is poultry.

He h as caught me twice or thrice looking after a bird’s
nest

,
and several times sitting an hour or two together

near a h en and chickens. He tells me h e bel ieves I am

personal ly acquainted with every fowl about h is house ;
calls such a particular cock my favourite ; and frequen tly
complains that h is ducks and geese have more of my

company than himself.
I must con fess I am infinitely del ighted with th ose

speculations of nature which are to be made in a country
life ; and as my reading h as very much lain among books

of natural history, I cannot forbear recollecting upon this
occasion th e several remarks which I have met with in 3 0
authors

,
and comparing them with wh at falls under my
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own observation : th e arguments for Providence drawn

from th e natural history of animals being in my Opin ion
demonstrative.

Th e make of every k ind of an imal is different from that
of every other kind ; and yet there is not th e least turn
in th e muscles or twist in th e fibres of any one, which
does not render them more proper for that particular an imal ’s
way of life than any other cast or texture of them would
have been .

10 It is aston ishing to consider th e different degrees of care
that descend from th e parent to th e young, so far as is

absolutely necessary for th e leaving a posterity . Some

creatures cast their eggs as chance directs them and think
of them no farther ; as insect-s and several kinds of fish .

Others
,
of a n icer frame

,
find out proper beds to deposit

them in
,

and there leave them ; as th e serpent
,
th e

crocodile
,
and ostrich , others hatch their eggs and tend

their birth
,
until it is able to shift for itself .

What can w e call th e principle which directs every
20 differen t kind of bird to observe a particular plan in th e

structure of its nest
,
and directs all th e same species to

work after th e same model ? It cannot be im itation ; for
though you hatch a crow under a h en

,
and never let it

see any of th e works of its own kind
,
th e nest it makes

sh al l be th e same
,
to th e laying of a stick , with all th e

other nests of th e same species. It cannot be reason ; for

were an imals endued with it to as great a degree as man
,

their buildings would be as differen t as ours
,
according

to th e different conven ien cies that they would propose to

3 0 themselves.

I s it not remarkable, that th e same temper of weather
,

which raises this gen ial warmth in animals
,
should cover

th e trees with leaves, and th e fields with grass, for their
security and concealment

,
and produce such infin ite swarms

of insects for th e support and sustenance of their respective
broods
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Is it not wonderful
,
that th e love of th e parent, should

be so violen t while it lasts
,
and that it should last no

longer than is necessary for th e preservation of th e young ?
But notwithstanding this natural love in brutes is much

more violen t and intense than in rational creatures
,
Provi

dence h as taken care that it should be no longer trouble
some to th e paren t than it is useful to the young ; for so

soon as th e wants of th e latter cease
,
th e mother withdraws

h er fondness
, and leaves them to provide for themselves ;

and what is a very remarkable circumstance in this part 10
of instinct, we find that th e love of th e paren t may be

lengthened out beyond its usual time
,
if th e preservation

of th e species requires it ; as we may see in birds that
drive away their young as soon as they are able to get

their livelihood
,
but continue to feed them if they are

tied to th e nest
,
or confined within a cage, or by any other

means appear to be out of a condition of supplying their
own necessities.

This natural love is not observed in an imals to ascend
from th e young to th e parent, which is not at all necessary 20
for th e continuance of th e species nor indeed in reasonable
creatures does it r ise in any proportion , as it Spreads itself
downward for in all fam ily affection , we find protection

granted and favours bestowed, are greater motives to love
and tenderness, than safety, benefits, or life received .

One would wonder to hear sceptical men disputing for
th e reason of animals

,
and tell ing us it is only our pride

and prejudices that will not al low them th e use of that
faculty.

Reason shows itself in all occurrences of l ife ; whereas 3 0
th e Brute makes no discovery of such a talent

,
but in what

immediately regards h is own preservation
,

- or th e continu
ance of h is species. An imals in their generation are wiser
than th e sons of men ; but their wisdom is confined to

a few particulars, and lies in a very narrow compass. Take
a brute out of h is instinct, and you find h im wholly deprived
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of understanding. To use an instance that comes often
under observation
W ith what caution does th e h en provide herself a nest

in places unfrequented, and free from noise and disturb
ance ! when sh e h as laid h er eggs in such a manner that
Sh e can cover them

,
what care does sh e take in turn ing

them frequently, that all parts may partake of th e vital
warmth ! when sh e leaves them, to provide for h er

necessary sustenance, h ow punctually does sh e return
10 before they have time to cool

,
and become in capable of

producing an an imal ! In th e summer you see h er giving
herself greater freedoms

,
and quitting h er care for above

two hours together ; but in winter ; when th e rigour of

th e season would chill th e principles of life, and destroy
th e young one

,
sh e grows more assiduous in h er attendance,

and stays away but half th e time. When th e birth
approaches

,
with h ow much n icety and attention does sh e

help th e chick to break its prison ! not to take notice of

h er cover ing it from th e injuries of th e weather
,
providing

20 it proper nourishment
,
and teaching it to help itself ; nor

to mention h er forsak ing th e nest
,
if after th e usual time

of reckon ing th e young one does not make its appearance.

A chymical operation could not be followed with greater
art or diligence, than is seen in th e batch ing of a chick ;
though there are many other birds that shew an infin itely
greater sagacity in all th e foremen tioned particulars.

But at th e same time th e h en , that h as all this seem ing
ingenuity (which is indeed absolutely necessary for th e

propagation of th e species), considered in other respects,
3 0 is Without th e least glimmering of thought or common

sense. Sh e m istakes a piece of chalk for an egg, and sits
upon it in th e same manner. Sh e is insensible of any

increase or dim inution in th e number of those sh e lays.

Sh e does not distinguish between h er own and those of

another species ; and when th e birth appears of never so

different a bird, will cherish it for h er own . In all these
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m ines all th e portions of matter to their proper cen tres.

A modern philosopher, quoted by Monsieur Bayle in h is

learned dissertation on th e Souls of Brutes
,
delivers th e

same Opin ion
,
though in a bolder form of words

,
where

h e says, Deus est am
’

ma brutorum,

“God himself is th e soul
of brutes.

” Wh o can tell what to call that seem ing sagacity
in an imals

,
which directs them to such food as is proper

for them
,
and makes them naturally avoid whatever is

noxious or unwholesome ? Tully h as observed
,
that a lamb

10 no sooner falls from its mother
,
but immediately and of

its own accord it applies itself to th e teat. Dampier, in
h is Travels, tells us

,
that when seamen are thrown upon

any of th e unknown coasts of America they never venture
upon th e fruit of any tree, h ow tempting soever it may

appear
,
unless they observe that it is marked with th e

pecking of birds ; but fall on without any fear or appre

h ension where th e birds have been before them .

But notwithstanding an imals have nothing like th e use

of reason , we find in them all th e lower parts of our nature
,

20 th e passions and senses in their greatest strength and

perfection . A nd here it is worth our observation
,
that all

beasts and birds of prey are wonderfully subject to anger ,

mal ice
,
revenge, and all th e other violent passions that

may an imate them in search of their proper food ; as those
that are incapable of defending themselves

,
or annoying

others, or whose safety lies chiefly in their flight, are

suspicious, fearful, and apprehensive of every thing they

see or hear ; whilst others
,
that are of assistance and use

to man have their natures softened with something m ild

3 0 and tractable, and by that means are qualified for a domestic

life. In this case th e passions ge nerally correspond with
th e make of th e body. We do not find th e fury of a lion
in so weak and defenceless an an imal as a lamb ; nor th e

meekness of a lamb in a creature so armed for battle and

assault as th e lion . In th e same manner
,
we find that

particular animals have a more or less exquisite sharpness
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and sagacity in those particular senses which most turn to
their advantage, and in which their safety and welfare is
th e most concerned.

Nor must we here om it that great variety of arms with
which nature h as differen tly fortified th e bodies of several
kind of an imals

,
such as claws, hoofs, horns, teeth, and

tusks
,
a tail

,
a sting, a trunk, or a proboscis. It is like

wise observed by naturalists
,
th at it must be some hidden

principle, distinct from what we call reason , which instructs
an imals in th e use of these their arms

, and teaches them 10

to manage ,
them to th e best advan tage ; because they

naturally defend themselves with that part in which their
strength lies, before th e weapon be form ed in it ; as is
remarkable in lambs

,
which

,
though they are bred within

doors
,
and never saw th e actions of their own species,

push at those wh o approach them with their foreheads,
before th e first budding of a horn appears.

I shall add to these general observations an instance
,

which M r. Locke h as given us of Providence even in th e

imperfections of a
' creature which seems th e meanest and 20

th e most despicable in th e whole an imal world. We

may,
”
says be,

“from th e make of an oyster, or cockle
,

conclude
,
that it h as not so many nor so quick senses as

a man
, or several other an imals : nor if it h ad, would it,

in th at state and incapacity of transferring itself from one

place to another
,
be bettered by th em . What good would

sight and hearing do to a creature, that cannot move itself
to or from th e object

,
wherein at a distan ce it perceives

good or evil ? and would not quickness of sensation be an

inconven ience to an an imal that must be still where 3 0
chance h as on ce placed it and there receive th e afflux of

colder or warmer, clean or foul water
,
as it happens to

come to it ?”

I shall add to this instance out of M r. Locke another
out of th e learned Dr. More

,
wh o cites it from Cardan

,
in

relation to another animal which Providence h as left
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defective, but at th e same time h as shown its wisdom in

th e formation of that organ in which it seems chiefly to
have failed.

“What is more obvious and ordinary than a

mole ? and yet what more palpable argument of Providence
than sh e ? th e members of h er body are so exactly fitted
to h er nature and manner of life : for h er dwelling being
under ground where nothing is to be seen

,
nature has so

obscurely fitted h er with eyes, that naturalists can scarce
agree whether sh e have any sight at all

,
or no. But for

10 amends, what sh e is capable of for h er defence and

warn ing of danger, sh e h as very em inen tly conferred upon
h er ; for sh e is exceeding quick of hearing. A nd then
h er short tail and short legs, but broad fore-feet armed
with sharp claws ; we see by th e event to what purpose
they are

,
sh e so swiftly working herself under ground, and

making h er way so fast in th e earth as they that behold
it cannot but adm ire it. Her legs therefore are short

,
that

sh e need dig no more than will serve th e mere thickness
of h er body ; and h er fore-feet are broad that sh e may

20 scoop away much earth at a time ; and little or no tail

sh e h as
,
because sh e courses it not on th e ground , like th e

rat or mouse
,
of whose kindred sh e is ; but lives under

th e earth
,
and is fain to dig herself a dwelling there.

A nd sh e mak ing h er way through so thick an elemen t
,

which will not yield easily, as th e air or th e water, it h ad
been dangerous to have drawn so long a train behind h er ;
for h er enemy m ight fall upon h er rear

,
and fetch h er out,

before sh e h ad completed or got full possession of h er

works.

3 0 I cann ot forbear mention ing M r. Boyle
’
s remark upon

this last creature
,
wh o I remember somewhere in h is works

observes, that though th e mole be not totally blind (as it

is common ly thought) sh e h as not sight enough to dis

tinguish particular objects. Her eye is said to have but
one humour in it

,
which is supposed to give h er th e idea

of light but of nothing else
,
and is so formed that this
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idea is probably painful to th e an imal. Whenever sh e

comes up into broad day sh e m ight be in danger of being
taken

,
un less sh e were thus affected by a light striking

upon h er eye and immediately warn ing h er to bury herself
in h er proper element. More sight would be useless to h er,
as none at all m ight be fatal.
I have only instanced such an imals as seem th e most

imperfect works of nature ; and if Providence shows itself
even. in th e blem ishes of these creatures, h ow much

,

more

does it discover itself in th e several endowments which it 10
h as variously bestowed upon such creatures as are more or

less fin ished and completed in their several faculties
,
accord

ing to th e condition of life in wh ich
'

th ey are posted.

I could wish our Royal Society would compile a body
of natural history, th e best that could be gathered together
lfrom books and observations. If th e several writers among

them took each h is particular species, and gave us a distin ct
account of its original, birth and education ; its policies,
hostilities and alliances, with th e frame and texture of its

inward and outward parts, and particular ly those that dis 20

tinguish it from all other an imals, with their peculiar
aptitudes for th e state of being in which providence h as

placed them , it would be one of th e best services their
studies could do mankind, and not a little redound to th e

glory of th e all-wise Contriver.

It is true
,
such a natural history, after all th e disquisi

tions of th e learned, would be infin itely short and defective.

Seas and deserts hide m i llions of an imals from our observa
tion . Innumerable artifices and stratagems are acted in

th e “howling wilderness ” and in th e “great deep,” that 3 0
can never come to our knowledge. Besides that there are

infin itely more species of creatures which are not to be

seen without
,
nor indeed with th e help of th e finest glasses,

than of such as are bulky enough for th e naked eye to take
hold of. However, from th e consideration of such an imals
as lie within th e compass of our knowledge, we m ight
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easily form a conclusion of th e rest
,
that th e same variety

of wisdom and goodness runs through th e whole creation ,
and puts every creature in a condition to provide for its
safety and subsistence in its proper station .

Tully h as given us an adm irable sketch of natural history
in h is second book concern ing th e Nature of th e Gods and

that in a style so raised by metaphors and descriptions,
that it lifts th e subject above raillery and ridicule

,
which

frequently fall on such n ice observations when they pass
through th e hands of an ordinary writer. L.

l/ XVIII. SIR ROGER AT THE ASSIZ ES.

No. 122 ] Friday, July 20
,
1711. [Addison

Comes jucundus in via pro veh iculo est. —Publ. Syr. Frag .

An agreeable companion upon th e road is as good as a coach .

A MAN’S first care should be to avoid th e reproaches of h is

own heart ; h is next, to escape th e censures of th e world.

If th e last interferes with th e former
,
it ought to be

entirely neglected but otherwise there cannot be a greater
satisfaction to an honest m ind

,
than to see those approba

tions which it gives itself, seconded by th e applauses of

th e public. A man is more sure of h is conduct, when th e

verdict which h e passes upon h is own behaviour is thus
warranted and confirmed by th e opin ion of all that know
h im .

My worthy friend Sir Roger is one of those wh o is not

only at peace within himself
,
but beloved and esteemed by

all about h im . He receives a suitable tribute for h is uni
versal benevolence to mankind

,
in th e returns of affection

and goodwill, which are paid h im by every one that lives
within h is neighbourhood . I lately met with two or three
odd instances of th at general respect which is shewn to

th e good old kn ight. He would needs carry W i ll W imble
and myself with h im to th e country assizes. A s we were
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upon th e road Will W imble joined a couple of plain men
wh o rid before us

,
and conve

‘

rsed with them for some

time ; during which my friend Sir Roger acquainted me

with their characters
“Th e first of them ,

says h e,
“that hath a span iel by

h is side
,
is a yeoman of about a hundred pounds a year,

an honest man . He is just within th e game act, and

qualified to kill an hare or a pheasan t. He knocks down
a dinner w ith h is gun twice or thrice a week ; and by
that means lives much cheaper than those wh o have not 10

so good an estate as himself. He would be a good neigh
bour if h e did not destroy so many partridges. In short,
h e is a very sensible man ; shoots flying ; and has been
several times foreman of th e petty -j ury.

”

“Th e other that rides along with h im is Tom Touchy
,

a fellow famous for taking th e law
’
of everybody. There

is not one in th e town where h e lives that h e h as not

sued at a quarter- sessions. Th e rogue h ad once th e im

pudence to go to law with th e W idow. His head is full
of costs

,
damages, and ejectments. He plagued a couple 20

of honest gen tlemen so long for
’

a trespass in breaking
one of h is hedges, till h e was forced to sell th e ground it
enclosed to defray th e charges of th e prosecution. His

father left h im fourscore pounds a year ; but h e h as cast
and been cast so often

,
that h e is not now worth thirty.

I suppose h e is going upon th e old business of th e willow
tree.

A s Sir Roger
’

was giving me this account of Tom Touchy,
W ill W imble and h is two compan ions stopped short till
we came up to them . After having paid their respects to 3 0
Sir Roger, W il l to ld h im that M r. Touchy and h e must
appeal to h im upon a dispute that arose between them .

W ill
,
it seems

,
h ad been giving h is fellow-traveller an

accoun t of h is angling one day in such a hole ; when Tom
Touchy, instead of hearing out h is story, told h im

,
that

Mr. such a one
,
if h e pleased , m ight take th e law of h im ’
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for fishing in that part of th e river. My friend Sir Roger
heard them both

,
upon a round trot, and after having

paused some time, told them,
with th e air of a man wh o

would not give h is judgmen t rashly,
‘ that much m ight be

said on both sides.

’ They were neither of them dissatisfied
with th e kn ight

’
s d etermination , because neither of them

found himself in th e wrong by it. Upon which we made

th e best of our way to th e assizes.

Th e court was sat before Sir Roger came
,
but notwith

10 standing all th e j ustices h ad taken their places upon th e

bench
,
they made room for th e old kn ight at th e head -

of

them wh o, for h is reputation in th e country, took occasion
to whisper in th e j udge

’
s ear, that h e was glad h is lordship

h ad met with so much good weather in h is circuit. I was
listen ing to th e proceedings of th e court with much atten

tion , and infin itely pleased with that great appearance and

solemn ity which so properly accompan ies such a public
adm in istration of our laws ; when, after about an hour’s
sitting, I observed

,
to my great surprise, in th e m idst Of

20 a trial
,
that my friend Sir Roger was getting up to speak.

I was in some pain for h im
,
un til I found h e h ad acquitted

himself of two or three sentences, with a look of much
business and great intrepidity.

Upon h is first r ising th e court was hushed, and a general

whisper ran among th e country people that Sir Roger
‘
was

up.

’ Th e speech h e made was so l ittle to th e purpose, that
I shal l not trouble my readers with an accoun t of it ; and
I believe was not so much designed by th e kn ight himself
to inform th e court

,
as to give h im a figure in my eye, and

3 0 keep up h is credit in th e country.

I was highly delighted, when th e court rose
,
to see th e

gentlemen of th e country gathering about my old friend
,

and str iving wh o should compliment h im most ; at th e

same time that th e ordinary people gazed upon h im at a

distan ce
,
not a little adm iring h is courage, that was not

afraid to speak to th e judge.
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first kept my usual silence but upon th e kn ight
’
s con juring

me to tel l h im whether it was not still more like h imself
than a Saracen

,
I composed my countenance in th e best

manner I could
,
and replied

,
that “much m ight be said on

both sides.

”

These several adventures, with th e kn ight
’
s behaviour

in them , gave me as pleasant a day as ever I met with in
any of my travels.

XIX. EDUCATION OF COUNTRY SQUIRES.

No. Saturday, July 21
,
1711. [Addison

Doctrina sed vim promovet insitam

Rectique cultus pectora roborant
U tcunque defecere mores,

Dedecorant bene nata culpa
— Hor. 4 0 d. iv.

Yet th e best blood by learning is refin
’

d,

And virtue arms th e solid mind

Wh ilst vice will stain th e noblest race ,
And th e paternal stamp efface.

— Oldisworth .

A s I was yesterday taking th e air with my fr iend Sir
Roger, we were met by a fresh -coloured ruddy young man

wh o rid by us full speed, with a couple of servan ts

20 behind h im . Upon my inquiry wh o h e was
,

"

Sir Roger
told me that h e was a young gentleman of a con siderable
estate

,
wh o h ad been educated by a tender mother that

lived not many m iles from th e place where we were.

Sh e is a very good lady, says my friend, but took so

much care of h er son
’
s health, that Sh e h as made h im

good for nothing. Sh e quick ly found that reading was

bad for h is eyes, and that writing made h is head ache. He

was let loose among th e woods as soon as h e was able to

ride on horseback
,
or to carry a gun upon h is shoulder.

3 0 To be brief, I found , by my friend
’
s account of h im

,
that

h e had got a great stock of health
,
but nothing else ; and
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that if it were a man
’
s business only to l ive, there would

not be a more accomplished young fellow in th e whole

country.

Th e truth of it is, since my residing in these parts I
have seen and heard innumerable instances of young heirs

and elder brothers wh o , either from their own reflecting
upon th e estates they are born to , and therefore thinking
all other accomplishments unnecessary, or from hear ing
these notions frequen tly inculcated to themby th e flattery
of their servan ts and domestics

,
or from th e

‘

same foolish 10

thought prevailing in those wh o have th e care of their
education

, are of no manner of use but to keep up their
fam ilies

,
and transm it their lands and houses in a

.
line to

posterity.

This makes me often think on a story I h ave heard of

two friends
,
which I shall give my reader at large, under

feigned names. Th e moral of it may, I hope, be useful,
though there are some circumstan ces which make it rather
appear like a novel

,
than a true story.

Eudoxus and Leontine began th e world with small estates. 20

They were both of them men of good sense and great virtue.

They prosecuted their studies together in their earlier years,
and entered into such a friendsh ip as lasted to th e end of

their lives. Eudoxus
,
at h is first setting out in th e. world,

threw h imself into a court
,
where by h is natural endow

ments and h is acquired abilities h e made h is way from one

post to another
,
un til at length h e h ad raised a very con

siderable fortune. Leon tine on th e con trary sought all

opportun ities of improving h is m ind by study, conversation ,
and travel. He was not only acquainted with all th e 3 0

sciences
,
but with th e most em inen t professors of them

throughout Europe. He knew perfectly well th e interests
of its princes

,
with th e customs and fashions of their

courts, and could scarce meet with th e name of an extra
ordin ary person in th e gazette wh om h e h ad not either
talked to or seen . In short

,
h e h ad so well m ixt and
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digested h is knowledge of men and books, that h e made
one of th e most accomplished persons of h is age. Dur ing
th e

“

whole course of h is studies and travels h e kept up a

punctual correspondence with Eudoxus
,
wh o often made

himself acceptable,
to th e principal men about court by th e

intelligence which h e received from Leontine. When they
were both turned of forty (an age in which according to

M r. Cowley,
“there is no dallying with l ife ”) they deter

m ined, pursuan t to th e resolution they h ad taken In th e

10 beginn ing of their lives, to retire
,
and pass th e remainder

of their days in th e coun try. In order to this
,
they both

of them married much about th e same time. Leontine
,

with h is own and h is wife’s f ortune
,
bought a farm of

three hundred a year , which lay within th e neighbourhood
of h is friend Eudoxus

,
wh o h ad purchased an estate of as

many thousands. They were both of them fathers about
th e same time

,
Eudoxus having a son born to h im

,
and

Leon tine a daughter ; but to th e unspeakable grief
'

of th e

latter
,
h is young wife (in whom all h is happiness was wrapt

20 up) died in a few days after th e birth of h er daughter.

His affl iction would have been insupportable, h ad not h e

been comforted by th e daily visits and conversation of h is

friend. A s they were one day talking together with their
usual intimacy, Leontine, consider ing h ow incapable h e was
of giving h is daughter a proper education in h is own

house
,
and Eudoxus reflecting on th e ordinary behaviour

of
L
a son wh o knows himself to be th e heir of a great

estate
,
they both agreed upon an exchange of children ,

namely, that th e boy should be bred up with Leon tine as

3 0 h is Son , and that th e gir l should live with Eudoxus as h is

daughter , until they were each of them arrived at years
'

Of

discretion . Th e wife of Eudoxus, knowing that h er son

could not be so advan tageously brought up as under th e

care of Leontine, and considering at th e same time that h e
would be perpetually under h er own eye, was by degrees
prevailed upon to fall in with th e project. Sh e t herefore
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trained up in all th e sentimen ts of honour and virtue
became a very uneasy passion . He despaired of gain ing
an heiress of so great a fortune

,

[

and would rather have
died than attempted it by any indirect methods. Leon illa,
wh o was a woman of th e greatest beauty joined with th e

greatest modesty, entertained at th e same time a secret
passion for Florio

,
but conducted herself with so much

pruden ce that sh e never gave h im th e least intimation of

it . Florio was now engaged in all those arts and

10 improvemen ts that are proper to raise a man
’
s private

fortune
,

and give h im a figure in h is country, but
secretly tormen ted with that passion which burns with th e

greatest fury in a virtuous and noble heart
,
when h e

received a sudden summons from Leontine to repair to
h im in th e coun try next day. For it seems Eudoxus was
so fi l led with th e report of h is son

’
s reputation , that h e

could no longer withhold making himself known to h im .

Th e morn ing after h is arrival at th e house of h is supposed
father

,
Leon tine told h im that Eudoxus h ad something of

20 great importance to commun icate to h im ; upon which th e

good man embraced h im
,
and wept. Florio was no sooner

arrived at th e great house that stood in h is neighbourhood,
but Eudoxus took h im by th e hand

,
after th e first salutes

were over
,
and conducted h im in to h is closet. He there

Opened to h im th e who le secret of h is paren tage and

education , con cluding after this manner :
“I have no other

way left of acknowledging my gratitude to Leontine, than

by marrying you to h is daughter. He shal l not lose th e

pleasure of being your father by th e discovery I h ave

3 0 made to you. Leon illa too shall be still my daughter ; h er
fi lial piety, though m isplaced, h as been so exemplary th at
it deserves th e greatest reward I can con fer upon it.
Y ou shall have th e pleasure of seeing a great estate fall

to you, which you would have lost th e relish of h ad you

kn own yourself born to it. Con tinue on ly to deserve it

in th e same manner you did before you were possessed of
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it. I have left your mother in th e next room . Her

heart yearns towards you . Sh e is making th e same

discoveries to Leon illa which I have made to yourself.
”

Florio was so overwhelmed with this profusion of happiness,
that h e was not able to make a reply, but threw himself
down at h is father’ s feet

,
and am idst a flood of tears,

kissed and embraced h is knees
,
asking h is blessing, and

expressing in dumb show those sentiments of love
,
duty

,

and gratitude that were too big for utterance. To con

elude
,
th e happy pair were married

,
and half Eudoxus’s

estate settled upon th em . Leon tine and Eudoxus passed
th e remainder of their lives together ; and received in th e

dutiful and affectionate beh aviour of Flor io and Leon illa
th e just recompense

,
as well as th e natural effects of that

care which they h ad bestowed upon them in their
education . L.

XX . MISCHIEFS OF PARTY SPIRIT.

No. Tuesday, July 24, 1711. [Addison

Ne pueri, ne tanta animis assuescite bella
Neu patriae validas in viscere vertite vires.

—V irg. A en. vi. 83 2.

Th is th irst of kindred blood, my sons, detest,

Nor turn your force against your country
’

s breast — Dryden .

MY worthy friend Sir Roger, when we are talking of th e

malice of parties
,
very frequently tells us an accident that

happened to h im when h e was a school -boy, which was at

th e time when th e feuds ran high between th e Roundheads
and Cavaliers. This worthy kn ight, being then but a

stripling, h ad occasion to inquire which was th e way to

St. Anne’s Lane, upon which th e person whom h e spoke
to

,
instead of answering h is question , ca lled h im a young

popish cur
,
and asked h im wh o h ad made Anne a saint ?

20

th e boy, being in some confusion , inquired of th e next h e 3 0
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met
, which was th e way to Anne’s Lane ; but was called

a prick-cared cur for h is pains, and instead of being shewn
th e way, was told that sh e h ad been a sain t before h e was
born ,

and would be one after h e was hanged.

“Upon
this

,

”
says Sir Roger,

“I did not think fit to repeat th e
former question ,

but going in to every lane of th e neigh
bourh ood

,
asked what they called th e name of that lane.

”

By which ingen ious artifice h e found out th e place h e
inquired after

,
without giving offence to any party. Sir

10
‘

Roger generally closes this narrative with reflections on

th e m ischief that parties do in th e country ; h ow they
spoil good neighbourhood, and make honest gentlemen

hate one another ; besides that they man ifestly tend to th e
prej udice of th e land tax

,
and th e destruction of th e game.

There cannot a greater judgmen t befal a country than
such a dreadful spir it of division as rends a governmen t
in to two distinct people

,
and makes them greater strangers

and more averse to one another
,
than if they were actually

two different nation s. Th e effects of such a division are

20 pern icious to th e last degree, not on ly with regard to

those advantages which they give th e common enemy, but
to those private evils which they produce in th e heart of

almost every particular person . This influence is very
fatal both to men

’
s morals and their understandings ; it

sinks th e virtue of a nation
,
and not on ly so

,
but destroys

even comm on sense.

A furious p arty spirit
,
when it rages in its full violence,

exerts itself in civil war and bloodshed ; and
“

when it is
under its greatest restraints naturally breaks out in false

3 0 hood, detraction , calumny, and a partial adm in istration of

j ustice. In a word
,
it fills a nation with spleen and ran

cour, and extinguishes all th e seeds of good-nature
,

compassion , and human ity .

Plutarch says very finely,
“that a man should not allow

himself to hate even h is enem ies
,
because

,

”
says h e,

“if
you indulge this passion in some occasions, it will rise of
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— Books are valued upon th e like considerations. An

abusive scurrilous style passes for satire
,
and a dull scheme

of party-notions is called fine writing.

There is one piece of sophistry practised by both sides
,

and that is th e taking any scandalous story that h as ever
been whispered or invented of a private man

,
for a known

undoubted truth
,
and raising suitable Speculations upon it.

Calumn ies that have never been proved
,
or have been often

refuted
,
are th e ordinary postulatums of these infamous

10 scribblers
,
upon which they proceed as upon first principles

granted by all men ,
though in their hearts they know they

are false
,
or at best very doubtful. When they have laid

these foundations of scurr il ity, it is no wonder that their
superstructure is every way answerable to them . If this
shameless practice of th e present age endures much longer ,
praise and reproach will cease to be motives of action in

good men.

There are certain periods of time in all governments
when this inhuman spirit prevails. Italy was long torn in

20 pieces by th e Guelfes and Gibellines, and France by those
wh o were for and against th e league ; but it is very
unhappy for a man to be born in such a stormy and

tempestuous season. It is th e restless ambition of artful
men that thus breaks a people in to factions

,
and draws

several wel l-mean ing persons to their in terest by a specious
con cern for their country . How many honest m inds are

filled with unchar itable and barbarous notions
,
out of their

zeal for th e public good ? What cruelties and outrages
would they not comm it against men of an adverse party,

3 0 whom they would honour and esteem
,
if
,
instead of

considering them as they are represented, they knew
them as they are ? Thus are persons of th e greatest
probity seduced ‘ into shameful errors and prejudices,
made bad men even by that noblest of principles

,
th e

“love of their country.

” I cannot here forbear mention
ing th e famous Span ish proverb,

“If there were neither
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fools nor knaves in th e world
,
all people would be of one

m ind .

”

For my own part I could heartily wish that all honest
men would enter in to an association

,
for th e support of one

another against th e endeavours of those whom they ought
to look upon as their common enem ies, whatsoever side
they may belong to . Were there such an honest body of

neutral forces, we should never see th e worst of men in

great figures of life because they are useful to a party ;
nor th e best unregarded because they are above practising
th ose methods which would be grateful to their faction .

We should th en single every crim inal out of th e herd, and
hunt h im down, however form idable and overgrown h e

m ight appear : on th e contrary, we should shelter dis

tressed innocence, and defend virtue, however beset -with
con tempt or ridicule

,
envy or defamation . In short

,
we

Should not any longer regard our fellow-subjects as whigs
or tories, but should make th e man of merit our friend

,

and th e villain our enemy. C.

XXI. MISCHIEFS OF PARTY SPIRIT— Cominued.

No. Wednesday, July 25
,
1711. [Addison

Tros Rutulusve fuat nullo discrimine habebo .
—Virg. A en . x. 103 .

Rutulians, Trojans, are th e same to me — Dryden.

IN my yesterday
’
s paper I proposed

,
that th e honest men

of all parties should enter into a kind of association
for th e defence of one another

,
and th e confusion of their

Common enemies. A s it is designed this neutral body
should act with a regard to nothing but truth and equity,
and divest themselves of th e little heats and prepossessions
that cleave to parties of all k inds

,
I have prepared for

them th e following form of an association
,
which may

20

express their intentions in th e most plain and simple 3 0
manner.
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We whose names are hereunto subscribed do solemnly

declare, that we do in our consciences believe two and two

make four and that we shall adjudge any man whatso
ever to be our enemy wh o endeavours to persuade us to

th e contrary . We are likewise ready to maintain with th e
hazard of all that is near and dear to us

,
that six is less

than seven in all times and all places ; and that ten will
not be more three years hence than it is at presen t. We

do also firm ly declare
,
that it is our resolution as long as

10 we live to call black black, and white white. A nd we

Shall upon all occasions oppose such persons that upon any

day of th e year shall call black white
,
or white black

,

with th e utmost peril of our lives and fortunes.

”

Were there such a combination of honest men , wh o

without any regard to places would endeavour to ex tirpate
all such furious zealots as would sacrifice one half of their
country to th e passion and in terest of th e other ; as also

such infamous hypocrites, that are for promoting their
own advantage under colour of th e public good ; with all

20 th e profligate immoral retainers to each side, that have
nothing to recommend them but an implicit subm ission to
their leaders ; we should soon see that furious party-spirit
extinguished, which may in time expose us to th e derision
and contempt of all th e nations about us.

A member of this society that would thus carefully
employ himself in making room for merit, by throwing
down th e worthless and depraved part of mankind from
those conspicuous stations of life to which they have been

sometimes advanced, and all this without any regard to
3 0 h is private in terest , would be no small benefactor to h is

coun try.

I remember to have read in Diodorus Siculus an

account of a very active little an imal
,
which I think h e

cal ls th e ichneumon ,
that makes it th e whole business of

h is life to break th e eggs of th e crocodile, which h e is

always in search after. This instinct is th e more remark
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interest. This humour is so moderate in each of them,

that it proceeds no farther than to an agreeable raillery,
which very often diverts th e rest of th e club. I find
however that th e kn ight is a much stronger Tory in th e

coun try than in town
,
wh ich as h e h as told me in my ear,

is abso lutely necessary for th e keeping up h is interest.
In all our journey from London to h is house we did not

so much as bait at a Whig inn ; or if by chance th e

coachman stopped at a wrong place, one of Sir Roger
’
s

10 servan ts would ride up to h is master full speed
,
and whisper

to h im that th e master of th e house was against such an

one in th e last election . This often betrayed us into hard
beds and bad cheer ; for we were not so inquisitive about

th e inn as th e innkeeper ; and provided our landlord’s

pr inciples were sound
,
did not take any notice of th e

staleness of h is provision s. This I found still th e more

inconven ien t, because th e better th e host was, th e worse

generally were h is accommodation s ; th e fellow knowing
very well that those wh o were h is friends would take up

20 with coarse diet and a hard lodging. For these reasons
,

all th e while I was upon th e road I dreaded entering in to

a house of any one that Sir Roger h ad applauded for an

honest man .

Since my stay at Sir Roger
’
s in th e country, I daily

find more instan ces of this narrow party-humour . Being
upon th e bowling-

green at a neighbouring market-town

th e other day, (for that is th e place where th e gentlemen

of one side m eet once a week) I observed a stranger

among them of a better presen ce and genteeler behaviour

3 0 than ordinary ; but was much surprised, that notwith

standing h e was a very fair bettor , no body would take

h im up. But upon inquiry, I found, that h e was one wh o

h ad given a disagreeable vote in a former par liament, for

which reason there was not a man upon that bowling

green wh o would h ave so much correspondence with h im

as to win h is money of h im.
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Among other instances of this nature, I must not om it
one which concerns myself. W ill W imble was th e other

day relating several strange stories that h e h ad picked up,
nobody knows where

,
of a certain great man ; and upon

my staring at h im
,
as one that was surprised to hear

such things in th e country
,
which h ad never been so

much as whispered in th e town
,
W ill stopped short in th e

thread of h is discourse, and after dinner asked my friend
Sir Roger in h is ear if h e was sure that I was not a

fanatic.
It gives me a serious concern to see such a spirit of dis

sension in th e country ; not only as it destroys virtue and

common sense
,
and renders us in a manner barbarians

towards one another
,
but as it perpetuates our an imosities

,

widens our breaches
,
and transm its our presen t passions

and prej udices to our posterity. For my own part, I am

sometimes afraid that I discover th e seeds of a civil war in
these our divisions ; and therefore cannot but bewail , as
in their first principles

,
th e m iseries and calamities of our

children . C.

XXII. SIR ROGER AND THE GIPSIES .

No . Monday, July 3 0 , 1711. [Addison

Semperque recentes
Convectare juvat praedas, et vivere rapto.

Virg. E n. v11. 748.

A plundering race, still eager to invade,
On spoil th ey live, and make of th eft a trade.

A s I was yesterday ridingxlflout in th e fields [with my friend
Sir Ro

g
er

,
e saw at a little distance fromus a troop of

gipsies. Upon th e first discovery of them
,
my friend was

in some doubt whether h e should not exert th e justice of

peace upon such a band of lawless vagrants but not having
h is clerk with h im

,
wh o is a necessary counsellor on these
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occasions, and fearing th a ltry m ight fare th e worse
for it, h e let th e thought ut at th e same time gave
me a particular account of th e m isch iefs they do in th e

country,
in stealing people

’
s goods, and spoil ing their ser

vants.

‘ If a stray piece of linen hangs upon an hedge,
”

says Sir Roger,
“they are sure to have it ; loses

h is way in th e fields
,
it is ten to one but h e their

prey : our geese cannot live in peace for th e man

prose them with severity, h is h en -roost is sure to pay
10 for it They general ly straggle into these parts about this
time of th e year ; and set th e heads of our servant-maids
so agog for husbands, that we do not expect to have any

'

business done as it should be, whilst they are in th e coun try.“
I have an honest dairy-maid wh o crosses their hands with
a piece of silver every summer

,
and never fails being pro

mised th e handsomest young fellow in th e parish for h er
pains. our friend th e butler h as been fool enough to be
seduced by them ;

’

ll and though h e is sure to lose a kn ife
,

a fork , or a spoon every time h is fortune is told h im
,

20 gen erally shuts himself up in th e pantry with gipsy
for about half an hour once in a twelvemonth .

are th e things they live upon , which they bestow very
plentifully upon all those that apply themselves to them .

You see now and then some handsome young jades among

them th e sluts have very often white teeth and black eyes.

Sir Roger , observing that I listened with great atten tion
to h is account of a people wh o were so en tirely new to me

,

to ld me
,
that if I would

,
they Should tell us our

A s I was very well pleased with th e kn ight
’
s proposal , we

3 0 rid up and commun icated our hands to them . A Cassandra
of th e crew

,
after h aving exam ined my l ines very diligen tly,

told me that I loved a pretty maid in a corner
,
\that I was

a good woman
’
s man

,
with some other particulars, which

I do not think proper to relate. My friend Sir Roger
al ighted from h is horse

,
and exposing h is palm to two or

three th at stood by h im,
\th ey crumpled it into all shapes,
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carries passengers from Leyden to Amsterdam
,
was putting

off
,
a boy runn ing along th e side of th e canal desired to

be taken in ; which th e master of th e boat refused because
th e lad h ad not quite money enough to pay th e usual fare.

A n em inent m erchan t being pleased with th e looks of th e

boy, and secretly touched with compassion towards h im
,

paid th e money for h im ,
and ordered h im to be taken on

board . Upon talking with h im afterwards
,
h e found that

h e could speak readily in three or four languages, and

10 learned, upon further exam ination , that h e h ad been stolen
away when h e was a child by a gipsy, and h ad rambled
ever since with a gang of those strollers up and down
several parts of Europe. It happened that th e merchan t

,

whose heart seems to have inclined towards th e boy by a

secret kind of instinct
,
h ad himself lost a child some years

before. Th e parents, after a long search for h im
, gave

h im for drowned in one of th e canals with which that
coun try abounds ; and th e mother was so afflicted at th e

loss of a fine boy, wh o was h er only son
,
that sh e died

20 for grief of it. Upon laying together all particulars, and

exam in ing th e several moles and marks by which th e

mother used to descr ibe th e child when h e was first
m issing, th e boy proved to be th e son of th e merchant

,

whose heart h ad so unaccountably melted at th e sight of

h im . Th e lad was very well pleased to find a father wh o
was so rich

,
and l ikely to leave h im a good estate : th e

father, on th e other hand
,
was not a little delighted to see

a son
“
return to h im

,
whom h e h ad given for lost

,
with

such a strength of constitution , sharpness of understanding,
3 0 and skill in languages.

” Here th e printed story leaves off ;

but if I may give credit to reports, our linguist having
received such extraordinary rudimen ts towards a good
education , was afterwards trained up in everything that
becomes a gen tleman ; wearing off

,
by little and little

,
all

th e vicious habits and practices that h e h ad been used to

in th e course of h is peregr inations. Nay, it is said
,
that
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h e h as since been employed in foreign courts upon national
business

,
with great reputation to himself

,
and honour to

those wh o sen t h im
,
and that h e

’

h as visited several
countries as a public m in ister

,
in which h e formerly

wandered
‘

as a gipsy.

Z/XXII I . THE COUNTRY’S OPINION OF THE

SPECTATOR.

No. Tuesday
,
July 3 1

,
1711. [Addison

Ipsae rursum concedite sylvae.
— V irg. Eel. x. 63 .

Once more, ye woods, adieu .

IT is usual for a man wh o loves country sports to preserve
th e game in h is own grounds, and divert himself upon those
that belong to h is neighbour . My fr iend Sir Roger gener
ally goes two or three m iles from h is house

,
and gets into

th e fron tiers of -h is estate
,
before h e beats about in search

of a hare or partridge, on purpose to spare his own fields
,

where h e is always sure of finding diversion
,
when th e

worst comes to th e worst. By this means th e breed about
h is house h as time to in crease and multiply, besides that
th e sport is th e more agreeable where th e game is th e

harder to come at, and does not lie so th ick as to produce
any perplexity or confusion in th e pursuit. For these

p
—l 0

reasons th e country gentleman, like th e fox , seldom preys 20
near h is own home.

In th e same manner I have made a month’s excursion
out of th e town

,
which is th e great field of game for

sportsmen of my species, to try my fortune in th e coun try,
where I h ave started several subjects

,
and hunted them

down
,
with some pleasure to myself, and I h Ope to others.

I am here forced to use a great deal of diligence before I

can spring anything to my m ind, whereas in town , whilst
I am fol lowing one character , it is ten to one but I am

crossed in my way by another
,

and put up such a 3 0

variety of odd creatures in both sexes
,
that they foil
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th e scent of one another, and puzzle th e chace. My

greatest difficulty in th e country is to find sport, and in

town to choose it. In th e mean time
,
as I have given a

whole month’s rest to th e cities of London and West
m inster, I prom ise myself abundan ce of new game upon
my return thither.

It is indeed high time for me to leave th e country,
Since I find th e whole neighbourhood begin to grow very
inquisitive after my name and character ; my love of

10 solitude
,
taciturn ity, and particular way of life

,
having

raised a great curiosity in all these parts.

Th e notion s which have been framed of me are various ;
some look upon me as very proud

,
some as very modest

,

and some as very melancholy. W ill W imble
,

as my
friend th e butler tells me

,
observing me very much alone

,

and extremely silent when I am in company, is afraid I
have killed a man . Th e coun try people seem to suspect
me for a conj urer ; and some of them hearing of th e visit
which I made to Mol l White, will needs h ave it that Sir

20 Roger h as brought down a cunn ing man with h im
,
to

cure th e old woman
,

and free th e country from h er

charms. So that th e character which I go under in
,

part
of th e neighbourhood, is what they here call a White
W itch .

A justice of peace, wh o lives about five m iles off
,
and

is not of Sir Roger
’
s party, h as it seems said twice or

thrice at h is table, that h e wishes Sir Roger does not

harbour a Jesuit in h is house
,
and that h e thinks th e

gentlemen of th e country would do very well to make me

3 0 give some account of myself.

On th e other side
,
some of Sir Roger

’
s friends are afraid

th e old kn ight is imposed upon by a design ing fellow,

and as they have heard that h e converses very pro

miscuously when h e is in town , do not know but h e h as

brough t
'

down w ith h im some discarded Whig, that is

sullen , and says nothing because h e is out of place.
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to town
,
being all of us cursedly afraid thou wilt not be

able to relish our company, after thy conversations with
Moll White

,
and W i ll W imble. Pr’ythee do not send us

up any more stories of a cock and a bull
,
nor frighten th e

town with spirits and witches. Thy speculation s begin to

smell confoundedly of woods and meadows. If thou dost
not come up quickly, we shall conclude that thou art in

love with one of Sir Roger
’
s dairy-maids. Service to th e

kn ight. Sir Andrew is grown th e cock of th e club since
h e left us

,
and if h e does not return quickly will make

every mother’s son of us

'

commonwealth
’
s-men .

Dear Spec,
thine eternally,

W ILL HONEYCOMB .

XXIV. A SCENE IN A STAGE COACH .

No. 13 2 ] Wednesday, August 1, 1711. [Steele

Qui, aut tempus quid postulet non videt, aut plura
‘

loquitur, aut

se ostentat, aut corum quibuscum est rationem non h abet, is ineptus
esse dicitur.

— Tull.

Th at man may be called impertinent, wh o considers not th e

circumstances of time , or ingrosses th e conversation , or makes
h imself th e subject of h is discourse, or pays no regard to th e

company h e is in.

HAV ING notified to my good friend Sir Roger that I should
set out for London th e n ext day, h is horses were ready at

th e appoin ted hour in th e even ing ; and attended by one

of h is grooms, I arrived at th e county—town at twilight,
in order to be ready for th e stage-coach th e day fo llowing.

A s soon as we arrived -at th e inn
,
th e servant wh o waited

upon me
,
inquired of th e Chamberlain in my hearing what

company h e h ad for th e coach ? Th e fellow answered
,“M rs. Betty Arable th e great fortune, and th e widow

h er mother ; a recruiting offi cer (wh o took a place because
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they were to go) young squire Quickset h er cousin (that
h er mother wished h er to be married to) ; Ephraim th e

quaker, h er guardian ; and a gentleman that h ad studied
himself dumb from Sir Roger de Coverley

’
s.

” I observed
by what h e said of myself, that according to h is office be
dealt much in in telligence and doubted not but there was
some foundation for h is reports of th e rest of th e company,
as well as for th e whimsical account h e gave of me. Th e

next morn ing at day
-break w e were all cal led ; and I wh o

know my own natural shyness, and endeavour to be as

little liable to be disputed with as possible
,
dressed

immediately, that I m ight make no one wait. Th e first
preparation for our setting Out was, that th e captain’s
half pike was placed near th e coachman

,
and a drum

behind th e coach. In th e mean time th e drummer
,
th e

captain’s equipage, was very loud
,

“that none of th e

captain’s things should be placed so as to be spoiled
upon which h is cloke~bag was fixed in th e seat of th e

coach ; and th e captain himself
,
according to a frequent

though invidious behaviour of m ilitary men
,
ordered h is

man to look sharp
,
that none but one of th e ladies Should

have th e place h e had taken fron ting to th e coach -box .

We were in some little time fixed in our seats
,
and sat

with that dislike wh ich people not too good-natured
usually conceive of each other at first sight. Th e coach
j umbled us insensibly into some sort of fam iliarity : and
we h ad not moved above two m iles

,
when th e widow

asked th e captain what success h e h ad in h is recruiting ?
Th e officer, with a frankness h e believed very graceful ,
told h er,

“that indeed h e h ad but very little luck
,
and

h ad suffered much by desertion, therefore should be glad
to end h is warfare in th e service of h er or h er fair
daughter. In a word,

” continued h e,
“I am a soldier, and

to be plain is my character : you see me
,
madam

, young,
sound

,
and impudent take me y ourself

,
widow

,
or give

me to h er
,
I will be wholly at your disposal . I am a
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soldier of fortune
,
h a l”— This was followed by a vain

laugh of h is own
,
and a deep silence of all th e rest of th e

company. I h ad nothing left for it but to fall fast asleep,
which I did with all speed. Come

,

”
said h e,

“
resolve

upon it, we will make a wedding at th e next town : we

will wake this pleasan t compan ion wh o h as fallen asleep,

to be th e brideman and
,

”

giving th e quaker a clap on

th e knee, h e con cluded
,

“This sly sain t
,
wh o

,
I will

warrant, understands what is what as well as you or I,
10 widow,

shall give th e bride as father.

” Th e quaker, wh o
h appened to be a man of smartness

,
answered

,

“Friend
,
I

take it in good part that thou hast given me th e authority
of a father over this com ely and virtuous child ; and I
must assure thee, that if I have th e giving h er, I shall
not bestow h er on thee. Thy m irth, friend, savoureth of

folly : thou art fl

a person of a light m ind, thy drum is a

type of th eej it soundeth because it is empty?) Verily, it
is not from th y fulness, but thy emptiness that thou hast
spoken this day. Fr iend

,
friend

,
we have hired this coach

20 in partnership with thee
,
to carry us to th e great city

we cannot go any other way. This worthy mother must
hear thee if thou wil t needs utter thy follies ; we cannot
help it

,
friend

,
I say : if thou wilt

,
we must hear thee ;

but if thou wert a man of understanding, thou wouldst
not take advantage of thy courageous countenance to

abash us children of peace — Thou art
,
thou sayest, a

soldier ; give quarter to us
,
wh o cannot resist thee. Why

didst thou fleer at our friend wh o feigned himself asleep ?
He said nothing ; but h ow dost thou know what h e

3 0 con taineth ? If thou speakest improper things in th e

hearing of this virtuous young virgin , consider it is an

outrage against a distressed person that cannot get from
thee : to Speak indiscreetly what we are obliged to hear,
by being hasped up with thee in this public vehicle, is in
some degree assaulting on th e high road.

”

‘

Here Ephraim paused
,
and th e captain with a happy
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them . My good friend,
” con tinued h e

,
turn ing to th e

officer ,
“thee and I are to part by and by

,
and per

adventure we may never meet again : but be advised by a

plain man modes and apparels are but trifles to th e real

man
,
therefore do not think such a man as thyself terrible

for thy garb, nor such a one as me contemptible for m ine.

Wh en two such as thee and I meet, with affections as we

ought to have towards each other , thou shouldst rejoice
to see my peaceable demeanour

,
and I should be glad to see

10 thy strength and ability to protect me in it. T.

V XXV . SIR ROGER IN TOWN.

No . Tuesday , January 8 , 1711-12. [Addison

E vo rarissima nostro
Simplicitas.

—Ovid
,
A rs Am. i. 241.

Most rare is now our old Simplicity .
— Dryden.

I WA S this morn ing surprised with a great knocking at tne

door
,
when my landlady

’
s daughter came up to me and

told me that there was a man below desired to speak with
me. Upon my asking h er wh o it was

,
sh e to ld me it was a

very grave elderly person ,
but that sh e did not know h is

name. I immediately went down to h im
,
and found h im

20 to be th e coachman of my worthy friend, Sir Roger de

Coverley. He told me th at h is master came to town last
n ight, and would be glad to take a turn with me in

Gray
’
s-inn walks. A s I was wondering with myself what

h ad brought Sir Roger to town , not having lately received
any letter from h im

,
h e told me that h is master was come

up to get a sight of Pr ince Eugene, and that h e desired
I would immediately meet h im .

I was not a little pleased with th e curiosity of th e old

kn ight, though I did not much wonder at it
,
having heard

3 0 h im say more than once in private discourse, that h e
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looked upon Prince Eugenio (for so th e kn ight always calls
h im) to be a greater man than Scanderbeg.

I was no sooner come into Gray’s-inn walks, but I heard
my friend upon th e terrace hemm ing twice or thr ice to

himself with great vigour, for h e loves to clear h is pipes
in good air (to make use of h is own phrase) , and is not a

little pleased with any one wh o takes notice of th e strength
which h e still exerts in h is morn ing hems.

I was touched with a secret joy at th e sight of th e good

old man
,
wh o before h e saw me was engaged in conversa

tion with a beggar-man that h ad asked an alms of h im .

I could hear my friend chide h im for not finding out some

work ; but at th e same time saw him put h is hand in h is

pocket and give h im Sixpence
Our salutations were very hearty on both sides

,
consisting

of many kind shakes of th e hand
,
and several affectionate

looks which we cast upon one another. After which th e
kn ight told me my good friend h is chaplain was very well,
and much at my service

,
and that th e Sunday before h e

h ad made a most incomparable sermon out of Dr. Barrow.

“I have left,” says h e,
“
all my affairs in h is hands

,
and

being wi lling to lay an obligation upon h im ,
have deposited

with h im thirty marks
,
to be distributed among h is poor

parishioners.

”

He then proceeded to acquain t me with th e welfare of

W ill W imble. Upon which h e put h is hand in to h is fob

and presented me in h is name with a tobacco -stopper,
telling me that W i ll h ad been busy all th e beginn ing of

th e winter in turning great quan tities of them ; and that

20

h e made a present of one to every gentleman in th e country 3 0
wh o h as good principles, and smokes. He added

,
that poor

W ill was at present under great tribulation ,
for that Tom

Touchy h ad taken th e law of h im for cutting some hazel
sticks out of one of h is hedges.

Among other pieces of news which th e kn ight brought
from h is country-seat

,
h e in formed me that Moll White
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was dead
,
and that about a month after h er death th e wind

was so very high, that it blew down th e end of one of h is

barns.

“But for my own part, says Sir Roger,
“I do not

think that th e old woman h ad any band in it.
”

He afterwards fell into an accoun t of th e diversions
which h ad passed in h is house during th e holidays ; for
Sir Roger, after th e laudable custom of h is ancestors

,
always

keeps open house at Christmas. I learned from h im that
h e h ad k illed eight fat hogs for this season

,
that h e h ad

10 dealt about h is chines very liberally amongst h is neigh
bours

,
and that in particular h e h ad sent a string of hogs

puddings with a pack of cards to every poor family in th e

parish .

“I have often thought,
”
says Sir Roger ,

“it happens
very well that Christmas should fall out in th e m iddle of

winter. It is th e most dead un comfortable time of th e

year , when th e poor people would suffer very much from
their poverty and cold

,
if they h ad not good cheer, warm

fires
,
and Christmas gambols to support them . I love to

rejoice their poor hearts at this season
,
and to see th e

20 whole village merry in my great hall. I allow a double

quantity of malt to my small -beer, and set it a runn ing for
twelve days to every one that calls for it. I have always a

piece of cold beef and a m ince-

pie upon th e table
,
and am

wonderfully pleased to see my tenants pass away a whole
evening in playing their innocent tricks, and smutting one

anoth er . Our friend W il l W imble is as merry as any of

them
,
and shews a thousand roguish tricks upon these

occasions.

”

I was very much del ighted with th e reflection o f my

3 0 old friend, which carried so much goodness in it. He then
launched out in to th e praise of th e late act of parliament

for securing th e church of England, and told me with great

satisfaction ,
that h e bel ieved it already began to take effect

,

for that a rigid dissen ter wh o ch anced to dine at h is house
on Ch ristmas-day, h ad been observed to eat very plenti

fully of h is plum -

porridge.
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else could come at a dish of tea
,
until th e kn ight h ad got

all h is conven iencies about h im . L.

V XXVI. VISIT TO WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

’

No . Tuesday, March 18
,
1712. [Addison

Ire tamen restat, Numa quo devenit et A ncus,

Hor. Ep od. vi. 27 .

W
' ith Ancus, and with Numa, kings of Rome,

We must descend into th e silent tomb.

MY friend Sir Roger de Coverley told me th e other n ight,
that h e h ad been reading my p aper upon Westm inster
Abbey

,
in which

,
says h e, there are a great many ingen ious

fancies. He told me at th e same time
,
that h e observed

10 I h ad promised another paper upon th e tombs
,
and that

h e should be glad to go and see them with me
,
not having

visited them since h e had read history. I could not

imagine h ow this came in to th e knight
’
s head

,
till I recol

lected that h e h ad been very busy all last summer upon
Baker

’
s Chron icle

,
which h e h as quoted several times in h is

disputes with Sir Andrew Freeport, since h is last coming
to town . Accordingly I prom ised to cal l upon h im th e

next morn ing, that we m ight go together to th e Abbey.

I found th e kn ight under h is butler
’
s hands

,
wh o always

20 shaves h im. He was no sooner dressed
,
than h e called for

a glass of th e widow Truby
’
s water

,
which h e told me h e

always drank before h e wen t abroad. He recommended

to me a dram of it at th e same time
,
with so much

heartiness, that I could not forbear drinking it. A s soon

as I h ad got it down , I found it very unpalatable ; upon
which th e knight, observing that I h ad made several wry
faces, told me that h e knew I should not l ike i t at first,
but that it was th e best thing in th e world against th e
stone or gravel.
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I could have wished, indeed, that h e h ad acquainted me

with th e virtues of it sooner ; but it was too late to com

plain
,
and I knew wh at h e h ad done was out of good-will.

Sir Roger told me further, that h e looked upon it to be

very good for a man whilst h e staid in town , to keep off

infection
,
and that h e got together a quan tity of it upon

th e first news of th e sickness being at Dantzick : when of

a sudden turn ing short to one of h is servants, wh o stood
behind h im

,
h e bid h im call a hackney coach, and take

care it was an elderly man that drove it.

He then resumed h is discourse upon M rs. Truby
’

s water
,

telling me that th e widow Truby was one wh o did more

good than all th e doctors and apothecaries in
\
th e country ;

that sh e distilled every poppy that grew within five m iles
of h er ; that sh e distributed h er water gratis among all

sorts of people ; to which th e kn ight added that Sh e h ad

a very great jo in ture, and that th e who le coun try would
fain have it a match between h im and h er “and truly

,

says Sir Roger,
“if I h ad not been engaged, perhaps I

could not have done better .

”

H is discourse was broken off by h is man
’
s telling h im

h e h ad cal led a coach . Upon our go ing to it, after having
cast h is eye upon th e wheels

,
h e asked th e c oachman if

h is axle-tree was good upon th e fellow’
s telling h im h e

would warrant it, th e kn ight turned to me
,
told me h e

looked like an honest man
, and went in without further

ceremony .

We h ad not gone far, when Sir Roger, popping out h is

head
,
called th e coachman down from h is box , and upon

presenting himself at th e window
,
asked h im if h e smoked . 3 0

A s I was considering what this would end in
,
be bid h im

stop by th e way at any good tobaccon ist
’
s
,
and take in a

roll of their best V irgin ia. Nothing material happened in
th e remain ing part of our journey

,
till we were set down

at th e west end of th e Abbey.

A s we went up th e body of th e church
,
th e kn ight pointed
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at th e trophies upon one of th e new monuments
,
and cried

out
,

“A brave man
,
I warran t h im !

” Passing afterwards
by Sir Cloudsley Shovel, h e flung h is hand that way, and

cried,
“Sir Cloudsley Shovel ! a very gal lan t man ! ” A s

we stood before Busby’s tomb
,
th e knight uttered himself

again after th e same manner :
“Dr. Busby ! a great man !

h e whipped my grandfather a very great man ! I should
have gone to h im myself, if I had not been a blockhead ;
a very great man

10 We were immediately conducted into th e little chapel
on th e right hand. Sir Roger , planting himself at our

historian ’s elbow ,
was very atten tive to everything h e

said
,
particular ly to th e accoun t h e gave us of th e lord

wh o h ad cut Off th e king of Morocco ’s head. Among

several other figures, h e was very well pleased to see th e

statesman Cecil upon h is knees ; and, concluding them a ll

to be great men
,
was conducted to th e figure wh ich fre

presents that martyr to good housewifery, wh o died by
th e prick of a needle. Upon our in terpreter

’
s tel l ing us

20 that Sh e was a maid of honour to Queen Elizabeth
,
th e

kn ight was very inquisitive into h er name and fam ily ;
and after having regarded h er finger for some time

,

“I
wonder

,

”
says h e,

“that Sir Richard Baker h as said nothing
of h er in h is Chron icle.

We were then conveyed to th e two coronation chairs
,

where my old fr iend
,
after having heard that th e stone

underneath th e most ancient of them
,
which was brought

from Scotland
,
was called Jacob’s Pillow

,
sat himself down

in th e ch air ; and looking l ike th e figure of an old Gothic

3 0 king, asked our interpreter what authority they h ad to

say that Jacob h ad ever been in Scotland ? Th e fellow
,

instead of return ing h im an answer
,
told h im

,
that h e

hoped h is honour would pay h is forfeit. I could observe
Sir Roger a little ruffled upon being thus trepanned ;
but our guide not insisting upon h is demand

,
th e kn ight

soon recovered h is good hum our
,
and whispered in my ear

,
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buildings, and talk over these matters with h im more at

leisure.

t/x xvn . SIR ROGER AT THE THEATRE.

NO. Tuesday, March 25
,
1711-12. [Addison

Respicere exemplar vita morumque jubebo

Doctum imitatorem, et veras h inc ducere voces.

Hor. A rs Poet. 3 27.

K eep Nature
’
s great original in view,

And th ence th e living images pursue
— Francis.

MY friend Sir Roger de Cover ley, when we last met

together at th e club
,
told me

,
that h e h ad a great m ind

to see th e new tragedy with me
,
assuring me at th e same

10 time
,
that h e h ad not been at a play these twenty years.

“Th e last I saw ,

”
said Sir Roger; was Th e Comm ittee

,

which I should not have gone to neither
,
h ad not I been

told beforehand that it was a good Church of England
comedy.

” He then proceeded to inquire of me wh o this
Distressed Mother was ; and upon hearing that sh e was

man -Hector’s widow ,
h e told me

,
that h er husband was a brave

man
,
and that when h e was a school -boy , h e had read h is

life at th e end of th e dictionary . My friend asked me
,
in

th e next place
,
if there would not be some danger in

20 com ing home late
,
in case th e Mohocks should be abroad.

“I assure you, says h e,
“I thought I h ad fallen into their

hands last n ight ; for I observed two or three lusty black

men that fo llowed m e half way up Fleet Street
,

and

mended their pace behind me
,
in proportion as I put on

to get away fromthem . You must know,

” con tinued th e

kn ight with a sm ile
,

“I fan cied they h ad a m ind to hunt

me ; for I remember an honest gentleman in my neigh

bourh ood, wh o was served such a trick in King Charles

th e Second’s time ; for which reason h e h as not ventured

3 0 himself in town ever since. I m ight have shewn them
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very good sport
,
had this been their design ; for as I am

an o ld fox -hunter
,
I should have turned and dodged, and

have played them a thousand tricks they h ad never seen

in their lives before.

” Sir Roger added
,
that “if these

gentlemen h ad any such intention , they did not succeed
very well in it for I threw them out

,
says h e

,

“
at th e end

of N orfolk Street, where I doubled th e corner
,
and got

shelter in my lodgings before they could imagine what
was become of me. However,

”
says th e kn ight,

“if Captain
Sentry will make one with us to -morrow n ight, and you

will both of you call upon me about four o
’clock

,
that we

may be at th e house before it is full
,
I will have my own

coach in readiness to attend you, for John tells me h e h as

got th e f ore
-wheels mended.

Th e captain , wh o did not fail to meet me there at the

appointed hour, bid Sir Roger fear nothing, for that h e
h ad put on th e same sword wh ich h e made use of at th e

battle of Steenkirk. Sir Roger
’
s servants, and among th e

rest my old friend th e butler, h ad, I found, provided them
selves with good Oaken plants, to attend their master upon
this occasion . When we h ad placed h im in h is coach

,
with

myself at h is left hand
,
th e captain before h im

,

'

and h is

butler at th e head of h is footmen in th e rear
,
we convoyed

h im in safety to th e
‘

play-house ; where, after having
marched up th e en try in good order , th e captain and I
wen t in with h im,

and seated h im betwixt us in th e pit.
As soon as th e house was full

,
and th e candles lighted, my

old friend stood up and looked about h im with that plea
sure

,
which a m ind seasoned with human ity naturally feels

in itself
,
at th e sight of a multitude of people wh o seem

pleased with one another, and partake of th e same common

entertainment . I could not but fancy to myself, as th e

old man stood up in th e m iddle of th e pit
,
that h e made

a very proper centre to a tragic audience. Upon th e

entering of Pyrrhus, th e knight told me
,
that h e did not

believe th e King of France himself h ad a better strut. I

20

3 0
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was
, indeed, very attentive to my old friend’s remarks

,

because I looked upon them as a piece of natural criticism
,

and was well pleased to hear h im at th e conclusion of

almost every scene
,
telling me that h e could not imagine

h ow th e play would end. One while h e appeared much
concerned for Andromache ; and a l ittle while after as

much for Herm ione : and was extremely puzzled to think
what would become of Pyrrhus.

When Sir Roger saw A ndromach e
’
s obstinate refusal to

10 h er lover ’s importun ities, h e wh ispered
'

me in th e ear
,
that

h e was sure sh e would never have h im ; to which h e

added
,
with a m ore than ordinary vehemence

,

“You can ’t

imagine, sir, what it is to have to do with a widow.

” Upon
Pyrrhus h is threaten ing afterwards to leave h er

,
th e kn ight

shook h is head
,
and muttered to himself

,

“A y, do if you
can .

” This part dwel t so much upon my friend
’

s imagina
tion

,
that at th e close of th e third act

,
as I was th ink ing

of something else
,
h e whispered me in my ear

,

“These
widows

,
sir

,
are th e m ost perverse creatures in th e world.

20 But pray,
”
says h e

,

“
you that are a critic

,
is th e play

according to your dramatic rules
,

as you call them ?
Should your people in tragedy always talk to be under
stood ? Wh y, there is not a single sen tence in this play
that I do not know th e mean ing of.

”

Th e fourth act very luckily began before I h ad time to

give th e old gen tleman an answer ; “Well
,

”
says th e

kn igh t, sitting down with great satisfaction
,

“I suppose we
are now to see Hector ’s ghost.

” He then renewed h is

atten tion , and from time to time fel l a praising th e widow.

3 0 He made
,
indeed

,
a little m istake as to one of h er pages,

whom
,
at h is first entering, h e took for Astyanax ; but h e

quickly set h imself right in that particular, though, at th e
same time

,
h e owned h e should have been very glad to

have seen th e little boy,
“
wh o

,

”
says h e,

“must n eeds be
a very fine child by th e account that is given of h im .

”

Upon Herm ione’s go ing off with a menace to Pyrrhus, th e
‘
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XXVIII. WILL HONEYCOMB’S AMOURS.

No . Tuesday, April 22, 1712. [Budgell.

Torva leaena lupum sequitur, lupus ipse capellam

Florentem cytisum sequitur lasciva capella.
— Virg. E el. ii. 63 .

Lions th e wolves, and wolves th e kids pursue,
Th e kids sweet thyme,

—and still I follow yon —“rarton.

A s we were at th e club last n ight, I observed that my
old friend Sir Roger, contrary to h is usual custom

,
sat

very Silen t, and
,
instead of m inding what was said by th e

company, was whistling to him self in a very thoughtful
mood

,
and playing with a cork . I jogged Sir Andrew

10 Freeport, wh o sat between us ; and
,
as we were both

observing h im
,
we saw th e kn ight shake h is head

,
and

heard h im say to himself
,

“A foolish woman ! I can’t
believe it.” Sir Andrew gave h im a gentle pat upon th e

shoulder, and offered to lay h im a bottle of wine that h e
was thinking of th e widow. My old friend started

,
and,

recovering out of h is brown study, to ld Sir Andrew ,
that

on ce in h is l ife h e h ad been in th e right. In short
,
after

some little hesitation , SirRoger told us in th e fulness of

h is heart
,
that h e h ad j ust received a letter from h is

20 steward, which acquain ted h im that h is old rival and

an tagon ist in th e country , Sir David Dundrum ,
had been

mak ing a visit to th e widow .

“However
,

”
says Sir Roger,“I can never th ink that she’ll h ave a man that’s half a

year older than I am
,
and a noted republican into th e

bargain .

”

W ill Honeycomb, wh o looks upon love as h is particular
province, interrupting our friend with a jaunty laugh,
I thought, kn ight,

”
said h e

,

“thou hadst lived long
enough in th e world, not to pil l thy happiness upon one

3 0 that is a woman , and a widow . I think that, without
van ity, I may pretend to know as much of th e female

World as any man in Great B ritain
,
though th e chief of
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my knowledge consists in this, that they are not to be

known .

” W ill immediately, with h is usual fluency,
rambled into an accoun t of h is own amours.

“I am now ,

”

says h e,
“upon th e verge of sixty

”

(though by th e way

we all knew h e was turned of threescore) . You may

easily guess,
” con tinued W ill

,
that I have not lived so

long in th e world without having h ad some th oughts of

settl ing in it, as th e phrase is. To tel l you truly, I have
several times tried my fortune that way, though I cannot
much boast of my success.

“I made my first addresses to a young lady in th e

coun try ; but, when I thought things were pretty wel l
drawing to a conclusion

,
h er father happen ing to hear that

I h ad formerly boarded with a surgeon , th e old put for

bad me h is house
,
and w ithin a fortn ight after married

h is daughter to a fox -hunter in th e neigh bourhood.

“I made my
‘

next application to a widow, and attacked
her so briskly, that I thought myself within a fortnight
of h er. A s I waited upon h er one morn ing, sh e told me

,

that sh e intended to keep h er ready money and jo inture
in h er own hand

,
and desired me to cal l upon h er

attorney in Lion’s inn
,
wh o would adjust with me what it

was proper for me to add to it. I was so rebuffed by
this overture

,
that I never inquired either for h er or h er

attorney afterwards.

“A few mon ths after
,
I addressed myself to a young

lady wh o was an only daughter, and of a good fam ily. I

danced with h er at several balls
,
squeezed h er by th e

hand
,
said soft things to h er, and in short made no doubt

of h er heart ; and
,
though my fortune was not equal to

hers
,
I was in hopes that h er fond father would not deny

h er th e man sh e h ad fixed h er affections upon . But as I
went one day to th e house, in order to break th e matter
to h im

,
I found th e who le fami ly in confusion ,

and heard
,

to my unspeakable surprise, that Miss Jenny was that
very morn ing run away with th e butler.



l12 THE SPECTATOR.

I then courted a second widow
,
and am at a loss to

this day h ow I came to m iss h er, for sh e h ad often
commended my person and behaviour . Her maid indeed
told me one day, that h er m istress said sh e never saw a

gentleman with such a spindle pair of legs as M r. .

Honeycomb.

“After this I laid siege to four heiresses successively,
and

, being a handsome young dog in those days, quickly
made a breach in their hearts ; but I don

’t know h ow it

10 came to pass
,
though I seldom failed of getting th e

daughter
’

s consent, I could never in my life get th e old

people on my side.

“I could give you an account of a thousand other
un successful attempts

,
particularly of one which I made

some years since upon an old woman
,
whom I h ad

certainly borne away w ith flying colours, if h er relations
had not come pouring in to h er assistance from all parts
of England ; nay, I believe I should have got h er at last

,

h ad not sh e been carried off by a hard frost.

20 A s W ill ’s transitions are extremely quick, h e
‘

turned

from Sir Roger, and, applying himself to me
,
told me

there was a passage in th e book I h ad considered last
Saturday, which deserved to be writ in letters of gold
and, taking out a pocket Milton , read th e following lines,
which are part of one of Adam’

s speeches to Eve after

th e fall.

Oh ! why did our

Creator wife ! th at peopled h igh est h eaven
W ith spirits masculine, create at last
Th is novelty on earth , th is fair defect
Of nature, and not fill the world at once

W ith men , as angels, with out feminine ?
Or find some oth er way to generate
Mankind ? Th is misch ief h ad not th en befall

’
n
,

And more th at sh all befall , innumerable
Disturbances on earth ,

th rough female snares,

And straigh t conjunction with th is sex : for eith er
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herself, wh o is a notable prating gossip, engaged In

a conferen ce with h im being mighti ly pleased with

his stroking h er little boy on th e head
,
and bidding h im

to be a good child and m ind h is book.

We were no sooner come to th e Temple-stairs
,
but we

were surrounded with a crowd of watermen
,
offering us

their respective services. Sir Roger after having looked
about h im very attentively, spied one with a wooden leg, and
immediately gave h im orders to get h is boat ready. A s

we were walking towards it, You must know,

”
says Sir

Roger,
“I n ever make use of any body to row me

,
that

h as not lost either a leg or an arm . I would rather bate
h im a few strokes of h is oar than not employ an honest
man that h as been wounded in th e queen

’
s service. If I

was a lord or a bishop
,
and kept a barge, I would not

ut a fellow in my l ivery that h ad not a woodeg leg.

”

My old friend, after having seated h imselffaid trimmed
th e boat with h is coachman

,
wh o

, being a very sober man
,

always serves for ballast on these occasions
,
we made th e

20 best of our way for Faux -hall. Sir Roger obliged th e

waterman to give us th e history of h is right leg and
,
hear

ing that h e h ad left it at La Hogue, with many particulars
which passed in that glorious action , th e kn ight, in th e

triumph of h is heart, made several reflections on th e great
ness of th e British nation ; as, that one Englishman could
beat three Fren chmen ; that we could never be in danger
of popery so long as we took care of our fleet ; that th e
Thames was th e noblest r iver in Europe ; that London
bridge was a greater piece of work than any of th e seven

3 0 wonders of th e world ; with many other honest prejudices
which naturally cleave to th e heart of a true Englishman .

After some short pause, th e Old knight, turn ing about
h is head twice or thrice, to take a survey of this great
metropolis

,
bid me observe h ow thick th e city was set

w ith churches
,
and that there was scarce a single steeple

on this “

side Temple-bar .

“A most heathenish sight !
”



VISIT TO SPRING GARDENS. [15

says .
Sir Roger :

“there is no religion at this end of th e

town . Th e fifty new churches will very much m end th e
prospect ; but church-work is slow

,
church-work is slow .

I do not remember I
'

have any where mentioned in Sir

Roger
’
s character

,
h is custom of saluting every body that

passes
‘

by h im with a good-m orrow
,
or a good-n ight. This

th e old man does out of th e overflowings of h is human ity,
though at th e same time it renders h im

'

so popular among

all h is coun try neighbours, that it is thought to have

gone a good way in mak ing h im once or twice kn ight of

th e shire. He cannot forbear this exercise of benevolence
even in town ,

when h e meets with any one in h is morn ing
or even ing walk . It broke from h im to several boats that
passed by us on th e water ; but, to th e kn ight

’
s great

surprise, as h e gave th e good-n ight to two or

'

three young
fellows a little before our landing, one of them

,
in stead of

return ing th e civility, asked us
,
wh at queer old put we

h ad in th e boat, with a great deal of th e like Thames

ribaldry . Sir Roger seemed a little shocked at first
,
but

at length assum ing a face of magistracy, told us
,
that if h e

were a Middlesex justice, h e would make such vagran ts
know that h er majesty

’
s subjects were no more to be

abused by water than by land.

We were now arr ived at Spring-garden , which is

excellently pleasant at this tirEe
‘

Y

Of fl th
'

e year . When I
considered th e fragrancy of th e walks and bowers

,
with

th e cho irs of birds that sung upon th e trees
,
and the loose

tribe of people that walked under their Shades, I could

not but look upon th e place as a k in d of Mahometan

paradise. Sir Roger told me
,
it put h im in m ind of a

l ittle coppice by h is house in th e country, which h is

chaplain used to call an aviary of nightingales. You

must understand ,
”
says th e kn igh t,

“that there is noth ing
in th e world that pleases a man il l love so much as your
n ightingale. Ah

,
M r . Spectator, th e many moon - l ight

nights that I have walked by myself, and thought on th e
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widow by th e music of th e n ightingale !
” He here

fetched a deep sigh , and was falling into a fit of musing,
when a mask

,
wh o came behind h im

, gave h im a gentle
tap upon th e shoulder

,
and asked h im if h e would drink

a bottle of mead with h er ? But th e knight , being
startled at so unexpected fam i liarity

,
and displeased to be

interrupted in h is thoughts of th e widow
,
told h er sh e

was a wan ton baggage ; and bid h er go about h er

business.

0 We concluded our walk with a glass of Burton ale
,
and

a sl ice of hung beef. When we h ad done eating ourselves,
th e kn ight called a waiter to h im

,
and bid h im carry th e

remainder to th e waterman that h ad but one leg. I
perceived th e fel low stared upon h im at th e oddness of

th e m essage, and was going to be saucy ; upon which I
ratified th e kn ight

’
s commands with a peremptory look .

I

V
’

x x x . DEATH OF SIR ROGER.

No. Thursday, October 23 , 1712. [Addison

Heu pietas h eu prisca fides — V irg. A en. vi. 878 .

Mirror of ancient faith

Undaunted worth Inviolable truth l— Dryden.

WE last n ight received a piece of ill news at our club
,
which

very sensibly afflicted every one of us. I question not but
my readers themselves will be troubled at th e hearing of it .

To keep them no longer in suspense, Sir Roger de Coverley
is dead. He departed this life at h is house in th e coun try,
after a few weeks’ sickness. Sir Andrew Freeport h as a

letter from one of h is correspondents in those parts, that
informs h im th e old man caught a cold at th e county sessions

,

as h e was very warm ly promoting an address of h is own

penn ing, in which h e succeeded according to h is wishes.
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lain a very pretty tenement with good lands about it. It

being a very cold day when h e made h is will
,
h e left for

mourn ing to every man in th e parish a great frieze-coat,
and to every woman a black r iding-hood. It was a moving
sight to see h im take leave of h is poor servants

,
com

mending us all for our fidelity, whilst we were not able to
speak a word for weeping. A s we most of us are grown

grey
-headed in our dear master’s service

,
h e h as left us pen

sions and legacies, which w e may live very comfortably upon
10 th e remain ing part of our days. He h as bequeathed a great
deal more in char ity, which is not yet come to my knowledge,
and it is peremptorily said in th e parish

,
that h e h as left

money to build a steeple to th e ch urch for h e was heard to
say some time ago , that if h e lived two years longer, Coverley
church should have a steeple to it. Th e chaplain tells every
body that h e made a very good end

,
and never speaks of h im

without tears. He was buried, according to h is own dirce
tions, am ong th e fam ily of th e Coverlies

,
on th e left hand of

h is father Sir Arthur . Th e coffin was carr ied by six of h is

20 tenants, and th e pal l held up by six of th e quorum . Th e

whole par ish fol lowed th e corpse with heavy hearts, and in
their mourn ing suits th e men in frieze

,
and th e women in

r iding -hoods. Captain Sentry, my master’s nephew
,
h as taken

possession of th e Hal l-house
,
and th e whole estate. When

my old master saw h im
,
a little before h is death

,
h e shook

h im by th e h and , and wished h im joy of th e estate which

was fal ling to h im ,
desiring h im on ly to make a good use

‘

of
it
,
and to pay th e several legacies, and th e gifts of charity,

which h e told h im h e h ad left as quit rents upon th e estate.

3 0 The captain truly seems a courteous man
, though h e says but

little. He makes much of those whom my master loved
,
and

shows great k indness to th e old house-dog, that you know

my poor master was so fond of. It would have gone to your
heart to have heard th e moans th e dumb creature made on

th e day of my master ’s death. He h as never joyed himself
Since no more has any of us. It was th e melanch oliest dav
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for th e poor people that ever h appened in Worcestershire.

This being all from ,

Honoured sir
, your most sorrowful servan t,

EDWARD B ISCU IT .

P.S.
—My master desired

,
some weeks before h e died,

that a book which comes up to you by th e carr ier, should be
given to Sir Andrew Freeport in h is name.

”

This letter
,
notwithstanding th e poor butler’s manner of

writing it, gave us such an idea of our good old friend
,
that,

upon th e reading of it, there was not a dry eye in th e club.

Sir Andrew open ing th e book, found it to be a collection of

Acts of Parliamen t. There was
,
in particular

,
th e Act of

Un iform ity, with some passages in it marked by Sir Roger
’

s

own hand. Sir Andrew found that they related to two or

three points , which h e h ad disputed with Sir Roger th e last
time h e appeared at th e club . Sir Andrew

,
wh o would have

been merry at such an inciden t on another occasion , at th e
sight of th e old man

’
s wr iting, burst into tears, and put th e

book in h is pocket. Captain Sen try informs me
,
that th e

kn ight has left rings and mourn ing for every one in th e club.



NOTES.

THE SPECTATOR’S ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF. No . 1.

P. I
,
l . 7 . peruses, reads through , examines, surveys.

“A
coined word ; from Per and Use. N0 other source can well be
assign ed ; but it must be adm itted to be a barbarous and ill
formed word , compounded of Latin and French

, andby no means

used in th e true sense since to p er -use could on ly mean to use

thoroughly. Th e sense of th e word comes nearer to that of th e
F. revoir or E . survey

’
or examine cp .

‘Myself I then p er
used

,

’
t.e. surveyed , M ilton , P . L viii . 267 ; Wh o first with

cur ious eye Perused h im ,

’

id. P . R . 1. 3 20 . Th e F. revoz
’

r and E .

survey both po int to th e Lat . eldere, to see ; there is a fair
argument for th e supposed barbarous co inage from p er and use,

in th e fact that compounds with per were once far more common
than they are now (Skeat, E ly.

1. 8 . black , dark ; frequent in Shakespeare in this sense , e.g.

T. G. v. 2. 12, B lack men are pearls in beauteous ladies
’

eyes.

P. 2 , l . 7 . th en depending , then in progress, not yet settled.

l . 8 . a. justice of th e peace, a title given to persons of position
and character wh o are appointed to keep th e peace of t h e

neighbourhood in which they dwell .
'

l . 9 . presaged , indicated ; Lat . p raesagz
’

re, to feel or perceive
beforehand , to have a presentiment of a thing.

1. 13 . to favour , to give countenance to , to support.
1. 15 . my rattle

,
a rattle and a coral are toys common ly given

to in fants, th e former to amuse by its no ise
,
th e latter , which

generally h as little silver bells attached to it, to be sucked .

I. 20 . nonage, m inority ,
before one comes of age ; Lat . non ,

not , and age. sul len, reserved , hard to draw out .

1. 22. my parts , my natural abilities would wear wel l , would
be lasting, would stand th e wear and tear of time ; not fail me as

120
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ladies from th e frights of ill -paved streets and long dark winter
n igh ts.

’

Th e burn ing of th e theatre (Feb . 24, 1809 ) is rendered
memorable by th e publication of th e Rejected Addresses ,

’
th e

famous jeu d
’

esprit of James and Horace Sm ith [parodying th e

addresses for th e open ing of th e n ew theatre supposed to have
been sent into th e Committee by various then living poets,
(Hare

,
Wa lks in L ondon

, i. Th e Hay-Mark et, in a street
of th e same name between Pall Mall and Piccadilly , and parallel
to St . James

’

s Street , so called because a market was held there
for h ay and straw from Elizabeth’s time to th e ear ly years of th e
present century.

1. 26. th e Exch ange, th e Royal E xchange, in th e city at th e

east end of th e Poultry , originally built by Sir Thomas Gresham ,

th e great m erchant prince of th e sixteenth century , and opened
by E lizabeth in 1571 destroyed by th e Great Fire of London in
1666, and again by fire in 18 3 8 . Th e present building was

erected in 1844.

1. 27 . Jonath an
’

s, a coffee-house in Co rnhill , where th e Stock
Exchange was originally held, and th e great scene of action in
th e South-Sea Bubble of 1720 .

l . 3 2. a. speculative statesman
, a statesman in theory , though

not one in practice ; th e adjective qualifies soldier, merch ant , and
artizan also .

1. 3 4. versed acquainted with th e duties and

position of a husband.

1. 3 5. economy , management of a househo ld .

P. 4, l . 1. blots, m istakes th e common proverb is Lookers
on see most of th e game.

”

1. 2. espoused, closely un ited myself with literally to give or

take as a spouse.

l l. 4, 5 . unl ess side
,
un less th e hostilities of either party

should compel me to range myself on on e side or th e other.

I. 12. occasion , opportun ity and propriety.

11. 16, 7 . to print mysel f out , to put on paper all th e reflections
th at have occurred to me , and th e experien ce of th e world that I
have gained during my life .

1. 20 . a sh eet full , as much as is contained in a single sheet.
1. 27 . spoken to , referred to , made mention of.

1. 3 2. to th e embel lishment of my paper , towards mak ing my
paper more attractive and interesting.

1. 3 6. civil ities, acts of civility, po lite attentions.

P. 5, l . 4. complexion , here probably used, as nowadays, in
th e restricted sense of th e co louring of th e face , th ough formerly
frequen t in th e wider sense of external appearance generally.
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1. 5. make discoveries of , reveal ; cp . p . 7 3 , l . 3 0 .

l . 10. concerted, agreed upon together .

1. 12. to stand front, to be their representative.

1. 14. Mr . Buckl ey
’
s
, Samuel Buck ley was what we should

now call th e publisher of th e Spectator (Salmon ) . Little
Britain , so called from th e mansion o f John ,

Duke of Bretagne in
th e time of Edward th e Second , a street runn ing into Aldersgate
Street, and in Addison

’
s day th e great quarter of th e booksellers.

OF THE CLUB . No. 2.

P. 5, l . 25 . Sir Roger . Th e original o f this character was long
supposed , though without any sufficient evidence

,
to be a certain

Sir John Pack ington , a Worcestershire baronet .
ll . 25, 6. th at famous country-dance, a dance still in use, more

especially at th e end of a ball ; so called from being more common

in country places than in towns, though common ly supposed to
be from th e F. contre-danse. “Tills, quoted by Salmon

,
says,“An autogra h account by Ralph Thoresby ,

of th e fam ily o f

Calverley of alverley ,
in Yorkshire, dated 1717 , and wh ich is

now in th e possession of Sir W . Calverley Trevelyan , states that
th e tune of Roger a Calverley was named after Sir Roger of

Calverley , wh o lived in th e time of Richard th e First. ”

27 . parts, mental endowments.

l . 3 0 -P. 6, 1. 1. only as wrong ,
on ly in so far , in such respects,

as h is opin ions of what is righ t and wrong differ from those of

th e world in general h is singularities not being mere whims and

caprices without reasonable foundation or origin .

1. 3 unconfined forms, not h ampered by any forms of
behaviour that are prescribed merely by fashion and custom .

l. 6. Soh o Square, to th e south of Oxford Street , formerly
called King

’

s Square , was a very fashionable part of th e town
from th e days of th e Stuarts to th m iddle of th e last century.

It is said to derive its name from th e words So Hoe,
”
th e cry

used in hunting th e hare , a past ime in which th e Mayor and
Corporation used to indulge in th e fields on which th e square
was afterwards built .
1. 7 . by reason , because ; a phrase now almost obsolete crossed,

thwarted, disappointed. perverse, so. so far as h is wishes were
concerned.

1. 10 . my Lord Roch ester Eth erege, two well-known men of

fashion of the time ; th e former
, John W ilmot

,
Earl of Rochester ,

a courtier and a poet , in famous for h is debauchery ; th e latter ,
Sir George, a writer o f comedies and equally loose in h is life my
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was and still is often prefixed to th e title
‘Lord ,

’
sometimes in

th e way of respect , sometimes with a sarcastic emphasis .

l . 11. Bully Dawson ,
a notorious sharper and debauch ee about

town at this period.

1. 13 . il l -used, so. in being first encouraged and afterwards
repulsed .

l . 15. jovial , merry , generally with th e idea of boisterous
m irth . Like mercurial ,

’

saturn ine
,

’

etc .
,
a relic of th e former

belief in astrology according to which a man
’
s
’ temperament was

supposed to be affected by th e planet just rising above th e eastern
horizon at h is birth. Thus th e planet of Jil piter or Jove was
considered of joyful augury and men born under it to be of a

joyous disposition , those born under Saturn to partake of th e

gloomy nature of that god, those under Mercury to resemble that
light-hearted deity . Oth er words having a sim iliar origin are

disastrous
,

’ ill-starred,
’
infiuence

,

’
etc .

1. 16. never dressed afterwards
,
sfo. fashionably never cared

what h e wore
,
whether it was in th e fashion or not .

1 17 . doublet , an inner garment which served , so to speak , as

a 11n ing or double to th e outer one ; F. double, w ith th e dim inu
tive suffix -et.

1. 19 . in and out . so. o f fashion .

1. 21. a good h ouse, a well-appointed and hospitable house.

1. 28 . a justice of th e quorum one of th e coun ty justices,
magistrates. Th e word quorum ,

now used of a number of

members of any body sufficient to transact business , is th e Lat .

quorum, of wh om
,
it being usual formerly to enumerate th e

members forming a comm ittee, of whom a certain number must
be present at a meeting .

1. 29 . a quarter -session
,
th e quarterly meeting of th e justices

for th e tria l of o ffenders against th e peace ; we now use th e

p lural quarter-sessions .

’

ll . 3 0 , 1. by explaining Game-Act
,
said with a p leasant sar

casm , as though th e Act for th e preservation of game was some

thing beyond ordinary comprehension . Th e Game Laws are a

remnant of th e forest laws imposed by W illiam th e Conqueror,
wh o , to preserve h is game

,
made it forfeiture of property to

disable a wild beast , and loss of eyes for a stag, buck , or boar .

Th e first Game Act was passed in 1496, and there have been
many others since then . See note on p . 71, l. 7.

l. 3 3 . th e Inn er-Temple. Th e m ilitary order of so ldiers of

th e Temple,
”
to protect p ilgrims, was founded about 1118 by

Baldwin II. ,
King of Jerusalem . Th e Templars were numerous

in several countries , and came to England before 1185. At th e
suppression of th e Order, their dwelling , th e Temple, was pur



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


l 26 NOTES. [PAGES

11. 3 3 , 4. h e calls common , speaks of th e sea as though it
were as much a British possession as is th e common th e possession
of an English village. A Common is a portion of meadowland
in a village, which for th e purpose of feeding an imals

,
for rural

sports, etc . ,
is property common to th e villagers in general.

P . 8, 1. 3 . and if anoth er, from anoth er, an elliptical expres
sion for and if another part of our trade were well cultivated,
we should gain from another nation .

’

11. 15, 6. th at th ere is not owner , that h e is a very r ich
man indeed, and therefore that to say that Eng land men is

equivalent to saying its wealth would be very much greater than
that of any other nation .

1. 17 . Captain Sentry, “It h as been said, th at th e real person
alluded to under this name was C . K empen felt , father of th e

Adm iral K empenfelt wh o deplorably lost h is life when th e Royal
George of 100 guns sunk at Spithead, Aug . 29 , 1782 (Ferguson ).
11. 20 , 1. at putting th em,

in bringing their talents so pro

minently under th e notice of those wh o ought to consider them
as to ensure their being properly regarded.

1. 23 . engagements, battles.
ll . 26, 7 . wh o is not soldier , un less , in addition to h is being

an able so ldier , h e h as also enough of th e arts of a courtier to
recommend himself to those in auth ority .

1. 28 . impudence, efi
'

rontery, unabashed assurance.

11. 29, 3 0. talk ed to th is purpose, spoken on this subject in
this way , to this purport.

l. 3 1. left th e world, retired into private life.

1. 3 3 . h im, th e man wh o .

11. 3 4, 5 . wh o endeavour commander , whose aim is th e same

as h is own ,
viz.

,
to obtain th e good graces of some superior in

m ilitary command.

1. 3 6. disposing , dispensing their favour.

P. 9 , l . 2. a mind, an inclination .

ll . 2, 3 . to come at me
,
to reach me

,
t.e. my case.

1. 4. would mak e a figure, aims at winn ing a high position for
himself. See note on p. 7 , 1. 3 3 .

ll
. 15, 6. in th e utmost h im

, immeasurably h is inferiors in
rank .

1. 18 . h umourists, strange-natured, eccentric fellows.

1. 19. gallantries , love adventures .

ll. 21, 2. sh oul d be l ife , ought to be considered an old man .

careful of h is person , careful to live a. life which should n ot
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prematurely age h im ,
careful of a youthful appearance so far

as it may be preserved by a life of moderation .

1. 23 . a very easy fortune, such a sufficiency of wealth as pre

vents any anxiety on that score.

11. 24, 5. traces in h is brain , marks of sen ility in h is under
standing. well turned ,

well formed
,
of a good figure.

1. 28 . habits, fashions of dress.

11. 28 , 9 . He can smile easily , t. e. h e is not so taken up with
himself as not to be able to meet men with ready courtesy.

1. 3 0 . mode, fashion .

1. 3 3 . wh ose frailty petticoat , what frail lady of celebrity
brought a particular k ind of petticoat into fashion ; petticoat ,
th e sk irt underneath th e lower part of th e dress .

P. 10 ,
l . 2. th e Duke of Monmouth . James Crofts

,
a natural

son of Charles II. , by Lucy Waters, b. 1649 , remarkable for h is
ersonal beauty and graceful manners. Ban ished from England
in 168 3 for complicity in th e Rye

-house plot ; invaded England
in 1685 ; proclaimed k ing at Taunton ,

20th June in th e same

year , defeated at Sedgemoor , 6th July , beheaded on Tower-hill
,

15th July.

1. 3 . smi tten , so. with love.

1. 4. was taken with h im ,
fell in love with h im .

1. 6. a blow of a fan
,
a tap of th e fan as a mark of favourable

notice ; th e fan played a more importan t part in th e gallantries
of those days than it does now see th e Essay on The Exer cise of
the Fan .

1. 7 . Lord such -a-one, some lord whose name is not mentioned.

11. 10 , l ch eated me afi
’

air
, craftily won th e lady to whom

I was a suitor .

11. 11, 2. used th an , treatedmeworse than . made advances
to, courted , made love to .

11. 13 , 4. us of turn , us wh o are of a graver disposition .

ll . 20 , 1. adds to every man h imsel f , puts every man into a

better humour with h imself and all about h im .

1. 25. preferments in h is function , professional advancement
,

clerical o ffi ces
,
appo intments.

ll . 26, 7 . a ch amber-counsellor, one whose practice consists in
giving legal opin ions u

'

pon matters in dispute , or needing settle
ment , without having to go into court to conduct cases such
counsellors are chiefly conveyancers , equity lawyers, etc .

1. 29 . advances
,
brings in to repute.

ll . 3 1, 2. fal l on topic , take up , discourse upon , some question
of religion .
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11. 3 4, 5. conceives infirmities , finds in th e decay of h is

physical powers an assurance that h e will shortly exchange that
decay for life eternal .

SIR ROGER. AT HOME No . 106.

P. I I , 1. 8 . to pass away , we should now om it away.

1. 11. speculations, meditations such as a spectator of life
m ight indulge in .

l . 15. with out merry , without worrying me by efforts
to make me seem more cheerful ; letting me alone when not

inclined to m irth.

ll . 16, 7 . only sh ows distance, knowing my natural shyness.

1. 18 . stealing a sigh t, furtively trying to get a glimpse of me.

1. 22. staid, sedate.

1. 26. are all in years, are all getting old.

1. 27 . val et de ch ambre, personal servant, one wh o attends
h im in h is bedroom ,

helping to dress and undress h im , etc .

1. 3 0 . a privy -councill or , a member of th e sovereign
’
s Privy

Council , and therefore presumed to be a man of wisdom and

discretion .

l . 3 1. even h ouse-dog , even in th eways of th e old house-dog,
wh o shows in h is behaviour th e affectionate treatment to which
h e h as been used : pad, horse ridden on a pad, or stuffed saddle.

So we speak of a
‘

pad
’
elephant as opposed to one carrying a

huada .

P. 12 , 1. 12. tempered, m ixed.

1. 14. h umanity , kindness of manner : engages, binds with
affection .

1. 15. is pleasant th em ,
makes jokes in a pleasant way at

their expense : family, househo ld.

1. 19. concern ,
anxiety.

ll . 28, 9 . in th e nature of a ch aplain , as a sort of domestic
priest. In those days gentlemen of means, especially those
l iving in th e country, generally h ad a private chaplain attached
to th e household ; and h is position ,

un like that of Sir Roger
’

s

chaplain ,
was usual ly of an almost men ial character.

P . 13 , l . 2. extravagance, wildness, exuberance.

l. 4. cast, disposition , character, of m ind.

1. 11. Greek
,
hum iliated by a display of learn ing

which h is own education h ad neglected.

l. 14. aspect , personal appearance .
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1. 23 , 4. as ever beforeh and, as always to have more than
sufficient to meet present demands to have money in hand for
future contingencies to have th e balan ce on th e right side. Cp .

The Sp ectator , No . 450 , Having little or noth ing beforehand , and

living from hand to mouth .

”
So beh indhand= in arrear as to th e

discharge of one
’

S liabilities, in debt. Cp. Swift , Tale of a Tub,
2
, Having run something beh indhand with th e world.

”

1. 29 . th e lower family , i. e. th e servants. Of old th e word
family , more common ly than at present , included all w h o lived in
one h ouse or under one head , parents, children , and servants, etc .

It is from Lat. f amilia , household, from f amulus, servan t .
l . 3 1. rated, abused, sco lded.

P. 16, l . 2. mean , petty-m inded
,
ungenerous : worth y, deserving.

ll. 3 , 4. th at h e came order , as to have made it possible for
h im to have carried out h is orders so quick ly. All such inquiries
show th e master ’s in terest in h is servants and in those in h is

neighbourhood, small as well as great.
1. 8 . preserves a respect , h as won and always retains a rever

ential homage in all h is do ings and at all times is regarded by
h is servants as some one to whom reverence is due.

1. 11. th e distinction , th e mark of favour by which h e is dis
tinguish ed from others less worthy th e honour which h e feels it
to be to be allowed to come into h is master ’s presence.

1. 17 . cast cloth es, clothes which have been worn till they were
no longer fit for wearing and then been rejected left-OE clothes.

1. 19 . th e parties, i. e. th e master wh o h as once worn them and

th e servant th at now wears them after being cast o ff .

1. 20 . pleasant , facetious, jocular on th is occasion , so. when
it h as happened that a servant appears wearing h is master ’s old

cloth es.

ll . 21, 2. in th at coat , when dressed in th at coat.
ll. 22, 3 . was th e most h imself , was that on which h e prided
himself more than upon anything else as distinguishing h im by
its novelty , its splendour , its fashion , etc . , from all other persons.

Cp . distinction ,
l . 11above.

1. 25. of th is k ind, referring to bounties, not to ladies.

I. 26. a fine woman , a lady of fashion ,
rank .

1. 27 . becoming , literally suitable , befitting and so , graceful ,
ornamental.
1. 3 02 . a good servant all one wh o serves h im faithfully is

sure to be so wel l rewarded that after a few years h e will be
independent of service , and be able to set up for himself in some

trade or occupation which h e likes.
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l . 3 3 . husband, manager of h is afi
'

airs ; th e old sense of th e

word is master of a house ,
’

and so correspondswith
‘
economist ,

’

one wh o manages a househo ld ; hence ‘
a good h usband

’ = an

econom ical person , a prudent manager of h is househo ld affairs ,
h is money matters.

1. 3 4. th e skill of th e purse, care in proportion ing h is expendi
ture to h is income : cardinal , that on which all other virtues
hinge, turn , are dependent Lat . cardo, a hinge.

ll. 3 5, 6. th at frugality generosity , that liberality is possible
only in one wh o is prudent in h is expenditure generosity in its

larger sense includes all th e nobler virtues
,
th e word being from

Lat . generosas, of good or noble birth, and so noble-m inded , mag
nanimous here it is used in th emore restricted sense of liberality
in giving, free-handedness.

l . 3 6. fine, here used in its strictly legal sense. Th e necessary
changes which are constantly occurring of th e persons wh o from
time to time are tenants on th e rolls, form occasionally a source
o f considerable profit to th e lords. For by th e custom of manors,

on every change of tenancy ,
whether by death or alienation , fines

of more or less amount become payable to th e lord . By th e

customs of some manors th e fine payable was anciently arbitrary ;
but in modern times, fines , even when arbitrary by custom ,

are

restrained to two years
’ improved value of th e land after

deducting quit rents (Williams, Law of Real Property, p .

P. 17 , l . l . a tenement , or th ing h eld, was originally used of

lands , houses , and immoveable property , i.e. things held of a feudal
superior but as in ordinary language , so also in law , a tenement
often means merely a house fall s

,
falls in ,

reverts to th e
“

lord of

th e manor
,
th e tenancy com ing to an end : th at settlement , th e

mean s o f settling himself in life by becoming tenant of a farm,

public -house, house of business, etc .

1. 2. h as a mind world , is desirous of setting up in business
for himself : a stranger , a new comer wh o enters upon th e tenancy.

l . 6. to h ave no to be always in a state of

dependence, th e state of a servant.
11. 8 , 9 . goes on livelih oods , makes every effort to establish

h is servants in positions in which they can earn their livelihood
by independent occupation , such as farm ing, trading , etc .

1. 12, 3 . th e visitants country , those w h o came from various
parts of th e neighbourhood to pay h im a visit of welcome on h is

return ing from town to h is country seat.
11. 16, 7 . finer men of more refined

manners and greater courtesy in their way of welcoming their
old master.

1. 18 . manumission ,
freeing from service a Latin term . Th e

o ldest form of manumissio, giving freedom to a slave, was as
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fo llows : Th e master brought h is slave before th emagistrate, and
stated th e grounds of th e intended manum ission th e lictor laid
a rod on th e head of th e slave, accompanying th e action with
certain formal words in which h e declared h is freedom and th e

master
,
ho lding th e slave, after pronouncing h is wish that h e

should be set free, turned h im round and let h im go (emisit e
manu), whence th e general name of th e act of manumission .

ll . 22, 3 . wh ich can be pleased th em, which while willing to
be pleased , ready to accept acts of dutiful service, have not th e

generosity to reward them .

11. 27, 8 . sh own to th eir undone patrons th em, behaved in
such a manner to their masters when in a state of ruin as to show
them that if fortune h ad changed , everything else remained
unchanged, and that th ey were as devoted servan ts as in th e days
of their masters’ fullest prosperity ; under th e general sense of

protector , defender, th e Lat . p atronus was also th e former master
of a freedman .

ll . 3 5, 6. sent prentice, put h im out as appren tice to some

trade by paying th e prem ium required by th e master tradesman

wh o was to teach h im h is trade.

P. 18, l . 5. l ivery , literally , a thing delivered ; thence a un iform
delivered to servants to be worn by them .

11. 9 , 10 . for an account of it, for a relation of th e incidents set
forth in th e picture.

1. 13 . some sudden illness , such as cramp in h is limbs .

11. 14, 5. th e dress, th e livery which th e servant h ad worn up
to that time , thus declaring h im to be no longer a servant.
1. 16. bounty, generosity.

1. 17. seat, place of residence.

1. 21. a little dissatisfied, so. at th e former servant being
painted in h is servant ’s livery, not in such a dress as h e now

wore.

1. 24. h abit, dress, costume.

CHARACTER OF WILL WIMBLE. No . 108.

P. 18 . 1. 3 0 . Mr. Willi am Wimble, A Yorkshire gentleman ,

whose name was Mr. Th omas Morecraft (Ferguson ) .
P. 19 , l . 1. with h is service, with an expression of h is good-will ;

with h is compliments, as we now say .

1. 6. a. jack ,
a p ike , a river fish o f a very voracious character

and one affording considerable sport to th e fisherman ; in some

parts of th e country th e name
‘ jack is used on ly of young pike.
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are nearly worn out th ey , because h is modesty does not like to
mention th e name of th e article.

1. 7 . h umours , fanciful ways.

1. 9 . make up to us
,
approach us ; another (colloquial ) sen se

of th e phrase is to pay court to , to approach (figuratively) with
servile deference.

l . 17 . sh uttlecock s, con ical pieces of cork stuck round th e edge
with small feathers and bandied backwards and forwards by a

k ind of raquet in th e game of battledore and shuttlecock
,
a game

still played by children and sometimes by grown
-up people, more

common ly indoors on a rainy day.

l . 21. sprung , disturbed and caused to fly out from its place of
concealment in th e grass or underwood.

11. 23 , 4. th e game th at I look for , th e game I try to hunt
down , th e objects of my search.

1. 3 2. in a most sumptuous manner , Addison probably refers
to th e fennel with which it is customary to deck a pike when
served at table .

11. 3 3 , 4. p layed with it , a fish is said to be played with ,
’

or

nowadays
‘

played ,
’ when th e line is loosened so as to allow it

free play in th e water , then tightened to bring it up towards th e
bank , th e Operation being repeated time after time until th e fish
is completely tired out and can be landed : foil ed, baffled its
attempts to get off th e hook or break th e line.

1. 3 5. all th e first course , all th e time we were eating th e first
course ; th e dinn er is divided into several courses, ordinarily
three o r four, consisting Of various k inds of food, but sometimes
pro longed to as many as seven or more.

1. 3 6-P. 21, l . 1. furni sh ed conversation , W ill W imble dis
coursing all th e time upon h is experiences in shooting wild fowl.

l . 2. th e quail — pipe, a pipe or reed used in luring quail ; it is
thus described by Bate , quoted in Nares

’

s Glossary ,

“A qua ile

p ipe or call is a small whistle, and there is over th e top of it
som e writhed wyer [i. e. twisted wire] , which must be wrought
over with leather ; ho ld th e whistle in your left hand , and th e

top of th e leather betweene th e fore finger and top of th e thumbe

of your right h and , and by pulling streight th e said leath er , and
letting it slacke n imbly, it will sound like th e cry of a quaile.

”

ll . 10 , 1. migh t might have raised h im to

a position in which h e would have gained th e esteem of h is

fellowmen .

l . 16. h ad rath er see
,
would prefer to see.

1. 17 . lik e gentlemen ,
retain ing th e position of a gentleman .
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l. 18 . quality, birth and breeding : h umour , caprice, fanciful
notions.

l . 19. h appiness, good fortune, fortunate custom .

1. 21. any liberal profession , such as divin ity , law , physio

1. 24. launch ed , a metaphor from sending a vessel into th e

water from th e slips on wh ich it rests while in th e building dock .

l. 3 0 . improper , unsuited in h is qualifications.
1. 3 1. turned, formed, adapted.

SIR ROGER’S ANCESTORS. No . 109.

P. 22 , l . 3 . th e gallery , so. of pictures.

1. 6. conversation , intercourse ; th e o lder and more literal
sense of th e word.

11. 13 , 4. after h is blunt th ing s, in th e abrupt way h e h as of
entering upon a subject without anything occurring to lead up
to it.
11. 17 , 8. th e force of dress, th e effect which dress h as upon th e

person and character of th e wearer .

1. 23 . jetting , standing out from th e body in expansive fo lds.

So jet in E lizabethan English was generally used intransitively ,

e.g. T . N . ii . 5. 3 6, h ow h e jets under h is advanced p lumes,
”

i.e. struts, stalks ; P er . i. 4. 26, Whose men and dames so

jetted and adorned.

”
Th e word is from O. F. jetter , to cast, hurl ,

fling about ; and, when used of th e person ,
means to fling about

th e limbs in a swaggeringmanner bonnet
,
head-dress ; now used

in such a sense on ly of th e Scotch High land cap ; that worn by
yeomen of th e guard is round in shape, made of black velvet ,
with a gold band above th e brim .

1. 23 . h abit , manner of dress, fashion .

11. 24, 5 . yeoman of th e guard, more common ly known as a

beefeater formerly an attendant on th e person of th e

sovereign, now one of th e subordinate attendants at th e Tower
of London .

1. 27. leaves expanded, i. e. so that its full breadth can be

seen .

P . 2 3 , l . 2. th e Til t -yard, a wide open space in front of th eHorse

Guards , once th e tilting -

yard (or place where tournaments were
held) of St. James

’

s Palace : Wh iteh all , formerly a royal palace ,
occupying almost th e who le space between Charing Cross and

W estminster on one side , and between St . James
’

s Park and th e
Thames on th e other. Part of th e palace was burnt down in

1691, and nearly th e who le of th e remainder was destroyed in
th e same way in 1697 .
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11. 4, 5. h e shivered pieces, i.e. th e lance of h is adversary
broke into several pieces wh en it came in contact with h is coat
ofmail

, or h is shield.

11. 5 , 6. look you manner , as h e says this, Sir Roger imitates
th e action of h is ancestor in th e tournament .

ll. 6, 7 . came forced h is way right up to h is adversary ,

thrusting h is shield aside (so that h e was able to put h is arm
round h im and lift h im on to h is horse) ; target, a dimin utive
of targe, originally meant a small shield, buck ler ; th e present
sense of th e word , a mark to fire at, is from th e resemblance of
such a mark to a shield.

l . 8 . pommel , projecting rim in front of a saddle.

l . 9 . in th at manner over , completed h is course or career
down th e whole length of th e lists, carrying h is adversary in

triumph on h is horse rid , an old preterite of to ride.

11. 10 , 1. with an air enemy , showing by h is manner that h e
did this not in order to ho ld up h is adversary to ridicule, but to
carry out th e rules prescribed for tournaments.

1. 13 . a gall ery ,
in which sat th e “queen of beauty ,

” whose
task it was to award th e prizes in a tournament to th e victorious
combatant : th eir mistress, sh e wh o was th e object of love to
both of them sh e whom each wished to win as h is bride.

11. 14, 5 . let h im down insolence, in helping h is adversary to
alight on th e ground from h is uncomfortable position , h e showed
a praiseworthy courtesy to h is vanquished foe , and at th e same

time an air of triumph such as m ight be excused in one wh o h ad

performed so remarkable an explo it .
1. 16. th e coffee-h ouse, Mann

’

s Tilt-yard Coffee-house, still
standing early in th e present century . Th e coffee houses of those
days were th e forerunners of th e modern clubs.

1. 18 . You are to know, aswe now say,
“
you must know, t .e.

I wish you to know .

11. 18 , 9 . a mili tary genius, one sk illed in all th e arts of war

and warlike exercises.

20 . th e bass-Viol , a fashionable musical instrument, also
called th e viol-de-

gambo , gambo being th e Italian for leg, and th e
instrument when played upon being held between th e legs.

1. 21. basket -hil t sword, a basket-hilt was one made of

narrow plates of steel curved into th e shape of a basket, and serv
ing as a protection to th e hand. Th e form is that in use in th e

swords of th e present day ,
and

,
made of wicker

,
in th e fo ils used

in single-stick . Th e o lder form of hilt was that of a bar of steel
at right angles to th e blade, but when th e thrust, as opposed to
th e cut, came more into use, th at form afl

'

orded no protection .
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1. 12. slash es , ornamental openings in parts of th e dress in
order to Show some other material underneath .

ll . 21, 2. h e would Sign on , h e would not be at th e trouble of

taking off h is gloves even when about to sign so important a
documen t as one which conveyed half h is estate from h is

possession .

h
.

ll . 26, 7 . by al l h ands, on every side by every one wh o knew
1m .

1. 3 1. ak in
, of kin ,

related by blood.

11. 3 1, 2. Sir Andrew Freeport, see p . 7 , l . 28.

3 4, 5 . made out , established, proved.

ll . 3 5, 6. Wewinked time, th e estate being at th e time poorly
o ff, we accepted th e gift , though secretly ashamed to acknow
ledge So humble a person as a member of th e family.

P. 25, l . 8 . undone, ruined : it , th e act Of break ing h is word .

1. 10. as knigh t of th is sh ire, member of th eHouse of Commons

for th e coun ty .

1. 13 . offices, duties.

1. 22. such a certain fixed amount of money to be

spent upon him self.
1. 3 4. th e battle of Worcester ; there were two battles of this

name, that of September 23 rd, 1642, in which Prince Rupert
was victorious over th e Parliamentarians ; th e other, and more

famous one , on September 3 rd, 1651, when Cromwell finally
defeated Charles II. Th e latter is meant here.

1. 3 5. wh im, fanciful notion .

ON GHOSTS AND APPARITIONS. No . 110.

P. 26, l . 8 . are sh ot up . Here are expresses th e presen t state,
whereas have would express th e activity necessary to cause th e
present state.

1. 9 . rock s and crews, both birds of th e genus Corvus, th e
former th e corvusf rugilegus , th e latter th e corvus corone, though
th e two names are used indiscriminately in various parts of

England.

1. 10 . cawing ,
uttering th e cry peculiar to these birds, an

im itative word to represent th e sound .

11. 14, 5. feedeth h im , from P sa lms, cx lvn . 9 ,
“He giveth

to th e beast h is food and to th e young ravens that cry,
”
or in th e

Prayer
-book version , Wh o giveth fodder unto th e cattle : and

feedeth th e young ravens that call upon h im.

”

1. 15. th is retirement, this retired spot.
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1. 19. th e butler, see Essay No . 106, p . 11, l . 27 .

l . 29 . most proper , thoroughly well suited.

P. 2 7 , ll. 1, 2. elder bush es, th e Sambucus nigra , a shrub which
in old days h ad an evil reputation both from belief that it was
th e tree on which Judas hanged himself after betraying Ch1ist,
and also from th e rank smell of its leaves and th e heavy , nar

cotic, smell of its flowers.

1. 2. th e h arbours birds, which give shelter to various
solitary birds, such as th e owl , th e raven , etc .

11. 13 , 4. pours it , adds to its natural gloom iness th e
terrors that belong to darkness.

1. 16. Locke, John , th e celebrated philosopher , 163 2-1704,
author of an Essay Concern ing Human Understanding, Treatise

on Educa tion, Trea tise on Civil Government, etc . , etc .

1. 21. goblins , a k ind of m ischievous sprite ultimately th rough
th e Latin and th e French from Gk . Kéfiuh os, an impudent rogue ,
a m ischievous sprite invoked by rogues.

l . 23 . inculcate, literally, to tread in , and so to enforce by
repeated telling, or by admon itions.

l . 24. th ere, in th e child
’

s m ind.

1. 3 0 . conspired, un ited in producing an effect : occasions of

terror , circumstances that occasioned
,
caused , terror .

1. 3 2. to startle, to be startled , alarmed ; th e verb is more

common ly used now in a transitive sense.

P. 4. by th at means, as we should now say, on that
account.
11. 7 , 8 . th ere went a story ,

a story was current.

1. 15. exorcised , purified of evil spirits ; th e word literally
means to drive away by adjuration , and is more common ly used
of th e evil spirits themselves than of their abode.

l . 16. lay , slept for a night or two .

1. 19 . I sh oul d not particul ar , I should not have dwelt in
such detail .
1. 27 . give surrender any doubts I m ight
have to th e belief to which mank ind in general bears witness.

1. 3 2. Lucretius , Titus Carus, th e celebrated philo sophic Roman

poet , B .C . 95-52, author of th e De Rerum Natura , a poem in six

books. This work was an attempt to state and develop clearly
th e leading principles of th e Epicurean philosophy, and to show
that there is nothing in th e history or actual condition of th e

world which does not adm it of explanation without h aving
recourse to th e active interposition of divine beings. This theory
led h im further to maintain

,
as Addison says, that th e soul did
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not exist separate from th e body. Th e passage here referred to
is to be found in bk . iv. 29 , etc .

P. 29 , ll . 1, 2. th e matter of fact, that which h e adm itted to
be something beyond doubt.

SIR ROGER AT CHURCH. No . 112.

P. 29 , l . 17 . a country Sunday , a Sunday spent in th e coun try
village.

1. 18 . th e seventh day. Th e Jewish Sabbath was th e seventh
day of th e week

,
but with us Sunday is th e first day.

11. 18 , 9 . onl y institution. For th e divine institution of th e

Sabbath, see Exodus, xx. 8 -11.

1. 14. with th eir best faces, in their most cheerful mood.

ll . 27 , 8 . clears away week , brushes o ff that coating of selfish
ness and roughness of manner wh ich worldly cares and hard
labour throw over those in whose lives there is so little diversion
or amusement.
11. 28 -3 0 . not not only by brighten ing in their

m inds their n otions of religion which h ad grown dim in th e

interval , but by stimulating both th e sexes to Show themselves
at their best.
1. 3 l -P. 3 0 , l . 1. to give th em to make them appear

to th e best advantage in th e eyes of their fellow-villagers .

11. 1-3 . A country-fellow Ch ange, th e churchyard on such
occasions is to th e villager just as good a theatre for th e display
of h is acuteness as th e exchange is to th e stockbroker or th e

merch ant speculating in th e funds or in merchandise. For th e

Royal Exchange, see note on p . 3 , l. 25. Th e word Change,
says Murray, Eng. Dict. , h as

“
sin ce 1800 been erroneously

treated as an abbreviation of Exchange, and written ’

Change.

We now say
‘upon Change,

’
not

‘upon th e Change,
’
i.e. we

regard th e word less as th e name of a place than as that of an

occupation .

l. .4. th e bell rings, to summon them to service.

1. 5. a good ch urchman , a steady supporter of all church
interests

,
an upholder of its rights and its sacred customs ; a

church-man in old days often meant an ecclesiastic.
l . 6. texts chosen from th e B ible and painted about th e walls

of th e church in illuminated letters.

1. 7 . a h andsome pulpit-cloth . These decorations of th e pulpit
have now gone much out of fashion ; for one reason , th at th e
pulpit is more Often made of stone, or marble, instead of wood,
and its rich carvings would be hidden by such cloths.
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1. 12. th e ch ancel , th e east -end of th e church ; so called because
it was formerly fenced Off by a screen with openings in it , from
Low Lat. cancellus, a latticedwindow. In former days th e people
of th e higher rank among th e congregation usually h ad their
pews, or th eir seats, in th e chancel .
l . 16. wh ich ,

this inquiry after th e absentees.

ll . 18 , 9 . a catech ising -day , a day when th e children are put

through th e Church catechism see note on 1. 26 above.

1. 22. a fi itch , a S ide of an an imal , especially a share of a pig.

Th e word literally means a slice.

1. 26. incumbent, ho lder of th e office (of clerk ) a term more

commonly used of th e ho lder Of a church living ,
a rector , or

vicar from Lat . incumbere, to rest upon ,
remain in .

l. 27 it, so. th e office of clerk . This office th e duties of

which were to lead th e responses, to say
‘
amen at th e end of

each prayer, to give out th e hymns, and generally to attend upon
th e m in ister , h as now been well n igh reformed out of existence .

ll. 28 , 9. Th e fair understanding ch aplain , th e friendly terms
on which Sir Roger and h is ch aplain live, a state of th ings due
to each recogn izing th e good po ints of th e other.

1. 3 3 . is always
’
squire, is always attack ing th e squire th e

squire is th e chief landed propr ietor of a village, and th e word is
a doublet of esquire, literally , a shield-bearer

,
then one entitled

to a coat of arms.

1. 3 6. tith e-stealers
,
defrauders in th e amount of tithes due to

th e parson tithes are th e tenth part of th e produce of th e land
as Offered to th e clergy. Originally th e payment was made in
kind , but this h as since been commuted for a payment in money
made according to a periodical valuation of th e land.

P. 3 2 , l. 1. h is order, se. th e priestly order or class to which
h e belongs.

ll . 2, 3 . h is patron , th e squirewh o h as th e giving of th e
‘ living

'

or benefice held by th e parson .

l . 5. th is h al f year , for th e last half year , i.e. for a long while
past th e expression being an indefin ite one .

1. -6. mend h is manners, show more respect to religion .

11. 6, 7 . pray . . I congregation, pray for h im by name in church
as being an unrepentant sinner .

l . 9 . are very fatal people, have a very evil effec t upon th e
lower classes .

1. 12. to regard, to pay heed to .

11. 14, 5. of five h undred a year , in those days a very large
income

,
th e purchasing power of money being so much greater

than at present .
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HIS ACCOUNT OF HIS DISAPPOINTMENT IN LOVE.

No . 113 .

P. 3 2 , l . 26. settled upon. Sir Roger did not mean that any
par t of h is estate h ad been literally settled upon th e widow,

but

that th e idea of h er was so inseparably associated with a certain
avenue that h e could not see a sprig of any bough of th e who le
walk without reflecting upon h er severity (Salmon ) .
1. 27. th e perverse widow h as by some been supposed to be a

certain Mrs . Bovey wh o died in 1726. There is a monument to
h er memory by Gibbs, th e architect , in th e nave of Westminster
Abbey , with

,

”
says Hare, an aston ishing epitaph .

”

P. 3 3 , l . 2. by th at custom, owing to my having been accus
tomed to do so .

11. 5 , 6. to carve h er name
,
a frequent fancy Of old with fond

lovers ; cp . A . Y. L . iii . 2.

l. 7 . to attempt, as that they attempt.
l . 27. sh eriff of th e county , th e offi ce of sheriff is an expensive

one, h e having to give various social entertainments, to maintain
a body of javelin men (supposed to be guards for th e judgeswhen
on circuit ), to provide ca rriages for th e judges when going in
procession , etc . ,

etc . It is therefore imposed only on wealthy
men , and especially on landed proprietors Of good standing like
Sir Roger .

I. 3 0 . my figure, 3 0 . in h is sheriff’s un iform .

ll. 3 3 , 4. at th e h ead county , r iding in th e judge
’

s procession
when entering or leaving th e county, and on their visits to

different parts of it
,
at th e head of all th e ch ief men of th at

county .

1. 3 4. music bands, such as accompany judges on circuit.
1. 3 5. well bitted, with bits in their mouths that enabled the

driver to control them to th e best advantage by pulling them up
sh arply if necessary , by causing them to toss their heads with
impatience, thus showing their mettle , etc .

P . 3 4, ll. 1, 2. th e assizes, sessions of courts of justice from
O .F. assis, an assembly of judges, a past participle, O .F. asseoir ,
to sit at or near .

1. 4. commanding , imperious look ing.

1. 5. wh o was born h er , whose beauty and fascinations were
SO great as to drive all wh o looked upon h er mad with love.

such uneasiness, such a graceful , bewitching air of
nervousness.

ll . 8 , 9 . recovered anoth er , looked first towards one person

and then , as h er nervousness abated, towards another .
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1. 10 . someth ing encountered, a look of pensive interest in
th e eyes of all towards whom sh e turned h er gaze ; wistful ,
eager, earnest , attentive, pensive, is probably a corruption of
wishful .

with a murrain to h er
, plague upon h er ! murrain is

properly an infectious disease among cattle ; cp . Temp . iii .
88 ,
“A murrain on your monster , and th e devil take your

fingers !
ll. 12 4. like a great cal f, like a great idiot suddenly sm itten

by a woman
’

s looks.

ll . 16, 7 . was become widow
,
h ad fallen head over ears in

love with th e handsome widow
,
and was ready to do h er bidding

in any matter however extravagant.
l . 20 . little billets, little notes of points which sh e wished h im

to press billet is in itself a dim inutive of bill.

I. 21. a pretty confusion , much th e same as a pretty uh

easiness ” above , and in both cases probably h inting that this
appearance of sensitiveness was put on for th e o ccasion .

I. 23 . was prejudiced favour , h ad made up its m ind , even
before th e evidence h ad been all heard and th e counsel on both
sides h ad stated their arguments, to give a verdict for h er.

11. 23 , 4. th e next h usband, i.e. h er adversary in th e case.

11. 3 0, 1. indulge th emselves consequences, but do not allow
themselves to be drawn into love or marriage.

ll . 3 4, 5. far gone friendsh ip , one wh o finds an excessiveplea
sure in th e mak ing of friends ; “far gone is generally used of

excessive indulgence in someth ing foo lish and wrong.

P. 3 5, so. by being always ready to
rem ind h er of what sh e h as said against that passion .

ll . 5 , 6. th e tamest country ,
of course a very left-handed

compliment .
8 . wh o th ough t ” . ,me wh o in so doing th ought h e was

mak ing me th e butt of h is witty banter, thought h e was
“taking

a rise out of me,
’ ’
in th e language of slang.

ll. 9 , 10 . new-paired , took much trouble in matching my pairs
of carriage horses , so that they should be exactly of th e same

height, co lour, etc .

1. 10 . to be bitted, to be made accustomed to th e bit, so as to

answer it readily.

l . 11. to th row well , to move with a good action .

1. 16. and yet command respect , and yet to keep you in suffi

cient awe to prevent your giving way to a passionate declaration
of your love.
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11. 21
, 2. and th at h er , and if it were at all possible to talk to

h er , i. e. if everyone wh o attempted it did not find himself driven
to silence by h er superior wit and wisdom .

1. 28 . tucker . Salmon quotesThe Guardian , No . 100 : “There
is a certain female ornamen t, by some called a tucker , and by
others a neck p iece, being a slip of fine linen or muslin that used
to run in a small k ind of ruflie round th e uppermost verge of th e

women
’

s stays, and by that means covered a great part of th e

shoulders and bosom .

” At present th e word is used on ly, or

chiefly , for a piece of linen put under a child ’s chin when eating
to preven t its clothes being so iled and especially in th e phrase
bib and tucker .

l . 3 2. at a publi c table, what in those days was called an

‘
ordinary ,

’
a public dinner where each person paid h is share.

These were very fashionable resorts in th e times of James I . and

subsequen t reigns.

l . 3 3 . tansy, a favourite dish in th e seven teen th century , th e

chief ingredients Of which were eggs, cream ,
herbs, and spices

th e word is also th e name of an aromatic plan t used in cookery
and medicine , and comes ultimately from Gk . dflavacr fa , im

mortality. Th e fact of th e widow ’

s publicly helping Sir Roger
to some of this dish was a mark of favour which h e remembers

and records with pride.

P. 3 7 , l . 2. grow irregular , lose myself, wander Out of all rule ,
all moderation .

l . 3 . unconcerned
,
unmoved .

ll . 7 , 8 . th at we migh t company , so. by meeting whom h e

would be diverted from th e subject of th e widow .

l . 12. Martial , M . Valerius
,
a Latin poet , born at Bilbilis in

Spain , A . D . 43 , died about A .D . 104 celebrated for h is Epigrams.

l . 13 . dum tacet h anc loquitur , even when Silent talks of h er,
i.e. shows by h is behaviour that h e is ever think ing of h er.

ON THE SHAME AND FEAR OF POVERTY. NO . 114.

P. 3 8, l . 1. a pretending beh aviour , th e appearance without
reality.

I. 5. th e glass was tak en , wine was drunk .

I. 9 . warm , excited with th e win e h e h ad drunk .

l . 10. fuddled , stupefied with wine ; obso lete except as a

co lloquialism .

l . 11. h umour
,
frame of m ind.

1. 17 . is dipped, burdened by mortgages, invo lved in debt :is
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eating usury , is in th e process of being consumed by th e heavy
interest to be paid upon borrowed money.

11. 18 , 9 . His proud stomach ,
h is pride ; stomach was of Old

used for disposition, in clination ,
and also for pride, arrogance,

anger , courage , etc .

1. 19. at th e cost nigh ts, though th e consequence of it is that
h e cannot sleep at n ight .
1. 21. th is cank er , this bo rrowing which eats into h is fortune

as th e canker-worm eats into th e blossoms of flowers canker is
a doublet of cancer .

11. 21, 2. rath er said, rather than allow it to be said, as it
would be said if h e sold part Of h is property .

11. 25, 6. served unnatural , set upon th e table in a very
different way from what would be th e case if such plenty
were th e ordinary course in th e house .

11. 26, 7 . th e master ’s h ome, th e master does not give that
attention to th e ordering of h is table that h e would do if h is
m ind were not engaged upon other matters, so. h is debts and

difficulties .

11. 28 , 9 . but a covered indigence, an indigence which it is
sought to veil by an appearance Of profusion .

l . 3 0 . attends th e table , belongs to , is th e usual accompan iment
of, dinners , etc . , given by one, etc .

11. 3 0 , 1. lives wi th in compass, does not exceed h is income.

1. 3 1. libertine way , careless freedom of beh aviour th e word ,
says Trench, was applied at first to certain heretical sects , and
intended to mark th e licentious liberty of their creed ”

; from
Lat . libertinus, of or belonging to a freed man , an enfranchised
slave.

1. 3 6. an extent of country , a wide area of country.

P. 3 9 , l . 1. personate, behave as though h e possessed .

l . 2. of all oth ers, for this Greek construction ,
see Abbott ,

409 , on th e confusion of two constructions in superlatives ; here
th e confusion is between th e most unpardonable van ity of all ,

”

and a more unpardonable van ity than all others.

”

1. 6. soft, len ient.
l . 11. Laertes , in Grecian history , was k ing of Ithaca

, while
Irus

,
wh ose real name was Arnaeus, was a beggar of th e same

country . Here th e two names are used for th e rich man and th e
comparatively poor man .

1. 14. h e would save pound , “th e Land Tax . If Laertes
sold six th ousand pounds

’ worth of h is land h e could pay off h is

debt
,
and th e tax on th e unprofitable part of h is estate would

fal l on th e purchaser (Salmon ) .
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1. 16. easier, more comfortable.

1. 17 . a fellow of yesterday , one never heard of till th e other
day, a fellow with no ancestry to boast of.
l. 22. of so near affinity , so closely sim ilar in character.

1. 28. appear , so. in public .

1. 29 . attend hi s labourers, in order to see that they do their
work .

1. 3 5. stock -jobbing ,
speculating in shares in th e stock -market,

th e Exchange.

P. 40 ,
l . 3 . to command, to ensure .

I. 4. order, rank .

1. 8 . out of nature, out of th e regular order of nature , con
trary to nature.

1. 10 . Cowley ,
Abraham , 1618 -1667 h is best known works are

a co llection of poems called Th eM istress, and h is E ssays.

l . 12. considerable men ,
men of mark and reputation .

ll . 13 , 4. th e elegant work s , B ishop Sprat, in 1688 .

l . 16. amiable, lovable in th e opin ion of those wh o read this
account of h is character.

1. 17 . bears poverty , is looked upon as poverty .

ll . 17 , 8 . wi th Mr . Cowley
’

s great vulgar , with those vulgar
m inded rich men described by Cowley ; great vulgar , an

expression used in h is paraphrase of Hor . Odes, iii . 2.

l . 25. point to h imsel f, lay down for himself
,
fix for himself.

1. 26. to exceed, so. in acquiring for h is own use.

11. 26, 7 . He migh t expectation , in this way h e m ight per
suade himself to be of a conten ted mind even if h e never suc

ceeded in acquiring th e amount which h e h ad fixed as h is limit
for personal enjoyment .
ll . 3 0 , l . restless men , men never satisfied with what they h ad

acquired, but impatient to add to their store.

1. 3 2. thi s would compass, to do so would be to be guided by
right reason ,

not to h eat about aim lessly like a vessel without a
compass .

ll . 3 5, 6. a mech ani c being ,
th e existence of a soulless , m ind

less, creature.

P. 41, 1. I . acquired , as opposed to natural
,
inborn .

ll . 4, 5. so abstracted world , so far removed in its desires
from those things that mank ind generally h as an appetite for.

l . 8 . mansions
,
abodes ; a

‘mansion ’
in its ordinary modern

sense mean s a large and imposing h ouse, but th e original sense is
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1. 6. left , gave up .

1. 7 . sits, here a technical term used of a hare when couching
in h er “form ”

or seat cp . Somerville, Th e Chase, 1. 25, so

th e wise hares Oft quit their Seats, lest some more curious eyes

Should mark their haunts.

”

l . 12. accommodated , suited.

Sydenh am , Thomas
,
1624-1689 , a celebrated physician

and fellow of All Souls’ Co llege, Oxford.

1. 17 . Medicina Gymnastica ,
th e medicine of healthy exercise .

1. 19 . a dumb bell , a heavy weight used for exercising th e

muscles, so called because th e two spherical ends resemble th e
clapper of a bell .
l . 24. wh il st I am ring ing, while I am go ing through my bell

exercise.

1. 3 3 . boxing ,
fighting with th e fists .

a box in this sense is a
blow ,

from Dan . ba sk, a slap.

ll . 3 5, 6. about noth ing , about th e mo st trivial subjects.

1. 3 6. th ismeth od sh adows, which h e implies they are doing
in another sense in their controversies .

P. 45, l . 2. uneasy, troublesome

1. 3 . a compound body, op . 11. H . I V. i. 2. 8 , th e brain of

this foolish compounded clay, man .

A HUNTING SCENE W ITH SIR ROGER. NO . 116.

P. 45, l . 17 . th e Bastile, originally a castle in Paris, built
‘

b y
Charles IV . , King of France, in 13 69 , for th e defen ce of th e

capital again st th e English ; afterwards used as a state prison.

It was destroyed in July, 1789 , by th e revo lutionary mob.

l . 20 . figures, so. geometrical .
P. 46, 1. 1. coveys, broods , families sometimesused of grouse ,

ptarm igan , etc . , as well as of partridg
es, and not uncommon ly in

a figurative sense. From L. cubare, t. covare, Fr . couver , to sit,
incubate , h atch.

,

1. 3 . h air , i. e. horse-hair.

l . 6. vermin ,
though more common ly used o f small obnoxious

insects and an imals
,
such as fleas

,
lice , rats , m ice, is also applied

to foxes
,
badgers, weasels, etc . ; ultimately from Lat . vermis, a

worm .

l. 14. managed, . trained, broken in .

11. 15 , 6. stone-h orse, stallion .
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l. 16. staked himsel f, k illed himself by alighting, when jump
ing, upon a sharp -

po inted stake , such as are often used in fences.

ll. 18
, 9. to k eep action ,

as a means of exercise.

1. 19 . beagles , a small variety of hound
,
track ing by scent ,

formerly used in hunting hares, but now superseded by th e

harrier, which sometimes takes th e name of beagle.

l . 20 . stop -h ounds , Salmon quotes W ills We infer from
Blaine’s Rural Sports that when one of these hounds found th e
scent, h e gave notice o f h is good fortune by deliberately squatting
to impart more effect to h is deep tones, and to get wind fo r a

fresh start. ” want
,
lack .

ll. 21 2. deepness of th eir mouth s, depth and vo lume of voice
when giving tongue in hunting ; fo r mouth s , in this sense,

cp . H . V. i i . 4. 70 , for coward dogs Most spend their mouths
when what they seem to threaten Runs far before them .

”

1. 23 . cry , pack ; so in th e quotation from M . N . D . a little
below.

11. 23 , 4. mak es concert , results in a complete harmony of

th e various notes.

1. 24. ni ce
, particular, fastidious.

l. 29 . bass, th e deepest male vo ice
,
or lowest tones of a musical

instrument
,
which sound this part ; then a man wh o possesses

such a vo ice : a counter-tenor , or a lto , a part higher in pitch
than th e tenor , sung by a high male vo ice ; then a man wh o

possesses such a vo ice. Th e humour of th e passage consists in
th e application to hounds of terms usually applied to men .

1. 3 4. th e Spartan k ind , th e Spartan breed of hounds was from
early days a very famous one.

1. 3 5. so flu
’

d
,
with flews like those of th e Spartan breed ;

flows are th e large , dependent chaps Of a hound : so sanded ,

of th e same sandy colour , a co lour which , says Steevens , is one

of th e true denotements of a bloodhound .

”

l . 3 6. With ears dew , i. e. so long that they almost touch th e
ground.

P . 47 , l . l . dew-lap
’

d
,
with dew -laps as broad as those

,
etc .

th e dew-lap is th e loose flesh hanging from th e throats of cattle,
and is so called from its lapping up th e dew as they graze.

l . 2. in former days th e greatest attention
was paid to th e musical quality of th e cry of a pack of hounds

,

and sweetness of cry , loudness of cry , and depth of cry were
obtained by frequent crossing of breeds.
1. 3 . Each under each , each subordinate to th e other in a

regular musical scale .
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11. 3 , 4. A cry to , a more tuneful cry was never answered by
huntsman encouraging hounds.

l. 6. out , so. hunting .

l . 7 . pad , pad
-horse

, roadster , horse for riding on roads ;
from Du. pad, a path .

1. 10 . benevolence, good-will th e original sense of th e word
now more common ly used of acts or behaviour practically ex

h ibiting that feeling.

l . 16. to beat , so. for th e quarry .

l . 24. puss, th e hunter
’

s term for a hare in ordinary language
a cat .

1. 26. put th em scent , “laid them on (or formerly ,

“in
in hunting ter ms, i. 6. showed them th e line taken by th e hare,
for them to fo llow by scent.
I. 3 0 . Stole away, th e huntsman

’

s cry when th e fox or hare
breaks cover on seeing that th e hounds have viewed h im or h er,
as a hare is usually styled.

ll. 3 4, 5 . immediately h er
, put more than a m ile between

himself and th e hounds, having got away without being seen .

P. 48 , ll . 6, 7 . unravelling following by scent th e
who le line sh e h ad taken in all h er twists and turns : h er

doubles, h er doubling back upon th e lin e sh e h ad first taken .

Cp . Somer vil le , The Chase, 1725, “Th e puzzling pack unravel

wile by wile , Mazewithin maze and again ,
with step revers

’

d

Sh e form s th e doubling maze,
” though in th e latter case sh e is

on l
y

attempting to blind th e scent when retiring to h er form ,

”

or ed.

1. 11. at a fault , unable to p ick up th e scent.
1. 12. opened, gave tongue,

”
to show that h e h ad hit off th e

scent.
I. 13 . cry , pack as above, 1. 23 : raw, new to th e chase, not

thoroughly trained wh o was liar, h ad been repeatedly known
to have falsely pretended that h e h ad picked up th e scent.
I. 16. squatted, sat down trying to hide herself ; a hunting

term in regard to a hare.

1. 17. put up again , roused from h er hiding place.

1. 26. took a large field, endeavoured to make h er way over,
etc.

1. 29 . ch iding ,
no ise of th e hounds giving tongue cp . M . N . D ;

iv. 1. 120 ,
“
never did I hear Such gallant ch iding.

”

1. 3 5. spent , exhausted.

1. 3 6-P. 49 , 1. 1. th rew down hi s pole, as a signal to end th e

chase possibly an im itation of th e custom at combats in a tour
namentwhen th e president threw down h is warder, or truncheon ,
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1. 28 . at large, in full .
1. 3 0 . applied h ersel f, appealed, made application th e phrase

in this sense is now Obso lete.

l . 3 1. Otway ,
Thomas , 1651-1685, a dramatic poet , author of

Th e Orp han (from which these lines are an extract), Venice
P reserved

,
etc . Said to have died of starvation.

l. 3 2. close
,
narrow.

l. 3 3 . double, h er body being so bowed.

1. 3 5. scal ding rh eum
,
h ot salt tears rh eum is th e hum id and

salt matter excreted from th e eyes, from Gk . pefipa ,
a flow ,

flux ;
cp . Haml . ii . 2. 529 ,

“threaten ing th e flames W ith bisson
rheum ”

: gall
’
a
, inflamed, irritated .

l . 3 6. Cold palsy , shivering fits due to th e palsy ; palsy is a

doublet and contracted form of p aralysis.

P. 52 , l. 1. crook ed , bent, rounded, by age.

1. 2. an old strip
’

d h anging , an Old curtain , or furniture
covering , coloured in stripes.

l . 3 . carcase, properly a dead body , and literally a shell , th e
dead body being merely th e shell which once contained th e soul
here used of one wh o was more like a corpse than a living body.

1. 4. of a piece, un iform ,
composed of th e same material

throughout.
1. 5 . weeds, covering, dress ; from A . S . wa

'

ed , a garment, in
which sense it is frequent in E lizabethan English ; so we still
speak of widows’ weeds,

’
mean ing th e head-dress worn by

widows .

l . 7 . And wretch edness , and seemed to be typical of
th e various k inds o f woes with which sh e was laden.

l . 11. th at h er l ips motion , i. e. as if sh e were constantly
muttering charms, imprecations, etc . th e palsy being really th e
cause of th eir constant twitch ing.

11. 12 4. a switch miles, switches being among th e things
that witches were supposed to mount when traversing th e air ;
broomsticks were also a favourite vehicle in such airy flights,
while fo r crossing th e seas they made use of sieves, eggshells,
cock leshells, and th e like.

11. 15, 6. in th e figure of a cross , it being believed that those
possessed of evil spirits could no t pass over such an Obstacle th e

cross, th e emblem of Christian ity , being used to baflfle and lay
such spirits.

l . 18 . was saying backwards, which witches and sorcerers
were supposed to do in order to counteract th e effect of prayer.

l. 22. ring , resound, be full of.
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1. 23 . palmed, imposed upon h er, falsely attributed to h er ;
literally, thrust into h er hand.

11. 23 -5 If th e dairy -maid ch urn , if th e cream is longer than
usual in turn ing into butter , Mo ll White is suspected of being in
th e neighbourhood of th e churn and mak ing th e dairy-maid ’s
efforts of no avail ; cp . M . N . D . ii. 1. 3 7 ,

“
are you not h e

That sometimes
,

labour in th e quern ,
And bootless make the

brea thless h ousewif e churn said of th e sprite Robin Good
fellow, or Puck .

ll . 25
, 6. If a h orse back , it being believed that witches

often took horses out of th e stable at n ight and used them for

long journeys.

11. 268 . If a h are another belief was that witches
often took th e form o f an imals pursued by hunters and eluded
th e speed of th e fleetest hounds or sudden ly van ished from
sight. Various tricks of th e k ind are described in Johnson ’

s

Sad Shepherd.

P . 53 , 1. 1. an old broom -staff
,
see note on 11. 12-14.

1. 3 . a tabby cat , cats were among th e fam iliars or demons

supposed to attend th e summ ons Of witches
,
etc . , or to dwell with

them tabby , brindled, or diversified in co lour like th e mark ings
on tabby , a k ind of waved silk ; cp . M a cb. iv . 1. l

,

“Thrice th e
br inded ca t hath mew

’

d said by th e FirstW itch.

ll . 4, 5. lay under report, was spoken as evilly of, said to be
as bad.

1. 6. to accompany sh ape, witches being said often to take
th e shape Of a cat when they did not wish to be recogn ized. Old
treatises tell us that a witch was perm itted to take on h er a cat ’s
body n ine times. A S to a cat ’s bein g a favourite with witches,
th e story is that when Galinthias, th e nurse of Alcmena, out

witted Juno in regard to th e birth of Hercules, th e angry goddess
changed h er into a eat

,
when Hecate, th e presiding deity of

sorcery and witchcraft, took pity on h er and made h er h er

attendant.
l . 10 . concerned, troubled in m ind .

11. 13 , 4. a justice of peace, since sh e was liable , in case of any
ts of sorcery being brought home to h er

,
to be pun ished by h im

in that capacity see note on p . 2, l . 8 .

11. 14, 5 . never cattle, th at being among th e iniquities attri

buted to witches ; cp . e.g . M iddleton ’

s Witch , 1. 2. 52, where
Hecate says, Seven of th eir young pigs I

’
ve bewitched

,
Of th e

last litter .

”

1. 16. a bounty , a present of money .

1. spit pins. Among other instances of malevo lence
attributed to witches was that of causing th e objects of their
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hate to swallow pins, crooked nails, cinders, refuse, etc . , and
bewitched persons frequently fell into vio lent fits during which
they vomited needles, pins, stones, nails

,
etc . : th e nigh tmare

was in ancient belief an incubus that visited people in sleep ,
and

by sitting heavily on their chests caused them to dream horrible
dreams cp . Lear , iii. 4. 126, S . W ith old footed thrice th e old ;
He met th e nigh t

-mare and h er n ine-fold .

”
Th e word is now

used only of a horrible dream ,
and th e incubus that produces

th e oppression on the chest is indigestion . Th e elemen t— mare,
says Skeat , is from th e root mar

,
to pound, crush.

l . 20 . tossing h er into a pond . Among th e various methods
of testing a witch was th e ordeal of swimm ing . Th e victim
was stripped naked and crossbound, th e right thumb to th e

left toe, and th e left thumb to th e right toe ; and in this con

dition sh e was cast into a pond or river , in which it was held
impossible for h er , if guilty, to sink . Other experiments with
th e same object were th e weighing of th e witch against Church
B ibles, when ,

if th e latter were found to outweigh th e former ,

h er guilt was clearly proved ; or sh e was required to say th e

Lord’s Prayer , inability to do which was an equally clear proof
or sh e was forced to weep , th e popular conviction being that
such creatures could shed no more than three tears, and those
on ly from th e left eye ; or sh e was tried by prick ing h er with
pins, or tortured on a stoo l , etc . ,

etc .

1. 24. staggered wi th th e reports, so much impressed by th e
stories told h im as to doubt whether sh e was not really a witch

,

1. 26. bound compelled h er to give security
for h er appearance at th e county sessions when they should
come on .

1. 27 . much ado, much trouble , difficulty .

ll . 3 0 , 1. a M011Wh ite, an old woman like Moll White in cir

cumstan ce and character.

1. 3 1. to doat, to become foo lish with age.

1. 3 2. have to be supported by th e parish
rates. Of course th e suggestion is that th e parishioners would
be glad to get rid of h er in any way, rather than pay for h er
maintenance.

11. 3 2, 3 . sh e is witch
, people declare that sh e is a witch.

11. 3 3 , 4. and fil ls dreams, and all manner of wild stories
are to ld in proof of h er being given to witchcraft.

P. 54, 1. 1. secret familiarities
, so. with th e devil .

l. 5. decrepit, worn out , broken down ,
by old age ; frOm th e

Latin decrepit , that makes no noise ; hence creeping about
noiselessly like an old man .
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1. 3 5, 6. tak en your leave of , h idden a last farewell to , so. in

despair of winn ing Susan Hol iday
’

s love.

P. 57 , l . 4. KateWill ow, Betty
’
s confidant.

ll . 4, 5. makes stories sake, invents false stories of my
action s because sh e takes a p leasure in my talk ing with h er ,
though I do so on ly because sh e is a confidant of yours, t. e. sh e

tries to set you against me, because sh e would like to win my
affections herself.
I. 8 . h onest

, pure, chaste.

ll . 12, 3 . and mak es me i.e. and as sh e h as ever
treated h er adm irers in th e same scornful manner as th e perverse

widow , till now sh e h as ceased to be adm ired by any , I begin
to hope that I shall some day see that w idow in th e same

m iserable state.

11. 13 , 4. h er answers , so. when they talked of love.

1. 15. valued h erself , prided herself, put an exorbitan t value
upon , etc .

1. 18. more discreet , wiser in th e matter of marriage.

1. 20 . make a match ,
marry.

l . 21. h ussy , pert girl , vixen a shortened form of huswife,
’

which stands for housewife,
’ used in a contemptuous sense ;

though both here and in “th e saucy thing, Sir Roger
’

s contempt
is of a good-humoured k ind.

ll . 27 , 8 . h as streak ed softness
,
h as been th e origin of a vein

of gentleness running through my whole life ; th e figure is that
of a vein of different colour or con sistency runn ing through a

block of marble, a bed of quartz, etc . , etc .

1. 3 2. better motives , motives nobler in themselves
,
but not

producing so who lesome a result .

1. 3 4. wel l cured, completely cured .

ll . 3 4, 5. between you and me, i .e. I say it quite confidentially.

P. 4
, 5. does dair ies

, t. e. to see h ow th e dairymaids
are getting on in their making of cream ,

butter , etc .

1. 5. reads upon , studies treatises upon .

11. 6, 7 . out of book s, i. e. h er con templation of th e work ing of

th e honeybee is directed by what sh e reads in books upon th e
subject , not by observation o f th at work ing as it is in nature.

11. 7 , 8 . th e policies of th eir commonwealth , for a description
of such ‘

po licies ,
’
adm in istrative rule, see H . V. i . 2. 187 -204,“for so work th e honeybees, drone.

”

1. 10 . for al l sh e look s , in spite of h er look ing : innocent , often
used as a substantive in th e sense of idiot, one so childish, simple,
as to be next door to a foo l.
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RURAL MANNERS . No . 119.

P. 58, l . 19 . By manners morals, Addison probably says this
because th e Latin mores includes both manners and morals.

l . 23 . article, particular , matter literally , a little jo int (of th e
body )
1. 24. obl iging deferences, am iable civilities, courtesies.

l . 26. brough t up , introduced .

11. 29 , 3 0 . mutual complaisance, interchange of endeavours to
please conversation ,

social in tercourse.

P. 59 , l . 2. modish ,
fashionable, in accordance with th e mode,

or fashion , of th e time cp . below , p . 60 , l . 10 .

ll . 5 , 6. to retrench its superfiuities, to cut down its useless
formalities.

l . 7 . carriage, manner of bearing oneself
,
deportment.

l . 10 . sit more loose ,
a figure from clothing ; cp . M acb. i . 3 .

144-6, New honours come upon h im ,
Like our strange garments,

cleave not to their mould But with th e aid of use.

”

l . 11. an agreeable negligence, a p leasant informality, neglect
of ceremony.

l . 15 . fetch ed th emselves up , brought them selves up to th e

level of.
l . 16. but th em , than th e town h as discarded tho se fash ions.

l 17 . th e first state of nature, th e manners natural before
c ivfl ization h ad made any way in th e world.

1. 20 . h is excess of good-breeding , th e superabundance of po lite
formalities which h e uses.

11. 22, 3 . more to do , more fuss ; to do in this phrase is used
as a quasi substantive, as is ado , which is properly an infin itive
verb at do .

1. 29 . could adjust th e ceremonial , could settle in what order
of precedence th e guests were to be ranged at table.

11. 3 1, 2. pick guests , choose out h is guests from those among
whom th ey were seated.

1. 3 6-P. 60 , l . 1. Th ough morning , so. and must therefore be
very hungry .

I. 2. served , helped to food.

1. 6. sure , evidently .

l . 10 . mode
,
fashion .

1. polish ed in France, a tour on th e continent and more

e specially in Fran ce was in those days looked upon as indis
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pensable for perfecting th e manners of all youngmen of position
uncivilized, boorish, impo lite.

l. 26. Th is infamous good-breeding , this behaviour now
accounted a mark of good breeding, but in reality disgraceful .
ll . 3 0 , 1. if th e country lurch , if th e country gentlemen

adopt it , they will soon find that it is given up by th e town and
they will be left all alone in possession of this unenviable distinc
tion . Th e h rase to ‘ leave in th e lurch ’

was derived from its

use in an 013 game called ‘ lurch.

’
Th e game, says Skeat,

“is
mentioned in Cotgrave.

— F. lourche,
‘
th e game called Lurche, or,

a Lurch in game ll demoura lourch e, h e was left in th e lurch
He also gives Garche, th e game at tables called lurch .

’ This
suggests that lour che stands for l

’

ourche, th e in itial l being merely
th e definite article. A lurch is a term especially used when one

person gains every po int before anoth er makes one hence a

plausible derivation may be obtained by supposing that ourche
meant th e poo l in which th e stakes were put . Th e lover’s stakes
remained in th e lurch , or h e was left in the lurch , when h e did
not gain a single piece from th e poo l , which all went to others.

If this be so , th e sense of ourche is easily obtained it meant th e
poo l ,

’
t. e. th e vase or jar in to which th e stakes were cast Th e

etymology is then obvious, viz . from Lat . urceus, a pitcher, vase.

But this is a guess.

”

1. 3 2. come too late, it having been abandoned by those whom
they fancy they are imitating.

P. 61, 1. 1. turns upon , h as to do with , is concerned with .

l. 6. h eigh t of th eir h ead-dresses, see Essay No . 98 .

l . 7 . upon circuit , go ing th e circuit with th e judges. Th e

country for th e admin istration of justice is divided into certain
c ircuits to be made periodically by th e judges when ho lding
assizes.

INSTINCT IN ANIMALS . No . 120.

P. 61, l. 29. recollecting , recalling ; not th e mere passive pro
cess of remembering, but th e active one of calling up to h is

m ind th e remarks h e h as read, in order to apply them to th e

circumstances around h im .

P. 3 . demonstrative, capable of being demon strated as

conclusive.

ll. 5 , 7 . yet th ere render , yet there is in every turn in th e

muscles or twist in th e fibres of each, however slight that turn
or twist may be, something which renders there is not [some
thing] which does not,

” mak ing th e statement more emphatic.
l. 7 . proper , suitable, peculiarly its own .

1. 12. for th e leaving a posterity , we should now say either“for
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11. 3 2, 3 . of any increase lays, i.e. if th e keeper of th e h en
house takes away any of th e eggs in th e nest or adds others to
them .

11. 3 5, 6. of never bird
, of a bird however different in species.

Here never is used where we should now say ever ; there is in
fact an ellipsis and th e full sentence would be of so different a
bird as never was. See Abb. 52.

P. 65, l. 1. wh ich do not carry regard, which do not involve,
necessitate, h er paying particular attention : very , utter, com

plete.

l. 7 . any properties in matter, anything in th e material for
mation , constitution , of th e an imal.
1. 15. th e fir st Mover, God. Of gravitation , th e law of which

was laid down by Newton in h is Princip ia , 1687 , th e author of

that work writes, I do not anywhere take on me to define th e
k ind or manner of any action , th e causes or physical reasons
th ereof, or attribute forces in a true and physical sense to certain
centres, when I speak of them as attracting or endued with
attractive powers.

”

INSTINCT IN ANIMALS— Continued. No . 121.

P. 65, _

l . 23 . stepmoth er , properly speak ing, th e element step
fromA . S . stedp orphaned, or deprived of itsp arent, is compounded
on ly with such words as ch ild

,
son

, daugh ter ; but th e use was

afterwards extended to form th e compounds stepf ather , step
mother , to denote th e father or mother of th e child wh o h ad lost
one of its parents. Here of course it is applied to th e h en wh o ,

fl
or whatever reason , h ad been made to hatch th e brood of young
ucks.

P. 66, l . 1. causes all th e portions of

matter to seek their proper positions th e centripetal force which
attracts matter ; see quotation from Newton just above ; deter
mines, causes to find its lim it, final resting-

place.

1. 2. Peter Bayle, in h is notes to B ereira and Rorarius in h is

Historical D ictionary, h as a very long disquisition called Con
cern ing th e opin ions about th e souls of beasts.

” Towards th e
end of th e note on Rorarius

,
h e quotes from th e N ouvelles de la

Republiquedes L ettres, October, 1700 , pp . 419-420 Add to this
th e following words of M ons. think I have read
somewhere this position , Deus est A nima B rutorum. This ex

pression is somewhat harsh, but it is susceptible of a reasonable
sense.

’ At th e end of th e note Bayle says
“I do not question

that Dr . Bayle, a physician and professor of th e Liberal Arts at

Toulouse, h as expressed Descartes
’

opin ions on this head in h is

Physilcs, wh ich he h as lately published in th ree volumes in 4to.

”
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l . 9. Tully, Marcus Tullius Cicero , th e great Roman orator
and statesman

, B . 0 . 106-43 .

1. 11. Dampier, W illiam ,
1652-1715, navigator and hydro

grapher ; in 1691published A Voyage Round th e World.

1. 16. fal l on ,
eagerly attack , eat .

P. 67 , ll. 14, 5. th ough th ey are bred with in doors, not that
all lambs are so bred, but in those cases in wh ich they are so bred.

1. 19 . Locke, John , 163 2-1704, English philosopher ; author
,

among other works, of Essay concerning Human Understanding,
Treatise on Education, etc .

1. 3 1. afilux , access
,
flowing towards it ; a word of rare use

nowadays.

l . 3 5. More, Henry, 1614
-1687 , one of th e original members of

th e Royal Society , author of Divine D ialogues and Psych ozoia

Cardan , Giro lamo Cardano , 1501-1575 , born at Pavia , in Italy,
natural philosopher and mathematician ; also renowned as a

physician .

P. 1. defective, i.e. in comparison with other an imals
,

though not as regards th e k ind of life it leads.

1. 3 . obvious, commonplace ; literally ,
meeting one in one

’

s

way.

11. 102 . Wh at sh e is capable of h er
, sh e is richly endowed

with capacities for defence and faculties which give h er warn ing
of impending danger.

l . 14. event, result ; th e difference between an event, an

a ccident, and a contingency, is that an event is an occurrence
whether fortunate or unfortunate ; an accident, an occurrence
that takes us by surprise, and so more frequently an unfortunate
occurrence ; a contingency, an occurrence which accords with
one

’

s expectations, and so one more generally of a fortunate
nature.

11. 18 , 9 . th an will serve body, than will be sufficient for
covering h er body.

1. 21. courses
‘

it not , does not drag it along as sh e moves.

1. 23 . fain , glad ; but with th e notion of being glad to take a

certain course in default of opp or tunity for anyth ing better

11. 25, 6. h ad been , would have been .

1. 27 . fetch h er out , pull h er out .

1. 3 0 . Boyle, Robert, 1626-1691, a distinguish ed man of science
,

and an early member of th e Royal So ciety.

11. 3 4, 5. but one h umour , on ly one layer of watery matter. In

th e human eye and that of an imals in general there are two

humours
,
th e aqueous humour , found in th e anterior chamber of

“
th e eye, and th e vitreous humour, filling th e posterior chamber
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of th e eye. Through both of these, as well as through th e

cornea and th e crystalline lens , rays of light pass before reaching
th e retina and producing a lum inous sensation .

ll. 3 5, 6. th e idea of ligh t , th e image of light impressed on th e
eye.

P. 69 , 1. 9 . blemish es, comparativelywith th e structure of other
an imals.

1. 18 . orig inal , origin .

1. 3 0 . h owling wilderness, desert abounding in all sorts of wild
noises, th e roar of th ewind, th e cries of wild beasts a quotation
from Deuteronomy , xxxii. 10 : th e great deep , th e main ocean ;
from Psalms, ll . 10 .

l . 3 3 . th e finest g lasses, glasses of th e highest magn ifying
power.

P. 70 , l. 5. Tully, see note on p . 66, l. 9 .

7 . and th at in a style, and this sketch written in a

style : raised, elevated.

l . 9. ni ce, particular, m inute.

11. 9 , 10 . wh en th ey pass writer
,
when conveyed to us by th e

writings of a commonplace author.

SIR ROGER AT THE ASSIZ ES . No . 122.

P. 70 , 1L 17 , 8 . th ose approbations, that self-approval we

scarcely use th e word in th e plural now .

1. 26. th e returns of affection , evidences of affection paid in
return .

1. 3 0 . He would needs , h e was determ ined, h ad
“

made up h is

m ind. Th e phrase implies th e idea that th e act was one which
h e made necessary to himself though there was really no obliga
tion upon h im needs, th e old gen itive used adverbially.

P. 7 1, l. l . plain men, unpret-ending countrym en , as opposed
to th e fine gentlemen of th e town : rid , a form of th e past tense
no longer in use.

1. 7 . h e is game act
,
this refers to th e o ld game laws

by which persons were not allowed to obtain a license unless
duly qualified by birth or estate. Th e ordinary qualification was
ownership of lands of th e m in imum yearly value of £100 , and

Sir Roger h as just spoken of th e person in question as being a

yeoman of about a hundred pounds a year.

”

1 13 sh oots flying , k ills h is birds while on th e W ing, not

while sitting on th e ground or on a tree, which would be a most
unsportsman like act.
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P. 1. conjuring , earnestly desiring ; literally , solemnly
imploring, from Lat. conjurare, to swear together, to combine
by oath.

l . 3 . composed my countenance, put on a serious look .

1. 4. th at much sides, wittily reproducing Sir Roger
’
s own

words when deciding between W ill W imble and Tom Touchy.

EDUCATION OF COUNTRY SQUIRES . No . 123 .

P. 75, ll . 6, 7 . reflecting born to
,
dwelling upon th e import

ance in life of th e position which they have inherited by birth.

11. 7 , 8 . th ink ing unnecessary, think ing that no cultivation
of their powers and faculties is necessary to those born to such
a position ; of course, strictly speaking, being so born is not an“
accomplishment,

”
and therefore th e expression

“
all other

accomplishments is not really logical .
l . 13 . in a line, from father to son .

1. 19. novel , a short story, generally of love. Th e word in its

modern sense is of late origin ; its earlier use was in th e plural,
=Fr. nouvelles, news.

1. 25. th rew court , used all h is energies to _ get admitted
to

'

a court ; th e word th rew indicates th e ardour and energy
with which h e pushed h is way in .

11. 3 2, 3 . th e interest of its princes, th e personal objects which
each of th e sovereign s h ad in view .

P. 76, l. l . digested hi s knowledge, did not merely swallow it
down in a crude mass so that it was of no practical use to h im ,

but assim ilated it with h is mental system in th e shape of

experience, as well-digested food is assim ilated with th e bodily
system in th e shape of blood, bone, flesh , etc .

1. 7 . turned of forty, more than forty years old ; th e idea in
turned is that of passing round, and so beyond , a fixed point .

1. 8 . th ere is one can no longer afford to play with life.

Addison is quoting from Cowley
’
s Several Discourses by way

of Essays in Prose and Verse,
’
No . 10 , On th e Danger of Pro

crastination
’ ‘There’s no foo lingwith life when it is once turned

beyond forty (Salmon ) .

1. 9 . pursuant to, following out
,
in accordance with .

l . 11. In order to th is, with this purpose.

ll. 3 1, 2. at years of discretion , at an age when they might be
supposed capable of managing their own affairs.

P. 77 , l . 3 . h ad wrough t th emselves, by constant compan ion
ship with their adopted children h ad brought themselves to feel.
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1. 10 . was dictated affection, was impelled , constrained, by
h is love as a father.

I. 13 . circumstances , position in life, as regarded money ;
here th e £3 00 a year which was Leontine

’

s income.

1. 14. h e was to make, it would be necessary for h im to make.

1. 23 . exercises, including physical aswell as mental train ing.

1. 24. th e inns of court , of which th e principal are Lincoln
’

s

Inn , th e Inner and M iddle Temple, and Gray
’
s Inn .

11. 25-7 . wh ere th ere are th em, those wh o know that they
are heirs to large properties, not think ing it worth while to work
hard.

1. 3 3 . foster-fath er , one wh o h ad brought h im up .

P. 78 , l. 2. a very uneasy passion ,
a passion which caused h im

great disgust from h is not being (as h e supposed) h er equal in
wealth.

l. 4. indirect , underhand, not straightforward.

1. 11. give h im country, enable h im to make himself a man
of mark and importance.

ll. 20, l . th e good man , so. Leontine.

l . 23 . salutes, handshakings and exchange Of inquiries as to

th e health and wel lbeing of each other.

1. 24. closet , private room .

1. 29 . your fath er , i.e. by your marriage with h is daughter
father-ln -law .

1. 3 1. mi splaced, as being given to one wh o was no t really h er
father .

I. 3 4. th e relish ,
th e keen pleasure of enjoying.

P. 79 , 1. 3 . discoveries
,
revelations.

1. 8. in dumb sh ow, by h is gestures.

l . 9 . th at were utterance, which so overpowered h im that
h e could not give expression to them in words.

1. 14. efi
'

ects, results.

M ISCHIEFS OF PARTY SPIRIT. No . 125.

P. 79 , l . 24. Roundh eads, a term app lied in th eCivilWar between
Charles I . and th e Parliament to th e Parliamentarians ; said to
have arisen from those persons having a round bowl or dish put
upon their heads and th eir hair cut to th e edge of th e bowl in
order to contrast themselves with th e Cavaliers, or supporters of
Charles, wh o were their hair in th e long curls fashionable at

Court ; th e appellation Cavaliers was given originally to a
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number of gentlemen wh o , in 1641, formed themselves into a

body—guard for th e k ing .

11. 25, 6. a stripling , a youth, a lad ; a double dim inutive of
strip : one as thin as a strip ,

’
a growing lad not yet filled out .

1. 27. St . Anne
’

s Lane, either th e lane of that name on th e

right of Aldersgate Street , beh ind th e Post Office , or that
leading out of St . Peter’s Street, Westminster .

P. 80 , l . 2. a prick -eared cur, a term of contempt applied to
mongrels. Harrison , England, bk . iii . , c. 7 , speaking of English
dogs, says,

“Th e last sort consisteth of th e currish kind
,
of

which th e whappet, or prick-cared cur is one
”

and Kn ight, on
H . V. ii. 1. 44, thou p rick-ear

’
d cur of Iceland, remarks

that th e p rick-ears are invariable indication s of th e half
reclaimed an imal. Th e Esquimaux dog, th e dog of th eMacken
zie River, and th e Australasian dog, or dingo — furnish strik ing
examples of this characteristic.

” This term o f contempt Was one
of frequent use in old days ; but here th e special application is
to th e Puritans whose ears

,
from their wearing their hair cut so

short , stood out prom inently to view,
and so a

“
prick -cared

cur is th e exact opposite of a popish cur — th e former of th e

two persons questioned by young Sir Roger being a Puritan , th e

latter , one of th e High-Church party, or adherents of Charles
for h is pains, for tak ing th e trouble to ask h im th e way to St.
Anne ’s Lane.

11. 13 , 4. besides th at game, Sir Roger as a landowner and
a sportsman naturally refers to matters in which h e was specially
interested as being affected by revo lutionary times, just as a

citizen would attribute to such disturbances a rise in th e price of

bread or of stuff goods. But h e is referring in particular to th e
enhancement of th e Land Tax by a more accurate valuation of

estates. This tax , imposed in 1699 , to meet th e cost of th e

French War, grew out of a subsidy scheme of four shillings
in th e pound, which in 1692 produced In subsequent
years th e rate varied from one to four shillings in th e pound. 111

1798 Pitt fixed it perpetually at four shillings , but introduced a

plan for its redemption . Th e enhancement of th e tax Sir Roger
attributes to th e bitter feeling of th e Whigs (in power in 1699 )
towards th e Tory land-owners ; and th e destruction of game to

th e greater security of poachers in timeswhen th e country gentle
men were divided among themselves spoil good neigh bourh ood,
put an end to that good feeling which should prevail among
neighbours.

l . 15. a greater judgment , a heavier penalty adjudged by
Providence. Th e word judgment is used in a B iblical sense o f
evils sent down upon a people by God in pun ishment of their sins.

l . 21. common enemy , enemy to both parties.
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th e popes and several Italian cities took th e side of h is rival.
Hie Guelf and H ie Gibelin are said to have been used as war

cries in 1140, at a battle before W einsberg, in Wurtemberg, when
Guelf of Bavaria was defeated by th e emperor Conrad IV . wh o

came to help th e rival duke Leopold. Th e Ghibelines were
almost totally expelled from Italy in 1267 , when Conradin , th e

last of th e Hohenstaufens, was beheaded by Charles of Anjou ”

(Haydn , Dictionary of Dates).

1. 21. th e league, th e Catho lic league, formed by Henry , duke
of Guise , in 1576, against th e Huguenots, or Protestant party,
in France.

1. 22. unh appy, unfortunate.

ll. 25, 6. a specious concern,
a plausible but not real anxiety.

P. 83 , ll. 8 , 9. in great figures of l ife, in prom inent political
positions : because, merely because.

1. 11. gr ateful , pleasing, acceptable.

1. 15. innocence virtue, innocent and virtuous persons ; th e
abstract for th e concrete.

ll . 17 , 8 . wh igs or tories, th e former answer Ing as a political

g
arty to th e Liberals of to -day. Th e word wh ig is said by
arnet to be a contraction of “whiggamor , applied to certain
Scotchmen wh o came from th e west in th e summ er to buy corn at

Leith A march to Edinburgh made by th e Marquis of Argyle
and 6000 men was called th e ‘wh iggamor

’
s inroad,

’
and after

wards those wh o opposed th e court came in contempt to be called
whigs (Skeat , Ety . Th e derivation of th e word is
uncertain : th e latter answering to th e Conservatives of to -day ,
and like Wh ig, first used in an obnoxious sen se. Tories,

”
says

Trench, Select Glossary , quoted by Skeat,
“was a name properly

belonging to th e Irish bog- trotters, wh o ,
during our Civil War ,

robbed and plundered, professing to be in arms for th e royal
cause and from them , about 1680 , to those wh o sought to main
tain th e extreme prerogatives of th e Crown .

”

M ISCHIEFS OF PARTY SPIRIT— Continued. No . 126.

P. 8 3 , l. 25. As it is designed, as, according to th e plan there
sketched out , th e intention is that , etc .

P. 84, 1. 1. are h ereunto subscribed , in imitation of legal
phraseo logy.

ll. 5 , 6. with th e h azard, at th e risk .

l . 11. such th at , such as ; see Abb. 278, 279.

18 . are for promoting , desire, seek , to promote.

19 . colour , pretence.

20. retainers, adherents.

29 . and all th is , and would do all this .”
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1 3 2. Diodorus Siculus, a Greek historian ,
born at Agyrium in

Sicfly , a contemporary of Julius Caesar and Augustus, author of

TheHistorical L ibrary, a un iversal history , embracing a period
from th e earliest mythical ages down to th e beginning of Caesar

’
s

Gallic wars.

1. 3 4. th e ich neumon ,
an Egyptian carn ivorous an imal , literally,

‘ th e tracker,
’ from Gk . ixvetew , to track ,

from its track ing out

th e eggs of th e crocodile, which it devours ; though Addison
denies this.

P. 85, ll . 2, 3 . finds turns them to any advan tage ;
account , in this phrase means a reckon ing in one

’
s favour ; a

similar phrase is to
“turn a thing to one

’
s account.

l . 11. Tartars, more properly Ta tars, Persian Tatar , a Tartar
or Scythian th e ordinary spelling being adopted from a false
etymology, because their multitudes were supposed to have pro
ceeded from Tartarus, or hell .
1. 14. of course, as a matter of course ; as a necessary con

sequence.

1. 21. contracts, becomes infected with as we speak of“con
tracting a disease.

1. 22. Of a politer . conversation, accustomed to more refined
intercourse, society ; th e o lder and more literal sense of con

versation .

ll. 23 , 4. even to h ow , even to ordinary social courtesies , such
as return ing th e salute of those one meets in th e streets, or in
another person

’

s house ; th e bow, or bending of th e body as a

mark of recogn ition , was of old used of men on ly , as th e curtsey
(i.e. courtesy ) was of women .

1. 27. tool s, inferior agents, instruments.

1. 28. cock -match ,
match between figh ting-cocks pitted against

one another for a stake of money ; a barbarous pastime which,
like quail-figh ting, was much indulged in by our forefathers.

11. 29 , 3 0 . fills th e country fox -h unters
,
i .e. this party -Spirit is

carried so far that th e gatherings of racing men and hunting men ,

wh ich periodically assemble in country localities, are made up of

either Whigs on ly or of Torie
'

s on ly, th e two factions never
combin ing even in meetings which have to do with matters of

physical diversion .

1. 3 2. quarter -sessions, see note on p . 6, l . 29 .

l . 3 6-P. 86, l . 1. th e landed interest , th e one being a land
owner and th e other a merchan t, their thoughts and preposses

sions are severally inclined, turned , towards th e classes to which
they belong. We speak of th e “landed interest , ”“th e moneyed
interest,

”
etc . , meaning th e class whose interest is in land.

mOney, etc .
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1. 2. th at it proceeds raillery , that it never goes beyond
a p leasant interchange of banter ; never exceeds those lim its
and passes into bitterness or abuse, as is often th e case with
eager partizans.

l . 6. for th e keeping interest , in order to preserve that hold
which h e h as upon th e feelings and po litical support of those
about h im , wh o are more narrow-m inded than himself, and

whose good opin ion h e would quickly lose if h e showed th e
slightest inclination to more liberal opin ions .

I. 8 . bait, refresh ourselves and our horses ; to bait is th e
causal of to bite.
11. 11, 2. was against election, did what h e could at th e last

election to prevent Sir Roger
’

s return as member of parliament
for th e county.

11. 12, 3 . betrayed us ch eer , obliged us to put up with hard
beds and poor food , from our wan t of caution in inquiring as to

th e character of th e inn in regard to these particulars .

ll. 19 , 20. take up with , put up with , make no objections to .

l. 23 . an h onest man, in oth er words a supporter of th e same

party as himself.
1. 26. th e bowling -green , th e grass

-

plot , lawn , on which bowls
are played th e game of bowls was of old a much more favourite
pastime than at present.

1. 28. side, political party.

1. 29. of a better presence, of a more gentleman ly exterior,
appearance.

1. 3 1. a very fair bettor , one wh o paid h is bets without demur
when h e lost.
11. 3 1, 2. would take h im up ,

would make a bet with h im when
h e offered to lay upon one p layer, or side, or another .

1. 3 3 . a disagreeable vote, a vote that did not please them .

1. 3 5. correspondence, intercourse, commun ication .

P. 87, 1. 4. nobody knows wh ere, i. e. from all manner of nu

trustworthy sources.

1. 5. staring , so. with incredulity.

ll . 7 , 8 . stopped sh ort discourse, sudden ly broke th e thread
of h is discourse, came to an abrupt close in h is narrative.

l. 10 . fanatic, madman ; particularly in matters of religion ;
a term applied in th e latter half of th e seventeenth century to
Nonconformists as a hostile ep ith et Lat. f anaticus, from f anum ,

a temple. Here W ill ’s suspicions are as to th e Spectator
’

s

san ity in political matters.
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1. 3 2. in a corner , where I could h ave h er to myself.
1. 3 5. exposing h l s palm ,

holding out h is hand with th e

palm of it turned upwards ; Gk . wd h dpn] . Th e sense of flat

hand is th e more original, th e tree being named from its flat
spreading leaves which bear some resemblance to th e hand spread
out . Yet it is remarkable that th e word was first known in

England in th e sense of palm -tree (Skeat, Ety .

P. 89 , l . 4. line of life, this line , which is supposed to indicate
th e length and character of th e life of a person ,

runs in a curve
from th e ball of th e forefinger across th e whole palm or table ’

of th e hand.

1. 5. an idle baggage, a silly
‘

piece of goods,
’
as we also say, a

hussy but used good-humouredly.

1. 14. roguish leer , wicked smile.

I. 16. for noth ing ,without its indicating a fascinating character
uncouth , odd, strange. Th e literal sense is ‘ unknown ,

’ from
A. S . nu not , and cuis, known , past participle of cunnan, to

know : gibberish , nonsensical talk ; formed from ‘

gibber,
’
to

gabble .

l . 17 . like oracle, like th e ambiguous terms in which an

oracle was delivered.

1. 24. jocund, merry , in high spirits.

l . 28 . palmistry , th e so -called science of reading th e destiny of

a man from th e lines in th e palm of h is hand, but here mean ing
sleight of h and verm in , properly such insects as lice, fleas, etc . ,

engendered by dirt, and thence used of any obnoxious creature.

l . 3 6. trek sch uyt , from Du. trekken, to draw ,
and schuyt, boat ;

th e Dutch schuyts still bring eels from Ho lland up th e Thames
to London .

P. 90 , ll . 1, 2. putting off, starting from th e wharf.
l . 9 . speak readily in , we now om it th e -

preposition .

ll. 16, 7 . gave h im for drowned, assumed that h e h ad been
drowned we should now say , gave h im up for drowned.

’

l . 20 . laying togeth er , comparing.

1. 3 1. our linguist , th e boy wh o was so sk illed in various
languages.

P. 91, l . 2. with great reputation , expressing th e result of h is
being so employed.

COUNTRY’S OPINION OF THE SPECTATOR. No . 13 1.

P. 91. 11. 8 , 9 . to preserve th e game, here to spare th e game,

not to shoot it until h e can find no other game to shoot. But a

man is said to ‘

preserve game
’ when h e protects it from being
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destroyed, either by its eggs being taken or its being k illed when
young by weasels, etc . , and allows no one but himself and h is
friends to shoot it when of full age.

1. 12. beats about, so. with th e help of dogs to put up th e

game.

11. 14, 5. sure of finding worst, sure of plenty of sport when
th e fields h e h as already beaten are drawn blank ,

when there is
no hope of any game being put up in that direction .

11. 17 , 8 . is th e h arder at , can on ly be found in small
quantities and with much difficulty.

l. 20 . preys, seeks h is prey.

l . 24. sportsmen species, i.e. essayists wh o have to discover
subjects for their writing,

1. 25. h unted, carrying on th e same metaphors, as

again in spring,
”

put up ,

” foil
,

”

puzzle,
”

scent,
”
etc .

11. 25, 6. hunted th em down
,
run them down

,
brought them to

a successful termination , issue.

1. 28 . spring anyth ing , start any subject for my pursuit.
l . 29 . following one ch aracter , pursuing th e study of one

character .

ll . 29 , 3 0 . it is ten crossed, it is long odds in favour of my
attention being diverted ; in crossed th e metaphor is specially
from fox -hunting, where a second fox often crosse s th e line taken
by th e fox and so distracts th e hounds by a fresh scent .
l . 3 1-P. 92 , l . l . foil th e scent , make it difficult to fo llow th e

scent by confusing one with th e other.

11. 13 . My greatest it , my greatest difiiculty in th e one case
is to find any subject at all on which to write

,
in th e other to

select one from th e many that present themselves.

11. 3 -5. as I h ave given Westminster , as during th e month
I have spent here I have written nothing on subjects connected
with London and Westminster h e speaks as though London and

Westm inster were coverts that h e h ad not drawn for game during
th e past month .

1. 14. Will Wimble, see Essay No . 108.

1. 17. killed a man, so. in a duel .

l . 19. will needs h ave it , persist in declaring.

l . 20. a cunning man
, an expert in th e treatment of witches.

l . 22. ch arms
, incantations, spells ; literally , things sung

wh ich I go under , which I bear .

11. a Wh iteWitch
,
witches were divided of old into black

and white, evil and good ; those that worked m ischief to th e
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bodies of men and beasts, and those wh o used their powers to re
veal, prevent, or remove, such m ischief.
l. 26. not of Sir Roger

’
s party, a political opponent of Sir

Roger.

I. 27 . wish es, hopes ; this is th e outward expression of h is

feelings, while inwardly h e feels pretty sure that Sir Roger
’

s

guest is a Jesuit , and rejoices at th e idea of convicting h is

opponent of giving shelter to such an odious creature. Th emem

bers of th e Society of Jesus, founded by Ignatius Loyola in 153 4,
were of all priests of th e Church of Rome th e most obnox ious to
English Protestants. They were ordered by parliament to be ex
pelled from England in 1579, 1581, 1586, and 1602, and any one

harbouring them was liable to heavy penalties.

ll . 28, 9 . th e gentlemen of th e country , th e country gentlemen
of th e neighbourhood.

l . 3 0 . give say wh o andwhat I am , prove that I am
a respectable person .

11. 3 3 , 4. converses very promiscuously, associates with all

kinds and classes of persons ; converses, in th e older and more

l iteral sense of th e word.

l . 3 5. some di scarded Wh ig , some Whig whom h is own party
h as thrown aside, will no longer employ.

“Addison ,

”
says

Salmon ,

“
was literally a discarded Whig. His party h ad been

driven from office th e year before, and h e h ad himself lost a place
worth l . a year.

”
To discard is a term in games at cards

for throwing away a card th at , is of little or no use to th e hand.

1. 3 6. out of place, probably with a double sense
, (1) not am id

society to h is liking, (2) out of official employment.

P. 93 , ll. 2, 3 . a disaffected person, one not well affected
towards th e sovereign .

ll. 6, 7 . because noise, because I do not follow th e manners

and customs of th e ordinary country gentleman .

ll. 10 , 1. th at I do noth ing , that my silence is due to
some very suspicious cause.

1. 14. temper, disposition , habit of mind.

1. 15. good neigh bourh ood, sociability of a somewhat boisterous
character.

1. 17. break s h im
, sudden ly forces h is company upon h im .

1. 18. every ch ance-comer , every one that may chance to pay
h im a visit, however slight an acquaintance h e may be.

11. 18, 9 . wil l be time, is determined to occupy h is time as h e
chooses.

l. 20 . makes life, is thought a very unsociable fellow bymen
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their acquaintance during th e journey, and, if po ssible, of getting
into th e good graces of th e heiress.

ll. 3 , 4. a gentleman dumb , so. th e Spectator himself, whose
reticence h as so often been conf essed, and wh o would naturally
have got th e reputation among th e country folk of being dumb .

ll. 5, 6. th at according intel ligence, that, as was natural in
a man like himself

, wh o was always coming in contact with a

number of people of all sorts , h e p icked up a good deal of news
on various topics and also conveyed a good deal to others deal t
in

,
trafficked in

, giving and receiving.

l. 9 . called, roused from sleep.

1. 14. h al f pike, th e p ike was a k ind of lance, and th e h alf pike,
a shortened form of th e same weapon , was of old carried by
infantry officers .

1. 16. equipage, retinue more usually of material apparatus
was very loud th at , etc . , loudly, authoritatively, demanded that,
etc .

1. 18. cloke-bag , portmanteau , as we should now say in

common use in E lizabethan English , and applied to Falstaff
(i. H . 1V. ii. 4. 497 ,

“th at stufled cloak-bag of guts in one of

those unsavoury similes with which h e reproached th e Prince
th e seat , apparently here th e well ” of th e coach

,
as we should

now call it , underneath th e feet of th e inside passengers.

l . 21. to look sh arp , to take good care.

1. 22. th e place coach -box , th e most comfortable place in a

coach, th e motion being less felt there than when sitting back to

th e horses and so nearer to them .

1. 24. not too good
-natured, not over-burdened with good

nature, with no superabundance of k indly feeling in their nature.

1. 26. jumbled familiarity ,
obliged us by being thrown into

such close contact to behavewith a certain amount of friendliness.

To jumble is to mix together confusedly, to jo lt or shake about
together ; in a sim ilar figurative sense we speak of matters
shak ing down , i. e. gradually com ing to a more peaceful, more

harmon ious, state.

l. 3 4. plain , outspoken .

P. 1. a soldier of fortune is, in common use, a so ldier
wh o is ready to serve under any flag so long as h e can benefit
himself by so do ing ; but here there is a veiled allusion to th e

fortune of th e heiress vain
,
conceited, affected.

1. 3 . I h ad it , there was nothing left for me to do , after
this rude speech of th e officer , but to p retend to fall fast asleep ,
i.e. all conversation was rendered so impossible by this rude
speech, that I was quite at a loss what to do , and thought it best
to affect to sleep and so appear unconscious of th e unpleasant
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state of affairs and of any further remarks th e officers might
make.

1. 7 . brideman,
best man , as we now say ; th e friend wh o

stands in th e same relation to th e bridegroom as th e bridesmaids
to th e bride, th e assistance rendered in both cases being of a

purely formal and ornamental character.

1. 9 . wh at iswh at , i.e. th e fitness of things what th e occasion
requires. From two of th e absurd questions asked in old

systems of logic ,
‘

Quid est?
’

(
‘What is and ‘

Quid est quid
? ’

What is what we have th e noun quiddity (essence) and th e
phrase to know what’s what (Salmon ) .

1. 10 . sh all give fath er , shall act th e part of father in

giving th e bride away. At th e marriage ceremony of th e English
Church

,
in answer to th e question put by th e priest ,

“Wh o
giveth this woman in marriage ?

”
th e father , or in h is absence

some person chosen to act for h im , answers I do .

”

1. 11. smartness, ready wit.
l l. 11, 2. I tak e part , I am obliged to you for th e compli

ment you have paid me.

1. 12. th ou h ast , ,
in th e Quaker manner of speech th e second

person singular is always used in addressing a person , as being
more literally in accordance with truth than th e plural you.

1. 14. if I h ave h er, if it restswith me to give h er in marriage.

ll . 16, 7 . th y drum empty, cp . H . V. iv. 4. 70-3 ,
“I never

did know so full a vo ice issue from so empty a heart ; but th e
saying is true, Th e empty vessel makes th e greater sound
L ear , i. l . 156, 7 , Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound
Reverbs no hollowness and Lyly

’

s Euphues, Th e emptie

vessel giveth a greater sound than th e full barrel.
1. 20 . th e great city, so. London .

1. 21. we cannot we cannot , in order to please you , wh o

are on ly one of th e partners to th e hire of this coach, turn out of

our way and go to th e nearest town as you propose.

1. 25. th y courageous countenance, th e boldness which is

natural to you as a so ldier .

l . 26. ch ildren of peace, with none of your martial courage.

l . 27 . give quarter to us, be merciful to us .

1. 28 . fi eer, jeer , speak tauntingly .

ll. 29 , 3 0 . wh at h e containeth , what thoughts h e h ad in h is
m ind though h e refrained from uttering th em .

1. 3 4. h asped up , shut up , fastened so that we cannot get out

not literally, but in th e sense that it was impossible to get rid of
h i§ company except by discontinuing their journey and being set

down on th e high road with out any means of proceeding on their
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Way ; h asped, a verb formed from th e substantive hasp , a clasp,
a bolt

, a bar.

11. 3 4, 5. is in some degree road, is little better than th e
behaviour of a highway robber ; differs on ly in degree from an

assault on th e public road , a criminal offence.

l . 3 6. h appy , felicitous, well-timed in its jocularity .

P. 9 7 , ll . 1, 2. wh ich can time, which though found guilty
is not abashed .

l . 2. Faith , here and throughout h is speech th e captain with
merry impudence m im ics th e Quaker

’
s phraseo logy.

ll . 4, 5. a smoky old fellow , an equivalent in th e slang of th e day
to such modern slang as one up to snuff,

” “
a downy old cove.“A n old smoker

,

”
in former days, was one wh o was well ex

perienced in any matters. Th e verb to smoke, as a slang term ,

was used in th e sense of to detect, e.g. A . W. iv. 1. 3 0 ,
“they

begin to smokeme,
”
and also for to makefun of , or abuse. See

p . 109 , l . 15.

l . 9 . was so far ruffle, was so far from being seriously dis
turbed by this little breeze ; th e waters were ruffled, but only
ruffled : th e in cident was but a storm in a saucer.

ll . 11, 2. th eir different company, each h is own function in
providing for th e comfort of th e party.

11. 12, 3 . Our reckonings accommodation , so. when they
stopped to bait at an inn .

1. 16. taking place, tak in g th e best , th e m iddle, of th e roadway,
and compelling those whom they met to wait till they h ad passed.

1. 18. entertain ,
afford amusement , be of interest.

1. 3 0 . a righ t inward man , a really fine character.
1. 3 4. knowing , well versed , sk illed.

P. 98, l . 4. modes, fashions of dress.

1. 7 . afl
'

ections, feelings, dispositions.

SIR ROGER IN TOWN. No. 269.

P. 23 . Gray
’

s-inn wal ks, or Gray
’
s InnGardens,wereplanted

by Lord Bacon , wh o was Treasurer of Gray
’
s Inn ,

in 1597 .
1 They

were a fashionable promenade of Charles th e Second’s time.

Pepys, writing in May 1662, says, When church was done, my
wife and I walked to Gray

’

s Inne, to observe th e fashions of th e

ladies , because of my wife mak ing some clothes .

” Lamb, Essays
of Elia , On some of the old A ctors, wr ites, “I am ill at dates,
but I think it is now better than five-and-twenty years ago , that
walk ing in th e gardens of Gray

’
s Inn they are still th e best
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1. 20 . made, preached ; th e phrase to
“make a sermon

” being
used for to preach see p . 14, 1. 5.

l . 22. being willing h im
,
wishing to give h im something to

do for me in my absence some comm ission which h e would feel
a pleasure in executing.

l. 23 . mark s. A mark was a sum of money 13 8 . 4d.

1. fob , watch-

pocket, or small pocket in th e breeches.

l . 27 . a tobacco stopper , a smal l plug for pressing down tobacco
in a pipe when part of th e tobacco h as been smoked and th e rest
requires to be tightened in order that th e pipe may draw well.
1. 29 . turning , so. in a turn ing lathe.

l . 3 1. wh o h as good smokes, speak ing as though th e two

things were almost synonymous.

ll . 3 2, 3 . Tom Touch y , see p . 71, l . 15 : h ad taken h im
,
h ad

prosecuted h im .

11. 3 3 , 4. some h azel stick s, for shaping into walk ing sticks,
etc . Cp. p . 20 , l . 9 .

P. 10 0 , ll . 3 , 4. But for my part Th e remark indicates
th e kn ight

’

s doubt on th e subject , a doubt which h e does not
like to adm it

,
but which is evidently in h is m ind.

1. 8 . keeps open h ouse, is ready to receive any one as a

guest.
11. 9 -11. h ad dealt neigh bours , h ad distributed chines, sides,

of pork w ith great liberality ,
etc . Th e chine is properly th e

spine, back -bone .

ll. 11, 2. h og
’

s-puddings, large sausage-shaped bags of m inced
pork .

1. 15. dead, dreary , with no life in it .
1. 18 . to support th em,

to make life to lerable.

ll . 18 , 9. to rejoice, to gladden .

ll . 20, 1. a double malt, in order to make it stronger small
beer , thin ,

weak , beer in contrast with ale.

1. 21. set it a running ,
allow it to be freely drawn ; a here = on

see Abb . §24 twelve days, i. e. from Christmas Day till th e
6th of January, twelfth -day, when th e Christmas festivities came

to an end.

1. 23 . a mince-pie, a pie made of m ince-meat , i .e. of meat
m inced with raisins , candied-

peel , spices , etc . , and baked. Th e

modern custom is rather to have a number of small round pies of

this k ind in a dish here Sir Roger
’

s m ince-

pie is a single large
one from which h is guests can help themselves as they like.

11. 25 , 6. smutting one anoth er .

“This is probably an allusion
to an old game in wh ich tw o persons face each other at some little
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distance, each ho lding a plate before h im . Th e person on whom
th e trick is to be p layed, being to ld to im itate th e other , in doing
so innocently rubs h is finger first on th e bottom of h is plate,
(previously blackened by being held over a candle) , which being
turned from h im h e cannot see, and then on h is face. After some

time h e is shown a look ing-glass, and finds that h e h as transferred
soot from th e plate to h is face (F. E . W ilcroft ).

l . 3 0. wh ich carried it , which so clearly sh owed the goodness
of h is nature.

11. 3 1, 2. th e late act England.

“Th e Occasional Conform ity
B ill

,
which

, after being rejected in 1703 by th e Whig House of

Lords, was passed in 1710 when th e Tories were supreme under
Harley and St. John . By th e Test Act of 1673 , no one could ho ld
a civil, military , or magisterial offi cewithout receiving th e sacra
ment according to th e Anglican rite. Many dissenters h ad
complied formally with th e Act in order to be able to hold
office . Th e Occasional Conformity B ill enacted that any one,

wh o , after tak ing th e sacrament , attended a religious meeting
of dissenters, should lose

'

h is appo intment and pay a heavy
fine (F. E . Wilcroft) .

ll. 3 5, 6. to eat plum -porridge, a thing h e would never have
done but for this Act h e thus showing h iswillingness to conform
to Christmas ceremon ies which bydissenters were regarded with
abhorrence . Plum-

porridge, or plum -broth, was a sort of soup
made o f meat stewed with raisins

,
Sp ices, etc . Needham ,

H ist.
of the Rebellion quoted by Brand , Pop ular A ntiquities,
laments th e decay of Christmas festivities in lines beginn ing,
All p lums th e Prophet

’
s sons defy , And sp ice-broths are too h ot

Treason ’
s in a December -pye, And death within th e pot .

”

P. 10 1, l . 1. dispatch ed matters
,
discussed all th e topics of

interest connected with Sir Roger
’
s house affairs .

1. 3 . h is old antagonist , so. in political matters : see E ssay 2,
p . 7 , 1. 28 .

ll . 7 , 8 . gath ering seriousness, putting on a look of extreme

seriousness .

l . 9 . in th e pope
’
s procession . Th e burn ing a Pope in effigy

was a ceremony performed upon th e ann iversary of Queen
Elizabeth’s coronation (November 17 th ). When parties ran high
betwixt th e courtiers and opposition , in th e latter part of Charles
th e Second’s reign , these , anti-papal solemn ities were conducted
by th e latter with great state and expense, and employed as

engines to excite th e popular resentment against th e Duke of
York and h is religion

”

(note by Scott on th e last line of th e
epilogue to Dryden

’

s Oedip us, th e note going on to give th e details
of th e procession , in 1679 , and being fo llowed by a facsim ile of
an old picture of th e ceremony ) . Sir Andrew ’

s tak ing part in
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th e procession , if h e h ad done so , would have been a demonstration
of h is Whig principles.

1. 11. wary , cautious ; unwilling to say anything that would
show h is feelings on po litical matters.

1. 14. a stand, a place, station , in one of th e streets through
which Eugene would have to pass in h is triumphal progress
through th e city of London .

11. 16, 7 . wh ose presence Eugene having come to Eng
land to persuade th e government to maintain th e European
alliance against France, thus showing h is great respect for th e
power of England.

1. 20 . Baker
’

s Chroni cle, Sir Richard Baker (1558-1645) was

author among o ther works of a Chron icle of th e k ings of

England from th e time of th e Romans
’

government unto th e death
of King James

,
1643 .

11. 21, 2. wh ich very much prince, not that Baker
’

s Chron icle,
which on ly goes down to th e death of James I h ad any mention
of Prince Eugene, but that observations in 1t and th e ‘

other
authors,

’ made upon princes whose acts are therein eulogized,
were applied by Sir Roger to this prince.

l . 26. a dish , a word then and for some time later used for
what we should now call a ‘

cup
’

: Squire
’

s
,

“
a coffee-house

situated on th e west side of th e gate of Gray
’

s -Inn
”

(F. E .

Wilcroft ) .
ll . 28 , 9 . waited on h im to, attended h im to , accompan ied h im

to th e phrase showing h is deference to th e kn ight.
l. 3 1. th e h igh table, th e table reserved for persons of dis

tinction .

l 3 2. a clean pipe, a new clay pipe.

1. 3 3 . th e Supplement , a newspaper of th e day.

l . 3 4. boys, attendants.

P . 10 2 , l . 1. could come at, could get brought to them.

1. 2. al l h is conveniencies, all that h e required to make h im

self comfortable.

VISIT TO WESTMINSTER ABBEY. No . 3 29.

P. 10 2 , l . 7 . my paper , so. No . 26 of th e Sp ectator .

l . 15. Baker
’

s Ch roni cle, see note, p . 101, l . 20 .

l. 16. Sir Andrew Freeport, see Essay No . 2.

1. 19 . under h is butler ’s h ands, being Shaved by h is butler.

Widow Truby
’

s water , a cordial or specific against in
fection .
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monument to Sir Palmer Fairh orne, in th e south aisle of th e

nave, with an epitaph by Dryden in which h e is described as

drawing h is well-flesh ed sword against th eMoors. He never
actually cut off th e King of Morocco ’

s head, but was for some

years governor of Tangiers, and often fought against h is

majesty. In th e Dictionary of N a tional Biography it is stated
that a Turk ’

s head was included in h is arms, and this may
account for Addison ’

s expression . Salmon , however, says th at
th e “lord ”

was “Sir Bernard Brocas, wh o died in 13 96. His
head rests on a helmet surrounded by a crest, a crowned Moor

’

s

head , whence, doubtless, originated th e story of Sir Roger.

”

11. 15, 6. th e statesman Cecil , Cecil , Lord Burleigh, Secretary of

State in th e reign of Edward th e Sixth , but more prominently
known as Lord High Treasurer in that of Elizabeth.

11. 18 , 9. th at th e figure shown as this
martyr was that of E lizabeth , daughter of John , Lord Russell,
second son of th e second earl of that name our interpreter, th e
‘historian ’

of l . 11, i. e. th e verger.

1. 25. coronation ch airs, th e earlier of these two chairs is that
in which all th e k ings of England, since Edward th e First , have
been crowned ; th e later one was made for th e coronation of

Mary , W ife of W illiam th e Third.

ll . 26, 7 . th e stone this is th e sacred stone, originally
at Scone in Scotland , on which th e Scotch k ings were crowned.

Edward th e First , after defeating Baliol in 1296, brought it to
England, and it was subsequently inserted in an oak chair , which
h as ever since been used for th e sovereign

’
s coronation .

l . 28 . Jacob ’

s Pillow,
th e p illar erected by Jacob at Bethel,

consisting of th e stone which h e h ad used for a pillow on th e

night in which God appeared to h im in a dream and foreto ld th e
future greatness of h is race see Genesis, xxviii . 10-22.

1. 3 3 . pay h is forfeit , for having seated himself in th e coron
ation chair.

1. 3 4. rumed, put out , annoyed : trepanned , ensnared , beguiled ,
trapped ; from O .F. trapp an , a snare or trap for an imals. Th e

word should be spelt trap an, but h as been confused with trep an ,

a small cylindrical saw used in removing a piece of a fractured
skull , from Gk .

“rpv
'
rrav, to bore.

P. 10 5, 11. 2, 3 . it would go h ard h e would manage by
some means or other to get a p iece of th ewood of one of th e chairs
to make a tobacco stopper out of it ; a tobacco-stopper, a piece
of wood , ivory, metal , used for pressing down th e tobacco in th e
bowl of a pipe.

11. 4, 5. Edward th e Th ird
’

s sword .

“Between th e [coronation]
chairs, lean ing against th e screen , are preserved th e state shield
and sword of Edward III . wh ich were carried before h im in
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France. Th 1s is th e monumental sword that conquered France.

mentioned by Dryden it is 7 feet long and weighs 18 lbs.

(Hare, Walks in L ondon ,
ii . 3 3 5 ) pommel , th e nob at th e end of

th e hilt, but here used for th e hilt itself.
1. 12. touch ed for th e evil , here again , th e evil , like th e sick

ness
,

above, for th e well-known evil, th e k ing
’

s evil
,

’

as it was
otherwise called, th e scrofula . Th e belief in th e sovereign

’
s

power to cure this disease dates backward from th e days of

Edward th e Confessor and continued even to th e time of Johnson ,
wh o in 1712 was taken to be ‘ touched by Queen Anne. Cp .

M aob. iv. 3 . 140-156, where th e process is described.

11. 13 , 4. th ere was reign , there was matter of much interest
in th e exciting occurrences of that reign .

ll. 16, 7 . one of our h ead. This isHenry th e Fifth.

“Upon
it [h is tomb] , says Hare

, Wa lks in L ondon,
ii . 3 28 , “lay h is

effigy stretched out , out from th e so lid heart of an English oak ,

plated with silver -gilt , with a head of so lid silver . Th e who le
of th e silver was carried Off by some robbers wh o h ad ‘broken in

th e n ight-season into th e Church of Westm inster ,
’
at th e time of

th e Dissolution [of th e monasteries].
l . 18 . beaten silver , hammered silver , so lid silver fashioned by

th e hammer into th e shape of a head.

1. 23 . of sh ining , of Showing to advantage th e industry and
intelligence with which h e h ad studied h is Chron icle.

11. 25, 6. in h im , in h is Chron icle.

1. 3 6. Norfolk -buil dings, in Norfo lk Street , Strand.

SIR ROGER AT THE THEATRE . No . 3 3 5.

P. 10 6, 1. 9 . th e new tragedy , The D istrest M other , a version
of Racine ’s A ndromaque by Ambrose Philips (1671 to th e

reading of which th e Spectator h ad been taken by W ill Honey
comb as related in NO . 290 .

1. 10 . th ese twenty years, for twenty years Or more ; used
indefin itely .

1. 11. Th e Committee, by Sir Robert Howard
,
brother-in-law

of Dryden , printed in 1665. Th e p lay was a caricature of th e

later Commonwealth period , and r idiculed th e Puritans whence
Sir Roger calls it a good Church of England comedy.

”
Th e

plot turns ,
”
says Ward , Eng. Dram . L it. , ii. 53 2, “on th e ras

calities perpetrated by Members of Comm ittees of Sequestration
in keep ing or turning righ tful owners out of their property for
po litical disaffection .

l . 18 . at th e
.

end of th e dictionary , where in former days
biographical notl ces of famous personages were given .
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1. 20. th e Moh ock s, bands of riotous youths wh o infested th e
streets at night , p lundering men and insulting women . They
took their name from a tribe of North-American Indians.

1. 22. lusty, vigorous, stalwart.
l. 23 . Fleet Street, so called from th e river Fleet which in

former days ran through London openly , but now is covered over
and discharges itself through th e sewers.

l. 24. mended th eir pace, increased their speed : put on, made
an effort by walk ing faster.

1. 3 0 -P. 10 7 , 1. 1. I migh t h ave design ,
I m igh t have given

them as much trouble to catch me as a clever fox gives th e
huntsmen

, if that was what they intended.

I. 6. th rew th em out , baffled them in their efforts to catch
me hounds when they lose th e scent of th e game are said to be
thrown out .

”

1. 7 . doubled th e corner , eluded them by getting round th e
corner, as a fox or hare turns and twists to escape th e bounds.
11. 9 , 10 . Captain Sentry, see p . 8 , 1. 17, etc . make one of us,

be of our party , accompany us

1. 18 . battle of Steenkirk , fought in 1692 between th e French
andW illiam th e Third, Prince of Orange.

1. 20 . good oaken plants, stout oak cudgels.

1. 23 . conveyed, escorted , conducted in safety, as a man -of—war

convoys a fleet of merchant vessels in time of war.

1. 26. th e pit , then a fashionable part of th e theatre , and

answering to th e modern stalls.

”

l. 3 4. tragic audience
,
audience that h ad come to witness a

tragedy.
0

l . 3 5. Pyrrh us, or Neopto lemus, son of Achilles, one of th e

heroes in th e Trojan war wh o was concealed in th e wooden horse
filled with armed men ,

introduced within th e walls of Troy. At
th e tak ing of th e city h e k illed Priam ,

and when th e Trojan
captives were distributed among th e victors, Andromache, widow
of Hector, was assigned to h

'

l . 3 6. a better strut , a more dign ified manner of walking ; th e
word strut is generally used of a pompous gait.
P. 10 8, 1. 5. One wh ile, at one moment .
1. 6 . concerned, troubled, anxious.

1. 7 . Hermione, daughter of Menelaus and Helen . Sh e h ad

been prom ised in marr iage to Orestes before th e Tro jan war but

Menelaus after h is return home m arried h er to Pyrrhus. On

Orestes claim ing h er and being refused, h e stirred up th e

Delph ians against Pyrrhus wh o was slain in th e tumult. Her

m ione af terwards married Orestes.
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WILL HONEYCOMB ’S AMOURS . No . 3 59.

P. 110 , 1. 7 . minding , paying heed to .

l. 9 . jogged, nudged called attention by a sligh t push.

l .“ 16. brown study , deep reverie
, gloomy abstraction ; origin

ally from brown in th e sense of gloomy , now often of an idle or
purposeless reverie .

ll. 16, 7 . th at once righ t , though confessing that Sir Andrew
h as hit . th e mark , Sir Roger will not let slip th e opportun ity for
a friendly thrust at h is old antagon ist by intimating that Sir
Andrew ’

s sagacity is very rarely so fortunate .

l . 23 . sh e
’

ll h ave, will take as a husband.

11. 26, 7. as h is particular province, as a matter peculiarly h is
own from th e wide experience h e h as h ad in it.
1. 27 . jaunty, airy and affected.

ll . 29 , 3 0. to pin woman , to feel that your happiness depends
entirely upon such a weak creature as a woman .

P. 111 l . 3 . amours, love affairs.

1. 13 . conclusion, t.e. a satisfactory conclusion , by th e lady
accepting h im .

1. 14. boarded wi th a surgeon , which circumstance looked as
if I h ad not been a very healthy person : th e old put, th e

wretched old creature a Devonshire provincialism for “a
stink ing fellow.

”

l. 18 . so briskly, with so much energy .

1. 19 . waited upon h er , paid h er a visit ; but expressing th e
deference shown by a man to a woman .

1. 20. jointure, estate settled on a woman in marriage in case
of h er husband’s death , and here th e estate sh e h ad acquired by
h er first husband’s death.

1. 22. Lion
’
sdnn,

one of th e Inns o f Court of former days. It

stood between Wych Street and Holywell Street, but was de
stroyed in 1863 . Among th e lawyers by whom it was once
tenant-ed was Sir Edward Coke, whose lectures there attracted
to h im a crowd of clients.

1.24. th is overture, this proposition of hers that I should
estate h er with a further join ture.

l . 29. soft th ings , tender things, compliments and assurances
of adm iration .

ll. 29, 3 0 . made h eart , felt sure of winn ing h er love.

11. 3 3 , 4. to break h im , to disclose to h im with all modesty
what my hopes were h is fortune no t being equal . to th e lady

’

s,

h e was obliged to approach th e father on th e subject cau tiously
and with modesty.
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P. 112 , l . 2. to mi ssh er , to fail to win h er .

11. 3 , 4. Her maid me
,
so. which in a measure accounts for

h er rejecting me.

1. 5. spindle . . ,
legs pair of legs resembling in their extreme

thinness th e stick upon which a thread is spun sp indle shanks

is a not uncommon term of contempt for a man of unusually
thin legs.

1. 8 . dog ,
used with a complacent recollection of h is youthful

wildness.

11. l l , 2. get th e old side, win th e parents
’

approval .
1. 16. with flying colours , in th e m ost triumphant mann er.

1. 19 . carried off , k illed ; with a play upon th e words in
reference to h is endeavour to bear h er away in marriage .

1. 20 . transitions, sc. from one po int of a subject to another,
and from one person to another .

11. h ad considered last Saturday , h ad discussed in my

paper of last Saturday , i.a. No . 3 3 7 of th e Sp ectator . Th e“book ”
was th e tenth book of Paradise L ost, and th e lines

quoted are 888 -908 .

1. 3 2. as angels, as in th e case of angels wh o are (in Paradise
Lost) all masculine.

l . 3 7. straigh t conjunction, close un ion .

P. 113 , 11. l , 2. but such mistak e, th e construction is “but
such as some m isfortune or m istake brings h im .

”

1. 5. with h eld , i .6. shall see h er withheld.

1. 7 . link
’
d, agreeing with h is ch oice (i. 6 . h er whom h e h ad

chosen ) in th e line above : wedlock , though it should be hyphened
with bound, belongs equally to l ink

’

d .

1. 8 . fell , hateful : h is h ate, or sh ame,whom (se. th ewoman wh o

should have been h is wife) h e either h ates or regards with shame.

I. 10 . confound, throw into utter confusion ,
destroy.

VISIT TO SPRING GARDENS . No . 3 83 .

P. 20 . irregular bounces, random knocks, not th e de
liberate rat-tat-tat th at would be given by a town -bred visitor.

l. 26. on th e water , by th e Th ames, then much more of a

thoroughfare to various localities than since th e introduction of

cabs and omn ibuses : Spring Garden , here what was originally
known as th e New Spring Gardens at Fox Hall

,
to distinguish

them from th e O ld Spring (Fountain ) Garden of t iteh all

Palace. Th e name Fox Hall (afterwards altered to Vaux hall )
dates from th e marriage of Isabella de Fortibus, Countess of
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Albemarle with Foukes de Breant , after which th e place was
called Foukes-Hall (Hare, Walks in London, ii .
1. 27. good, fine.

1. 28. from th e stair-case, calling out to me from th e foot of
th e stairs.

1. 29 . speculating ,
t.e. upon subjects for h is paper, or perhaps

on philosophical questions generally.

I. 3 1. got friend, surrounding h im .

P . 114, l . 1. wh o is gossip ,
wh o iswell known for h er love of

gossiping.

1. 4. mind h is book , pay attention to h is lessons.

1. 5. th e Temple-stairs, th e stairs at th e bottom of th e Temple
Gardens where th e watermen moorejl their boats for hire.

11. 12, 3 . bate h im .oar , h e rowed a little more slowly, owing
to h is loss of a limb bate, abate, and so rem it , excuse.

I. 25. k ept a. barge, as many persons of rank living near th e

river did in those days.

11. 17 , 8 . trimmed coachman , steadied th e boat by taking th e
coachman on board to serve as a make-weight.
1. 19 . ball ast , literally means a load behind , ’ or ‘

a .load in
th e rear

’

; and we may conclude th at it was so called because
th e ballast was stowed more in th e after part of th e ship than in
front

,
so as to tilt up th e bows a very sensible plan (Skeat,

E ty. Diet. )
1. 22. La Hogue, or Hague, in th e north-west coast of France,
where on May l gth , 1692, th e English and Dutch fleets defeated
th e French fleet, burn ing thirteen of their vessels and destroying
eigh t more.

11. 28 , 9 . London bridge, th e bridge here meant was that
restored in 13 00 after th e fire in 1212, and again partially de
stroyed by fire in 1471, 163 2, and 1725. Th e present bridge was
begun in 1824 and opened in 183 1.

11. 29 , 3 0 . th e seven wonders, viz. (1) Th e pyram ids of Egypt.
(2) Th e tomb of Mausolus, King of Caria. (3 ) Th e temple of

Diana at Ephesus . (4) Th e walls and hanging gardens of Baby
lon . (5) Th e Co lossus at Rhodes. (6) Th e ivory and go ld
statue of Jupiter Olympus, executed by Phidias. (7 ) Th e watch
tower built by Ptolemy Philadelphus, k ing of Egyp t.

11. 3 4, 5. h ow at what close intervals th e

churches were planted in th e city ; here th e city means th e

city proper, extending eastward from Temple Bar, as contrasted
with th e west -end of London.

P . 115, 1. 2. Th e fifty new ch urch es, for building which an

A ct of Parliamen t was passed in 1710 .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


194 NOTES. [PAGES 116-118.

11. 15, 6. I ratified look
,
I enforced h is orders by looking at

th e waiter in a determined and authoritative manner.

DEATH OF SIR ROGER . No . 517 .

P. 116, l . 21. sensibly , keenly, feelingly.

ll . 28
,
9 . very warmly penning , eagerly advocating the

adoption of an address which h e h ad himself composed.

P. 117 , l . 14. country ,
neighbourhood .

l. 22. h ad lost stomach ,
h ad no appetite for roast beef ; a

dish of which h e was always so fond.

ll . 25, 6. kept a good h eart , retained h is usual good spirits.

l . 27 . upon a. kind message, on h is receiving a k ind message .

1. 29. a ligh tning before death , a last bright flicker of th e

flame of death before it went out for ever . From Romeo and

Juliet
, v. 3 . 90 .

1. 3 2. my g ood old lady , th e good old m istress whom I served.

'

P. 118 , 1. 1. tenement, a ho lding, a dwelling inhabited by a

tenant .
l . 3 . frieze-coat , a coat made of a coarse woo llen cloth ; literally ,

cloth of Friesland.

l . 4. riding -h ood, such as were worn by women riding to

market .
1. 12. peremptorily ,

confidently ,
as being a matter of certainty .

l . 16. made end, died peacefully and with resignation to

God ’s will ; cp . H . V. ii. 3 . 11, A’
made a finer end and wen t

away an it h ad been any chr istian child,
”

said of th e dying
Falstaff .

l . 20 . th e quorum , see note, p . 6, l. 28 .

l . 29 . quit rents, rents reserved in grants of land by paym ent
of which th e tenan t is quit from other service, but in this case
charges upon th e estate quit is here used in its adjectival sense,
and no hyphen is necessary.

1. 3 1. makes much of
,
treats with great k indness.

l . 3 5. joyed h imsel f , been cheerful.
ll . 12

, 3 . Act of Uniformity . There were three Acts of Uni

form ity , passed respectively in 1549 , 1558 , 1662, all prescribing
th e use in th e Church of England of th e Book of Common

Prayer , founded upon th e old Catho lic M issal and Breviary, and
revised from time to time.
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Act , of Occasional Conformity ,

100 . 3 1.

Act, of Un iform ity , 118 . 12.

Afflux , 67 . 3 1.

Aggravation , 7 3 . 22.

Agog , 82. 12.

A le
,
Burton , 116. 10 .

Aims , 99 . 11.

Amours
,
44. 3 .

Angle-rod, 19 . 29 .

Approbations, 70 . 18.

Assizes, 3 4. 2.

B

Backgammon , 13 . 16.

Baggage, a , 109 . 2.

Baker
’

s Chr on icle, 101.

Basket-hilt
,
23 . 21.

Bass
,
46. 29 .

Bass-Vio l , .
23 . 20 .

Bastile
,
th e

,
45 . 17 .

Bayle, 66. 2.

Beagles , 46. 19 .

Beef, hung, 116. l l .

Bitted, 3 3 . 3 5.

Bowling-

green , 86. 26.

Boxing, 44. 3 3 .

Boyle, 68. 3 0 .

Brideman , 96. 7 .

Britain
,
Little , 5 . I4.

Brown study , 110 . 16.

C
Canker, a , 3 8 . 21.

Cardinal, 16. 3 4.

Cassandra , 88 . 3 0.

Cast clothes, 16. 17.

Chamberlain , 94. 28 .

Chancel
, 3 1. 12.

h aplain , 12. 29 .

Chiding , 48 . 29.

Ch‘urn , 52. 25.

Circuit , 61. 7 .

Cloke-bag. 94. 18 .

Cock and bull , 94. 4.

Co ck -match , 85. 28 .

Cocoa-tree, th e, 3 . 23 .

Coke, 7 . 4.

Common , a , 7 . 3 4.

Commonwealth’s men , 94. 11.
Coronation chairs, 104. 25.

Country-dance, 5. 25.

Covey , 46. 1.

Cowley ,
40 . 10 .

D
Dampier , 66. 11.

Dawson , Bully, 6.

Decrepit , 54. 5.

Dew -lap
’d , 47 . l .

Diodorus, 84. 3 2.

Discarded , 92. 3 .

Doubles, 48 . 7 .

Doublet , 6. 17 .

E
Edifying, 14. 26.

E lder-bush , 27 . 2.

Equipage, 94. 16.

Etherege , Sir G. , 6. 10.
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BIOGRAPHY
OF

OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

There are few writers for whom the reader

feels such personal kindness as for Oliver Gold-

smith, for few have so eminently possessed the

magic gift of identifying themselves with their wri-

tings. We read his character in every page, and

grow into familiar intimacy with him as we read.

The artless benevolence that beams throughout his

works
;
the whimsical yet amiable views of human

life and human nature ; the unforced humour, blend,

ed so happily with good feeling and good sense,
and singularly aashed at times with a pleasing mel-

ancholy ;
even the very nature of his mellow, and

flowing, and softly-tinted style, all seem to bespeak
his moral as well as his intellectual qualities, and
make us love the man at the same time that we
admire the author. While the productions of

writers of loftier pretension and more sounding
names are suffered to moulder on our shelves,
those of Goldsmith are cherished and laid in our
bosoms. We do not quote them with ostentation,
but they mingle with our minds, sweeten our tem-

pers, and harmonize our thoughts ; they put us in

good humour with ourselves and with the world,
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and in so doing they make us happier and better

men.
An acquaintance with the private biography of

Goldsmith lets us into the secret of his gifted pages.
We there discover them to be little more than tran-

scripts of his own heart and picturings of his for-

tunes. There he shows himself the same kind, art-

less, good-humoured, excursive, sensible, whimsi-

cal, intelligent being that he appears in his wri-

tings. Scarcely an adventure or character is giv-
en in his works that may not be traced to his own
parti-coloured story. Many of his most ludicrous

scenes and ridiculous incidents have been drawn
from his own blunders and mischances, and he
seems really to have been buffeted into almost ev-

ory maxim imparted by him for the instruction of

his reader.*

Oliver Goldsmith was born on the 10th of No-
vember 1728, at the hamlet of Pallas, county of

Longford, in Ireland. He sprung from a respect-

able, but by no means a thrifty stock. Some fam-

ilies seem to inherit kindliness and incompetency,
a.nd to hand down virtue and poverty from genera-
tion to generation. Such was the case with the

* Some of the above remarks were introductory to a biogra-

phy of Goldsmith which the author edited in Paris in 1825.

That biography was not given as original, and was, in fact, a
mere modification of an interesting Scottish memoir published
in 1821. In the present article the author has undertaken, as a
" labour of love," to collect from various sources materials for

a tribute to the memory of one whose writings were the delight
of his childhood, and have been a source of enjoyment to him

throughout life. He has principally been indebted for his facts,

however, to a recent copious work of Mr. James Prior, who has
collected and collated the most minute particulars of Gold-

smith's history with unwearied research and scrupulous fideli-

ty, and given them in a voluminous form to the world.
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Goldsmiths. "
They were always," according to

their own accounts,
" a strange family ; they rarely

acted like other people ;
their hearts were in the

right place, but their heads seemed to be doing

anything but what they ought."
—"

They were re-

markable," says another statement, "for their

worth, but of no cleverness in the ways of the

world." Oliver Goldsmith will be found faithfully
to inherit the virtues and weaknesses of his race.

His father, the Rev. Charles Goldsmith, with

hereditary improvidence, married when very young
and very poor, and starved along for several years
on a small country curacy and the assistance of

his wife's friends. He inhabited an old, half rustic

mansion, that stood on a rising ground on a rough,

lonely part of the country, overlooking a low tract

occasionally flooded by the river Inny. In this

house Goldsmith was born, and it was a birth-

place worthy of a poet ; for, by all accounts, it was
haunted ground. A tradition handed down among
the neighbouring peasantry states that, in after

years, the house, remaining for some time unten-

anted, went to decay, the roof fell in, and it became
so lonely and forlorn as to be a resort for the
"
good people" or fairies, who in Ireland are sup-

posed to delight in old, crazy, deserted mansions
for their midnight revels. All attempts to repair
it were vain

;
the fairies battled stoutly to main-

tain possession. A huge misshapen hobgoblin used-

to bestride the house every evening with an im-

mense pair of jack-boots, which, in his efforts at

hard riding, he would thrust through the roof,

kicking to pieces all the work of the preceding
day. The house was therefore left to its fate, and'

went to ruin.
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Such is the popular tradition about Goldsmith's

birthplace. About two years after his birth a

change came over the circumstances of his father.

By the death of his wife's uncle he succeeded to

the rectory of Kilkenny West
; and, abandoning

the old goblin mansion, he removed to Lissoy, in

the county of Westmeath, where he occupied a

farm of seventy acres, situated on the skirts of the

village.
This was the scene of Goldsmith's boyhood, the

little world from whence he drew many of those

pictures, rural and domestic, whimsical and touch-

ing, which abound throughout his works, and which

appeal so eloquently both to the fancy and the

heart. Lissoy is confidently cited as the original

of his " Auburn" in the " Deserted Village ;" his

father's establishment, a mixture of farm and par-

sonage, furnished hints, it is said, for the rural

economy of the Vicar of Wakefield
;
and his father

himself, with his learned simplicity, his guileless

wisdom, his amiable piety, and utter ignorance of

the world, has been exquisitely portrayed in the

worthy Dr. Primrose. Let us pause for a moment,
and draw from Goldsmith's writings one or two of

those pictures which, under feigned names, repre-

sent his father and his family, and the happy fire-

side of his childish days.
" My father," says the " Man in Black," who, in

some respects, is a counterpart of Goldsmith him-

self,
" my father, the younger son of a good family,

was possessed of a small living in the church. His

education was above his fortune, and his generosi-

ty greater than his education. Poor as he was,

he had Ids flatterers poorer than himself: for
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every dinner he gave them, they returned him an

equivalent in praise ;
and this was all he wanted.

The same ambition that actuates a monarch at the

head of his army, influenced my father at the head

of his table : he told the story of the ivy-tree, and

that was laughed at ;
he repeated the jest of the

two scholars and one pair of breeches, and the

company laughed at that
;
but the story of Taffy

in the sedan-chair was sure to set the table in a

roar. Thus his pleasure increased in proportion
to the pleasure he gave ;

he loved all the world,

and he fancied all the world loved him.
" As his fortune was but small, he lived up to the

very extent of it : he had no intention of leaving
his children money, for that was dross ; he re-

solved they should have learning, for learning, he

used to observe, was better than silver or gold.

For this purpose he undertook to instruct us him-

self, and took as much care to form our morals as

to improve our understanding. We were told that

universal benevolence was what first cemented so-

ciety : we were taught to consider all the wants of

mankind as our own
;

to regard the human face
divine with affection and esteem ;

he wound us up
to be mere machines of pity, and rendered us inca-

pable of withstanding the slightest impulse made
either by real or fictitious distress. In a word,
we were perfectly instructed in the art of giving

away thousands before we were taught the neces-

sary qualifications of getting a farthing."
In the Deserted Village we have another picture

of his father and his father's fireside.

" His house was known to all the vagrant train,
He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain

-

f

Vol. I.—B
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The long-remember'd beggar was his guest,
Whose beard, descending, swept his aged breast ;

The ruin'd spendthrift, now no longer proud,
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd;
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away ;

Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done,
Shoulder'd his crutch, and show'd how fields were won,
Pleased with his guests, the good man learned to glow,
And quite forgot their vices in their wo ;

Careless their merits or their faults to scan,
His pity gave ere charity began."

The family of the worthy pastor consisted of

five sons and three daughters. Henry, the eldest,

was the good man's pride and hope, and he tasked

his slender means to the utmost in educating him
for a learned and distinguished career. Oliver

was the second son, and seven years younger than

Henry, who was the guide and protector of his

childhood, and to whom he was most tenderly at-

tached throughout life.

Oliver's education began when he was about three

years old
;

that is to say, he was gathered under
the wings of one of those good old motherly dames,
found in every village, who cluck together the

whole callow brood of the neighbourhood, to teach

them their letters and keep them out of harm ?s

way. Mistress Elizabeth Delap, for that was her

name, flourished in this capacity for upward of

fifty years, and it was the pride and boast of her

declining days, when nearly ninety years of age,
that she was the first that had put a book (doubt-
less a hornbook) into Goldsmith's hands. Appa-
rently he did not much profit by it, for she confess-

ed he was one of the dullest boys she had ever

dealt with, insomuch that she had sometimes doubt-

ed whether it was possible to make anything of
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him : a common case with imaginative children,
who are apt to be beguiled from the dry abstracr

tions of elementary study by the picturings of the

fancy.
At six years of age he passed into the hands

of the village schoolmaster, one Thomas (or, as he

was commonly and irreverently named, Paddy)
Byrne, a capital tutor for a poet. He had been
educated for a pedagogue, but had enlisted in the

army, served abroad during the wars of Queen
Anne's time, and risen to the rank of quartermas-
ter of a regiment in Spain. At the return of

peace, having no longer exercise for the sword,
he resumed the ferule, and drilled the urchin popu-
lace of Lissoy. Goldsmith is supposed to have
had him and his school in view in the following
sketch in the Deserted Village :

" Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way,
With blossom'd furze unprofitably gay,
There, in his noisy mansion, skilPd to rule,
The village master taught his little school;
A man severe he was, and stern to view,
I knew him well, and every truant knew :

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace

The day's disasters in his morning face
;

Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ;

"

Full well the busy whisper circling round,

Convey'd the dismal tidings when he frown'd :

Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught,
The love he bore to learning was in fault

;

The village all declared how much he knew,
'Twas certain he could write and cipher too

;

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage,
And e'en the story ran that he could guage :

In arguing, too, the parson own'd his skill,

For, e'en though vanquish'd, he could argue still;
While words of learned length and thund'ring sound
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around—
And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew.
That one small head could carry all he knew."
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There are certain whimsical traits in the char-

acter of Byrne not given in the foregoing sketch.

He was fond of talking of his vagabond wander-

ings in foreign lands, and had brought with him
from the wars a world of campaigning stories, of

which he was generally the hero, and which he

would deal forth to his wondering scholars when
he ought to have been teaching them their lessons.

These travellers' tales had a powerful effect upon
the vivid imagination of Goldsmith, and awakened
an unconquerable passion for wandering and seek-

ing adventure.

Byrne was, moreover, of a romantic vein, and ex-

ceedingly superstitious. He was deeply versed in

the fairy superstitions which abound in Ireland, all

which he professed implicitly to believe. Under his

tuition Goldsmith soon became almost as great a

proficient in fairy lore. From this branch of good-

for-nothing knowledge, his studies, by an easy
transition, extended to the histories of robbers, pi-

rates, smugglers, and the whole race of Irish

rogues and rapparees. Everything, in short, that

savoured of romance, fable, and adventure, was

congenial to his poetic mind, and took instant root

there
;
but the slow plants of useful knowledge

were apt to be overrun, if not choked, by the

weeds of his quick imagination.
Another trait of his motley preceptor Byrne was

a disposition to dabble in poetry, and this likewise

was caught by his pupil. Before he was eight years
old Goldsmith had contracted a habit of scribbling
verses on small scraps of paper, which in a little

while he would throw into the fire. A few of these

sybilline leaves, however, were rescued from the



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 17

flames and conveyed to his mother. The good
woman read them with a mother's delight, and saw
at once that her son was a genius and a poet.

From that time she beset her husband with solici-

tations to give the boy an education suitable to his

talents. The worthy man was already straitened

by the costs of instruction of his eldest son Henry,
and had intended to bring his second son up to a

trade ;
but the mother would listen to no such thing ;

as usual, her influence prevailed, and Oliver, in-

stead of being instructed in some humble, but

cheerful and gainful handicraft, was devoted to

poverty and the Muse.

A severe attack of the smallpox caused him to

be taken from under the care of his story-telling

preceptor, Byrne. His malady had nearly proved
fatal, and his face remained pitted throughout life.

On his recovery he was placed under the charge
of the Rev. Mr. Griffin, schoolmaster of Elphin, in

Roscommon, and became an inmate in the house

of his uncle, John Goldsmith, Esq., of Ballyoughter,
in that vicinity. He now entered upon studies of

a higher order, but without making any uncommon

progress. Still a careless, easy facility of disposi-

tion, an amusing eccentricity of manners, and a

vein of quiet and peculiar humour, rendered him a

general favourite, and a trifling incident soon in-

duced his uncle's family to concur in his mother's

opinion of his genius.
A number of young folks had assembled at his

uncle's to dance. One of the company, named

Cummings, played on the violin. In the course of

the evening Oliver undertook a hornpipe. His
short and clumsy figure, and his face pitted and

B2
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discoloured with the smallpox, rendered him a lu-

dicrous figure in the eyes of the musician, who
made merry at his expense, dubbing him his little

./Esop. Goldsmith was nettled by the jest, and,

stopping short in the hornpipe, exclaimed,

" Our herald hath proclaimed this saying,
See iEsop dancing, and his monkey playing."

The repartee was thought wonderful for a boy
of nine years old, and Oliver became forthwith the

wit and the bright genius of the family. It was

thought a pity he should not receive the same ad-

vantages with his elder brother Henry, who had
been sent to the University ; and, as his father's

circumstances would not afford it, several of his

relatives, spurred on by the representations of his

mother, agreed to contribute towards the expense.
One of the foremost of them was his uncle, the

Rev. Thomas Contarine, who had married a sister

of his father, and who continued through life one
of Goldsmith's most active, uniform, and generous
friends.

Oliver was now transferred to schools of a high-
er order, to prepare him for the University ; first to

one at Athlone, kept by the Rev. Mr. Campbell,
and, at the end of two years, to one at Edge-
worthstown, under the superintendence of the Rev.
Patrick Hughes.
Even at these schools his proficiency does not

appear to have been very brilliant. He was indo-

lent and careless, however, rather than dull, and,
on the whole, appears to have been well thought of

by his teachers. In his studies he inclined towards

the Latin poets and historians
;
relished Ovid and
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Horace, and delighted in Livy. He exercised him-

self with pleasure in reading and translating Ta-

citus, and was brought to pay attention to style in

his compositions by a reproof from his brother

Henry, to whom he had written brief and confused

letters, and who told him in reply, that if he had

but little to say, to endeavour to say that little well.

The career of his brother Henry at the Univer-

sity was enough to stimulate him to exertion. He
seemed to be realizing all his father's hopes, and

was winning collegiate honours that the good man
considered indicative of his future success in life.

In the mean while, Oliver, if not distinguished

among his teachers, was popular among his school-

mates. He had a thoughtless generosity extreme-

ly captivating to young hearts : his temper was

quick and sensitive, and easily offended ; but his

anger was momentary, and it was impossible for

him to harbour resentment. He was the leader of

all boyish sports and athletic amusements, espe-

cially ball-playing, and he was foremost in all mis-

chievous pranks. Many years afterward, an old

man, one Jack Fitzsimmons, one of the directors of

the sports and keeper of the ball-court at Ballyma-
hon, used to boast of having been schoolmate of
" Noll Goldsmith," as he called him, and would
dwell with vainglory on one of their exploits, in rob-

bing the orchard of Tirlicken, an old family resi-

dence of Lord Annaly. The exploit, however, had

nearly involved disastrous consequences ;
for the

crew of juvenile depredators were captured, like

Shakspeare and his deer-stealing colleagues ;
and

nothing but the respectabilty of Goldsmith's con-

nexions saved him from the punishment that would
have awaited more plebeian delinquents.
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An amusing incident is related as occurring ic

Goldsmith's last journey homeward from Edge-
worthstown. His father's house was about twenty
miles distant ;

the road lay through a rough coun-

try, impassable for carriages. Goldsmith procured
a horse for the journey, and a friend furnished him
with a guinea for travelling expenses. He was but

a stripling of sixteen, and being thus suddenly
mounted on horseback, with money in his pocket,
it is no wonder that his head was turned. He de-

termined to play the man, and to spend his money
in independent traveller's style. Accordingly, in-

stead of pushing directly for home, he halted for

the night at the little town of Ardagh, and, accost-

ing the first person he met, inquired, with some-

what of a consequential air, for the best house in

the place. Unluckily, the person he had accosted

was one Kelly, a notorious wag, who was quar-
tered in the family of one Mr. Featherstone, a

gentleman of fortune. Amused with the self-con-

sequence of the stripling, and willing to play off

a practical joke at his expense, he directed him to

what was literally
" the best house in the place,"

namely, the family mansion of Mr. Featherstone.

Goldsmith accordingly rode up to what he sup-

posed to be an inn, ordered his horse to be taken

to the stable, walked into the parlour, seated him-

self by the fire, and demanded what he could have

for supper. On ordinary occasions he was diffi-

dent and even awkward in his manners, but here

he was " at ease in his inn," and felt called upon to

show his manhood and enact the experienced trav-

eller. His person was by no means calculated to

play off his pretensions, for he was short and thick,
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with a pockmarked face, and an air and carriage
by no means of a distinguished cast. The owner
of the house, however, soon discovered his whim-
sical mistake, and, being a man of humour, deter-

mined to indulge it, especially as he accidentally
learned that his intruding guest was the son of an
old acquaintance.

Accordingly, Goldsmith was " fooled to the top
of his bent," and permitted to have full sway
throughout the evening. Never was schoolboy
more elated. When supper was served, he most

condescendingly insisted that the landlord, his wife
and daughter should partake, and ordered a bottle

of wine to crown the repast and benefit the house.
His last flourish was on going to bed, when he

gave especial orders to have a hot cake at break-
fast. His confusion and dismay, on discovering the

next morning that he had been swaggering in this

free and easy way in the house of a private gentle-
man, may be readily conceived. True to his habit

of turning the events of his life to literary account,
we find this chapter of ludicrous blunders and cross

purposes dramatized many years afterward in his

admirable comedy of " She Stoops to Conquer, or
the Mistakes of a Night."

While Oliver was making his way somewhat

negligently through the schools, his elder brother

Henry was rejoicing his father's heart by his ca-

reer at the University. He soon distinguished
himself at the examinations, and obtained a schol-

arship in 1743. This is a collegiate distinction

which serves as a stepping-stone in any of the
learned professions, and which leads to advance-
ment in the University should the individual choose
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to remain there. His father now trusted that he

would push forward for that comfortable provision,
a fellowship, and from thence to higher dignities

and emoluments. Henry, however, had the im-

providence or the " unworldliness" of his race : re-

turning to the country during the succeeding va-

cation, he married for love, relinquished, of course,

all his collegiate prospects and advantages, set up
a school in his father's neighbourhood, and buried

his talents and acquirements for the remainder of

his life in a curacy of forty pounds a year.
Another matrimonial event occurred not long

afterward in the Goldsmith family, to disturb the

equanimity of its worthy head. This was the

clandestine marriage of his daughter Catharine

with a young gentleman cf the name of Hodson,
who had been confided to the care of her brother

Henry to complete his studies. As the youth was

of wealthy parentage, it was thought a lucky match

for the Goldsmith family ;
but the tidings of the

event stung the bride's father to the soul. Proud

of his integrity, and jealous of that good name
which was his chief possession, he saw himself

and his family subjected to the degrading suspicion

of having abused a trust reposed in them to pro-
mote a mercenary match. In the first transports

of his feelings, he is said to have uttered a wish

that his daughter might never have a child to bring
like shame and sorrow on her head. The hasty

wish, so contrary to the usual benignity of the

man, was recalled and repented of almost as soon

as uttered; but it was considered baleful in its

effects by the superstitious neighbourhood ; for,

though his daughter bore three children, they all

died before her.
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A more effectual measure was taken by Mr.
Goldsmith to ward off the apprehended imputation,
but one which imposed a heavy burden on his fam-

ily. This was to furnish a marriage portion of

four hundred pounds, that his daughter might not

be said to have entered her husband's family emp-
ty-handed. To raise the sum in cash was impos-
sible ;

but he assigned to Mr. Hodson his little

farm and the income of his tithes until the mar-

riage portion should be paid. In the mean time,
as his living did not amount to ,£200 per annum,
he had to practise the strictest economy to pay off

gradually this heavy tax incurred by his nice sense
of honour.

The first of his family to feel the effects of this

economy was Oliver. The time had now arrived
for him to be sent to the University ; and, accord-

ingly, on the 11th June, 1747, when sixteen years
of age, he entered Trinity College, Dublin

;
but his

father was no longer able to place him there as a

pensioner, as he had done his eldest son Henry ;

he was obliged, tnerefore, to enter him as a sizer,
or "

poor scholar."

A student of this class is taught and boarded

gratuitously, and bus to pay but a very small sum
for his room. It is expected, in return for these

advantages, that he will be a diligent student, and
render himself useful in a variety of ways. In

Trinity College, at the time of Goldsmith's admis-

sion, several derogatory, and, indeed, menial offices

were exacted from the sizer, as if the college sought
to indemnify itself for conferring benefits by in-

flicting indignities. He was obliged to sweep part
of the courts in the morning ; to carry up the dish-
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es from the kitchen to the fellows' table, and to wait

in the hall until that body had dined. His very dress

marked the inferiority of the "
poor student" to his

happier classmates. It was a black gown of coarse

stuff without sleeves, and a plain biack cloth cap
without a tassel. We can conceive nothing more
odious and ill judged than these distinctions, which
attached the idea of degradation to poverty, and

placed the indigent youth of merit below the worth-

less minion of fortune. They were calculated to

wound and irritate the noble mind, and to render

the base baser.

Indeed, the galling effect of these servile tasks

upon youths of proud spirits and quick sensibilities

became at length too notorious to be disregarded.
About fifty years since, on a Trinity Sunday, a

number of persons were assembled to witness the

college ceremonies ;
and as a sizer was carrying

up a dish of meat to the fellows' table, a burly
citizen in the crowd made some sneering observa-

tion on the servility of his office. Stung to the

quick, the high-spirited youth instantly flung the

dish and its contents at the head of the sneerer.

The sizer was sharply reprimanded for this out-

break of wounded pride, but the degrading task

was from that day forward very properly consign-
ed to menial hands.

It was with the utmost repugnance that Gold-

smith entered college in this capacity. His shy
and sensitive nature was affected by the inferior

station he was doomed to hold among his gay and

opulent fellow.students, and he became, at times,

moody and despondent. A recollection of these

early mortifications induced him, in after years.
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most strongly to dissuade his brother Henry, the

clergyman, from sending a son to college on a like

footing.
" If he has ambition, strong passions, and

an exquisite sensibility of contempt, do not send him
there, unless you have no other trade for him ex-

cept your own."
To add' to his annoyances, the fellow of the col-

lege who had the peculiar control of his studies,
the Rev. Theaker Wilder, was a man of violent

and capricious temper, and of diametrically oppo-
site tastes. The tutor was devoted to the exact
sciences

;
Goldsmith was for the classics. Wilder

endeavoured to force his favourite studies upon
the student : the effect was to aggravate a passive
distaste into a positive aversion. Goldsmith was
loud in expressing his contempt for mathematics,
and his dislike of ethics and logic ; and the preju-
dices thus imbibed continued through life. Math-
ematics he always pronounced a science to which
the meanest intellects were competent.
A truer cause of this distaste for the severer stud-

ies may probabiy be found in his natural indo-
lence and his love of convivial pleasures. He sang
a good song, was a boon companion, and could not
resist any temptation to social enjoyment. He
endeavoured to persuade himself that learning and
dulness went hand in hand, and that genius was
not to be put in harness. Even in riper years,
when the consciousness of his own deficiencies

ought to have convinced him of the importance of

early study, he speaks slightingly ofcollege honours.
" A lad," says he,

" whose passions are not

strong enough in youth to mislead him from that

path of science which his tutors, and not his in-

Vol. I.—C
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clination, have chalked out, by four or five years-

perseverance will probably obtain every advantage
and honour his college can bestow. I would com-

pare the man whose youth has been thus passed
in the tranquillity of dispassionate prudence, to li-

quors that never ferment, and, consequently, con-

tinue always muddy."
The death of his worthy father, which took

place early in 1747, rendered Goldsmith's situation

at college extremely irksome. His mother was
left with little more than the means of providing for

the wants of her household, and was unable to-

furnish him any remittances. He would have

been compelled, therefore, to have left college, had

it not been for the occasional contributions of

friends, the foremost among whom was his gener-
ous and warm-hearted uncle Contarine. Still these

supplies were so scanty and precarious, that in the

intervals between them he was more than once

obliged to raise funds for his immediate wants by
pawning his books. At times he sunk into de-

spondency, but he had what he termed " a knack
at hoping," which soon buoyed him up again. He
began now to resort to his poetical vein as a source

of profit, scribbling street-ballads, which he pri-

vately said for five shillings each at a shop which

dealt in such small wares of literature. He felt an

author's affection for these unowned bantlings, and

we are told that he would stroll privately through
the streets at night to hear them sung, listening to

the comments and criticisms of by-standers, and ob-

serving the degree of applause which each received.

Edmund Burke was a fellow-student with Gold-

smith at the college. Neither the statesman nor
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the poet gave promise of their future celebrity,

though Burke certainly surpassed his contemporary
in industry and application, and evinced more dis-

position for self-improvement, associating himself
with a number of his fellow-students in a debating
club, in which they discussed literary topics, and
exercised themselves in composition.

Goldsmith may likewise have belonged to this as-

sociation, but his propensity was rather to mingle
with the gay and thoughtless. On one occasion we
find him implicated in an affair that came nigh pro-

ducing his expulsion. A report was brought to col-

lege that a scholar was in the hands of the bailiffs.

This was an insult in which every gownsman felt

himself involved.. A number of the scholars flew
to arms, and sallied forth to battle, headed by a
hare-brained fellow nicknamed Gallows Walsh,
noted for his aptness at mischief and fondness for

a riot. The stronghold of the bailiff was carried

by storm, the scholar set at liberty, and the delin-

quent catchpole borne off captive to the college,

where, having no pump to put him under, they sat-

isfied the demands of collegiate law by ducking him
in an old cistern.

Flushed with this signal victory, Gallows Walsh
now harangued his followers, and proposed to

break open Newgate and effect a general jail de-

livery. He was answered by shouts of concur-

rence, and away went the throng of madcap young-
sters, fully bent upon putting an end to the tyranny
of law. They were joined by the mob of the city,
and made an attack upon the prison with true Irish

precipitation and thoughtlessness, never having pro-
vided themselves with cannon to batter its stone
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walls. A few shots from the prison brought them
to their senses, and they beat a hasty retreat, two
of the townsmen being killed and several wounded.
A severe scrutiny of this affair took place at the

University. Four students, who had been ringlead-
ers, were expelled ;

four others, who had been prom-
inent in the affray, were publicly admonished ;

among the latter was the unlucky Goldsmith.

To make up for this disgrace, he gained, within

a month afterward, one of the minor prizes of the

college. It is true it was one of the very smallest,

amounting in pecuniary value to but thirty shillings,
but it was the first distinction he had gained in his

whole collegiate career. This turn of success and
sudden influx of wealth proved too much for the

head of our poor student. He forthwith gave a

supper and dance at his chamber to a number of

young persons of both sexes from the city, in direct

violation of college rules. The unwonted sound
of the fiddle reached the ears of the implacable
Wilder. He rushed to the scene of unhallow-

ed festivity, inflicted corporal punishment on the

"father of the feast," and turned his astonished

guests neck and heels out of doors.

This filled the measure of poor Goldsmith's hu-

miliations ;
he felt degraded both within college

and without. He dreaded the ridicule of his fel-

low.students for the ludicrous termination of his

orgie, and he was ashamed to meet his city ac-

quaintances after the degrading chastisement he

had received in their presence, and after their own

ignominious expulsion. Above all, he felt it im-

possible to submit any longer to the insulting tyr-

anny of Wilder : he determined, therefore, to leave,
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not merely the college, but also his native land,

and to bury what he conceived to be his irretrievable

disgrace in some distant country. He accordingly
sold his books and clothes, and sallied forth from

the college walls, intending to embark at Cork for—he scarce knew where—America, or any other

part beyond sea. With his usual heedless impru-
dence, however, he loitered about Dublin until his

finances were reduced to a shilling ;
with this

amount of specie he set out on his journey.
For three whole days he subsisted on his shil-

ling ;
when that was spent, he parted with some of

his clothes from his back, until, reduced almost to

nakedness, he was four-and-twentv hours without

food, insomuch that he declared a handful of gray

pease, given to him by a girl at a wake, was one of

the most delicious repasts he had ever tasted. Hun-

ger, fatigue, and destitution brought down his spirit

and calmed his anger. Fain would he have re-

traced his steps, could he have done so with any
salvo for the lingerings of his pride. In his ex-

tremity he conveyed to his brother Henry informa-

tion of his distress, and of the rash project on which

he had set out. His affectionate brother hastened

to his relief; furnished him with money and clothes ;

soothed his feelings with gentle counsel
; prevailed

upon him to return to college, and effected an in-

different reconciliation between him and Wilder.

After thi3 irregular sally upon life he remained

nearly two years longer at the University, giving

proofs of talent in occasional translations from the

classics, for one of which he received a premium,
awarded only to those who are the first in literary
merit. Still he never made much figure at coL
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lege, his natural disinclination to study being in-

creased by the harsh treatment he continued to

experience from his tutor.

Among the anecdotes told of him while at col-

lege is one indicative of that prompt, but thought-
less and often whimsical benevolence which through-
out life formed one of the most endearing, yet ec-

centric points of his character. He was engaged
to breakfast one day with a college intimate, but

failed to make his appearance. His friend repair-
ed to his room, knocked at the door, and was bid-

den to enter. To his surprise, he found Goldsmith
in his bed, immersed to his chin in feathers. A
serio-comic story explained the circumstance. In

the course of the preceding evening's stroll he had
met with a woman with five children, who implored
his charity. Her husband was in the hospital ; she

was just from the country, a stranger, and destitute,

without food or shelter for her helpless offspring.
This was too much for the kind heart of Goldsmith.

He was almost as poor as herself, it is true, and
had no money in his pocket ;

but he brought her to

the college gate, gave her the blankets from his bed

to cover her little brood, and part of his clothes for

her to sell and purchase food
; and, finding himself

cold during the night, had cut open his bed and

buried himself among the feathers.

At length, on the 27th of February, 1749, O.S.,

he was admitted to the degree of Bachelor of Arts,

and took his final leave of the University. He
was freed from college rule, that emancipation so

ardently coveted by the thoughtless student, and

which too generally launches him amid the cares,

the hardships, and vicissitudes of life. Goldsmith
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returned to his friends, no longer the student to

sport away the happy interval of vacation, but the

anxious man, who is henceforth to shift for himself

and make his way through the world. In fact, he
had no legitimate home to return to. At the death

of his father, the paternal house at Lissoy, in which
Goldsmith had passed his childhood, had been taken

by Mr. Hodson, who had married his sister Cath-

arine. His mother had removed to Ballymahon,
where she occupied a small house, and had to prac-
tice the severest frugality. His elder brother

Henry served the curacy and taught the school of

his late father's parish, and lived in narrow circum-

stances at Goldsmith's birthplace, the old goblin-
house at Pallas.

None of his relatives were in circumstances to

aid him with anything more than a temporary
home, and the aspect of every one seemed some-
what changed. In fact, his career at college had

disappointed his friends, and they began to doubt

his being the great genius they had fancied him.

He whimsically alludes to this circumstance in that

piece of autobiography,
" The Man in Black," in

the Citizen of the World.
" The first opportunity my father had of finding

his expectations disappointed was in the middling

figure I made at the University : he had flattered

himself that he should soon see me rising into the

foremost rank in literary reputation, but was mor-
tified to find me utterly unnoticed and unknown.
His disappointment might have been partly ascribed

to his having overrated my talents, and partly to

my dislike of mathematical reasonings at a time

when my imagination and memory, yet unsatisfied,
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were more eager after new objects than desirous

of reasoning upon those I knew. This, however,
did not please my tutors, who observed, indeed, that

I was a little dull, but at the same time allowed

that I seemed to be very good-natured, and had no
harm in me."*

I

The only one of his relatives who did not ap-

pear to lose faith in him was his uncle Contarine.
" This kind and considerate man," it is said,

" saw
in him a warmth of heart requiring some skill to

direct, and a latent genius that wanted time to ma-

ture, and these impressions none of his subsequent
follies and irregularities wholly obliterated." His

purse and affection, therefore, as well as his house,
were now open to him, and he became his chief

counsellor and director after his father's death.

For about two years Goldsmith led a
loitering,

unsettled life among his friends, undetermined how
to shape his course, and waiting with the vague
hope, common to reckless and improvident men,
that "

something or other would turn up." Some-
times he was at Lissoy, participating with thought-
less enjoyment in the rural sports and occupations
of his brother-in-law, Mr. Hodson

; sometimes he
was with his brother Henry, at the old goblin man-
sion at Pallas, assisting him occasionally in his

school. The early marriage and unambitious re-

tirement of Henry, though so subversive of the

fond plans of his father, had proved happy in their

results. He was already surrounded by a bloom-

ing family ; he was contented with his lot, beloved

by his parishioners, and lived in the daily practice
of all the amiable virtues, and the immediate enjoy,

* Citizen of the World, letter xxvii.
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ment of their reward. Of the tender affection in-

spired in the breast of Goldsmith by the constant

kindness of this excellent brother, and of the long,

ing recollection with which, in the lonely wander-

ings of after years, he looked back upon this scene

of domestic felicity, we have a touching instance

in the well-known opening to his poem of " The
Traveller."-

" Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow,
Or by the lazy Scheld or wandering Po ;******
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see,

My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee ;

Still to my brother turns with ceasless pain,
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain.

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend,

And round his dwelling guardian saints attend ;

Bless'd be that spot, where cheerful guests retire

To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ;

Bless'd that abode, where want and pain repair,
And every stranger finds a ready chair :

Bless'd be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd,
Where all the ruddy family around

Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail,

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ;

Or press the bashful stranger to his food,

And learn the luxury of doing good."

During this loitering life Goldsmith pursued no

study, but rather amused himself with miscellane-

ous reading ;
such as biography, travels, poetry,

novels, plays—everything, in short, that adminis-

tered to the imagination. His love of convivial

society also led him frequently to the inn at Bally -

mahon, a resort of the rustic gentry of the vicini-

ty. Here he became the oracle and prime wit of

a country club, astonished his unlettered associ-

ates by his learning, delighted them with his poe-

try, and was considered capital at a song or a

U-*
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story. From the rustic conviviality of the inn at

Ballymahon, and the figure he cut there, it is sur-

mised that he took some hints in after life for his

picturing of Tony Lumpkin lording it among his

uncouth associates.

In company with one of the small gentry of the

neighbourhood, he used to make excursions on

foot, sometimes shooting, sometimes fishing or

Hunting the otter in the river Inny, sometimes

strolling along its banks and playing on the flute.

Among other of his rustic accomplishments, he be-

came adroit at throwing the sledge, a favourite feat

of activity and strength in Ireland.

Notwithstanding all these accomplishments and

this rural popularity, his friends began to shake

their heads and shrug their shoulders when they

spoke of him, and his brother Henry noted with

anything but satisfaction his frequent visits to the

club at Ballymahon. It was determined that it

was high time for him to strike out some course of

life
;
and his uncle Contarine, and others of his

relatives, urged him to prepare for holy orders.

Goldsmith had a settled repugnance to a clerical life.

This has been ascribed by some to conscientious

scruples, not considering himself of a temper and

frame of mind for such a sacred office
;
others at-

tributed it to his roving propensities, and his de-

sire to visit foreign countries
;
he himself gives a

whimsical objection in his biography of the " Man
in Black :" " to be obliged to wear a long wig when
I liked a short one, or a black coat when I gener-

ally dressed in brown, I thought was such a re-

straint upon my liberty that I absolutely rejected
the proposal."
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Whimsical as it may seem, dress did in fact

form an obstacle to his entrance into the church.

Throughout life he had a passion for arraying his

sturdy but somewhat awkward little person in gay
colours

;
and when, in compliance with the persua-

sions of his uncle Contarine, he at length present-
ed himself before the Bishop of Elphin for ordina-

tion, he appeared luminously arrayed in scarlet

breeches !

' He was rejected by the bishop ; some
say for want of sufficient studious preparation ;

others from accounts which had reached the bish-

op of his irregularities at college ; but others

shrewdly suspect that the scarlet breeches was the
fundamental objection.

Through the influence of his uncle Contarine he
was now received as tutor in the family of a gen-
tleman of the neighbourhood, where he remained
about a year. The situation was not to his taste :

there was a dependance, and a degree of servility
in it that his spirit could not brook

;
add to this,

he had received his salary, had more money in his

pocket than he had ever earned before* and now
his wandering propensity and his desire to see the
world got the upper hand. Whatever was the
real motive, he suddenly relinquished his charge,
procured a good horse, and, with thirty pounds in

his pocket, made his second sally into' the world.
The worthy niece and housekeeper of the hero

of La Mancha could not have been more surprised
and dismayed at one of the Don's clandestine expe-
ditions, than were the mother and friends of Gold-
smith when they heard of his mysterious depart-
ure. Weeks elapsed, and nothing was seen or
heard of him. It was feared that he had left the
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country on one of his wandering freaks, and his

poor mother was reduced almost to despair, when
one day he arrived at her door almost as forlorn

in plight as the prodigal son. Of his thirty pounds
not a shilling was left; and. instead of the goodly
steed on which he had issued forth on his errantry,
he was mounted on a sorry little pony which he had
nicknamed Fiddle.back. As soon as his mother
was well assured of his safety, she rated him

soundly for his inconsiderate conduct. His broth-

ers and sisters, who were tenderly attached to him,

interfered, and succeeded in mollifying her ire
;
and

whatever lurking anger the good dame might have,
was no doubt effectually vanquished by the follow-

ing whimsical narrative which he drew up of his

adventures*

" My dear Mother t

" If you will sit down and calmly listen to what
I say, you shall be fully resolved in every one of

those many questions you have asked me. I went
to Cork and converted my horse, which you prize
so much higher than Fiddle-back, into cash, took

my passage in a ship bound for America, and, at

the same time, paid the captain for my freight and
all the other expenses of my voyage. But it so

happened that the wind did not answer for three

weeks
;
and you know, mother, that I could not

command the elements. My misfortune was, that,

when the wind served, I happened to be with a

party in the country, and my friend the captain
never inquired after me, but set sail with as much
indifference as if I had been on board. The re-

mainder of my time I employed in the city and its
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environs, viewing everything curious, and you know
no one can starve while he has money in his pocket.

" Reduced, however, to my last two guineas, I

began to think of my dear mother and friends

whom I had left behind me, and so bought that

generous beast Fiddle-back, and bade adieu to Cork
with only five shillings in my pocket. This, to be

sure, was but a scanty allowance for man and horse

towards a journey of above a hundred miles
;
but

I did not despair, for I knew I must find friends on
the road.

"
I recollected particularly an old and faithful ac-

quaintance I made at college, who had often and

earnestly pressed me to spend a summer with him,
and he lived but eight miles from Cork. This
circumstance of vicinity he would expatiate on to

me with peculiar emphasis.
* We shall,' says he,

'

enjoy the delights of both city and country, and

you shall command my stable and my purse.
" However, upon the way I met a poor woman

all in tears, who told me her husband had been ar-

rested for a debt he was not able to pay, and that

his eight children must now starve, bereaved as

they were of his industry, which had been their

only support. I thought myself at home, being not

far from my good friend's house, and therefore

parted with a moiety of all my store ;
and pray,

mother, ought I not to have given her the other

half crown, for what she got would be of little use
to her ? However, I soon arrived at the mansion
of my affectionate friend, guarded by the vigilance
of a huge mastiff, who flew at me and would have
torn me to pieces but for the assistance of a wom-
an, whose countenance was not less grim than that

Vol. I.—D
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of the dog ; yet she with great humanity relieved

me from the jaws of this Cerberus, and was pre-
vailed on to carry up my name to her master.

" Without suffering me to wait long, my old

friend, who was then recovering from a severe fit

of sickness, came down in his nightcap, nightgown,
and slippers, and embraced me with the most cor-

dial welcome, showed me in, and, after giving me
a history of his indisposition, assured me that he
considered himself peculiarly fortunate in having
under his roof the man he most loved on the earth,

and whose stay with him must, above all things,
contribute to perfect his recovery. I now repented

sorely I had not given the poor woman the other

half crown, as I thought all my bills of humanity
would be punctually answered by this worthy man.
I revealed to him my whole soul

;
I opened to him

all my distresses
;
and freely owned that I had but

one half crown in my pocket ;
but that now, like a

ship after weathering out the storm, I considered

myself secure in a safe and hospitable harbour.

He made no answer, but walked about the room,

rubbing his hands as one in deep study. This I

imputed to the sympathetic feelings of a tender

heart, which increased my esteem for him, and, as

that increased, I gave the most favourable interpre-
tation to his silence. I construed it into delicacy
of sentiment, as if he dreaded to wound my pride

by expressing his commiseration in words, leaving
his generous conduct to speak for itself.

"
It now approached six o'clock in the evening ;

and as I had eaten no breakfast, and as my spirits

were raised, my appetite for dinner grew uncom-

monly keen. At length the old woman came into
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the room with two plates, one spoon, and a dirty
cloth, which she laid upon the table. This ap-

pearance, without increasing my spirits, did not di-

minish my appetite. My protectress soon return-

ed with a small bowl of sago, a small porringer
of sour milk, a loaf of stale brown bread, and the

heel of an old cheese all over crawling with mites.

My friend apologized that his illness obliged him
to live on slops, and that better fare was not in the

house
; observing, at the same time, that a milk

diet was certainly the most healthful
;
and at eight

o'clock he again recommended a regular life, de-

claring that for his part he would lie down with the

lamb and rise with the lark. My hunger was at

this time so exceedingly sharp that I wished for

another slice of the loaf, but was obliged to go to

bed without even that refreshment.
" The lenten entertainment I had received made

me resolve to depart as soon as possible ;
accord-

ingly, next morning, when I spoke of going, he did

not oppose my resolution
; he rather commended

my design, adding some very sage counsel upon
the occasion. « To be sure,' said he,

« the longer
you stay away from your mother, the more you
will grieve her and your other friends

;
and pos-

sibly they are already afflicted at hearing of this

foolish expedition you have made.' Notwithstand-

ing all this, and without any hope of softening such
a sordid heart, I again renewed the tale of my dis-

tress, and asking
< how he thought I could travel

above a hundred miles upon one half crown V I

begged to borrow a single guinea, which I assured
him should be repaid with thanks. < And you
know, sir,' said I,

«
it is no more than I have done
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for you.' To which he firmly answered,
'

Why,
look you, Mr. Goldsmith, that is neither here nor
there. I have paid you all you ever lent me, and
this sickness of mine has left me bare of cash.
But I have bethought myself of a conveyance for

you ;
sell your horse, and I will furnish you a much

better one to ride on.' I readily grasped at his

proposal, and begged to see the nag ;
on which he

led me to his bedchamber, and from under the bed
he pulled out a stout oak stick. * Here he is,' said

he
;

' take this in your hand, and it will carry you
to your mother's with more safety than such a
horse as you ride.' I was in doubt, when I got it

into my hand, whether I should not, in the first

place, apply it to his pate ;
but a rap at the street

door made the wretch fly to it, and when I re-

turned to the parlour, he introduced me, as if no-

thing of the kind had happened, to the gentleman
who entered, as Mr. Goldsmith, his most ingenious
and worthy friend, of whom he had so often heard
him speak with rapture. I could scarcely com-

pose myself ;
and must have betrayed indignation

in my mien to the stranger, who was a counsellor

at law in the neighbourhood, a man of engaging
aspect and polite address.

" After spending an hour, he asked my friend

and me to dine with him at his house. This I

declined at first, as I wished to have no farther

communication with my old hospitable friend
; but

at the solicitation of both I at last consented, de-

termined as I was by two motives
; one, that I

was prejudiced in favour of the looks and manner
of the counsellor

;
and the other, that I stood in

need of a comfortable dinner. And there, indeed,
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I found everything that I could wish, abundance

without profusion, and elegance without affecta-

tion. In the evening, when my old friend, who had

eaten very plentifully at his neighbour's table, but

talked again of lying down with the lamb, made a

motion to me for retiring, our generous host re-

quested I should take a bed with him, upon which

I plainly told my old friend that he might go home
and take care of the horse he had given me, but

that I should never re-enter his doors. He went

away with a laugh, leaving me to add this to the

other little things the counsellor already knew of

his plausible neighbour.
" And now, my dear mother, I found sufficient

to reconcile me to all my follies
;
for here I spent

three whole days. The counsellor had two sweet

girls to his daughters, who played enchantingly on
the harpsichord ;

and yet it was but a melancholy

pleasure I felt the first time I heard them
;
for that

being the first time also that either of them had

touched the instrument since their mother's death,

I saw the tears in silence trickle down their fa-

ther's cheeks. I every day endeavoured to go

away, but every day was pressed and obliged to

stay. On my going, the counsellor offered me his

purse, with a horse and servant to convey me
home

;
but the latter I declined, and only took a

guinea to bear my necessary expenses on the road.
" Oliver Goldsmith.

" To Mrs. Anne Goldsmith, Ballymahon."

A new consultation was held among his friends

as to his future course, and it was determined he

should try the law. His uncle Contarine agreed
E2
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to advance the necessary funds, and actually fur-

nished him with fifty pounds, with which he set off

for London to enter on his studies at the Temple.
Unfortunately, he fell in company at Dublin with a
Roscommon acquaintance, one whose wits had
been sharpened about town, who beguiled him into

a gambling-house, and soon left him as penniless as

when he bestrode the redoubtable Fiddle-back.

He was so ashamed of this fresh instance of

gross heedlessness and imprudence, that he re-

mained some time in Dublin without communica-

ting to his friends his destitute condition. They
heard of it, however, and he was invited back to

the country, and indulgently forgiven by his gener-
ous uncle, but less readily by his mother, who was
mortified and disheartened at seeing all her early

hopes of him so repeatedly blighted. His brother

Henry, too, began to lose patience at these suc-

cessive failures, resulting from thoughtless indiscre-

tion; and a quarrel took place, which for some
time interrupted their usually affectionate inter-

course.

After an interval of some months, Goldsmith
was once more fitted out by his uncle and friends

for a foray into the world. He had attempted di-

vinity and law without success
;

it was now deter-

mined he should try physic, and he was accord-

ingly sent to Edinburgh to commence his studies.

His outset in that city came near adding to the list

of his disasters. Having taken lodgings hap-hazard,
and left his trunk there, containing all his worldly
effects, he sallied forth to see the town. After

sauntering about the streets until a late hour, he

thought of returning home, when, to his confusion,
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he found he had not acquainted himself either
with the name of his landlady or of the street in
which she lived. Fortunately, in the height of his
whimsical perplexity, he met the cawdy or porter
who had carried his trunk, and who now served
him as a guide.
He did not remain long in the lodgings in which

he had put up. The hostess was too adroit at that

hocuspocus of the table which often is practised in

cheap boarding-houses. No one could conjure a
single joint through a greater variety of forms. A
loin of mutton, according to Goldsmith's account,
would serve him and two fellow-students a whole
week. " A brandered chop was served up one
day, a fried steak another, collops with onion sauce
a third, and so on until the fleshy parts were quite
consumed, when finally a dish of broth was manu-
factured from the bones on the seventh day, and the

landlady rested from her labours." Goldsmith had
a good-humoured mode of taking things, and for a
short time amused himself with the shifts and ex-

pedients of his landlady, which struck him in a lu-

dicrous manner; he soon, however, fell in with
fellow-students from his own country, whom he
joined at more eligible quarters.
He now attended medical lectures, and attached

himself to an association of students called the
Medical Society. He set out, as usual, with the
best intentions, but, as usual, soon fell into idle,

convivial, thoughtless habits. Edinburgh was in-
deed a place of sore trial for one of his tempera-
ment. Convivial meetings were all the vogue, and
the tavern was the universal rallying-place of

good-fellowship. And then Goldsmith's intimacies
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lay chiefly among the Irish students, who were al-

ways ready for a wild freak and frolic. Among
them he was a prime favourite and somewhat of a

leader, from his exuberance of spirits, his vein of

humour, and his talent at singing an Irish song
and telling an Irish story.

His usual carelessness in money matters attended

him. Though his supplies from home were scanty
and irregular, he never could bring himself into

habits of prudence and economy ;
often he was

stripped of all his present finances at play, often he

lavished them away in fits of unguarded charity or

generosity. Sometimes among his boon compan-
ions he assumed a ludicrous swagger in money
matters, which no one afterward was more ready
than himself to laugh at. At a convivial meeting
with a number of his fellow.students, he suddenly

proposed to draw lots with any one present which

of the two should treat the whole party to the play.
The moment the proposition had bolted from his

lips,
his heart was in his throat. " To my great

though secret joy," said he,
"
they all declined the

challenge. Had it been accepted, and had I proved
the loser, a part of my wardrobe must have been

pledged in order to raise the money."
Nothing worthy of preservation appeared from

his pen during his residence at Edinburgh ; and, in-

deed, his poetical powers, highly as they had been

estimated by his friends, had not, as yet, produced

anything of superior merit. His convivial talents

seem to have gained him attentions in a high quar-

ter, which, however, he had the good sense to ap-

preciate correctly.
"

I have spent," says he, in

one of his letters,
" more than a fortnight every
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second day at the Duke of Hamilton's ;
but it

seems they like me more as a jester than as a com.

panion ;
so I disdained so servile an employment,

as unworthy my calling as a physician."
After spending two winters at Edinburgh he

prepared to finish his medical studies on the Conti-

nent, for which his uncle Contarine agreed to fur-

nish the funds. "
I intend," said he, in a letter to

his uncle,
" to visit Paris, where the great Farheim,

Petit, and Du Hammel de Monceau instruct their

pupils in all the branches of medicine. I shall

spend the spring and summer in Paris, and the be-

ginning >of next winter go to Leyden. The great
Albinus is still alive there, and 'twill be proper to

go, though only to have it said that we have studied

in so famous a university.
* * *

I shall carry just

£33 to France, with good store of clothes, shirts,

&c, &c, and that, with economy, will serve."

Thus slenderly provided, he set off for Leith to

take shipping for Holland. Medical instruction

was the ostensible motive for his expedition, but

the real one was doubtless his long-cherished de-

sire to see foreign parts. When arrived at Leith

there was a ship about to sail for Bordeaux, with

six agreeable passengers. Goldsmith could not

resist a sudden impulse, and, instead of embarking
for Holland, soon found himself ploughing the seas

bound to the other side of the Continent. Scarce-

ly had the ship been two days at sea, when she was

driven by stress of weather to Newcastle-upon-

Tyne. Of course Goldsmith and his fellow-voya-

gers went on shore to " refresh themselves after

the fatigues of their voyage." Of course they
frolicked and made merry, when, late in the even-
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ing, in the midst of their hilarity, the door was
burst open, a sergeant and twelve grenadiers en-

tered with fixed bayonets, and took the whole con-

vivial party prisoners. It seems that Goldsmith's
chance companions were Scotchmen in the French
service, who had been in Scotland enlisting sol-

diers for the French army. It was in vain that

Goldsmith protested his innocence
;
he was march-

ed off with his fellow-revellers to prison, whence
he with difficulty obtained his release at the end
of a fortnight. With his customary facility, how-

ever, he found everything turn out for the best.

His imprisonment had saved his life. The ship
had proceeded without him on her voyage, but had
been wrecked at the mouth of the Garonne, and
all the crew drowned.
A vessel being now on the point of sailing for

Holland, he embarked, and in nine days arrived at

Rotterdam, from whence he proceeded, without

any more deviations, to Leyden. He gives a
whimsical picture, in one of his letters, of the ap-

pearance of the Hollanders. " The modern Dutch-
man is quite a different creature from him of for-

mer times : he in everything imitates a French-
man but in his easy, disengaged air. He is vastly
ceremonious, and is, perhaps, exactly what a French-
man might have been in the reign of Louis XIV.
Such are the better bred. But the downright
Hollander is one of the oddest figures in nature.

Upon a lank head of hair he wears a half-cocked

narrow hat, laced with black riband
;
no coat, but

seven waistcoats and nine pair of breeches, so that

his hips reach up almost to his armpits. This

well-clothed vegetable is now fit to see company or
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make love. But what a pleasing creature is the

object of his appetite ! why, she wears a large fur

cap, with a deal of Flanders lace
;
and for every

pair of breeches he carries, she puts on two petti-

coats.
" A Dutch lady burns nothing about her phleg-

matic admirer but his tobacco. You must know,
sir, every woman carries in her hand a stove of

coals, which, when she sits, she snugs under her

petticoats, and at this chimney dozing Strephon

lights his pipe."
The country itself awakened his admiration.

"
Nothing," said he,

" can equal its beauty ;
wherev-

er I turn my eyes, fine houses, elegant gardens, stat-

ues, grottoes, vistas present themselves
; but when

you enter their towns you are charmed beyond de-

scription. No misery is to be seen here
; every

one is usefully employed." And again, in his noble

description in " The Traveller."

" To men of other minds my fancy flies,

Imbosom'd in the deep where Holland lies.

Methinks her patient sons before me stand,
Where the broad ocean leans against the land,

And, sedulous to stop the coming tide,
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride,

Onward, methinks, and diligently slow,
The firm connected bulwark seems to grow ;

Spreads its long arms amid the watery roar,

Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore.

While the pent ocean, rising o'er the pile,
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ;

The slow canal, the yellow blossom'd vale,
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail,

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain,
A new creation rescued from his reign."

He remained about a year at Leyden, attending
the lectures of Gaubius on chymistry and Albinus



48 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

on anatomy ; though his studies are said to have

been miscellaneous, and directed to literature rath-

er than science. The thirty-three pounds with

which he had set out on his travels were soon con-

sumed, and he was put to many a shift to meet his

expenses until his precarious remittances should

arrive. Sometimes he had to borrow small sums,

which he always scrupulously paid ;
sometimes he

taught the English language, and sometimes, un-

fortunately, he resorted to the gambling-tables

which in those days abounded in Holland. This

last resource terminated, as usual, in stripping him

of every shilling.

A generous friend, who had often counselled him

in vain against his unfortunate propensity, now

stepped in to his relief, but on condition of his

quitting the sphere of danger. Goldsmith gladly

consented to leave Holland, being anxious to visit

other parts. He intended to proceed to Paris and

pursue his studies there, and was furnished by his

friend with money for the journey. Unluckily, he

rambled into the garden of a florist just before

quitting Leyden. The tulip mania was still prev-

alent in Holland, and some species of that splendid

flower brought immense prices. In wandering
through the garden Goldsmith recollected that his

uncle Contarine was a tulip fancier. The thought

suddenly struck him that here was an opportunity

of testifying, in a delicate manner, his sense of that

generous uncle's past kindnesses. In an instant

his hand was in his pocket ;
a number of choice

tulip-roots were purchased and packed up for Mr.

Contarine ;
and it was not until he had paid for

them that he bethought himself that he had spent
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all the money borrowed for his travelling expenses.
Too proud, however, to give up his journey, and

too shamefaced to make another appeal to his

friend's liberality, he determined to travel on foot,

and depend upon chance and good luck for the

means of getting forward
;
and it is said that he

actually set off on a tour of the Continent with but

one spare shirt, and without a shilling in his pocket.
" Blessed with a good constitution," says one of

his biographers, "an adventurous spirit, and with

that thoughtless, or, perhaps, happy disposition

which takes no care for to-morrow, he continued his

travels for a long time in spite of innumerable pri-

vations." In his amusing narrative of the adven-

tures of a "
Philosophic Vagabond" in the " Vicar of

Wakefield," we find shadowed out the expedients
he pursued. He depended upon his learning, such

as it was, to make his way among the religious es-

tablishments which in those days held out hospital-

ity to the wayfarer, while he relied upon his flute

to win his way among the peasantry.
" Whenev-

er I approached a peasant's house towards night-

fall," said he,
"

I played one of my merriest tunes,

and that procured me not only a lodging, but sub-

sistence for the next day ;
but in truth I must

own, whenever I attempted to entertain persons of

a higher rank, they always thought my perform-
ance odious, and never made me any return for

my endeavours to please them."

In his "
Traveller," too, he pictures himself ma-

king his way with his flute through the beautiful

country of Louvain.
"
Gay, sprightly land of mirth and social ease,
Pleased with thyself, whom all the world can please,

Vol. I.—E
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How often have I led thy sportive choir,
With tuneless pipe beside the murmuring Loire !

Where shading elms along the margin grew,
And freshen'd from the wave the zephyr flew ;

And haply, though my harsh touch falt'ring still,

But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's skill
;

Yet would the village praise my wondrous power,
And dance, forgetful of the noontide hour.

Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days
Have led their children through the mirthful maze,
And the gay grandsire, skill'd in gestic lore,
Has frisk'd beneath the burden of threescore."

At Paris he attended the chymical lectures of

the celebrated Rouelle, and became acquainted
with Voltaire, who won his heart by an eloquent
defence in conversation of English taste and learn-

ing against the attacks of Fontenelle. His ram-

blings took him into Germany and Switzerland,
from which last-mentioned country he sent to his

brother in Ireland the first brief sketch of his po-
em of "The Traveller."

At Geneva he became travelling tutor to a mon-

grel young gentleman, son of a London pawnbro-
ker, who had been suddenly elevated into fortune

and absurdity by the death of an uncle. The

youth, before setting up for a gentleman, had been

an attorney's apprentice, and was an arrant petti-

fogger in money matters. Never were two be-

ings more illy assorted than he and Goldsmith.
There were continual difficulties on all points of

expense ; and, when they reached Marseilles, they
were both glad to separate. We may form an

idea of the tutor and the pupil from the following
extract from the narrative of the Philosophic Vag-
abond.

" I was to be the young gentleman's governor,
but with a proviso that he should always be per-
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mitted to govern himself. My pupil, in fact, un-

derstood the art of guiding in money concerns

much better than I. He was heir to a fortune of

about two hundred thousand pounds, left him by
an uncle in the West Indies

;
and his guardians, to

qualify him for the management of it, had bound

him apprentice to an attorney. Thus avarice was

his prevailing passion ;
all his questions on the

road were, how money might be saved—which was

the least expensive course of travel—whether any-

thing could be bought that would turn to account

when disposed of again in London ? Such curios-

ities on the way as could be seen for nothing, he

was ready enough to look at; but if the sight of

them was to be paid for, he usually asserted that

he had been told that they were not worth seeing.

He never paid a bill that he would not observe

how amazingly expensive travelling was : and all

this though not yet twenty-one. When arrived

at Leghorn, as we took a walk to look at the port
and shipping, he inquired the expense of the pas-

sage by sea home to England. This he was in-

formed was but a trifle compared to his returning

by land
;
he was therefore unable to withstand the

temptation ; so, paying me the small part of my
salary that was due, he took leave, and embarked
with only one attendant for London."

Once more on foot, but freed from the irksome

duties of & bear leader," he continued his half va-

grant peregrinations through part of France and

Piedmont, and various of the Italian states. At

Padua, where he remained several months, he is

said to have taken his medical degree. Thus far

he had been assisted by occasional remittances
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from his uncle Contarine
; but, about this time, the

death of that generous relation left him entirely to

his own resources. He had acquired, however, a
habit of shifting along and living by expedients,
and a new one presented itself in Italy.

" My
skill in music," says he, in the Philosophic Vaga-
bond,

" could avail me nothing in a country where

every peasant was a better musician than I
;
but

by this time I had acquired another talent, which
answered my purpose as well, and this was a skill

in disputation. In all the foreign universities and

convents there are, upon certain days, philosophical
theses maintained against every adventitious dis-

putant : for which, if the champion opposes with

any dexterity, he can claim a gratuity in money, a

dinner, and a bed for one night. In this manner,

then, I fought my way towards England, walked

along from city to city, examined mankind more

nearly, and, if I may so express it, saw both sides

of the picture." Though a poor wandering schol-

ar, his reception in these learned piles was as free

from humiliation as in the cottages of the peasant-

ry.
" With the members of these establishments,"

said he,
"

I could converse on topics of literature,

and then I always forgot the meanness of my cir-

cumstances."

After two years spent in gratifying his roving

propensities,
"
pursuing novelty and losing content,"

he landed at Dover early in 1756, with the intention

of making his way to London ;
but how was he to

get there ? His money was all expended, and Eng-
land was to him as completely a strange land as

any part of the Continent. His flute and his phi-

losophy were no longer of any avail
;

for the peas.
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antry did not care for music, and the learned and

the clergy would not give a vagrant scholar a

supper and night's lodging for the best thesis that

ever was argued. In this extremity he is said to

have resorted to the stage as a temporary expedi-

ent, and to have figured in low comedy with a

strolling company at a country town in Kent.

This accords with his last shift of the Philosophic

Vagabond, and with the knowledge of country
theatricals displayed in his "Adventures of a Stroll-

ing Player." Whatever means he used in making
his way to London, it is certain he made his en-

trance there with but a few halfpence in his pocket.

Here, then, he was, in the great metropolis,
" without friend, recommendation, money, or im-

pudence." What was to be done to gain the im-

mediate means of subsistence? With some diffi-

culty, and after referring for a character to his

friends in the University of Dublin, he at length
obtained the situation of usher to a school. Here

he remained but a short time
;
and of all the ex-

pedients he had resorted to in his shifting career,

this was one of which he ever spoke with the

most thorough disgust. We may judge what were

the mortifications to which he was subjected by the

reply given to the "
Philosophic Vagabond" by a

person to whom he applied for a situation of the

kind. "
Ay," cried he,

" this is indeed a very

pretty career that has been chalked out for you.
I have been an usher at a boarding-school myself;
and may I die by an anodyne necklace but I had

rather be under turnkey in Newgate. I was up

early and late
;

I was browbeat by the master, hated

for my ugly face by the mistress, worried by the boys
E2
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within, and never permitted to stir out to receive

civility abroad. But are you sure you are fit for a
school ? Let us examine you a little. Have you
been bred apprentice to the business?" "No."
" Then you won't do for a school. Can you dress

the boys' hair ?" " No." " Then you won't do for a

school. Have you had the smallpox?" "No."
" Then you won't do for a school. Can you lie

three in a bed ?" " No." " Then you will never do
for a school. Have you a good stomach ?" "Yes."
" Then you will by no means do for a school."
" The truth is," observes he in another place,

" in

spite of all their labours to please, they (the ush-

ers) are generally the laughing-stock of the school.

Every trick is played upon the usher
;
the oddity

of his manners, his dress, or his language, are a

fund of eternal ridicule
;
the master himself cannot

avoid joining in the laugh ;
and the poor wretch,

eternally resenting this ill usage, seems to live in

a state of warfare with all the family." That thi3

was a picture of poor Goldsmith himself, we may
presume from the facts of his having an awkward,
clumsy person, a pock-marked face

;
of his being

at times odd in his dress, eccentric in his manners,
and his having an Irish brogue.

His next shift was as assistant in the laboratory
of a chymist near Fish-street Hill. After remain-

ing here a few months, he heard that Dr. Sleigh,
who had been his friend and fellow-student at Edin-

burgh, was in London. Eager to meet with a

friendly face in this land of strangers, he immedi,

ately called on him
;

" but though it was Sunday,
and it is to be supposed I was in my best clothes,

Sleigh scarcely knew me—such is the tax the un-



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 55

fortunate pay to poverty. However, when he did

recollect me, I found his heart as warm as ever,
and he shared his purse and friendship with me
during his continuance in London."

Through the advice and assistance of Dr. Sleigh,
he now commenced the practice of medicine, but

in a small way, and chiefly among the poor ;
for

he wanted the figure, address, polish, and manage-
ment to succeed among the rich. As his fees

were necessarily small and ill paid, he had to as-

sist himself with his pen ;
and here again Dr.

Sleigh was of service in introducing him to some
of the booksellers, who immediately gave him tol-

erable employment.
He now began to form literary acquaintances,

the most distinguished of whom were Richardson,
author of Pamela, Sir Charles Grandison, &c, and

Dr. Young, author of the Night Thoughts. The
first account we have of him in his literary char-

acter in London is from one of his Edinburgh
friends, Dr. Farr. " From the time of Goldsmith's

leaving Edinburgh in the year 1754, I never saw
him till the year 1756, when I was in London at-

tending the hospitals and lectures. Early in Jan-

uary he called upon me one morning before I was

up, and, on my entering the room, I recognised my
old acquaintance, dressed in a rusty, full-trimmed

black suit, with his pockets full of papers, which

instantly reminded me of the poet in Garrick's

farce of Lethe. After we had finished our break-

fast he drew from his pocket part of a tragedy,
which he said he had brought for my correction.

In vain I pleaded inability, when he began to read ;

and every part on which I expressed a doubt as to
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the propriety was immediately blotted out. I then

most earnestly pressed him not to trust to my
judgment, but to take the opinion of persons better

qualified to decide on dramatic compositions. He
now told me he had submitted his production, so far

as he had written, to Mr. Richardson, the author

of Clarissa, on which I peremptorily declined of-

fering another criticism on the performance.
" In this visit I remember his relating a strange

Quixotic scheme he had in contemplation, of going
to decipher the inscriptions on the Written Mount,

ains, though he was altogether ignorant of Arabic,

or the language in which they might be supposed
to be written. The salary of three hundred pounds

per annum, which had been left for the purpose,
was the temptation."

Nothing farther has ever been heard of the tra-

gedy here mentioned ;
it was probably never com-

pleted. As to the romantic scheme respecting the

Written Mountains, it was probably one of the

many dreamy projects with which his fervid brain

was apt to teem. On such subjects he was prone
to talk vaguely and magnificently, but inconsider-

ately, from a kindled imagination rather than a

well-instructed judgment. He had a great notion

of expeditions to the East, and wonders to be seen

and effected in the Oriental countries.

Goldsmith was not always arrayed in rusty
black. Another account of him during his medical

career decks him out in the tarnished elegance of

an old Second-hand suit of green and gold, with a

shirt and neckcloth of a fortnight's wear. His

coat of velvet was patched on the left breast with a

new piece, to conceal which he held his hat over the
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place during his medical visits : a notable expedi-

ent, which attracted attention, and raised a good-
natured laugh at his expense.

Without waiting patiently for the slow growth of

a medical re'putation and practice, he was again in-

duced to change his pursuit, and undertake the

management of a classical school of eminence at

Peckham, in Surrey. The master, Dr. Milner, a

dissenting minister, was ill
;

his son, who had been

a fellow-student with Goldsmith at Edinburgh, and

had a favourable opinion of his attainments and

abilities, recommended him to his father as one

well qualified to conduct the establishment du-

ring his illness. He remained some time in this

situation, and acquitted himself to the satisfaction

of Dr. Milner. He was a favourite, too, with the

scholars, from his easy, indulgent good-nature ;
he

mingled in their sports ; spent his money in treat-

ing them to schoolboy dainties, told them droll

stories, and played on the flute for their entertain-

ment. His familiarity was sometimes carried too

far
;
he indulged in boyish pranks and practical

jokes, and drew upon himself retorts in kind. As

usual, his benevolent feelings were a heavy tax upon
his purse, for he never could resist a tale of dis-

tress, and was apt to be fleeced by every sturdy

beggar.
At Dr. Milner's table he became acquainted with

Mr. Griffiths, proprietor of the Monthly Review,

who, after a few experiments of his literary talents,

engaged him as a regular contributor. Again,
therefore, he changed his mode of life, and in April,

1757, became an inmate in the house of the book-

seller, with a fixed salary. He soon found the di-
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urnal drudgery of this task insupportable. He had
to write daily from nine o'clock until two, and often

the whole day, and was treated as a mere literary
hack by both Griffiths and his wife.. But what
was worse than all, his writings were liable to be

altered and retouched by both those personages,
for Mrs. Griffiths was a literary lady, and assisted

her husband in the Review. At the end of six or

seven months this arrangement was broken off by
mutual consent.

He now wrote occasionally for the Literary

Magazine, a production set on foot by Mr. John New-

bury, bookseller, St. Paul's Churchyard, renowned
in nursery literature throughout the latter half of

the last century for his picture-books for children.

Newbury was a worthy, intelligent, kind-hearted

man, and was a real friend to authors, often reliev-

ing them when in pecuniary difficulties. Gold-

smith introduces him in a humorous yet friendly
manner in the "Vicar of Wakefield." " This person
was no other than the philanthropic bookseller in

St. Paul's Churchyard, who has written so many
little books for children

;
he called himself their

friend
;
but he was the friend of all mankind. He

was no sooner alighted but he was in haste to be

gone ;
for he was ever on business of importance,

and was at that time actually compiling materials

for the history of one Mr. Thomas Trip. I imme-

diately recollected this good-natured man's red-

pimpled face."

Being now known in the publishing world, he

found employment in other quarters ;
he also re-

sumed his medical practice, but with very trifling

success. The scantiness of his purse still obliged
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him to live in obscure lodgings somewhere in the

vicinity of Salisbury Square, Fleet-street
;
but his

extended acquaintance and rising importance caused

him to consult appearances. He adopted an ex-

pedient, then very common, and still practised in

London among those who have to tread the narrow

path between pride and poverty ;
while he burrow-

ed in lodgings suited to his means, he "
hailed," as

it is termed, from the Temple Exchange Coffee-

house near Temple Bar. Here he received his

medical calls
;
from hence he dated his letters, and

here he passed much of his leisure hours, conver-

sing with the frequenters of the place. Indeed, cof-

fee-houses in those days were the resorts of wits

and literati ;
where the topics of the day were gos-

sipped over, and the affairs of literature and the

drama discussed and criticised. In this way he

enlarged the circle of his intimacy, which now em-
braced several names of notoriety.

His friends in Ireland received accounts of his

literary success and of the distinguished acquaint-
ances he was making. This was enough to put
the wise heads at Lishoy and Ballymahon in a
ferment of conjectures. With the exaggerated no.
tions of provincial relations concerning the family

great man in the metropolis, some of Goldsmith's

poor kindred pictured him to themselves seated in

high places, clothed in purple and fine linen, and
hand and glove with the givers of gifts and dispen-
sers of patronage. Accordingly, he was one day
surprised at the sudden apparition, in his miserable

lodging, of his younger brother Charles, a raw
youth of twenty-one, endowed with a double share
of the family heedlessness, and who expected to be



60 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

forthwith helped into some snug bye-path to fortune

by one or other of Oliver's great friends. Charles

was sadly disconcerted on learning that, so far

from being able to provide for others, his brother

could scarcely take care of himself. He looked

round with a rueful eye on the poet's quarters, and

could not help expressing his surprise and disap-

pointment at finding him no better off.
" All in

good time, my dear boy," replied poor Goldsmith,
with infinite good-humour ;

"
I shall be richer by-

and-by. Addison, let me tell you, wrote his poem
of the Campaign in a garret in the Haymarket,
three stories high, and you see I am not come to

that yet, for I have only got to the second story."
One of the objects of the following letter to his

brother-in-law was probably to dissipate any fur-

ther illusions concerning his fortunes that might be

indulged by his friends in Ballymahon.

" To Daniel Hodson, Esq., at Lishoy, near Bally,
mahon, Ireland.

" Dear Sir,
"

It may be four years since my last letters went
to Ireland—to you in particular. I received no an-

swer
; probably because you never wrote to me.

My brother Charles, however, informs me of the

fatigue you were at in soliciting a subscription to

assist me, not only among my friends and relatives,

but acquaintance in general. Though my pride

might feel some repugnance at being thus relieved,

yet my gratitude can suffer no diminution. How
much am I obliged to you, to them, for such gen-

erosity, or (why should not your virtues have their

proper name ?) for such charity to me at that junc-
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ture. Sure I am born to ill fortune, to be so much
a debtor and unable to repay. But to say no more

of this : too many professions of gratitude are of-

ten considered as indirect petitions for future fa-

vours. Let me only add, that my not receiving

that supply was the cause of my present establish-

ment at London. You may easily imagine what

difficulties I had to encounter, left as I was without

friends, recommendations, money, or impudence,
and that in a country where being born an Irish-

man was sufficient to keep me unemployed. Many,
in such circumstances, would have had recourse to

the friar's cord or the suicide's halter. But, with

all my follies, I had principle to resist the one, and

resolution to combat the other.
" I suppose you desire to know my present situ-

ation. As there is nothing in it at which I should

blush or which mankind could censure, I see no

reason for making it a secret. In short, by a very
little practice as a physician, and a very little rep-

utation as a poet, I make a shift to live. Nothing
is more apt to introduce us to the gates of the mu-

ses than poverty ;
but it were well if they only left

us at the door. The mischief is, they sometimes

choose to give us their company to the entertain-

ment
;
and want, instead of being gentleman-usher,

often turns master of the ceremonies.
"
Thus, upon learning I write, no doubt you im-

agine I starve ;
and the name of an author natu-

rally reminds you of a garret. In this particular
I do not think proper to undeceive my friends.

But, whether I eat or starve, live in a first floor or

four pairs of stairs high, I still remember them with

ardour ; nay, my very country comes in for a share

Vol. I.—F
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of my affection. Unaccountable fondness for coun-

try, this maladie du pais, as the French call it !

Unaccountable that he should still have an affec-

tion for a place who never, when in it, received

above common civility ;
who never brought any-

thing out of it except his brogue and his blunders.

Surely my affection is equally ridiculous with the

Scotchman's, who refused to be cured of the itch

because it made him unco' thoughtful of his wife

and bonny Inverary.
"
But, now, to be serious : let me ask myself

what gives me a wish to see Ireland again. The

country is a fine one, perhaps? no. There are

good company in Ireland? no. The conversation

there is generally made up of a smutty toast or a

bawdy song ;
the vivacity supported by some hum-

ble cousin, who had just folly enough to earn his

dinner. Then perhaps there's more wit and learn-

ing among the Irish ? Oh, Lord, no ! There has

been more money spent in the encouragement of

the Padareen mare there one season, than given in

rewards to learned men since the time of Usher.

All their productions in learning amount to perhaps
a translation, or a few tracts in divinity ;

and all

their productions in wit to just nothing at all. Why
the plague, then, so fond of Ireland ? Then, all at

once, because you, my dear friend, and a few more
who are exceptions to the general picture, have a

residence there. This it is that gives me all the

pangs I feel in separation. I confess I carry this

spirit sometimes to the souring the pleasures I at

present possess. If I go to the opera, where Sig-
nora Columba pours out all the mazes of melody,
I sit and sigh for Lishoy fireside, and Johnny Arm-
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strong's
' Last Good-night' from Peggy Golden.

If I climb Hampstead Hill, than where nature never
exhibited a more magnificent prospect, I confess it

fine
;
but then I had rather be placed on the little

mount before Lishoy gate, and there take in, to me,
the most pleasing horizon in nature.

,

" Before Charles came hither, my thoughts some-
times found refuge from severer studies among my
friends in Ireland. I fancied strange revolutions

at home
;
but I find it was the rapidity of my own

motion that gave an imaginary one to objects real-

ly at rest. No alterations there. Some friends, he
tells me, are still lean, but very rich

;
others very

fat, but still very poor. Nay, all the news I hear
of you is, that you sally out in visits among the

neighbours, and sometimes make a migration from
the blue bed to the brown. I could from my heart

wish that you and she (Mrs. Hodson), and Lishoy
and Ballymahon, and all of you, would fairly make
a migration into Middlesex; though, upon second

thoughts, this might be attended with a few incon-

veniences. Therefore, as the mountain will not

come to Mohammed, why Mohammed shall go to

the mountain
; or, to speak plain English, as you

cannot conveniently pay me a visit, if next summer
I can contrive to be absent six weeks from London,
I shall spend three of them among my friends in Ire-

land. But first, believe me, my design is purely to

visit, and neither to cut a figure nor levy contribu-

tions
; neither to excite envy nor solicit favour

;
in

fact, my circumstances are adapted to neither. I

am too poor to be gazed at, and too rich to need
assistance.

" You see, dear Dan, how long I have been talk-
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ing about myself; but attribute my vanity to my
affection : as every man is fond of himself, and 1

consider you as a second self, I imagine you will

consequently be pleased with these instances of ego-
tism. * * * My dear sir, these things give me real

uneasiness, and I could wish to redress them. But
at present there is hardly a kingdom in Europe in

which I am not a debtor. I have already dis-

charged my most threatening and pressing de-

mands, for we must be just before we can be grate-
ful. For the rest, I need not say (you know I am)

u Your affectionate kinsman,
" Oliver Goldsmith."

Charles Goldsmith did not remain long to em-
barrass his brother in London. With the same

roving disposition and inconsiderate temper of

Oliver, he suddenly departed in an humble capacity
to seek his fortune in the West Indies, and no-

thing was heard of him for above thirty years,

when, after having been given up as dead by his

friends, he made his reappearance in England.
Goldsmith continued writing miscellaneously for

reviews and other periodical publications, without

making any decided kit in literature, to use a tech-

nical term
;
he also resumed for a short time the

superintendence of Dr. Milner's school. This he
was induced to do by a promise of that gentleman
to use his interest, which was considerable, in pro-

curing him a medical appointment in India. Dr.
Milner kept his promise, and, through his means,
Goldsmith was actually appointed physician and

surgeon to one of the factories on the coast of

Coromandel. His imagination was immediately
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on fire with visions of Oriental wealth and mag-
nificence. It is true, the salary he was to re-

ceive was small, not above one hundred pounds

per annum. But then the practice of the place, he

was informed, would amount to no less than one

thousand pounds per annum
;
then there were ad-

vantages to be derived from trade, and from the

high interest of money—twenty per cent.
;
in short,

he saw the way to fortune laying broad and straight

before him. The only difficulty was how to raise

funds for his outfit, which would be expensive ;

but, fortunately, he was at that moment preparing
for the press a treatise upon

" the Present State of

Polite Literature in Europe," the profits of which,

he felt assured, would be sufficient to carry him

to India. He accordingly drew up proposals to

publish the work by subscription, and claimed the

assistance of his friends to give them a wide cir-

culation.

While this was in agitation, he presented him-

self, without the knowledge of his friends, at the

College of Surgeons for examination as an hospital

mate. So low were his finances and so scanty
his wardrobe, that he had not the means of appear-

ing in a befitting garb before the examining sur-

geons. In this emergency, he 'prevailed on Grif-

fiths to become his security to a tailor for a new
suit

; informing him that he wanted it for a single

occasion, on which depended his appointment to a

situation in the army ;
and that, as soon as this

temporary purpose was served, the clothes should

be immediately returned or paid for. In the mean

lime, in consideration of Griffith's kindness in

F2
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standing his security, Goldsmith furnished him with

four articles for his review.

From the records of the College of Surgeons, it

appears that Goldsmith underwent his examination
at Surgeons' Hall in December, 1758. Either
from a real want of surgical science, or from a

confusion of mind incident to sensitive and imagi-
native persons on such occasions, he failed in his

examination, and was rejected as unqualified. The
effect of such a rejection was to disqualify him
for every branch of public service, though he might
have claimed a re-examination after the interval of a

few months devoted to further study. Such a re-

examination he never attempted, nor did he ever

communicate his discomfiture to any of his friends.

They learned with surprise that he had suddenly

relinquished his appointment to India, about which
he had indulged such sanguine expectations : some
accused him of fickleness and caprice ;

others sup-

posed him unwilling to tear himself from the grow-

ing fascinations of the literary society of London.
It is only recently that the true cause has been

traced, by the indefatigable research of one of his

biographers, to this rejection at Surgeons' Hall.

While Goldsmith was suffering under the morti-

fication of defeat and the disappointment of his Ori-

ental hopes, other circumstances occurred to lacer-

ate his feelings. His poverty and imprudence
had driven him to various straits. He had failed

to return, according to promise, the new suit of

clothes in which he had stood his unfortunate ex-

amination, or to send the amount to the tailor.

What was worse, Griffiths discovered the identical

suit at a pawnbroker's, where Goldsmith had raised
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money on it in a moment of pressure. The book-

seller now dreaded that some books lent to the poet
would share the same fate. He forthwith wrote a
letter to Goldsmith, couched in abusive language.
The latter replied in a tone of general apology,
but without satisfying Griffiths

; who, conceiving
the whole a mere shift to raise money, wrote an-

other letter, still more harsh than the first, and

containing threats of prosecution and a prison.
The following letter from poor Goldsmith gives

the most touching picture of an inconsiderate but

sensitive man, harassed by care, stung by humil-

iations, and driven almost to despondency.

"
Sir,

"
I know of no misery but a jail to which my

own imprudences and your letter seem to point.
I have seen it inevitable these three or four weeks,
and, by heavens ! request it as a favour—as a favour

that may prevent somewhat more fatal. I have
been some years struggling with a wretched being—with all that contempt that indigence brings with

it—with all those passions which make contempt
insupportable. What, then, has a jail that is for-

midable ? I shall at least have the society of

wretches, and such is to me true society. I tell

you, again and again, that I am neither able nor

willing to pay you a farthing, but I will be punc-
tual to any appointment you or the tailor shall

make
;
thus far, at least, I do not act the sharper,

since, unable to pay my own debts one way, I

would generally give some security another. No,
sir

;
had I been a sharper

—had I been possessed
of less good-nature and native generosity, I might
surely now have been in better circumstances.
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"
I am guilty, I own, of meannesses which pov-

erty unavoidably brings with it : my reflections are

filled with repentance for my imprudence, but not

with any remorse for being a villain : that may be

a character you unjustly charge me with. Your
books, I can assure you, are neither pawned nor

sold, but in the custody of a friend, from whom my
necessities obliged me to borrow some money :

whatever becomes of my person, you shall have
them in a month. It is very possible both the re-

ports you have heard and your own suggestions

may have brought you false information with re-

spect to my character
;

it is very possible that the

man whom you now regard with detestation may
inwardly burn with grateful resentment. It is

very possible that, upon a second perusal of the

letter I sent you, you may see the workings of a
mind strongly agitated with gratitude and jealousy.
If such circumstances should appear, at least spare
invective till my book with Mr. Dodsley shall be

published, and then, perhaps, you may see the

bright side of a mind, when my professions shall

not appear the dictates of necessity, but of choice.
" You seem to think Dr. Milner knew me not.

Perhaps so ; but he was a man I shall ever hon-
our

; but I have friendships only with the dead !

I ask pardon for taking up so much time
; nor

shall I add to it by any other professions than that

I am, sir, your humble servant,
" Oliver Goldsmith.

" P.S.—I shall expect impatiently the result of

your resolutions."

The dispute between the poet and the publisher
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was afterward imperfectly adjusted, and it would

appear that the clothes were paid for by a short

compilation advertised by Griffiths in the course

of the following month
;
but the parties were never

really friends afterward, and the writings of Gold-

smith were harshly and unjustly treated in tho

Monthly Review.

Yet, after all this self-abasement on the part of

poor Goldsmith, this self-accusation of the " mean-
nesses which poverty unavoidably brings with it,"

the reader will be surprised to learn that the act

which excited the indignation of the wealthy man
of trade, the pawning of the clothes, almost ad-

mitted by Goldsmith as a crime, resulted from a

tenderness of heart and a generosity of hand in

which another man would have gloried. He was

living at the time in miserable lodgings, and hard

pressed for the means of subsistence. In the

midst of his own troubles, he was surprised by the

entrance into his room of the poor woman from
whom he hired his lodgings, and to whom he owed
some small arrears of rent. She had a piteous
tale of distress : her husband had been arrested for

debt and thrown into prison. This was too much
for the quick feelings of Goldsmith. He had no

money in his pocket, it is true, but there was the

new suit of clothes in which he had stood his

unlucky examination at Surgeons' Hall. Without

giving himself time for reflection, he sent it off to

the pawnbroker's, and raised thereon a sufficient

sum to pay off his own debt and to release his

landlord from prison. Such was one of the many
instances of inconsiderate generosity which in-

volved poor Goldsmith in scrapes, and drew on him
the censures of the prudent and the selfish.
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And now let us be indulged in a few particulars
about these lodgings in which Goldsmith was guil-

ty of this thoughtless act of benevolence. They
were in a very shabby house, No. 12 Green Ar-

bour Court, between the Old Bailey and Fleet

Market. An old woman was still living in 1820
who was a relative of the identical landlady whom
Goldsmith relieved by the money received from the

pawnbroker. She was a child about seven years
of age at the time that the poet rented his apart-
ment of her relative, and used frequently to be at

the house in Green Arbour Court. She was drawn

there, in a great measure, by the good-humoured
kindness of Goldsmith, who was always exceedingly
fond of the society of children. He used to assem-

ble those of the family in his room, give them cakes

and sweetmeats, and set them dancing to the sound

of his flute. He was very friendly to those around

him, and cultivated a kind of intimacy with a

watchmaker in the Court, who possessed much na-

tive wit and humour. He passed most of the day,

however, in his room, and only went out in the

evenings. His days were no doubt devoted to the

drudgery of the pen, and it would appear that he

occasionally found the booksellers urgent task-mas-

ters. On one occasion a visiter was shown up to

his room, and immediately their voices were heard

in high altercation, and the key was turned within

the lock. The landlady, at first, was disposed to

go to the assistance of her lodger ;
but a calm suc-

ceeding, she forbore to interfere.

Late in the evening the door was unlocked
; a

supper ordered by the visiter from a neighbouring
tavern, and Goldsmith and his intrusive guest fin.
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ished the evening in great good-humour. It was

supposed to be some impatient publisher, whose

press was waiting, and who found no other mode
of getting a stipulated task from Goldsmith than

by locking him in, and staying by him until it was
finished.

But we have a more particular account of these

lodgings in Green Arbour Court from the Rev.
Thomas Percy, afterward Bishop of Dromore, and
celebrated for his relics of ancient poetry, his beau-

tiful ballads, and other works. During an occa-

sional visit to London, he was introduced to Gold-

smith by Grainger, and ever after continued one
of his most steadfast and valued friends. The fol-

lowing is his description of the poet's squalid apart-
ment :

"
I called on Goldsmith at his lodgings in

March, 1759, and found him writing his '

Inquiry,'
in a miserable, dirty-looking room, in which there

was but one chair
;
and when, from civility, he re-

signed it to me, he himself was obliged to sit in

the window. While we were conversing together
some one tapped gently at the door, and, being de-

sired to come in, a poor, ragged little girl, of a very

becoming demeanour, entered the room, and, drop-

ping a courtesy, said,
' My mamma sends her com-

pliments, and begs the favour of you to lend her a

chamber-pot full of coals.'
"

We are reminded in this anecdote of Gold-

smith's picture of the lodgings of Beau Tibbs, and
of the peep into the secrets of a make-shift estab-

lishment given to a visiter by the blundering old

Scotch Woman.
"
By this time we were arrived as high as the

stairs would permit us to ascend, till we came to
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what he was facetiously pleased to call the first

floor over the chimney ; and, knocking at the door,
a voice from within demanded ' who's there V

My conductor answered that it was him. But this

not satisfying the querist, the voice again repeated
the demand, to which he answered louder than

before
;
and now the door was opened by an old

woman with cautious reluctance.
" When we got in he welcomed me to his house

with great ceremony ; and, turning to the old

woman, asked where was her lady.
* Good troth,'

replied she, in a peculiar dialect,
' she's washing

your twa shirts at the next door, because they have

taken an oath against lending the tub any longer.'
* My two shirts,' cried he, in a tone that faltered

with confusion; 'what does the idiot mean?' 'I

ken what I mean weel enough,' replied the other ;

' she's washing your twa shirts at the next door,

because—' ' Fire and fury ! no more of this stu-

pid explanation,' cried he ;

'

go and inform her we
have company. Were that Scotch hag to be for

ever in my family, she would never learn polite-

ness, nor forget that absurd poisonous accent of

hers, or testify the smallest specimen of breeding
or high life

;
and yet it is very surprising too, as I

had her from a Parliament man, a friend of mine
from the Highlands, one of the politest men in the

world
;
but that's a secret.' "*

Let us linger a little in Green Arbour Court, a

place consecrated by the genius and the poverty of

Goldsmith, but recently obliterated in the course

of modern improvements. The writer of this me-
moir visited it not many years since on a literary

* Citizen of the World, letter lv.
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pilgrimage, and may be excused for repeating a

description of it which he has heretofore inserted

in another publication.
"

It then existed in its

pristine state, and was a small square of tall and
miserable houses, the very intestines of which
seemed turned inside out, to judge from the old

garments and frippery that fluttered from every
window. It appeared to be a region of washer-

women, and lines were stretched about the little

square, on which clothes were dangling to dry.
" Just as we entered the square, a scuffle took

place between two viragoes about a disputed right
to a washtub, and immediately the whole commu-

nity was in a hubbub. Heads in mob caps peeped
out of every window, and such a clamour of

tongues ensued that I was fain to stop my ears.

Every amazon took part with one or other of the

disputants, and brandished her arms, dripping with

soapsuds, and fired away from her window as from
the embrasure of a fortress ;

while the screams of

children, nestled and cradled in every procreant
chamber of this hive, waking with the noise, set

up their shrill pipes to swell the general concert."*

While in these forlorn quarters, suffering under

extreme depression of spirits, caused by his failure

at Surgeons' Hall, the disappointment of his hopes,
and his harsh collisions with Griffiths, Goldsmith

wrote the following letter to his brother Henry,
some parts of which are most touchingly mournful.

" Dear Sir,
" Your punctuality in answering a man whose

trade is writing, is more than I had reason to ex-
* Tales of a Traveller, vol- i,

Vol. I.—G
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pect ;
and yet you see me generally fill a whole

sheet, which is all the recompense I can make for

being so frequently troublesome. The behaviour

of Mr. Mills and Mr. Lawder is a little extraordi-

nary. However, their answering neither you nor

me is a sufficient indication of their disliking the-

employment which I assigned them. As their

conduct is different from what I had expected, so I

have made an alteration in mine. I shall, the be-

ginning of next month, send over two hundred and

fifty books,* which are all that I fancy can be well

sold among you, and I would have you make some
distinction in the persons who have subscribed.

The money, which will amount to sixty pounds,

may be left with Mr. Bradley as soon as possible.
I am not certain but I shall quickly have occasion

for it.

"
I have met with no disappointment with respect

to my East India voyage, nor are my resolutions

altered
; though, at the same time, I must confess,

it gives me some pain to think I am almost begin-

ning the world at the age of thirty-one. Though
I never had a day's sickness since I saw you, yet I

am not that strong, active man you once knew me.
You scarcely can conceive how much eight years
of disappointment, anguish, and study have worn
me down. If I remember right, you are seven or

eight years older than me, yet 1 dare venture to

say, that, if a stranger saw us both, he would pay
me the honours of seniority. Imagine to yourself
a pale, melancholy visage, with two great wrinkles

between the eyebrows, with an eye disgustingly
* The Inquiry into Polite Literature. His previous remarks'

apply to the subscription
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severe, and a big wig ;
and you may have a per-

fect picture of my present appearance. On the

other hand, I conceive you as perfectly sleek and

healthy, passing many a happy day among your
own children, or those who knew you a child.

"Since I knew what it was to be a man, this is

a pleasure I have not known. I have passed my
days among a parcel of cool, designing beings, and

have contracted all their suspicious manner in my
own behaviour. I should actually be as unfit for

the society of my friends at home, as I detest that

which I am obliged to partake of here. I can now
neither partake of the pleasure of a revel, nor con-

tribute to raise its jollity. I can neither laugh nor

drink
;
have contracted a hesitating, disagreeable

manner of speaking, and a visage that looks ill-na-

ture itself; in short, I have thought myself into a

settled melancholy, and an utter disgust of all that

life brings with it. Whence this romantic turn

that all our family are possessed with ? Whence
this love for everyplace and every country but that

in which we reside—for every occupation but our

own ? this desire of fortune, and yet this eagerness
to dissipate 1 I perceive, my dear sir, that I am
at intervals for indulging this splenetic manner,
and following my own taste, regardless of yours.

" The reasons you have given me for breeding

up your son a scholar are judicious and convincing ;

I should, however, be glad to know for what par-
ticular profession he is designed. If he be assidu-

ous and divested of strong passions (for passions
in youth always lead to pleasure), he may do very
well in your college ;

for it must be owned that

the industrious poor have good encouragement
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there, perhaps better than in any other in Europe.
But if he has ambition, strong passions, and an ex- -

quisite sensibility of contempt, do not send him

there, unless vou have no other trade for him but

your own. It is impossible to conceive how much

may be done by proper education at home. A
boy, for instance, who understands perfectly well

Latin, French, arithmetic, and the principles of the

civil law, and can write a fine hand, has an educa-

tion that may qualify him for any undertaking ;

and these parts of learning should be carefully in-

culcated, let him be designed for whatever calling
he will.

" Above all things, let him never touch a ro-

mance or novel : these paint beauty in colours

more charming than nature, and describe happi-
ness that man never tastes. How delusive, how
destructive are those pictures of consummate bliss !

They teach the youthful mind to sigh after beauty
and happiness that never existed

;
to despise the

little good which fortune has mixed in our cup, by
expecting more than she ever gave ; and, in gen-
eral, take the word of a man who has seen the

world, and who has studied human nature more by
experience than precept : take my word for it, I

say, that books teach us very little of the world.

The greatest merit in a state of poverty would

only serve to make the possessor ridiculous—
may distress, but cannot relieve him. Frugality,
and even avarice, in the lower orders of mankind,
are true ambition. These afford the only ladder

for the poor to rise to preferment. Teach then,

my dear sir, to your son, thrift and economy. Let
his poor wandering uncle's example be placed be-
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fore his eyes. I had learned from books to be dis-

interested and generous, before I was taught from

experience the necessity of being prudent. I had

contracted the habits and notions of a philosopher,
while I was exposing myself to the approaches of

insidious cunning ;
and often by being, even with

my narrow finances, charitable to excess, I forgot
the rules of justice, and placed myself in the very
situation of the wretch who thanked me for my
bounty. When I am in the remotest part of the

world, tell him this, and perhaps he may improve
from my example. But I find myself again falling

into my gloomy habits of thinking.
" My mother, I am informed, is almost blind

;

even though I had the utmost inclination to return

home, under such circumstances I could not, for to

behold her in distress without a capacity of reliev-

ing her from it would add too much to my splenet-
ic habit. Your last letter was much too short ;

it should have answered some queries I had made
in my former. Just sit down as I do, and write

forward until you have filled all your paper. It

requires no thought, at least from the ease with

which my own sentiments rise when they are ad-

dressed to you. For, believe me, my head has no

share in all I write
; my heart dictates the whole.

Pray give my love to Bob Bryanton, and entreat

him from me not to drink. My dear sir, give me
some account about poor Jenny.* Yet her hus-

band loves her : if so, she cannot be unhappy,
"

I know not whether I should tell you—yet why

* His sister, Mrs. Johnston ; her marriage, like that of Mrs.

Hodson, was private, but in pecuniary matters much less for-

tunate.

G2
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should I conceal these trifles, or, indeed, anything

from you ? There is a book of mine will be pub-

lished in a few days : the Life of a very extraor-

dinary man ;
no less than the great Voltaire. You

know already by the title that it is no more than a

catchpenny. However, I spent but four weeks on

the whole performance, for which I received twen-

ty pounds. When published, I shall take some

method of conveying it to you, unless you may
think it dear of the postage, which may amount to

four or five shillings. However, I fear you will

not find an equivalent of amusement.
" Your last letter, I repeat it, was too short

;

you should have given me your opinion of the de-

sign of the heroi-comical poem which I sent you.

You remember I intended to introduce the hero of

the poem as lying in a paltry alehouse. You may
take the following specimen of the manner, which

I flatter myself is quite original. The room in

which he lies may be described somewhat in this

way :

" ' The window, patched with paper, lent a ray-

That feebly show'd the state in which he lay :

The sanded floor that grits beneath the tread,

The humid wall with paltry pictures spread ;

The game of goose was there exposed to view,
And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ;

The Seasons, framed with listing, found a place,
And Prussia's monarch show'd his lamp-black face.

The morn was cold : he views with keen desire

A. rusty grate unconscious of a fire ;

An unpaid reckoning on the frieze was scored,

And five crack'd teacups dress'd the chimney board.'

" And now imagine, after his soliloquy, the land-

lord to make his appearance in order to dun hini

for the reckoning :
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" ' Not with that face, so servile and so gay,
That welcomes every stranger that can pay :

With sulky eye he smoked the patient man,
Then pull'd his breeches tight, and thus began,' &c*

" All this is taken, you see, from nature. It is

a good remark of Montaign's, that the wisest men
often have friends with whom they do not care how
much they play the fool. Take my present follies

as instances of my regard. Poetry is a much
easier and more agreeable species of composition
than prose ; and, could a man live by it, it were
not unpleasant employment to be a poet. I am
resolved to leave no space, though I should fill it

up only by telling you, what you very well know

already, I mean that I am your most affectionate

friend and brother,
" Oliver Goldsmith."

Towards the end of March, 1759, the treatise on
which Goldsmith had laid so much stress, on which
he at one time had calculated to defray the ex-

pense of his outfit to India, and to which he had
adverted in his correspondence with Griffiths, made
its appearance. It was published by the Dodsleys,
and entitled " An Inquiry into the Present State of

Polite Learning in Europe."
In the present day, when the whole field of con-

temporary literature is so widely surveyed and

amply discussed, and when the current produc-
tions of every country are constantly collated and

ably criticised, a treatise like that of Goldsmith
would be considered as extremelv limited and un-

satisfactory ; but at that time it possessed novelty
* The projected poem, of which the above were specimens,

appears never to have been completed.
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in its views, and being the most important produc-
tion that had yet come from his pen, and possess-

ing his peculiar charm of style, it had a profitable

sale, and added to his reputation.
. In fact, he had now grown into sufficient literary

importance to become an object of hostility to the

underlings of the press. One of the most virulent

attacks upon him was in a criticism on this treatise,

and appeared in the Monthly Review, to which he

himself had been recently a contributor. It slan-

dered him as a man while it decried him as an au-

thor, and accused him, by innuendo, of "
labouring

under the infamy of having, by the vilest and mean-
est actions, forfeited all pretensions to honour and

honesty," and of practising
" those acts which

bring the sharper to the cart's tail or the pillory."
It will be remembered that the Review was owned

by Griffiths the bookseller, with whom Goldsmith

had recently had a misunderstanding. The criti-

cism, therefore, was no doubt dictated by the lin-

gerings of resentment, and the imputations upon
Goldsmith's character for honour and honesty, and

the vile and mean actions hinted at, could only al-

lude to the unfortunate pawning of the clothes.

All this, too, was after Griffiths had received the af-

fecting letter from Goldsmith, drawing a picture of

his poverty and perplexities, and after the latter

had made him a literary compensation. Griffiths,

in fact, was sensible of the falsehood and extrava-

gance of the attack, and tried to exonerate himself

by declaring that the criticism was written by a

person in his employ ;
but we see no difference in

atrocity between him who wields the knife and him
who hires the cutthroat. It may be well, however,
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in passing, to bestow our mite of notoriety upon
the miscreant who launched the slander. He de-

serves it for a long course of dastardly and ven-

omous attacks, not merely upon Goldsmith, but

upon most of the successful authors of the day.
His name was Kenrick. He was originally a me-

chanic, but, possessing some degree of talent and

industry, he applied himself to literature as a pro-
fession. This he pursued for many years, and
tried his hand in every department of prose and

poetry ;
he wrote plays and satires, philosophical

tracts, critical dissertations, and works on philolo-

gy ; nothing from his pen ever rose to first-rate ex-

cellence, or gained him a popular name, though he
received from some university the degree of Doc-
tor of Laws. Dr. Johnson characterized his lit-

erary career in one short sentence. "
Sir, he is

one of the many who have made themselves pub*
lie without making themselves known"

Soured by his own want of success, jealous of

the success of others, his natural irritability of

temper increased by habits of intemperance, he at

length abandoned himself to the practice of review-

ing, and became one of the Ishmaelites of the

press. In this his malignant bitterness soon gave
him a notoriety which his talents had never been
able to attain. We shall dismiss him for the pres-
ent with the following sketch of him by the hand
of one of his contemporaries :

"
Dreaming of genius which he never had,
Halfwit, half fool, half critic, and half mad ;

Seizing, like Shirley, on the poet's lyre,
With all his rage, but not one spark of tire ;

Eager for slaughter, and resolved to tear
From other's brows that wreath he must not wear—
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Next Kenrick came : all furious, and replete
With brandy, malice, pertness, and conceit ;

Unskill'd in classic lore, through envy blind

To all that's beauteous, learned, or refined ;

For faults alone behold the savage prowl,
With reason's offal glut his ravening soul

;

Pleased with his prey, its inmost blood he drinks,
- And mumbles, paws, and turns it— till it stinks."

Goldsmith now wrote for various periodical pub-
lications, such as the Bee, the Busy-Body, and the

Lady's Magazine. His essays, though character-

ized by his delightful style, his pure, benevolent

morality, and his mellow, unobtrusive humour, did

not produce equal effect at first with more garish

writings of infinitely less value
; they did not

fi
strike," as it is termed

;
but they had that rare

and enduring merit which rises in estimation on

every perusal. They gradually stole upon the

heart of the public, were copied into numerous

contemporary publications, and now they are gar-
nered up among the choice productions of British

literature.

About this time Goldsmith engaged with Dr.

Smollett, who was about to launch the British Mag-
azine. Smollett was a complete schemer and spec-
ulator in literature, and intent upon enterprises
that had money rather than reputation in view.

Goldsmith has a good-humoured hit at this propen-
sity in one of his papers in the Bee, in which he

represents Johnson, Hume, and others taking seats

in the stagecoach bound for Fame, while Smollett

prefers that destined for Riches.

Another prominent employer of Goldsmith was
Mr. John Newbery, who engaged him to contrib-

ute occasional essays to a newspaper entitled the

Public Ledger, which made its first appearance on
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the 12th of January, 1760. His most valuable and
characteristic contributions to this paper were his

Chinese Letters, subsequently modified into the CiW
izen of the World. These lucubrations attracted

general attention
; they were reprinted in the va-

rious periodical publications of the day, and met
with great applause. The name of the author,

however, was as yet but little known.

Being now easier in circumstances, and in the

receipt of frequent sums from the booksellers,

Goldsmith, about the middle of 1760, emerged
from his dismal abode in Green Arbour Court, and
took respectable apartments in Wine-office Court,
Fleet-street.

Here he began to receive visits of ceremony,
and to entertain his literary friends. Among the

latter he now numbered several names of note,

such as Guthrie, Murphy, Christopher Smart, and
Bickerstaffe. He had also a numerous class of

hangers-on, the small fry of literature
; who, know-

ing his almost utter incapacity to refuse a pecu-

niary request, were apt, now that he was consider-

ed flush, to levy continual taxes upon his purse.

Among others, one Pilkington, an old college

acquaintance, but now a shifting adventurer, duped
him in the most ludicrous manner. He called on
him with a face full of perplexity. A lady of the

first rank having an extraordinary fancy for cu-

rious animals, for which she was willing to give
enormous sums, he had procured a couple of white

mice to be forwarded to her from India. They
were actually on board of a ship in the river.

Her grace had been apprized of their arrival, and
was all impatience to see them. Unfortunately,-
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he had no cage to put them in, nor clothes to ap-

pear in before a lady of her rank. Two guineas
would be sufficient for his purpose, but where were
two guineas to be procured !

The simple heart of Goldsmith was touched ;

but, alas ! he had but half a guinea in his pocket.
It was unfortunate

; but, after a pause, his friend

suggested, with some hesitation,
" that money

might be raised unon his watch : it would but be

the loan of a few hours." So said, so done
;
the

watch was delivered to the worthy Mr. Pilkington
to be pledged at a neighbouring pawnbroker's, but

nothing farther was ever seen of him, the watch,
or the white mice. Goldsmith used often to relate,

with great humour, this story of his credulous gen-

erosity ;
he was in some degree indemnified by its

suggesting to him the amusing little story of

Prince Bonbennin and the White Mouse in " the

Citizen of the World."
About this time Goldsmith became personally

acquainted with Dr. Johnson. Their first meeting
took place on the 31st of May, 1761, at a literary

supper given by Goldsmith to a numerous party at

his new lodgings in Wine-office Court. His

merit as an author had already been felt and ac-

knowledged by Johnson, and he had secured the

good-will of the great lexicographer by making
honourable mention of him in the Bee and in his

Chinese Letters. Dr. Percy called upon Johnson

to take him to Goldsmith's lodgings ;
he found

Johnson arrayed with unusual care in a new suit

of clothes, a new hat, and a well-powdered wig ;

and could not but notice his uncommon spruceness.
tt

Why, sir," replied Johnson,
"

I hear that Gold-
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smith, who is a very great sloven, justifies his dis-

regard of cleanliness and decency by quoting my
practice, and I am desirous this night to show him
a better example."
The acquaintance thus commenced soon ripen-

ed into an intimate friendship, which continued

through life.

Among the various schemes and plans in Gold-

smith's vagrant imagination, was one for visiting
the East and exploring the interior of Asia. He
had, as has been before observed, a vague notion

that valuable discoveries were to be made there,

and many useful inventions in the arts brought
back to the stock of European knowledge.

"
Thus,

in Siberian Tartary," observes he, in one of his

writings,
" the natives extract a strong spirit from

milk, which is a secret probably unknown to the

chymists of Europe. In the most savage parts of

India they are possessed of the secret of dying

vegetable substances scarlet, and that of refining
lead into a metal which, for hardness and colour,

is little inferior to silver."

Goldsmith adds a description of the kind of per-
son suited to such an enterprise, in which he evi-

dently had himself in view.
" He should be a man of philosophical turn, one

apt to deduce consequences of general utility from

particular occurrences
;
neither swoln with pride,

nor hardened by prejudice ;
neither wedded to one

particular system, nor instructed only in one par-
ticular science

;
neither wholly a botanist, nor quite

an antiquarian ;
his mind should be tinctured v/ith

miscellaneous knowledge, and his manners hu-

manized by an intercourse with men. He should

Vol, I.—H
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be in some measure an enthusiast to the design ;

fond of travelling, from a rapid imagination and an
innate love of change ;

furnished with a body ca-

pable of sustaining every fatigue, and a heart not

easily terrified at danger."
In 1761, when Lord Bute became prime minis-

ter on the accession of George the Third, Gold-

smith drew up a memorial on the subject, suggest-

ing the advantages to be derived from a mission to

those countries solely for useful and scientific pur-

poses ; and, the better to ensure success, he pre-
ceded his application to government by an inge-
nious essay to the same effect in the Public Ledger.

His memorial and his essay were fruitless, his

project most probably being deemed the dream of

a visionary. Still it continued to haunt his mind,
and he would often talk of making an expedition to

Aleppo some time or other, when his means were

greater, to inquire into the arts peculiar to the

East, and to bring home such as might be valua*

ble. Johnson, who knew how little poor Gold-

smith was fitted by scientific lore for this favourite

scheme of his fancy, scoffed at the project when it

was mentioned to him. " Of all men," said he,
" Goldsmith is the most unfit to go out upon such

an inquiry, for he is utterly ignorant of such arts

as we already possess, and, consequently, could not

know what would be accessions to our present
stock of mechanical knowledge. Sir, he would

bring home a grinding barrow, which you see in

every street in London, and think that he had fur-

nished a wonderful improvement."
His connexion with Newbery the bookseller

sow led him into a variety of temporary jobs, such*
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as a pamphlet on the Cock-lane Ghost, a Life of

Beau Nash, the Famous Master of Ceremonies at

Bath, &c. : one of the best things for his fame, how-

ever, was the remodelling and republication of his

Chinese Letters under the title of " the Citizen of

the World :" a work which has long since taken

its merited stand among the classics of the Eng-
lish language.

" Few works," it has been observ-

ed by one of his biographers,
" exhibit a nicer per-

ception, or more delicate delineation of life and

manners. Wit, humour, and sentiment pervade

every page ;
the vices and follies of the day are

touched with the most playful and diverting satire
;

and English characteristics, in endless variety, are

hit off with the pencil of a master."

In seeking materials for his varied views of life,

he often mingled in strange scenes and got involved

in whimsical situations. In the summer of 1762

he was one of the thousands who went to see

the Cherokee chiefs, whom he mentions in one of

his writings. The Indians made their appearance
in grand costume, hideously painted and besmear-

ed. In the course of the visit Goldsmith made one

of the chiefs a present, who, in the ecstacy of his

gratitude, gave him an embrace that left his face

well bedaubed with red ochre.

Towards the close of 1762 he removed to

"
merry Islington," then a country village, though

now swallowed up in omnivorous London. He
went there for the benefit of country air, his health

being injured by literary application and confine-

ment, and to be near his chief employer, Mr. New-

bery, who resided in the Canonbury House. In

this neighbourhood he used to take his solitary
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rambles, sometimes extending his walks to the

gardens of the " White Conduit House," so famous

among the essayists of the last century. While

strolling one day in these gardens, he met three fe-

males of the family of a respectable tradesman to

whom he was under some obligation. With hi3

prompt disposition to oblige, he conducted them
about the garden, treated them to tea, and ran up
a bill in the most open-handed manner imaginable ;

it was only when he came to pay that he found

himself in one of his old dilemmas—he had not the

wherewithal in his pocket. A scene of perplexity
now took place between him and the waiter, in

the midst of which came up some of his acquaint-

ances, in whose eyes he wished to stand partic-

ularly well. This completed his mortification.

There was no concealing the awkwardness of his

position. The sneers of the waiter revealed it.

His acquaintances amused themselves for some
time at his expense, professing their inability to

relieve him. When, however, they had enjoyed
their banter, the waiter was paid, and poor Gold-

smith enabled to convoy off the ladies with flying
colours.

About the beginning of 1763 Goldsmith be-

came acquainted with Boswell, whose literary gos-

sippings were destined to have a deleterious effect

upon his reputation. Boswell was at that time a

young man, light, buoyant, pushing, and presump-
tuous. He had a morbid passion for mingling in

the society of men noted for wit and learning, and
had just arrived from Scotland, bent upon making
his way into the literary circles of the metropolis.
Their first meeting was at the table of Mr. Thorn-
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as Davies, bookseller, in Russell-street, Covent Gar-

den. Mr. Robert Dodsley, compiler of the well-

known collection of modern poetry, was present.

In the course of conversation, the merits of the

current poetry of the day were discussed. Gold-

smith declared there was none of superior merit.

Dodsley cited his own collection in proof of the

contrary.
"

It is true," said he,
" we can boast of

no palaces nowadays, like Dryden's Ode to St. Ce-

cilia's Day, but we have villages composed of very

pretty houses." Goldsmith, however, maintained

that there was nothing above mediocrity, an opin-
ion in which Johnson, to whom it was repeated,

concurred, and with reason, for the era was one of

the dead levels of British poetry.

Boswell, as yet, had not met with Dr. Johnson,
the great literary luminary of the day ;

an inti-

macy with whom he had made the crowning ob-

ject of his aspiring and somewhat ludicrous ambi-

tion. In the mean time, he was probably glad to

make the acquaintance of Goldsmith, though as

yet a star of lesser magnitude. Subsequently,

however, when he had effected his purpose, and

become the constant satellite of Johnson, he affect-

ed to undervalue Goldsmith, whose merits, in fact,

were of a kind little calculated to strike his coarse

perceptions.
The lurking hostility to Goldsmith discernible

throughout Boswell's writings, has been attributed

by some to a silly spirit of jealousy of the superior
esteem evinced for the poet by Dr. Johnson. We
have a gleam of this in his account of the first

evening he spent in company with those two emi-

nent authors, at their famous resort, the Mitre Tav*
H2
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era, in Fleet-street. This took place on the 1st of

July, 1763. The trio supped together, and passed
some time in literary conversation. On quitting
the tavern, Johnson, who had now been sociably

acquainted with Goldsmith for two years, and
knew his merits, took him with him to drink tea

with his blind pensioner, Miss Williams
;
a high

privilege among his intimates and admirers. To
Boswell, a recent acquaintance, whose intrusive

sycophancy had not yet made its way into his con-*

fidentiai intimacy, he gave no invitation. Boswell

felt it with all the jealousy of a little mind. " Dr.

Goldsmith," says he, in his memoirs,
"
being a

privileged man, went with him, strutting away, and

calling to me with an air of superiority, like that

of an esoteric over an exoteric disciple of a sage
of antiquity,

*
I go to Miss Williams.' I confess I

then envied him this mighty privilege, of which he

seemed to be so proud ;
but it was not long before

I obtained the same mark of distinction."

Obtained ! but how 1 not like Goldsmith, by the

force of unpretending but congenial merit, but by
a course of the most pushing, contriving, and

spaniel-like subserviency. Really, the ambition of

the man to illustrate his mental insignificance, by
continually placing himself in perpetual juxtaposi-
tion with the great lexicographer, has something
in it perfectly ludicrous. Never, since the days of

Don Quixote and Sancho Panza, has there been

presented to the world a more whimsically con-

trasted pair of associates than Johnson and Bos-

well.

A more congenial intimate gained by Goldsmith

about this time was Mr., afterward Sir, Joshua
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Reynolds. They were men of kindred genius,

excelling in corresponding qualities of their art,

for style in writing is what colour is in painting ;

both are innate endowments, and equally magical
in their effects. Certain graces and harmonies of

both may be acquired by diligent study and imita-

tion, but only in a limited degree ; whereas by
their natural possessors they are exercised spon-

taneously, almost unconsciously, and with ever-va-

rying fascination. Reynolds soon understood and

appreciated the merits of Goldsmith, and a sincere

and lasting friendship ensued between them. In-

deed, there are no friendships among men of tal-

ents more likely to be sincere than those between

painters and poets. Possessed of the same quali-
ties of mind, governed by the same principles of

taste and natural laws of grace and beauty, but ap-

plying them to different yet mutually illustrative

arts, they are constantly in sympathy, and never in

collision with each other.

Among the various productions thrown off by
Goldsmith for the booksellers during this growing

period of his reputation, was a small work in two

volumes, entitled " the History of England, in a se-

ries of Letters from a Nobleman to his Son." It

was digested from Hume, Rapin, Carte, and Ken-
net. These authors he would read in the morn-

ing ;
make a few notes

; ramble with a friend into

the country about the skirts of "
merry Islington ;"

return to a temperate dinner and cheerful evening ;

and, before going to bed, write off what had ar-

ranged itself in his head from the studies of the

morning. In this way he took a more general
view of the subject, and wrote in a more free and
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fluent style than if lie had been mousing at the
time among authorities. The work, like many-
others written by Goldsmith in the earlier part of
his literary career, was anonymous. Some attrib-

uted it to Lord Chesterfield, others to Lord Or-

rery, and others to Lord Lyttleton. The latter

seemed pleased to be the putative father, and never
disowned the bantling thus laid at his door

;
and

well might he have been proud to be considered

capable of producing what has been well-pro-
nounced " the most finished and elegant summary
of English history in the same compass that has
been or is likely to be written."

The reputation of Goldsmith, it will be per-
ceived, grew slowly ; he was known and estimated

by a few
;
but he had not those brilliant though fal-

lacious qualities which flash upon the public, and
excite loud but transient applause. His works
were more read than cited

; and the charm of style,
for which he was especially noted, was more apt
to be felt than talked about. He used often to re-

pine, in a half humorous, half querulous manner,
at his tardiness in gaining the laurels which he felt

to be his due. " The public," he would exclaim,
" will never do me justice ; whenever I write any-
thing, they make a point to know nothing about it."

Johnson had now become one of his best friends
and advisers. He knew all the weak points of
Goldsmith's character, but he knew also his mer-
its

; and, while he would rebuke him like a child,
and would rail at his errors and follies, he would
suffer no one to undervalue him. Goldsmith knew
the soundness of his judgment and his practical
benevolence, and often sought his counsel and aid
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amid the difficulties into which his indiscretion was

continually plunging him.

"I received one morning," says Johnson, "a

message from poor Goldsmith that he was in great

distress, and, as it was not in his power to come to

me, begging that I would come to him as soon as

possible.
I sent him a guinea, and promised to

come to him directly. I accordingly went as soon

as I was dressed, and found that his landlady had

arrested him for his rent, at which he was in a vi-

olent passion: I perceived that he had already

changed my guinea, and had a bottle of Madeira

and a glass before him. I put the cork into the

bottle, desired he would be calm, and began to

talk to him of the means by which he might be ex-

tricated. He then told me that he had a novel

ready for the press, which he produced to me. I

looked into it and saw its merit ;
told the landlady

I should soon return ; and, having gone to a book-

seller, sold it for sixty pounds. I brought Gold-

smith the money, and he discharged his rent, not

without rating his landlady in a high tone for hav-

ing used him so ilL"

The novel in question was the " Vicar of Wake-

field :" the bookseller to whom Johnson sold it was

Francis Newbery, nephew to John. Strange as it

may seem, this captivating work, which has ob-

tained and preserved an almost unrivalled popular-

ity in various languages, was so little appreciated

by the bookseller, that he kept it by him for two

years unpublished !

Goldsmith had, as yet, produced nothing of mo-

ment in poetry. Among his literary jobs, it is

true, was an Oratorio entitled
" The Captivity,
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founded on the bondage of the Israelites in Baby*
Ion. It was one of those unhappy offsprings of the

Muse, tortured into existence amid the distortions

of music. One or two songs from it have been in-

troduced among his other writings ;
the rest of the

Oratorio has passed into oblivion. Goldsmith dis-

trusted his powers to succeed in poetry, and doubt-

ed the disposition of the public mind in regard to

it.
"

I fear," said he,
"

I have come too late into

the world
; Pope and other poets have taken up

the places in the temple of Fame
;
and as few at

any period can possess poetical refutation, a man
of genius can now hardly acquire it." Again, on
another occasion, he observes :

" Of all kinds of

ambition, as things are now circumstanced, per-

haps that which pursues poetical fame is the wild-

est. What from the increased refinement of the

times, from the diversity of judgment produced by
opposing systems of criticism, and from the more

prevalent divisions of opinion influenced by party,
the strongest and happiest efforts can expect to

please but in a very narrow circle."

At this very time he had by him his poem of

"The Traveller." The plan of it, as has already
been observed, was conceived many years before,

during his travels in Switzerland, and a sketch of

it sent from that country to his brother Henry in

Ireland. The original outline is said to have em-
braced a wider scope; but it was probably con-

tracted through diffidence, in the process of finish-

ing the parts. It had laid by him for several years
in a crude state, and it was with extreme hesita-

tion and after much revision that he at length sub-

milted it to Dr. Johnson. The frank and warm
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approbation of the latter encouraged him to finish

it for the press ;
and Dr. Johnson himself contrib-

uted a few lines towards the conclusion.

We hear much about "
poetic inspiration," and

the "
poet's eye in a fine phrensy rolling ;" but Sir

Joshua Reynolds gives an anecdote of Goldsmith

while engaged upon his poem calculated to cure our

notions about the ardour of composition. Calling

upon the poet one day, he opened the door without

ceremony* and discovered him in the double occu-

pation of turning a couplet and teaching a pet dog
to set upon his haunches. At one time he would

glance his eye at his desk, and at another shake

his finger at the dog to make him retain his posi-

tion. The last lines on the page before him were
still wet

; they form a part of the description of

Italy :

" By sports like these are all their cares beguiled,
The sports of children satisfy the child."

Goldsmith, with his usual good-humour, joined
in the laugh caused by his whimsical employment,-
and acknowledged that his boyish sport with the

dog suggested the stanza.

The poem was published on the 19th of Decem-

ber, 1764, in a quarto form, by Newbery, and was
the first of his works to which Goldsmith prefixed
his name. As a testimony of cherished and well-

merited affection, he dedicated it to his brother

Henry. There is an amusing affectation of indif-

ference as to its fate expressed in the dedication.
" What reception a poem may find," says he,
" which has neither abuse, party, nor blank verse

to support it, I cannot tell, nor am I solicitous to

know." The truth is, no one was more emulous
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and anxious for poetic fame ;
and never was he

more anxious than in the present instance, for it

was his grand stake. Dr. Johnson aided the

launching of the poem by a favourable notice in

the Critical Review
;
other periodical works came

out in its favour. Some of the author's friends

complained that it did not command instant and
wide popularity ;

that it was a poem to win, not to

strike : it went on rapidly increasing in favour
; in

three months a second edition was issued
; shortly

afterward, a third
;
then a fourth

; and, before the

year was out, the author was pronounced the best

poet of his time.

The effect of " the Traveller" was instantaneous

in elevating Goldsmith in the estimation of society.-

The circle of wits and literati accustomed to as-

semble at the house of Sir Joshua Reynolds, some
of whom had hitherto treated him slightingly, now
received him as a worthy compeer. Sir John

Hawkins, afterward one of Johnson's biographers,

acknowledged that he had been accustomed to

consider Goldsmith a mere bookseller's drudge,
and was surprised, on the publication of his poem,
to find him gifted with such genius, and capable of

such noble sentiments.

A poor attempt was made to take from his mer-
it by asserting that Dr. Johnson was the author of

many of the finest passages. This was ultimately
defeated by Johnson himself, who marked with a

pencil all that he had contributed, nine in number,
inserted towards the conclusion, and by no means
the best in the poem.

Goldsmith now felt called upon to improve his

style of living. He accordingly took chambers in
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the Temple, that classic region, famous in the time
of the British essayists as the abode of wits and
men of letters, and which, with its retired courts

and imbowered gardens, in the very heart of a

noisy metropolis, is, to the quiet-seeking student

and author, an oasis freshening with verdure in

the midst of a desert.

His first chambers were not quite to his taste,

which was growing a little fastidious. Johnson, in

paying him a visit, went prying about the room in

his nearsighted manner, examining things closely
and minutely. Goldsmith, fidgetted by the scrutiny,
and apprehending a disposition to find fault, ob-

served that he should soon be in better chambers.
"
Nay, sir," said Johnson,

" never mind that—
nil te qusesiveris extra"—implying that his reputa-
tion rendered him independent of outward show.

Goldsmith, however, was not convinced by this

flattering compliment, but removed soon afterward

to a more spacious and airy apartment, consisting
of three rooms, on the second floor of No. 2 Brick
Court. With his usual want of forethought, he
obtained advances from booksellers and loans from

private friends to enable him to furnish them ex-

pensively, and thus burdened himself with debts

which continued to harass him for the remainder
of his days. One of the friends who assisted him
with his purse on this occasion was Mr. Edmund
Bott, a barrister and man of letters, with whom he
lived on the most intimate and cordial terms, and
who had rooms immediately opposite, on the same
floor.

The pleasant situation of Goldsmith's chambers

may be gathered from his remarks in his " Ani-
Vol. I.—I
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mated Nature" on the habitudes of rooks. "I
have often amused myself with observing their

plans of policy from my window in the Temple,
that looks upon a grove where they have made a

colony in the midst of a city. At the commence-
ment of spring, the rookery, which, during the con-

tinuance of winter, seemed to have been deserted,
or only guarded by about five or six, like old sol-

diers in a garrison, now begins to be once more

frequented ; and, in a short time, all the bustle and

hurry of business will be fairly commenced."
Goldsmith was now in full communion with that

association of wits, scholars, authors, artists, and

statesmen, subsequently known as the Literary
Glub. It was formed fortuitously, and grew out of

occasional meetings of men of talent at the table of

Sir Joshua Reynolds. These took a regular form
about the year 1764, when the plan of a club was

suggested by Sir Joshua Reynolds to Johnson and

Burke, and met with their immediate concurrence.

The number of members was limited to twelve :

they were to meet and sup together once a week
at the Turk's Head in Gerrard-street, Soho. Two
members were to be sufficient to constitute a meet-

ing. The original members were Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds, Johnson, Burke, Dr. Nugent (Burke's fa-

ther-in-law), Dr. Goldsmith, Topham Beauclerk,
Mr. Langton, Mr. Chamier, and Sir John Hawkins.
For three or four years the club did not reach to

the stipulated number of twelve, though afterward

it was increased to thirty. It has continued down
to the present day, and has enrolled among ita

members many of the most distinguished men of

Great Britain. Its era of greatest brilliancy,
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.however, was during the time of Johnson, Burke,
Beauclerk, Reynolds, and Goldsmith

; when the

conversational powers of its members rendered its

sessions the highest of intellectual treats, and pro-
tracted them until a late hour of the night. The

proposition to increase .the number of members

originated with Goldsmith. It would give, he

thought, an agreeable variety to their meetings ;

" for there can be nothing new among us," said he
;

"we have travelled over each other's minds."

Johnson was piqued at the idea that his mind could

possibly be travelled over and exhausted
;
but Sir

Joshua Reynolds felt and acknowledged the force

of Goldsmith's suggestion, and his proposition was

adopted.
It is to be regretted that we have such scanty

records of the " table-talk" of this famous club du-

ring this period of its glory. Boswell, who was
admitted into it some few years after its institu-

tion, affords us a few tantalizing gleams ; but his

scraps of conversation are given merely to set

forth his hero, Dr. Johnson, and contain but few of

the choice sayings of his fellow-members. Above

all, he had almost uniformly a disposition to under-

rate Goldsmith, and to place him in an absurd

point of view. The latter, in truth, does not ap-

pear to have shone in this club to as much advan-

tage as others of a less learned and more conviv-

ial nature. He was not prepared to cope with the

colloquial giants among whom he now mingled ;

yet he felt himself entered in the lists, and engaged
in honour to fight his way ;

so he often went on at

a venture, occasionally delighting the company by
bis ingenuity and humour, at other times amusing
them by his blunders.
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Several remarks of Johnson are on record,

which hit off in brief terms the conversational

qualities of the poet.
" The misfortune of Gold-

smith in conversation," says he,
" is this : he goes

on without knowing how he is to get off. His ge-
nius is great, but his knowledge is small. As they

say of a generous man it is a pity he is not rich,

we may say of Goldsmith it is a pity he is not

knowing. He would not keep his knowledge to

himself." And, on another occasion, he observes :

"
Goldsmith, rather than not talk, will talk of what

he knows himself to be ignorant, which can only
end in exposing him. If in company with two

founders, he would fall a talking on the method of

making cannon, though both of them would soon

see that he did not know what metal a cannon is

made of." And again :
" Goldsmith should not be

for ever attempting to shine in conversation ;
he

has not temper for it, he is so much mortified when
he fails. Sir, a game of jokes is composed partly
of skill, partly of chance

;
a man may be beat at

times by one who has not the tenth part of his wit.

Now Goldsmith, putting himself against another,
is like a man laying a hundred to one, who can-

not spare the hundred. It is not worth a man's

while. A man should not lay a hundred to one

unless he can easily spare it, though he has a hun-

dred chances for him
;
he can get but a guinea,

and he may lose a hundred. Goldsmith is in this

state. When he- contends, if he gets the better, it

is a very little addition to a man of his literary

reputation ;
if he does not get the better, he is mis-

erably vexed."

That Goldsmith should occasionally lose temper
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in discussions with Johnson is not surprising, con-

sidering the rudeness to which he was subjected

by the imperious lexicographer whenever he was

likely to get the better of him in argument.
" There is no arguing with Johnson," said he once

very happily ;

"
for, when his pistol misses fire, he

knocks you down with the butt-end of it."

In several of the intellectual collisions between

them, recorded by Boswell as triumphs of Dr.

Johnson, it really appears to us that Goldsmith had

the best both of the wit and the argument, and es-

pecially of the courtesy and good-nature.
On one occasion he certainly gave Johnson a

capital reproof as to his own colloquial peculiari-

ties. Talking of fables, Goldsmith observed that

the animals introduced in them seldom talked in

character. " For instance," said he,
" the fable

of the little fishes who saw birds fly over their

heads, and, envying them, petitioned to Jupiter to

be changed into birds. The skill consists in ma-

king them talk like little fishes." Just then observ-

ing that Dr. Johnson was shaking his sides and

laughing, he immediately added,
"
Why, Dr. John-

son, this is not sc easy as you seem to think
; for,

if you were to make little fishes talk, they would

talk like whales."

Johnson, in fact, was spoiled by being the ora-

cle of the circle in which he moved. He talked

as he wrote, for effect
; and, being devoutly lis-

tened to, talked long and large,
" orated" on the

most petty subjects, and was impatient of interrup-

tion or contradiction. Goldsmith had a proper
reverence for his talents and his virtues, but not such

blind bigotry as some of those around him. He
12
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felt that the oracle could sometimes err and often

prose. Boswell gives an account of a dinner-party,
at which, by his own account, Johnson monopolized
the conversation, and had more than once cut Gold-

smith short by abrupt contradictions, when the lat-

ter was really in the right. Goldsmith, at length,

finding it impossible to get a fair chance at the

discussion, took up his hat to go away, but re-

mained for a time with it in his hand,
" like a game-

ster who,, at the end of a long night, lingers for a

little while to see if he can have a favourable op-

portunity to finish with success." Once he was

beginning to speak, when he was overpowered by
the loud voice of Johnson, who was at the opposite
end of the table ; whereupon he threw down, as it

were, his hat and his argument, and, darting an an-

gry glance at Johnson, exclaimed, in a bitter tone,

"Take it!"

Just then another person was beginning to speak,
when Johnson, uttering some sound as if about to

interrupt him, Goldsmith exclaimed,
"

Sir, the gen-
tleman has heard you patiently for an hour

; pray
allow us now to hear him." "

Sir," replied John-

son, sternly, "I was not interrupting the gentle-
man

;
I was only giving him a signal of my at-

tention. Sir, you are impertinent."
The belligerant parties met the same evening at

the club, Goldsmith still brooding over the harsh

reproof he had experienced. Johnson perceived
this

; and, knowing the placable nature of the man,
observed,

"
I'll make Goldsmith forgive me ;" then

calling to him in a loud tone, "Dr. Goldsmith,"
said he,

"
something passed to-day where you and

I dined. I ask your pardon." The ire of the poet
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was extinguished in an instant. "
It must be much

from you, sir," said he, placidly,
" that I take ill."

Another anecdote, given to prove Goldsmith's

jealousy of Dr. Johnson, will probably be consid-

ered by the reader rather an instance of his apt-

ness in rebuking ill-breeding. Goldsmith was con-

versing in company with great vivacity, and ap-

parently to the satisfaction of those around him,

when an honest Swiss who sat near, one George
Michael Moser, keeper of the Royal Academy,

perceiving Dr. Johnson rolling himself as if about

to speak, exclaimed,
"
Stay, stay ;

Toctor Shohn-

son is going to say something."
' " And are you

sure, sir," replied Goldsmith, sharply,
" that you can

comprehend what he says ?"

That Goldsmith often failed in conversation at

the club in his effort to appear wise and learned,

or to cope with the oracular sententiousness of

Johnson, we readily believe ;
conversation was

then a mere task to him, and he never was good at

a task of any kind. He could not, like Johnson,

study and mould his sentences when talking, as he

was accustomed to do when writing. He used to

say of himself, that he always argued best when
he argued alone

;
that is to say, that he could mas-

ter a subject in his study with his pen in his hand ;

but, when he came in company, grew confused, and

was unable to talk upon it.

He shone most when he least thought of shi-

ning : when he gave way to his natural impulses,
and talked carelessly and at random. Even Bos-

well spoke favourably of him in that respect.
" For my part," said he,

" I like very well to hear

honest Goldsmith talk away carelessly ;" and many
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a much wiser man than Boswell delighted in thpse

outpourings of a fertile fancy and generous heart.

In his happy moods, Goldsmith had an artless sim-

plicity and buoyant good-humour, that led to a

thousand amusing blunders and whimsical confes-

sions, much to the entertainment of the club : yet,
in his most thoughtless garrulity, there was occa-

sionally the gleam of the gold and the flash of the

diamond.

The mention of the Literary Club has led us

out of the chronological order of our facts, and

several of the anecdotes just given occurred at dif-

ferent periods of Goldsmith's intercourse with Lon-
don society. Let us return to the time of the pub-
lication of " the Traveller."

Among the distinguished persons who were
struck with the merits of this poem was the Earl

(afterward Duke) of Northumberland, then lord-

lieutenant of Ireland. He procured and read sev-

eral of Goldsmith's other productions, and, being
charmed with their style, expressed to his relative,

Dr. Percy, on his return to England in 1765, a

desire to extend his patronage to the author.

Through Dr. Percy's means an interview took

place, of which Goldsmith used to give the follow-

ing account :

"
I dressed myself in the best manner I could,

and, after studying some compliments I thought

necessary on such an occasion, proceeded to Nor-
thumberland House, and acquainted the servants

that I had particular business with the duke. They
showed me into an antechamber, where, after wait-

ing some time, a gentleman very elegantly dressed

made his appearance. Taking him for the duke,
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I delivered all the fine things I had composed in

order to compliment him on the honour he had
done me

; when, to my great astonishment, he

told me I had mistaken him for his master, who
would see me immediately. At that instant the

duke came into the apartment, and I was so con-

founded on the occasion, that I wanted words bare-

ly sufficient to express the sense I entertained of

the duke's politeness, and went away exceedingly
chagrined at the blunder I had committed."

Sir John Hawkins, in his life of Dr. Johnson,

gives some farther particulars of this visit, of which
he was, in part, a witness. "

Having one day,"

says he,
" a call to make on the late Duke, then

Earl, of Northumberland, I found Goldsmith wait-

ing for an audience in an outer room : I asked him
what had brought him there

;
he told me, an invi-

tation from his lordship. I made my business as

short as I could, and, as a reason, mentioned that

Dr. Goldsmith was waiting without. The earl

asked me if I was acquainted with him. I told

him I was, adding what I thought was most likely
to recommend him. I retired, and stayed in the

outer room to take him home. Upon his coming
out, I asked him the result of his conversation.
* His lordship,' said he,

' told me he had read my
poem, meaning "the Traveller," and was much

delighted with it
;

that he was going to be lord-

lieutenant of Ireland, and that, hearing I was a na-

tive of that country, he should be glad to do me
any kindness.' ' And what did you answer,' said

I,
' to this gracious offer ?'

'

Why,' said he,
'
I could

say nothing but that I had a brother there, a cler-

gyman, that stood in need of help : as for myself,
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I have no great dependance on the promises of

great men ;
I look to the booksellers for support ;

they are my best friends, and I am not inclined to

forsake them for others.'
" " Thus," continues Sir

John, "did this idiot in the affairs of the world tri-

fle with his fortunes, and put back the hand that

was held out to assist him."

We cannot join with Sir John in his worldly
sneer at the conduct of Goldsmith on this occa-

sion. While we admire that honest independence
of spirit which prevented him from asking favours

for himself, we love that warmth of affection which

instantly sought to advance the fortunes of a broth-

er : but the peculiar merits of poor Goldsmith seem
to have been little understood by the Hawkinses, the

Boswells, and the other biographers of the day.
After all, the introduction to Northumberland

House was not so complete a failure as the hu-

morous account of Goldsmith and the cynical ac-

count of Hawkins would lead one to suppose ; for,

shortly after the visit above described, we find him

printing and publishing a poem expressly for the

amusement of the countess. This was the beauti-

ful Ballad of " the Hermit," originally published
under the name of " Edwin and Angelina." It

was suggested by an old English ballad beginning
" Gentle Herdsman," shown him by Dr. Percy,
who was at that time making his famous collec-

tion entitled
"
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry,"

which he submitted to the inspection of Goldsmith

prior to publication. A few copies only of the

Hermit were printed at first, with the following ti-

tle-page :
" Edwin and Angelina : a Ballad. By

Mr. Goldsmith. Printed for the Amusement of the

Countess of Northumberland."
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The celebrity which Goldsmith had acquired by
his poem of " the Traveller," occasioned a resusci-

tation of many of his miscellaneous and anonymous
tales and essays from the various newspapers and

other transient publications in which they lay dor-

mant. These he published in 1765, in a collected

form, under the title of "
Essays by Mr. Goldsmith."

" The following Essays," observes he in his preface,
"have already appeared, at different times and in

different publications. The pamphlets in which

they were inserted being generally unsuccessful,

these shared the common fate, without assisting
the booksellers' aims, or extending the author's

reputation. The public were too strenuously em-

ployed with their own follies to be assiduous in es-

timating mine
;
so that many of my best attempts

in this way have fallen victims to the transient top-
ic of the times—the Ghost in Cock-Lane, or the

Siege of Ticonderoga.
"
But, though they have passed pretty silently

into the World, I can by no means complain of

their circulation. The magazines and papers of

the day have indeed been liberal enough in this re-

spect. Most of these essays have been regularly

reprinted twice or thrice a year, and conveyed to

the public through the kennel of some engaging
compilation. If there be a pride in multiplied

editions, I have seen some of my labours sixteen

times reprinted, and claimed by different parents as

their own. I have seen them nourished at the be-

ginning with praise, and signed at the end with the

names of Phitentos, Philalethes, Phileleutheros, and

Philanthropos. It is time, however, at last to vin-

dicate my claims
;
and as these entertainers of the
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public, as they call themselves, have partly lived

upon me for some years, let me now try if I can-

not live a little upon myself."
It was but little, in fact, for alL the pecuniary-

emolument he received from the volume was twen-

ty guineas. It had a good circulation, however,
was translated into French, and has maintained its

stand among the British classics.

Notwithstanding that the reputation of Gold-

smith had greatly risen, his finances were often at

a very low ebb, owing to his heedlessness as to

expense, his facility at being imposed upon, and a

spontaneous and irresistible habit of giving to who-
ever asked. He was obliged, therefore, to under-

take all jobs proposed to him by the booksellers,

and kept up a kind of running account with Mr.

Newbery, who was his banker on all occasions,

sometimes for pounds, sometimes for shillings, and

took his pay in manuscript. Many of these effu-

sions in moments of exigency were published anon-

ymously, and never claimed. Some of them have

but recently been traced to his pen ;
while of many

the true authorship will probably never be discov-

ered. Among others, it is suggested, and with

great probability, that he wrote for Mr. Newbery
the famous nursery story of "

Goody Two Shoes,"
which appeared in 1765, at a moment when Gold-

smith was scribbling for Newbery, and much

pressed for funds. Several quaint little tales in-

troduced in his Essays show that he had a turn

for this species of mock history ;
and the adver-

tisement and title-page bear the stamp of his sly

and playful humour.
" We are desired to give notice, that there is in
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the press, and speedily will be published, either by
subscription or otherwise, as the public shall please
to determine, the History of Little Goody Two
Shoes, otherwise Mrs. Margery Two Shoes

; with

the means by which she acquired learning and

wisdom, and, in consequence thereof, her estate
;

set forth at large for the benefit of those

" Who, from a state of rags and care,
And having shoes but half a pair,
Their fortune and their fame should fix,

And gallop in a coach and six."

The world is probably not aware of the ingenu-

ity, humour, good sense, and sly satire contained

in many of the old English nursery-tales. They
have evidently been the sportive productions of

able writers, who would not trust their names to

productions that might be considered beneath their

dignity. The ponderous works on which they re-

lied for immortality have perhaps sunk into obliv-

ion, and carried their names down with them
;
while

their unacknowledged offspring, Jack the Giant

Killer, Giles Gingerbread, and Tom Thumb, flour-

ish in wide-spreading and never-ceasing popular-

ity.

As Goldsmith had now acquired popularity and
an extensive acquaintance, he attempted, with the

advice of his friends, to procure a more regular
and ample support by resuming the medical pro-
fession. He accordingly launched himself upon
the town in style ; hired a man-servant

; replen-
ished his wardrobe at considerable expense, and

appeared in a professional wig and cane, purple
silk smallclothes, and a scarlet roquelaure button-

ed to the chin : a fantastic garb, as we should think

Vol. I.—K
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at the present day, but not unsuited to the fashion

of the times.

He soon, however, grew tired and impatient of

the duties and restraints of his profession ;
his

practice was chiefly among his friends, and the

fees were not sufficient for his maintenance
; he

was disgusted with attendance on sick chambers
and capricious patients, and looked back with

longing to his tavern haunts and broad convivial

meetings, from which the dignity of his new call-

ing restrained him. At length, on prescribing for

a lady of his acquaintance, a warm dispute arose

between him and the apothecary as to the quantity
of medicine to be administered

;
the lady adopted

the opinion of the apothecary, and Goldsmith

flung out of the house in a passion.
"

I am deter-

mined henceforth," said he to Topham Beauclerk,
"to leave off prescribing for friends." "Do so,

my dear doctor," was the reply ;

" whenever you
undertake to kill, let it be only your enemies."
This was the end of Goldsmith's medical career.

The success of the poem of " the Traveller," and
the popularity which it shed about its author, now
roused the attention ofthe bookseller in whose hands
the novel of the " Vicar of Wakefield" had been

slumbering for two long years. The mistake has

generally prevailed that it was Mr. John Newbery
to whom the manuscript had been sold, and much

surprise has been expressed that he should have
been insensible to its merits, and have suffered it

to remain unpublished while putting forth so many
inferior writings by the same author. But it was
his nephew, Francis Newbery, who had become
the fortunate purchaser, and who, not having had
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previous dealings with the author, like his uncle,

had not the same confidence in his talent.

Booksellers, however, are prone to make egre-

gious mistakes as to the merit of works in man-

uscript ;
to undervalue, if not reject, those of classic

and enduring excellence, and to be captivated with

the false brilliance of those written "for effect."

The success of this modest little volume must

have astonished the tardy publisher. It came out

on the 27th of March, 1766
;
before the end of

May a second edition was called for
;

in three

months more, a third
;
and so it went on, widening

in a popularity that has never flagged ;
that has

extended from country to country, and language to

language, until it now embraces the whole reading
world.

It is needless to dwell upon the merits of a work
that has long since become a household book in

every one's hand. The secret of its unusual and

enduring popularity undoubtedly is its truth to na-

ture, and to nature of the most amiable kind. The
author has evidently taken his scenes and charac-

ters from originals in his own motley experience,
and set them forth with the colourings of his own

good head and heart.

The " Vicar of Wakefield, however," had scarce-

ly made its appearance before its author was attack-

ed in the newspapers. In one of the chapters he

had introduced his ballad of " the Hermit," of

which, as has been mentioned, a private edition of

a few copies had been printed about two years pre-

viously for the use of the Countess of Northum-
berland. In the St. James's Chronicle, a fashion-

able journal of the day, appeared the following ar-

ticle :
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" To the Printer of the St. James's Chronicle,

"
Sir,

"In the Reliques of Ancient Poetry, published
about two years ago, is a very beautiful little bal-

lad, called 'A Friar of Orders Gray.' The inge-
nious editor, Mr. Percy, supposes that the stanzas

sung by Ophelia in the play of Hamlet were parts
of some ballad well known in Shakspeare's time,
and from these stanzas, with the addition of one or

two of his own to connect them, he has formed the

above-mentioned ballad
;
the subject of which is, a

lady comes to a convent to inquire for her love who
had been driven there by her disdain. She is an-

swered by a friar that he is dead :

" ' No, no, he is dead, gone to his death's bed.

He never will come again.'

The lady weeps and laments her cruelty ; the friar

endeavours to comfort her with morality and reli-

gion, but all in vain
;
she expresses the deepest

grief and the most tender sentiments of love, till

at last the friar discovers himself:

" ' And lo ! beneath this gown of gray
Thy own true love appears.'

" This catastrophe is very fine, and the whole,

joined with the greatest tenderness, has the great-
est simplicity ; yet, though this ballad was so re-

cently published in the Ancient Reliques, Dr. Gold-

smith has been hardy enough to publish a poem
called 'the Hermit,' where the circumstances and

catastrophe are exactly the same, only with this dif-

ference, that the natural simplicity and tenderness

of the original are almost entirely lost in the lan-

guid smoothness and tedious paraphrase of the copy,
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which is as short of the merits of Mr. Percy's bal-

lad as the insipidity of negus is to the genuine fla-

vour of Champagne. I am, sir,
" Yours, &c,

" Detector."

This attack, supposed to be by Goldsmith's con-

stant persecutor, the malignant Kenrick, drew from

him the following note to the editor :

"
Sir,

" As there is nothing I dislike so much as news-

paper controversy, particularly upon trifles, permit

me to be as concise as possible in informing a cor-

respondent of yours that I recommended Blainvi.Me's

travels because I thought the book was a good one
;

and I think so still. I said I was told by the book-

seller that it was then first published ;
but in that it

seems I was misinformed, and my reading was not

extensive enough to set me right.
" Another correspondent of yours accuses me of

having taken a ballad 1 published some time ago
from one by the ingenious Mr. Percy. I do not

think there is any great resemblance between the

two pieces in question. If there be any, his ballad

was taken from mine. I read it to Mr. Percy some

years ago ;
and he, as we both considered these

things as trifles at best, told me, with his usual

good-humour, the next time I saw him, that he had

taken my plan to form the fragments of Shakspeare
into a ballad of his own. He then read me his lit-

tle Cento, if I may so call it, and I highly approved
it. Such petty anecdotes as these are scarcely

worth printing ; and, were it not for the busy dis-

K2
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position of some of your correspondents, the public
should never have known that he owes me the hint

of his ballad, or that I am obliged to his friendship
and learning for communications of a much more

important nature.
"

I am, sir, yours, &c,
" Oliver Goldsmith."

The unexpected circulation of the " Vicar of

Wakefield" enriched the publisher, but not the au-

thor. Goldsmith no doubt thought himself enti-

tled to participate in the profits of the repeated edi-

tions
;
and a memorandum, still extant, shows that

he drew upon Mr. Francis Newbery, in the month
of June, for fifteen guineas, but that the bill was
returned dishonoured. He continued, therefore,
his usual job.work for the booksellers, writing intro-

ductions, prefaces, and head and tail pieces for new
works

; revising, touching up, and modifying trav-

els and voyages ; making compilations of prose and

poetry, and "building books," as he sportively
termed it. These tasks required little labour or

talent, but that taste and touch which are the

magic of gifted minds. His terms began to be

proportioned to his celebrity. If his price was at

any time objected to,
"
Why, sir," he would say,

"
it may seem large ;

but then a man may be many
years working in obscurity before his taste and

reputation are fixed or estimated
;
and then he is,

as in other professions, only paid for his previous
labours."

At that time, however, Goldsmith was prepa-

ring to try his fortune in quite a different walk of

literature. He had become acquainted with Bar-
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ry, Woodward, Quick, Mr. and Mrs. Yates, and
other popular actors, and, being a frequent visiter

of the theatres, was at length tempted to write for

the stage. He accordingly commenced his com-

edy of " the Good-natured Man," and wrought at

it during the latter part of the year, whenever his

hurried occupation in " book building" would give
him leisure. By the spring of 1767 it was ready
for representation ;

but now came the great diffi-

culty with a dramatic writer, that of getting his

piece acted.

With Garrick, who had the management of

Drury Lane, he was not on cordial terms. Some

years previously, in his "
Inquiry into Polite Learn-

ing," he had indulged in some severe remarks upon
the state of the stage in England, which wounded
the sensitive feelings of Garrick, with whom, at the

time, he was not acquainted. Subsequently, Gold-

smith was a candidate for the secretaryship of the

Society of Arts, and applied to the manager for

his influence. Garrick observed that he could

hardly expect his friendly exertions, after his liter-

ary attack upon the theatre. Goldsmith replied
that he ha.d indulged in no personal reflections, and

had only spoken the truth. He retired without

farther apology or application ;
failed to get the ap-

pointment, and considered Garrick hostile to him.

Times were now altered with Goldsmith : he
had risen to some consequence in the public eye,

and, of course, in the eye of Garrick
; and, through

the influence of Sir Joshua Reynolds, who thought

they ought to know and might mutually serve each

other, they were once more brought together, and
Goldsmith's play was submitted to the manager's
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perusal. The conduct of Garrick was evasive,
not through any lingerings of past hostility, but

from scruples of delicacy. He did not think the

piece likely to succeed upon the stage, and avow-
ed that opinion to Reynolds and Johnson, but hes-

itated to say as much to Goldsmith, through fear

of wounding his feelings. A farther misunder-

standing was the result of this want of decision

and frankness
; and, after two or three interviews

and some correspondence, Goldsmith gave up all

thoughts of Drury Lane, and determined to try
his fortune at the rival theatre.

In the summer of this year we find Goldsmith

lodged in the quarters occasionally occupied by
his friend Newbery, in Canonbury House, or Castle,

as it is more popularly called. There he inhabited

an old brick tower, the only remains of what had
been a hunting-lodge of Queen Elizabeth, in whose
time it was distant from London, and surrounded

by parks and forests. In Goldsmith's time, also,

it was still in the country, amid rural scenery, and
a favourite nestling- place of authors, publishers,
and others of the literary order. The writer of

this article visited the old tower some years since,

out of regard to the memory of Goldsmith. The

apartment was still shown which the poet had in-

habited, consisting of a sitting-room and small

bedroom, with panneled wainscots and Gothic win-

dows. The quaintness and quietude of the place
were still attractive. It was one of the resorts of

citizens on their Sunday walks, who would ascend

to the top of the tower and amuse themselves with

reconnoitring the city through a telescope. Not
far from this tower were the gardens of the White
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Conduit House, a cockney elysium where Gold-

smith used to figure in the humbler days of his

fortune, but which he renounced after his rise in

the world enabled him to look down with proper

contempt upon these plebeian haunts. In the first

edition of his Essays he speaks of a stroll in these

gardens, but in an edition in after years he al-

tered it to a stroll "in the park."
The comedy of the " Good-natured Man" had

been read in manuscript and applauded by Burke,

Reynolds, and other men of eminent talents : John-

son pronounced it the best comedy that had been
written since the Provoked Husband, and engaged
to write the prologue. Colman, the manager of

Covent Garden theatre, therefore, gladly undertook
to produce it on his stage, where it was represent-
ed for the first time on the 29th January, 1768.

Goldsmith was at the theatre, watching the re-

ception of the play and the effect of each individ-

ual scene with all the vicissitude of feeling inci-

dent to his mercurial nature. Some of the scenes

met with great applause, and at such times poor
Goldsmith was highly elated

;
others went off" cold-

ly or were condemned, and then his spirits would
sink. The fourth act saved the piece ;

for Shuter,
who had the main comic character of Croaker,
was so varied and ludicrous in his execution of the

scene in which he reads an incendiary letter, that

he drew down thunders of applause. On his com-

ing behind the scenes, Goldsmith greeted him with

rapture ; declaring that he exceeded his own idea

of the character, and, by the comic richness of his

colouring, made it almost as new to him as to any
of the audience. On the whole, however, both the
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author and his friends were disappointed at the

reception of the piece, and considered it a failure.

Poor Goldsmith left the theatre with his towering

hopes completely cut down. He endeavoured to

hide his mortification, and even to assume an air

of unconcern while among his associates ; but, the

moment he was alone with Dr. Johnson, he gave

way to an almost childlike burst of grief.
John-

son rebuked him with harshness for what he termed

a silly affectation, saying that " no man should be

expected to sympathize with the sorrows of vanity."

When Goldsmith had recovered from the blow,

he, with his usual unreserve, made his past distress

a subject of amusement to his friends. Dining one

day, in company with Dr. Johnson, at the chap.

Iain's table at St. James's Palace, he entertained

the company with a particular and comic account

of all his feelings on the night of representation,

and his despair when his piece was hissed. How
he went to the Literary Club

;
chatted gayly, as if

nothing had gone amiss
; and, to give a greater

idea of his unconcern, sang his favourite song
about an old woman tossed in a blanket seventeen

times as high as the moon. . .
" All this while, ad-

ded he, I was suffering horrid tortures, and, had I

put a bit in my mouth, I verily believe it would

have strangled me on the spot, I was so excessively,

ill : but I made more noise than usual to cover all

that ;
so they never perceived my not eating, nor

suspected the anguish of my heart
; but, when all

were gone except Johnson here, I burst out a-cry-

ing, and even swore that I would never write

again."
Dr. Johnson sat in amaze at the odd frankness



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 119

and self-confession of his friend
; and, when Gold-

smith had come to a pause,
" All this doctor," said

he, dryly,
"

I thought had been a secret between

you and me ;
and I am sure I would not have said

anything about it for the world."
" The Good-natured Man" was performed ten

nights in succession, and then occasionally ;
but it

has always pleased more in the closet than on the

stage. The profit of the author from the theatre

and the publisher was about £500.

A few days before the appearance of the " Good-

natured Man," a rival comedy by Hugh Kelly, en-

titled
" False Delicacy," was produced at Drury-

Lane, and had a great run, probably through the

favouring countenance and skilful management of

Garrick. Johnson pronounced it
"
totally devoid

of character," and it has long since passed into

oblivion ; yet it kept pace with its rival in its prog-

ress through the press ;
the booksellers announ-

ced that the first impression of three thousand cop-

ies was exhausted before two o'clock on the day
of publication : four editions, amounting to ten

thousand copies, were sold in the course of the

season, and a public breakfast was given to Kelly
at the Chapter Coffee-house, and a piece of plate

presented to him by the publishers. The compar-
ative merits of the two plays were continual sub-

jects of discussion in green-rooms, coffee-houses,

and all other places where theatrical questions were

discussed. Some insinuated that Kelly had seen

the manuscript of Goldsmith's play while in the

hands of Garrick or elsewhere, and had borrowed

some of the situations and sentiments. Some of

the wags of the day took a mischievous pleasure



120 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

in stirring up a feud between the rival authors.

Goldsmith became nettled, though he could scarce-

ly be termed jealous of one so far his inferior. He
spoke disparagingly, though no doubt sincerely, of

Kelly's play : the latter retorted. Still, when they
met one day behind the scenes of Covent Garden,
Goldsmith, with his customary urbanity, congratu-
lated Kelly on his success. " If I thought you
sincere, Mr. Goldsmith," replied the other, abrupt-

ly,
"

I should thank you." Goldsmith was not a

man to harbour spleen or ill-will, and soon laughed
at this unworthy rivalship : but the jealousy and

envy awakened in Kelly lasted through the life

of his competitor, and found a vent in anonymous
attacks in the newspapers, the basest resource of

dastardly and malignant spirits.

Goldsmith's old enemy, Kenrick, was among the
"
vipers of the press," as Cumberland called them,

who endeavoured on this, as on many other occa-

sions, to detract from his well-earned fame. Poor
Goldsmith was excessively sensitive to these at-

tacks, and had not the art and self-command to

conceal his feelings.

In the spring of 1768 he received the afflicting

intelligence of the death of his brother Henry,
then but forty-five years of age. He had led a

quiet and blameless life in the scenes of his youth,

fulfilling the duties of village pastor with unaffect-

ed piety, conducting the school at Lissoy with a

degree of industry and ability that gave.it celebri-

ty, and acquitting himself in all the domestic du-

ties of life with undeviating rectitude and the mild-

est benevolence. What probably added to the

affliction of Goldsmith at the news of his death
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was, that he feared his brother died with some
doubt upon his mind of the warmth of his affec-

tion. Goldsmith had been urged by his friends in

Ireland, since his elevation in the world, to use his

influence with the great, which they supposed to

be all-powerful, to obtain church preferment for his

brother. He did exert himself as far as his diffi.

dent nature would permit, but without success, and
was accused by some of his friends of negligence.
It is not likely, however, that his amiable and es-

timable brother joined in the accusation.

In the middle of May, 1769, Goldsmith publish,
ed his Roman History "for the use of schools and

colleges ;" a work written without pretension, but

which, from its ease, perspicuity, good sense, and

delightfully simple style, has ever since remained

in the hands of young and old. It drew forth, a

few years after its appearance, a most copious eu-

logy from Dr. Johnson, in the course of a conver-

sation with Boswell. " Whether we take him,"
said Johnson,

" as a poet, as a comic writer, or as

an historian, he stands in the first class." Boswell.—" An historian ! My dear sir, you surely will not

rank his compilation of the Roman History with the

works of other historians of this age." John-

son.—"
Why, who are before him "?" Boswell.—

" Hume—Robertson—Lord Lyttleton." Johnson

(his antipathy against the Scotch beginning to rise).—"
I have not read Hume

;
but doubtless Gold-

smith's History is better than the verbiage of Rob-
ertson, or the foppery of Dalrymple." Boswell.—
" Will you not admit the superiority of Robertson,
in whose history we find such penetration, such

painting?" Johnson.—"Sir, you must consider

Vol. I.—L



122 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

how that penetration and that painting are employ-
ed. It is not history, it is imagination. He who
describes what he never saw, draws from fancy.
Robertson paints minds, as Sir Joshua paints faces,

in a history-piece ;
he imagines an heroic counte-

nance. You must look upon Robertson's work as

i romance, and try it by that standard. History it

is not. Besides, sir, it is the great excellence of a

writer to put into his book as much as his book will

hold. Goldsmith has done this in his history.
Now Robertson might have put twice as much in

his book. Robertson is like a man who has pack-
ed gold in wool

;
the wool takes up more room than

the gold. No, sir ; I always thought Robertson

would be crushed with his own weight
—would be

buried under his own ornaments. Goldsmith tells

you shortly all you want to know : Robertson de-

tains you a great deal too long. No man will read

Robertson's cumbrous detail a second time
;
but

Goldsmith's plain narrative will please again and

again. I would say to Robertson, what an old tu-

tor of a college said to one of his pupils,
* Read over

your compositions, and, whenever you meet with a

passage which you think is particularly fine, strike

it out !' Goldsmith's abridgment is better than that

of Lucius Florus or Eutropius ;
and I will venture

to say, that if you compare him with Vertot in the

same places of the Roman History, you will find

that he excels Vertot. Sir, he has the art of com-

piling, and of saying everything he has to say in a

pleasing manner. He is now writing a Natural

History, and will make it as entertaining as a Per-

sian tale."

The Natural History to which Johnson alluded
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was the "History of Animated Nature," which
Goldsmith commenced in 1769. He was induced

to engage in it by the urgent solicitations of the

booksellers, who were struck by the sterling mer-

its and captivating style of an introduction which
he wrote to Brookes's Natural History. It was
Goldsmith's intention originally to make a trans-

lation of Pliny, with a popular commentary ;
but

the appearance of Buffon's work induced him to

change his plan, and make use of that author for a

guide and model.

Cumberland, speaking of this work, observes :

" Distress drove Goldsmith upon undertakings
neither congenial with his studies nor worthy of

his talents. I remember him when, in his cham-
bers in the Temple, he showed me the beginning
of his 'Animated Nature;' it was with a sigh,
such as genius draws when hard necessity diverts

it from its bent to drudge for bread, and talk of

birds, and beasts, and creeping things, which Pi-

dock's showman would have done as well. Poor

fellow, he hardly knows an ass from a mule, nor a

turkey from a goose, but when he sees it on the

table."

Others of Goldsmith's friends entertained simi-

lar ideas with respect to his fitness for the task,

and they were apt now and then to banter him on

the subject, and to amuse themselves with his easy

credulity. The custom among the natives of Ota-

heite of eating dogs being once mentioned in com-

pany, Goldsmith observed that a similar custom

prevailed in China
;
that a dog-butcher is as com.

mon there as any other butcher
;
and that, when

he walked abroad, all the dogs fall on him. John-
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eon.—" That is not owing to his killing dogs ; sir, I

remember a butcher at Litchfield, whom a dog that

was in the house where I lived always attacked.

It is the smell of carnage which provokes this, let

the animals he has killed be what they may."
Goldsmith.—"

Yes, there is a general abhorrence

in animals at the signs of massacre. If you put a

tub full of blood into a stable, the horses are likely

to go mad." Johnson.—"I doubt that." Gold-

smith.—"
Nay, sir, it is a fact well authenticated."

Thrale.—" You had better prove it before you put
it into your book on Natural History. You may
do it in my stable if you will." Johnson.—"

Nay,
sir, I would not have him prove it. If he is con-

tent to take his information from others, he may
get through his book with little trouble, and with-

out much endangering his reputation. But if he

makes experiments for so comprehensive a book

as his, there would be no end to them
;

his erro-

neous assertions would fall then upon himself; and

he might be blamed for not having made experi-

ments as to every particular."
Johnson's original prediction, however, with re-

spect to this work, that Goldsmith would make it

as entertaining as a Persian tale, was verified ;

and though much of it was borrowed from Buffon,

and but little of it written from his own observa-

tion
; though it was by no means profound, and

was chargeable with many errors, yet the charms

of his style and the play of his happy disposition

throughout have continued to render it far more

popular and readable than many works on the sub-

ject of much greater scope and science. Cum-
berland was mistaken, however, in his notion of
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Goldsmith's ignorance and lack of observation as

to the characteristics of animals. He was often a
minute and shrewd observer, as his watching of the

policy of rooks from his window overlooking the

Temple Garden, and his admirable paper in the

Bee on the habits of the spider, sufficiently testify.

The following extract from a letter of the ven-

erable Judge Day, of the Irish Bench, written in

1831, speaks of Goldsmith as he was during his

residence in the Temple.
"I first became acquainted with Goldsmith in

1769, the year I entered the Middle Temple, where
he had chambers

;
it was through the introduction

of my friend and namesake, Mr., afterward Sir

John Day, who subsequently became judge-advo-

cate-general in Bengal.
" The poet frequented much the Grecian Coffee,

house, then the favourite resort of the Irish and
Lancashire Templars ;

and delighted in collecting
around him his friends, whom he entertained with

a cordial and unostentatious hospitality. Occa-
sionallv he amused them with his flute or with

whist, neither of which he played well, particular-

ly the latter
;
but in losing his money he never lost

his temper. In a run of bad luck and worse play,
he would fling his cards upon the floor and exclaim,
*

Bye-fore George, I ought for ever to renounce thee,

fickle, faithless Fortune !'

" In person he was short, about five feet five or

six inches
; strong, but not heavy in make

;
rather

fair in complexion, with brown hair, such, at. least,

as could be distinguished from his wig. His fea-

tures were plain, but not repulsive
—

certainly not

so when lighted up by conversation. His manners
L 2
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were simple, natural, and perhaps, on the whole, we
may say, not polished ; at least without the refine-

ment and good-breeding which the exquisite polish
of his compositions would lead us to expect. He
was always cheerful and animated, often, indeed,
boisterous in his mirth

; entered with spirit into

convivial society ; contributed largely to its enjoy-
ments by solidity of information, and the naivete
and originality of his character

;
talked often with-

out premeditation, and laughed loudly without re-

straint.
"
Being then a young man, I felt myself much

flattered by the notice of so celebrated a person.
He took great delight in the conversation and so-

ciety of Grattan, whose brilliancy in the morning
of life furnished full earnest of the unrivalled splen-
dour which awaited his meridian

;
and finding us

dwelling together in Essex Court, near himself,
where he frequently visited my immortal friend,
his warm heart became naturally prepossessed to-

wards the associate of one whom he so much ad-
mired.

" Just arrived as I then was from College, full

freighted with academic gleanings, our author did

not disdain to receive from me some opinions and
hints towards his Greek and Roman histories, light
and superficial works, not composed for fame, but

compiled for the more urgent purpose of recruiting
his exhausted finances. So in truth was his ' An-
imated Nature.' His purse replenished by labours
of this kind, the season of relaxation and pleasure
took its turn in attending the theatres, Ranelagh,
Vauxhall, and other scenes of gayety and amuse-

ment, which he continued to frequent as long as his
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supply held out. He was fond of exhibiting his

muscular little person in the gayest apparel of the

day, to which was added a bag wig and sword.
" This favourite costume involved him one morn-

ing in a short but comical dialogue in the Strand

with two coxcombs, one of whom, pointing to Gold-

smith, called to his companion, in allusion to the po-
et's sword,

( to look at that fly with a long pin stuck

through it.' Goldsmith instantly cautioned the

passengers aloud against
' that brace of disguised

pickpockets ;' and, having determined to teach those

gentlemen that he wore a sword as well for defence

from insolence as for ornament, he retired from the

footpath into the coachway, which admitted of more

space and freedom of action, and, half drawing his

sword, beckoned to the witty gentleman, armed in

like manner, to follow him ;
but he and his compan-

ion, thinking prudence the better part of valour, de-

clined the invitation, and sneaked away amid the

hootings of the spectators.
" Whenever his funds were dissipated

—and they
fled more rapidly from being the dupe of many art-

ful persons, male and female, who practised upon
his benevolence—he returned to his literary la-

bours, and shut himself up from society to provide
fresh matter for his bookseller and fresh supplies
for himself."

His mode in the summer-time, when pressed by
a multiplicity of undertakings, or urged to the ac-

complishment of some particular task, was to take

country lodgings a few miles from town, generally
on the Harrow or Edgeware Roads, and bury him-
self there for weeks and months together. Some-
times he would remain closely occupied in his
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room, at other times he would stroll out along the

lanes and hedgerows, and, taking out paper and

pencil, note down thoughts to be expanded and

connected at home. In some of the choicest and

sweetest moments thus snatched from his coarser

labours, and spent among the beautifully rural

scenes which abound in the vicinity of London, he

sketched off some of the first picturings of his

"Deserted Village."
One of his country retreats was a little cottage

with a garden, pleasantly situated about eight miles

from town, on the Edgeware Road, which he took

in. conjunction with Mr. Botts, who had chambers

adjacent to his own in the Temple. A rich shoe-

maker of Piccadilly had been the former occu-

pant, and had been at some expense in rural deco-

rations : in consequence of which, Goldsmith gave
it the name of" the Shoemaker's Paradise." His

fellow-occupant, Mr. Botts, drove a gig, which en-

abled Goldsmith occasionally to partake of the con-

vivialities of town, and return home in the evening.
He and his friend, however, on one occasion had

probably lingered too long at table, for in their

way homeward they came near breaking their

necks by driving against a post on the sidewalk,
which Mr. Botts insisted was in the very middle of

the broad Edgeware Road.
When circumstances prevented Goldsmith from

taking summer lodgings in the country, the rural

feeling, which was strong within him throughout
life, called from time to time for practical gratifi-

cation. His great delight on such occasions was
to make up a rural party of four or five of his in-

timate friends, to enjoy what he humorously call-
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ed "a tradesman's holyday." These would as-

semble at his chambers in the morning, where a

plentiful and rather expensive breakfast would

await them
;
the remains of which, with his cus-

tomary benevolence, he generally gave to some

poor woman in attendance. This repast ended,

the party would set out on foot in high spirits, ma-

king extensive rambles by footpaths and green
lanes to Blackheath, Wandsworth, Chelsea, Hamp-
stead, Highgate, or some other pleasant resort

within a few miles of London.

A simple, but gay and heartily-relished dinner

at a country inn crowned the excursion, and in the

evening they strolled back to town, all the better in

health and spirits for a day spent in social and ru-

ral enjoyment.
These were the scenes and associates suited to

the tastes and habits of Goldsmith. On these oc-

casions he was in all his glory, the "
king of good

fellows ;" quite a different being from what he was
when among the higher learned and literary cir-

cles of the metropolis. Here, too, he had his

humble retainers and hangers-on, who sponged

upon his generosity ; for, however poor he might
be, Goldsmith had always the luck of finding some
one poorer than himself, to drain his scanty but

ever-open purse. One of these humble compan-
ions was his occasional amanuensis, Peter Barlow ;

whose quaint peculiarities were subjects of amuse-
ment to Goldsmith's friends. Peter was poor but

punctilious. He squared his expenses according
to his means

; always wore the same garb, fixed

his regular expenditure for dinner at a trifling sum,

which, if left to himself he never exceeded, but
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which he always insisted upon paying. His od-

dities made him a welcome companion on the

"tradesman's holydays." The dinner on these

occasions always exceeded considerably his reg-
ular tariff. Peter, however, put down no more
than his invariable sum, and Goldsmith made up
the difference.

Another boon companion for whom the poet was

occasionally content to "
pay the shot" was one

Glover, a fellow of some humour, of that "vaga-
bond order" of which Goldsmith was always a little

fond. Glover had originally been educated for the

medical profession, but his vagabond propensities
led him early to the stage. While performing at

Cork, he undertook, partly in jest, to restore life to

the body of a malefactor who had just been execu-

ted. To the astonishment of every one, himself

among the number, he succeeded. The miracle

took wind. He abandoned the stage, resumed the

wig and cane, and considered his fortune as secure.

Unluckily, there were not many dead people to be

restored to life in Ireland
;

his practice did not

equal his expectation, so he came to London, where
he continued to dabble indifferently, and rather

unprofitably, in physic and literature. He was a

great frequenter of the Globe and Devil taverns,

where he used to amuse the company by his talent

at story-telling and his powers of mimicry, giving

capital imitations of Garrick,Foote, Colman, Sterne,

and other public characters of the day. He sel-

dom happened to have money enough to pay his

reckoning, but was always sure to find some ready

purse among those who had been amused by his

humours.
r
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He was not long in London without seeking the

acquaintance of Goldsmith, who was then rising
into reputation, and whose bounteous breakfast-

table was becoming a convenient resort for needy
authors in search of literary counsel and a hearty
meal. " Our doctor," says Glover, in one of his

scribblings,
" our doctor, as Goldsmith was usually

called, had a constant levee of his distressed coun-

trymen, whose wants, as far as he was able, he al-

ways relieved
;
and he has often been known to

leave himself without a guinea, in order to supply
the necessities of others." We may be sure

Glover was among the foremost to profit by this

heedless generosity.
This vagabond genius has bequeathed us a whim-

sical story of one of his practical jokes upon Gold-

smith, in the course of a rural excursion in the vi-

cinity of London. They had dined at an inn on

Hempstead Heights, and were descending the hill,

when, in passing a cottage, they saw through the

open window a party at tea. Goldsmith, who was

fatigued, cast a wistful glance at the cheerful tea-

table. " How I should like to be of that party,"
exclaimed he. "

Nothing more easy," replied Glo-

ver
;

" allow me to introduce you." So saying, he

entered the house with an air of the most perfect

familiarity, though an utter stranger, and was fol-

lowed by the unsuspecting Goldsmith, who sup-

posed, of course, that he was a friend of the fam-

ily. The owner of the house rose on the en-

trance of the strangers. The undaunted Glover
shook hands with him in the most cordial manner

possible, fixed his eye upon one of the company
who had a peculiarly good-natured physiognomy,
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muttered something like a recognition, and forth-

with launched into an amusing story, invented at

the moment, of something which he pretended had

occurred upon the road. The host supposed the

new.comers were friends of his guests ;
the guests,

that they were friends of the host. Glover did not

give them time to find out the truth. He followed

one droll story with another
; brought his powers

of mimicry into play, and kept the company in a

roar. Tea was offered and accepted ;
an hour

went off in the most sociable manner imaginable,
at the °nd of which, Glover bowed himself and his

companion out of the house with many facetious

last words, leaving the host and his company to

compare notes, and find out what an impudent in-

trusion they had experienced.

Nothing could exceed the dismay and vexation

of Goldsmith when triumphantly told by Glover

that it was all a hoax, and that he did not know
a single soul in the house. His first impulse
was to return instantly and vindicate himself from

all participation in the jest ;
but a few words from

his free and easy companion dissuaded him. " Doc-

tor," said he, coolly,
" we are unknown

; you quite
as much as I

;
if you return and tell the story, it

will be in the newspapers to-morrow ; nay, upon
recollection, I remember in one of their offices

the face of that squinting fellow who sat in the cor-

ner as if he was treasuring up my stories for future

use, and we shall be sure of being exposed ;
let us

therefore keep our own counsel."

This story was frequently afterward told by
Glover with rich dramatic effect, repeating and

exaggerating the conversation, and mimicking in
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ludicrous style the embarrassment, surprise, and

subsequent indignation of Goldsmith.

In the latter part of 1768 the Royal Academy of

Arts was instituted, to be under the patronage ot the

sovereign, and the direction of forty artists of the

first rank in their several professions. In December
of the following year, Dr. Johnson was appointed
Professor of Ancient Literature, and Dr. Goldsmith

Professor of History to the institution, mere hon-

orary titles without any emolument. About the

same time Goldsmith received notice that a small

legacy had been left him by his excellent and af-

fectionate uncle Contarine.

These circumstances called forth the following

letter, containing domestic allusions of a moving
nature :

" To Mr. Maurice Goldsmith, at James Lawder's,

Esq., at Kilmore, near Carrick-on-Shannon.

"January, 1770.
" Dear Brother,

"
I should have answered your letter sooner, but„

in truth, I am not fond of thinking of the necessi-

ties of those I love, when it is so very little in my
power to help them. I am sorry to find you are

every way unprovided for ;
and what adds to my

uneasiness is, that I have received a letter from my
sister Johnson, by which I learn that she is pretty
much in the same circumstances. As to myself, I

believe I could get both you and my poor brother-

in-law something like that which you desire, but I

am determined never to ask for little things, nor ex-

haust any little interest I may have, until I can

serve you, him, and myself more effectually. As
Vol. L—II
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yet, no opportunity has offered
;
but I believe you

are pretty well convinced that I will not be remiss

when it arrives.
" The king has lately been pleased to make me

professor of Ancient History in a royal academy
of painting which he has just established, but there

is no salary annexed
;
and I took it rather as a com-

pliment to the institution than any benefit to myself.
Honours to one in my situation are something like

ruffles to one that wants a shirt.
u You tell me that there are fourteen or fifteen

pounds left me in the hands of my cousin Lawder,
and you ask me what I would have done with them.

My dear brother, I would by no means give any di-

rections to my dear worthy relations at Kilmore
how to dispose of money which is, properly speak-

ing, more theirs than mine. All that I can say is,

that I entirely, and this letter will serve to witness,

give up any right and title to it
;
and I am sure they

will dispose of it to the best advantage. To them
I entirely leave it

;
whether they or you may think

the whole necessary to fit you out, or whether our

poor sister Johnson may not want the half, I leave

entirely to their and your discretion. The kind-

ness of that good couple to our shattered family de-

mands our sincerest gratitude ; and, though they
have almost forgotten me, yet, if good things at last

arrive, I hope one day to return and increase their

good-humour by adding to my own.
"

I have sent my cousin Jenny a miniature pic-
ture of myself, as I believe it is the most accepta-
ble present I can offer. I have ordered it to be left

for her at George Faulkner's, folded in a letter.

The face, you well know, is ugly enough, but it is
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finely painted. I will shortly also send my friends

over the Shannon some mezzotinto prints of myself

and some more of my friends here, such as Burke,

Johnson, Reynolds, and Colman. I believe I have

written a hundred letters to different friends in your

country, and never received an answer to any of

them. I do not know how to account for this, or

why they are unwilling to keep up for me those re-

gards which I must ever retain for them.
'

"
If, then, you have a mind to oblige me, you will

write often, whether I answer you or not. Let me

particularly have the news of our family and old ac-

quaintances. For instance, you may begin by tell-

ing me about the family where you reside, how they

spend their time, and whether they ever make men-

tion of me. Tell me about my mother, my broth-

er Hodson and his son, my brother Harry's son

and daughter, my sister Johnson, the family of

Ballyoughter, what is become of them, where they

live, and how they do. You talked of being my
only brother : I don't understand you. Where is

Charles ? A sheet of paper occasionally filled with

the news of this kind would make me very happy,

and would keep you nearer my mind. As it is, my
dear brother, believe me to be

" Yours most affectionately,
" Oliver Goldsmith."

Several years had now elapsed since the first

publication of " the Traveller," and much wonder

had been expressed that the great success of that

poem had not excited him to farther attempts in

that walk of literature. On being questioned, at a

public dinner given at the Royal Academy by the
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Earl of Lisburn, why he neglected the muses to

compile histories and write novels,
" My lord,"

said he,
"
by courting the muses I shall starve,

but by my other labours I eat, drink, have good
clothes, and can enjoy the luxuries of life." So

also, on being asked by a poor writer what was the

most profitable mode of exercising the pen,
" My

dear fellow," replied he, good-humouredly, "pay
no regard to the draggle-tailed muses

;
for my

part, I have found production in prose more sought
after and better paid for."

Still, however, as has been before observed, he
found golden moments to steal away from his pro-
saic labours and indulge the poetic vein, and, on
the 26th May, 1770, was enabled to bring his " De-
serted Village" before the public.
The popularity of " the Traveller" had prepared

the way for this poem, and its sale was instantane-

ous and immense. The first edition was immedi-

ately exhausted
;

in a few days a second was is-

sued, in a few days more a third, and, by the 16th

of August, the fifth edition was hurried through
the press. As is the case with popular writers,

Goldsmith was his own rival, and critics were in-

clined to give the preference to his first poem ; but,

with the public at large, we believe the "Deserted

Village" has ever been the greatest favourite.*

* The following article, which appeared in a London periodi-
cal, shows the effect of Goldsmith's poem in renovating the for-

tunes of Lishoy.
" About three miles from Ballymahon, a very central town in

the sister kingdom, is the mansion and village of Auburn, so
called by their present possessor, Captain Hogan. Through the
taste and improvement of this gentleman, it is now a beautiful

spot, although fifteen years since it presented a very bare and

unpoetical aspect. This, however, was owing to a cause which
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Previous to the publication of "the Deserted

Village," the bookseller gave Goldsmith in advance

a note for the price agreed upon, one hundred

serves strongly to corroborate the assertion, that Goldsmith had
this scene in view when he wrote his poem of ' The Deserted

Village.' The then possessor, General Napier, turned all his

tenants out of their farms that he might enclose them in his

own private domain. Littleton, the mansion of the general,
stands not far off, a complete emblem of the desolating spirit

lamented by the poet, dilapidated and converted into a barrack.
" The chief object of attraction is Lishoy, once the parsonage

house of Henry Goldsmith, that brother to whom the poet dedi-

cated his '

Traveller,' and who is represented as the village

pastor,

'

Passing rich with forty pounds a year.'

" When I was in the country, the lower chambers were in-

habited by pigs and sheep, and the drawing-rooms by oats.

Captain Hogan, however, has, I believe, got it since. into his pos-
session, and has, of course, improved its condition.

" Though at first strongly inclined to dispute the identity of

Auburn, Lishoy House overcame my scruples. As I clambered
over the rotten gate, and crossed the grass-grown lawn or court,
the tide of association became too strong for casuistry : here the

poet dwelt and wrote, and here his thoughts fondly recurred

when composing his ' Traveller' in a foreign land. Yonder was
the decent church, that literally 'topped the neighbouring hill.'

Before me lay the little hill of Knockrue, on which he declares,
in one of his letters, he had rather sit with a book in hand than

mingle in the proudest assemblies. And, above all, startlingly

true, beneath my feet was

'Yonder copse, where once the garden smiled,
And still where many a garden-flower grows wild.'

"A painting from the life could not be more exact. 'The
stubborn currant-bush' lifts its head above the rank grass, and
the proud hollyhock flaunts where its sisters of the flower-knot
are no more.

" In the middle of the village stands the old '

hawthorn-tree,'
built up with masonry to distinguish and preserve it; it is old

and stunted, and suffers much from the depredations of post-
chaise travellers, who generally stop to procure a twig. Oppo-
site to it is the village alehouse, over the door of which swings
' The Three Jolly Pigeons.' Within everything is arranged ac-

cording to the letter :

M 3
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guineas. As the latter was returning home, he met
a friend, to whom he mentioned the circumstance,
and who, apparently judging of poetry by quantity

• The whitewash'd wall, the nicely-sanded floor,

The varnish'd clock that click'd behind the door :

The chest, contrived a double debt to pay,
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day;
The pictures placed for ornament and use,
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose.

"Captain Hogan, I have heard, found great difficulty in ob-

taining
' the twelve good rules,' but at length purchased them at

some London bookstall to adorn the whitewashed parlour of
' The Three Jolly Pigeons.' However laudable this may be, no-

thing shook my faith in the reality of Auburn so much as this

exactness, which had the disagreeable air of being got up for

the occasion. The last object of pilgrimage is the quondam hab-

itation of the schoolmaster,
1

There, in his noisy mansion, skill'd to rule.'

"
It is surrounded with fragrant proofs of its identity in

' The blossom'd furze, unprofitably gay.'
" There is to be seen the chair of the poet, which fell into the

hands of its present possessors at the wreck of the parsonage-
house

; they have frequently refused large offers of purchase ;

but more, I dare say, for the sake of drawing contributions from
the curious than from any reverence for the bard. The chair

is of oak, with back and seat of cane, which precluded all hopes
of a secret drawer, like that lately discovered in Gay's. There
is no fear of its being worn out by the devout earnestness of sit-

ters—as the cocks and hens have usurped undisputed possession
of it, and protest most clamorously against all attempts to get it

cleansed or to seat one's self.

"The controversy concerning the identity of this Auburn
was formerly a standing theme of discussion among the learned
of the neighbourhood ; but, since the pros and cons have been all

ascertained, the argument has died away. Its abettors plead
the singular agreement between the local history of the place
and the Auburn of the poem, and the exactness with which the

scenery of the one answers to the description of the other. To
this is opposed the mention of the nightingale,

' And fill'd each pause the nightingale had made ;'

there being no such bird in the island. The objection is slight-

ed, on the other hand, by considering the passage as a mere po-

etical license :
'

Besides,' say they,
' the robin is the Irish night-
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rather than quality, observed that it was a great

sum for so small a poem.
" In truth," said Gold,

smith,
"

I think so too
;

it is much more than the

honest man can afford or the piece is worth. I

have not been easy since I received it." In fact,

he actually returned the note to the bookseller, and

left it to him to graduate the payment according to

the success of the work. The bookseller soon re-

paid him in full, with many acknowledgments of

his disinterestedness.

About the same time he showed another instance

of the magnanimity and independence of his spirit

in matters of mere pecuniary profit. He was well

known to be straitened in circumstances, and that,

with all his varied exertions, his pen could but ill

supply the expenses of his generous hand. The

ministry was at that time assailed by a variety of

powerful writers, such as Junius and Wilkes, and

was anxious to obtain literary support. Dr. Scott,

author of Anti-Sejanus and other political tracts in

support of Lord North's administration, was sent

to negotiate with Goldsmith. "
I found him," said

the doctor,
" in a miserable set of chambers in the

Temple ;
I told him my authority ;

I told him I

was empowered to pay most liberally for his exer-

ingale.' And if it be hinted how unlikely it. was that Gold-

smith should have laid the scene in a place from which he was
and had been so long absent, the rejoinder is always,

'

Pray,

sir, was Milton in hell when he built Pandemonium?'
" The line is naturally drawn between ;

there can be no doubt

that the poet intended England by
' The land to hast'ning ills a prey,

Where wealth accumulates and men decay.'
" But it is very natural to suppose that, at the same time, his

imagination had in view the scenes of his youth, which give
such strong features of resemblance to the picture."



140 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

lions. Would you believe it ! he was -so absurd
as to say,

'
I can earn as much as will supply

my wants without writing for any party ; the as-

sistance, therefore, you offer is unnecessary to me,'
and so I left him," added Dr. Scott,

" in his garret."
Who does not admire the independent spirit of

Goldsmith 1 Who does not smile at the astonish,

ment of the political hireling 1

Shortly after " the Deserted Village," Goldsmith

published his life of Parnell. Johnson spoke slight-

ingly of it as poor, and Goldsmith himself ac-

knowledges the scantiness of his materials
; yet, in

so doing, he uses a simile which, for beauty of im-

agery and felicity of language, is enough of itself to

stamp a value upon the essay.
"
Such," says he,

"
is the very unpoetical detail

of the life of a poet. Some dates and some few

facts, scarcely more interesting than those that

make the ornaments of a country tombstone, are

all that remain of one whose labours now begin to

excite universal curiosity. A poet, while living, is

seldom an object sufficiently great to attract much
attention ;

his real merits are known but to a few,
and these are generally sparing in their praises.
When his fame is increased by time, it is then too

late to investigate the peculiarities of his disposi-
tion

;
the dews of the morning are past, and we

vainly try to continue the chase oy the meridian

splendour."

The slovenliness of dress for which Johnson, on
his first interview with Goldsmith, had given him
a practical reproof, was by no means to be laid to

his charge since he had become elevated into polite

society. On the contrary, if we may judge from
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certain anecdotes concerning him, and from some
of his tailors' bills still'extant, he was prone to be

expensive, if not tasteful in his attire, and at times,
with great self-complacency, to sport his ungainly

figure in the sunshine in Temple Gardens, arrayed
with a finery that provoked the merriment of his

friends. Boswell has rendered his peach-coloured
dress famous. Goldsmith, with Johnson, Reynolds,
Garrick, and others, were invited to dine with him,
and they were awaiting the arrival of another guest.
"
Goldsmith," says Boswell,

" to divert the tedious

minutes, strutted about, bragging of his dress, and,
I believe, was seriously vain of it, for his mind was

undoubtedly prone to such impressions. J Come,
come,' said Garrick, f talk no more of that. You
are perhaps the worst—eh, eh V Goldsmith was

eagerly attempting to interrupt him, when Gar-
rick went on, laughing ironically.

'

Nay, you will

always look like a gentleman ; but I am talking of

your being well or ill dressed.' ' Well, let me
tell you,' said Goldsmith,

' when the tailor brought
home my bloom-coloured coat, he said,

"
Sir, I

have a favour to beg of you ;
when anybody asks

you who made your clothes, be pleased to mention
John Filby, at the Harrow, in Water Lane." *

1

Why, sir,' cried Johnson,
i that was because he

knew the strange colour would attract crowds to

gaze at it, and thus they might hear of him, and
see how well he could make a coat of so absurd a
colour.'

"

According to his tailors' bills, he had sometimes
four and five full suits in the course of a year, be-

sides separate articles of dress. Among the items
we find a green half-trimmed frock and breech-



142 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

es, lined with silk
; queen's-blue dress-suit

;
half-

dress suit of ratteen, lined with satin
; Tyrian

bloom satin grain and garter-blue silk breeches,

&c. Honest John Filby. as he used to term him,

was his tailor for mai^y years, and was always

punctually paid.
Goldsmith had of course been brought into a

higher sphere of society than he had originally

been accustomed to, but he always preferred those

easy domestic circles where there was little of the

etiquette of polished life, and where he could in-

dulge his playful and occasionally grotesque hu-

mour. One of his social resorts was the family of

a Mr. Seguin, an Irish merchant of literary tastes,

who had country lodgings near his rural retreat at

Edgeware. In the bosom of this family he would

completely unbend and play the boy. He was

ready for anything that was going forward : con-

versation, music, or a game of romps. He prided
himself upon his dancing, and would walk a min-

uet with Mrs. Seguin, to the infinite amusement
of herself and the children, whose shouts of laughter
he bore with perfect good-humour. He would

sing Irish songs, and the Scotch ballad of Johnny
Armstrong. He took the lead in the children's

sports of blind man's buff, hunt the slipper, &c.,or
in their games at cards, and was the most noisy of

the party, affecting to cheat and to be excessively
eao-er to win : while with children of smaller size

he would turn the hind part of his wig before, and

play all kinds of tricks to amuse them.
"

I was only five years old," says the late George
Colman,

" when Goldsmith one evening, while he

was drinking coffee with my father, took me on
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his knee and began to play with me, which amiable

act I returned with a very smart slap in the face ;

it must have been a tingler, for I left the marks of

my little spiteful paw upon his cheek. This in-

fantile outrage was followed by summary justice,

and I was locked up by my father in an adjoining

room, to undergo solitary imprisonment in the dark.

Here I began to howl and scream most abomina-

bly. At length a friend appeared to extricate me
from jeopardy ;

it was the good-natured doctor

himself, with a lighted candle in his hand and a
smile upon his countenance, which was still par-

tially red from the effects of my petulance. I

sulked and sobbed, and he fondled and soothed

until I began to brighten. He seized the propi-
tious moment, placed three hats upon the carpet,
and a shilling under each; the shillings, he told

me, were England, France, and Spain.
'

Hey,
presto, cockolorum !' cried the doctor, and, lo ! on

unconvering the shillings, they were all found con-

gregated under one. I was no politician at the

time, and therefore might not have wondered at

the sudden revolution which brought England,
France, and Spain all under one crown

; but, as I

was also no conjuror, it amazed me beyond measure.
From that time, whenever the doctor came to visit

my father,

1
1 pluck'd his gown to share the good man's smile ;*

a game of romps constantly ensued, and we were

always cordial friends and merry»playfellows."
One of the most agreeable additions to Gold-

smith's circle of intimacy was the family of a Cap-
tain Horneck, with whom he had become acquaint-
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ed at the house of Sir Joshua Reynolds. Mrs.

Horneck and her two daughters were elegant and

accomplished women, and the young ladies were

remarkable for great beauty ;
their society, there-

fore, was much sought by several distinguished
men of the day. Their attention had first been

attracted to Goldsmith as a man of genius, their

kind regard had subsequently been won by his

honest simplicity and buoyant good-humour, and

an intimacy ensued that continued uninterrupted
for the remainder of his life. In the laiter part of

July, 1770, Goldsmith made a six weeks' excursion

to Paris in company with these ladies. The fol-

lowing- letter to Sir Joshua Reynolds was written

soon after landing at Calais.

" To Sir Joshua Reynolds.

" My dear Friend,
" We had a very quick passage from Dover to

Calais, which we performed in three hours and

twenty minutes, all of us extremely seasick, which

must necessarily have happened, as my machine

to prevent seasickness was not completed. We
"were glad to leave Dover, because we hated to be

imposed upon ;
so were in high spirits at coming

to Calais, where we were told that a little money
would go a great way.

"
Upon landing two little trunks, which was all

we carried with us, we were surprised to see four-

teen or fifteen fellows all running down to the ship
to lay their hands upon them

;
four got under each

trunk, the rest surrounded and held the hasps ;

and in this manner our little baggage was conduct-

ed, with a kind of funeral solemnity, till it was safe-
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ly lodged at the custom-house. We were well

enough pleased with the people's civility till they
came to be paid ; every creature that had the

happiness of but touching our trunks with their

finger, expected sixpence ;
and they had so pretty

and civil a manner of demanding it, that there was
no refusing them.

" When we had done with the porters, we had
next to speak with the custom-house officers, who
had their pretty civil way too. We were directed

to the Hotel d'Angleterre, where a valet-de-place
came to offer his service, and spoke to me ten min-

utes before I once found out that he was speaking

English. We had no occasion for his services, so

we gave him a little money because he spoke Eng-
lish, and because he wanted it. I cannot help

mentioning another circumstance : I bought a new
riband for my wig at Canterbury, and the barber

at Calais broke it in order to gain sixpence by buy-

ing me a new one."

An incident which occurred in the course of

this tour has been tortured by that literary magpie,
Boswell, into a proof of Goldsmith's absurd jeal-

ousy of any admiration shown to others in his

presence. While stopping at a hotel in Lisle, they
were drawn to the windows by a military parade
in front. The extreme beauty of the Miss Hor-
necks immediately attracted the attention of the

officers, who broke forth with enthusiastic speeches
and compliments intended for their ears. Gold-
smith was amused for a while, but at length af-

fected impatience at this exclusive admiration of

his beautiful companions, and exclaimed, with mock
Vol. I.—N
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severity of aspect,
" Elsewhere I also would have

my admirers."

It is difficult to conceive the obtuseness of intel-

lect necessary to misconstrue so obvious a piece of

mock petulance
and dry humour into an instance

of mortified vanity and jealous self-conceit.

Goldsmith jealous of the admiration of a group

of gay officers for the charms of two beautiful

young women ! This even out-Boswells Boswell ;

yet this is but one of several similar absurdities,

evidently misconceptions of Goldsmith's peculiar

vein of humour, by which the charge of envious

jealousy has been attempted to be fixed upon him.

The following letter to Sir Joshua Reynolds was

subsequently written :

" To Sir Joshua Reynolds.
"Paris, July 29 (1770).

" My dear Friend,
" I began a long letter to you from Lisle, giving

a description of all that we had done and seen, but,

finding it very dull, and knowing that you would

show it again, I threw it aside and it was lost.
^

You

see by the top of this letter that we are at Paris, and

(as I have often heard you say) we have brought

our own amusement with us, for the ladies do not

seem to be very fond of what we have yet seen.

" With regard to myself, I find that travelling at

twenty and at forty are very different things. I set

out with all my confirmed habits about me, and can

find nothing on the Continent so good as when I for-

merly left it. One of our chief amusements here

is scolding at everything we meet with, and prais-

ing everything and every person we left at home.
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You may judge, therefore, whether your name is

not frequently bandied at table among us. To tell

you the truth, I never thought I could regret your
absence so muoh as our various mortifications on

the road have often taught me to do. I could tell

you of disasters and adventures without number ;
of

our lying in barns, and of my being half poisoned
with a dish of green pease ;

of our quarrelling with

postillions,
and being cheated by our landladies ;

but I reserve all this for a happy hour which I ex-

pect to share with you upon my return.
" I have little to tell you more but that we are at

present all well, and expect returning when we have

stayed out one month, which I did not care if it were

over this very day. I long to hear from you all,

how you yourself do, how Johnson, Burke, Dyer,

Chamier, Colman, and every one of the club do.

I wish I could send you some amusement in this let-

ter, but I protest I am so stupified by the air of this

country (for I am sure it cannot be natural) that I

have not a word to say. I have been thinking of

the plot of a comedy, which shall be entitled A Jour-

ney to Paris, in which a family shall be introduced

with a full intention of going to France to save mon-

ey. You know there is not a place in the world

more promising for that purpose. As for the meat

of this country, I can scarce eat it
; and, though we

pay two good shillings a head for our dinner, I find

it all so tough that I have spent less time with my
knife than my picktooth. I said this as a good

thing at table, but it was not understood. I believe

it to be a good thing.
u As for our intended journey to Devonshire, I

find it out of my power to perform it ; for, as soon
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as I arrive at Dover, I intend to let the ladies go on,

and I will take a country lodging somewhere near

that place in order to do some business. I have so

outrun the constable that I must mertify a little to

bring it up again. For God's sake, the night you
receive this, take your pen in your hand and tell me
something about yourself and myself, if you know
of anything that has happened. About Miss Rey-
nolds, about Mr. BickerstafT, my nephew, or any-

body that you regard. I beg you will send to Grif-

fin the bookseller to know if there be any letters left

for me, and be so good as to send them to me at

Paris. They may perhaps be left for me at the

Porter's Lodge, opposite the pump in Temple Lane.
The same messenger will do. I expect one from

Lord Clare, from Ireland. As for the others, I am
not much uneasy about.

" Is there anything I can do for you at Paris ? I

wish you would tell me. The whole of my own

purchases here is one silk coat, which I have put on,

and which makes me look like a fool. But no more
of that. I find that Colman has gained his lawsuit.

I am glad of it. I suppose you often meet. I will

soon be among you, better pleased with my situation

at home than I ever was before. And yet I must

say, that if anything could make France pleasant,
the very good women with whom I am at present
would certainly do it. I could say more about that,

but I intend showing them the letter before I send

it away. What signifies teazing you longer with

moral observations, when the business of my wri-

ting is over ? I have one thing only more to say,
and of that I think every hour in the day, namely,
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that I am your most sincere and most affectionate

friend,
" Oliver Goldsmith.

" Direct to me at the Hotel de Danemarc, >

Rue Jacob, Fauxbourg St. Germains." )

One of Goldsmith's fellow-travellers was a Mr.

Hickey, a bustling attorney, who, being well ac-

quainted with Paris, played the part of cicerone on

all occasions. He and Goldsmith did not relish

each other, and they had several petty altercations.

The lawyer was probably too much a man of busi-

ness and method for the careless poet, and had not

the literary taste and feeling to appreciate his

merits.

Goldsmith subsequently gave a good-humoured
sketch of Hickey in his poem of " the Retaliation."

"Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pleasant creature,
And slander itself must allow him good nature

;

He cherish'd his friend, and he relish'd a bumper,
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper.
Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser

;

I answer, No, no, for he always was wiser ;

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat,

His very worst ftv can't accuse him of that
;

Perhaps he confided in men as they go,
And so was too foolishly honest? Ah no •

Then what was his failing ? Come, tell it, and burn ye—
He was, could he help it ? a special attorney."

One of the few remarks extant made by Gold-

smith during this tour is the following, of whimsi-

cal import, in his "Animated Nature."
" In going through the towns of France some

time since, I could not help observing how much

plainer their parrots spoke than ours, and how

very distinctly I understood their parrots speak
French, when I could not understand our own,

N2
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though they spoke my native language. I at first

ascribed it to the different qualities of the two lan-

guages, and was for entering into an elaborate dis-

cussion on the vowels and consonants
;

but a
friend that was with me solved the difficulty at

once, by assuring me that the French women
scarce did anything else the whole day than sit and
instruct their feathered pupils ;

and that the birds

were thus distinct in their lessons in consequence
of continual schooling:."

We have one more anecdote of this tour, which
illustrates a little harmless vanity with respect to

personal activity of which he stands accused.
"
Being with a party at Versailles viewing the

water-works, a question arose among the gentle-
men present whether the distance from whence

they stood to one of the little islands was within

the compass of a leap. Goldsmith maintained the

affirmative
; but, being bantered on the subject, and

remembering his former prowess as a youth, at-

tempted the leap, but, falling short, descended into

the water, to the great amusement of the com-

pany."
His tour does not seem to have left in his mem-

ory the most fragrant recollections
; for, being ask-

ed after his return whether travelling on the Conti-

nent repaid
" an Englishman for the privations and

annoyances attendant on it," he replied,
"

I rec-

ommend it by all means to the sick if they are
without the sense of smelling, and to the poor if

they are without the sense offeeling ; and to both
if they can discharge from their minds ail idea of

what in England we term comfort."

It is needless to say that the universal improve-
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ment in the art of living on the Continent has at

the present day taken away the force of Gold-

smith's reply, though even at the time it was more
humorous than correct.

On his return to England he received the mel-

ancholy tidings of the death of his mother. Not-

withstanding the fame as an author to which he
had attained, she seems to have been disappointed
in her early expectations from him. Like others

of his family, she had been more vexed by his ear-

ly irregularities than by his proofs of genius ;
and

in subsequent years, when he had risen to fame
and to intercourse with the great, had been annoy-
ed at the ignorance of the world and want of man-

agement which prevented him from pushing his

fortune. Goldsmith had always, however, been an
affectionate son, and in the latter years of her life,

when she had become blind, contributed from his

precarious resources to prevent her from feeling
want.

About this time, the friendship that had so long
subsisted between Goldsmith and Dr. Percy was

suddenly interrupted and almost destroyed by a

dispute as to the authenticity of Rowley's poems.
Percy maintained that they were entirely the pro-
ductions of Chatterton, while Goldsmith, consider-

ing the merit of the poetry, the acquaintance with
life and the human heart displayed in them, the

antique quaintness of the language, and the famil-

iar knowledge of historical events of their sup-

posed day, was of opinion that they could not be
the works of a boy of sixteen, of narrow educa-

tion, and confined to the duties of an attorney's of-

fice
;
but must be the genuine productions of Row-
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ley. So firmly was Goldsmith persuaded of this

fact, that on one occasion, when dining at the Roy-
al Academy, he spoke with rapture of them as a
treasure of old English poetry wonderfully brought
to light. Johnson, who was present, laughed at his

enthusiasm, and Horace Walpole assured him he

had for some time known of the treasure and its

discoverer, and might have had the honour of ush-

ering them to the learned world
;

"
but, though

Goldsmith's credulity diverted me," says he,
" my

mirth was soon dashed
; for, on asking about Chat-

terton, he told me he had been in London and had

destroyed himself."

In the following year, 1771, Goldsmith produced
his History of England, in four volumes. It pos-
sessed the same kind of merit as his other historical

compilations ;
a clear, succinct narrative, a simple,

easy, and graceful style, and an agreeable arrange-
ment of facts

;
but was not remarkable for either

depth of observation or minute accuracy of re-

search. Many passages were translated with lit-

tle, if any alteration from his " Letters from a No-
bleman to his Son" on the same subject. The work
was well received, and, like his other historical

writings, has kept its ground in English literature.

In the spring of this year he paid a visit to Lord
Clare at Bath, in the course of which a whimsical
blunder occurred. Lord Clare and the Duke of

Northumberland had houses next to each other,

of similar architecture. Returning home one

morning from an early walk, Goldsmith, in one of

his frequent fits of absence, mistook the house, and

walked up into the duke's dining-room, where he

and the duchess were about to sit down to break-
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fast. Goldsmith, still supposing himself in the

house of Lord Clare, and that they were visiters,

made them an easy salutation, being acquainted

with them, and threw himself on a
'

sofa in the

lounging manner of a man perfectly at home. The

duke and duchess soon perceived his mistake, and,

while they smiled internally, endeavoured, with the

considerateness of well-bred people, to prevent

any awkward embarrassment. They accordingly

chatted sociably with him about matters in Bath, un-

til, breakfast being served, they invited him to par-

take. The truth at once flashed upon poor heed-

less Goldsmith ;
he started up from his free-and-

easy position, made a confused apology for his

blunder, and would have retired perfectly discon-

certed had not the duke and duchess treated the

whole as a lucky occurrence to throw him in their

way, and exacted a promise from him to dine with

them.

On returning from his visit to Lord Clare, he

shut himself up at one of his country retreats, and

set himself seriously to work to write another com-

edy. The following extract from a letter to Ben-

net Langton gives a picture of a comic author

in the process of manufacturing jokes and merry
scenes :

"My dear Sir:
" Since I had the pleasure of seeing you last, I

have been almost wholly in the country at a farm-

er's house, quite alone, trying to write a comedy.
It is now finished

;
but when and how it will be

acted, or whether it will be acted at all, are ques-

tions I cannot resolve. * * * * Johnson has been
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down on a visit to his old haunts at Mrs. Thrale's.

Burke is a farmer, en attendant, a better place.

Every soul is a visiting about and merry but my-
self, and that is hard too, as I have been trying
these three months to do something to make peo-

ple laugh. There I have been strolling about the

hedges, studying jests with a most tragical counte-

nance. The Natural History is about half fin-

ished, and I will shortly finish the rest. God
knows I am tired of this kind of finishing, which is

but bungling work
;
and that not so much my fault

as the fault of my scurvy circumstances. * * * *

I have published an abridgment of the '

History of

England,' for which I have been a good deal abused
in the newspapers for betraying the liberties of the

people. God knows I had no thought for or against

liberty in my head
; my whole aim being to make

a book of a decent size, that, as Squire Richard

says, would do no harm to nobody."

We have some farther traditional anecdotes of

Goldsmith and his doings during the same year.
In August, Miss Catharine Horneck, one of his

beautiful fellow-travellers, was married to Henry
William Bunbury, Esq., celebrated for the humor-
ous productions of his pencil. Goldsmith short-

ly afterward made a visit to the newly-married

couple, at their seat at Barton, in Suffolk, and the

following particulars, related by one of the inmates

of the mansion, present him in all the amiable and
whimsical peculiarities of his character.

" While at Barton his manners were always

playful and amusing, taking the lead in promoting

any scheme of innocent mirth, and usually prefa-
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cing the invitation by,
' Come, now, and let us play

the fool a little.' At cards, which was common-

ly a round game and the stake small, he was always

the most noisy, affected great eagerness to win,

and teased his opponents of the gentler sex with

continual jest and banter on their want of spirit in

not risking the hazards of the game. But one of

his most favourite enjoyments was to romp with
*

children, when he threw off all reserve, and seemed

one of the most joyous of the group.
" His simplicity of manners made him occasion-

ally the object of tricks of the jocular kind to oth-

er visiters of the house. Being at all times gay in

dress, he made his appearance at the breakfast ta-

ble in a smart black silk coat with an expensive pair

of ruffles ;
the coat some one contrived to soil, and

it was sent to be cleansed ; but, either by accident,

or probably design, the day after it came home, the

sleeves became daubed with paint, which was not

discovered until the ruffles also, to his great mortifi-

cation, were irretrievably disfigured.
" He always wore a wig, a peculiarity which those

who judge of his appearance only from the fine po-

etical head by Reynolds would not suspect ;
and on

one occasion some person contrived seriously to in-

jure this important adjunct to dress. It was the

only one he had in the country, and the misfortune

seemed irreparable until the services of Mr. Bun-

bury's valet were called in, who, however, perform-

ed his functions so indifferently that poor Gold-

smith's appearance became the signal for a general

smile.
" On another occasion, some difference of opin-

ion having arisen with Lord Harrington respecting
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the depth of a pond, the poet remarked that it was
not so deep but that, if anything valuable was to be

found at the bottom, he would not hesitate to pick
it up. His lordship, after some banter, threw in a

guinea ; Goldsmith, not to be outdone in this kind

of bravado, in attempting to fulfil his promise with-

out getting wet, accidentally fell in, to the amuse-
ment of all present, but persevered, brought out the

money, and kept it, remarking that he had abun-
dant objects on whom to bestow any farther proofs
of his lordship's whim or bounty.

•

" His benevolence was unquestionable, and his

countenance bore every trace of it. He was a

very plain man
; but, had he been much more so,

it was impossible not to love and respect his good-
ness of heart, which broke out upon every occasion

;

no one that knew him intimately could avoid admi-

ring and loving his good qualities. They accused

him of envy, but it certainly was not envy in the

usual sense of that word ;
he was jealous, perhaps,

of giving praise where he thought praise was not

due
;
but I am sure that, on many occasions, from

the peculiar manner of his humour and assumed
frown of countenance, what was often uttered in

jest was mistaken by those that did not know him
for earnest.

" The expression of his countenance is most hap-

pily caught in one of the sketches of Mr. Bunbury,
which gives the head with admirable fidelity as he

actually lived among us
; nothing can exceed its

truth.
I

" There are others by the same gentleman, exe-

cuted in a sportive vein, and therefore caricatured.

The head by Reynolds is a fine portrait, and like-
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wise conveys a good idea of his face
;

it was paint-
ed as a fine poetical head for the admiration of pos-

terity ; but, as it is divested of his wig, and with the

shirt collar open, it was not the man as seen in dai-

ly life. This, however, detracts nothing from the

merit of the painting of that great artist and amia-

ble man, whom, from an early period till his death,
I had the honour to number among my most partic-
ular friends.

" One of the means by which he amused us was
his songs, chiefly of the comic kind, which were

sung with some taste and humour
; several, I be.

lieve, were of his own composition, and I regret
that I neither have copies, which might have been

readily procured from him at the time, nor do I re-

member their names."
In 1772 Goldsmith resumed his labours at his

" Animated Nature," and, to be uninterrupted in

his occupations, again secluded himself in the farm-

house.
"
Goldsmith," writes Boswell in his memoirs,

" told us that he was now busy in writing a Natu-

ral History ; and, that he might have full leisure

for it, he had taken lodgings at a farmer's house

near to the six-mile stone on the Edgeware Road,
and had carried down his books in two returned

postchaises. He said he believed the farmer's

family thought him an odd character, similar to

that in which the Spectator appeared to his land-

lady and her children
;
he was The Gentleman,

Mr. Mickle, the translator of the Lusiad, and I went
to visit him at this place a few days afterward. He
was not at home

; but, having a curiosity to see

his apartment, we went in, and found curious scraps
Vol. I.—
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of descriptions of animals scrawled upon the waH
with a black-lead pencil."
The farmhouse in question is still in existence,

though much altered. It stands upon a gentle emi-

nence in Hyde Lane, commanding a pleasant pros-

pect towards Hendon. The room is still pointed
out in which " She Stoops to Conquer" was writ-

ten
;
a convenient and airy apartment, up one flight

of stairs. Goldsmith spent most of his time in his

room writing, where his meals were generally sent

to him. Sometimes he strolled about the fields,

or was seen loitering, and reading, and musing un-

der the hedges. He read much at night, being

subject to fits of wakefulness. He was noted here,
as everywhere else, for his charitable feelings. No
beggar applied to him in vain, and he evinced on
all occasions great commiseration for the poor.
He was visited here by Sir Joshua Reynolds,

Sir William Chambers, Hugh Boyd, the reputed
writer of Junius, and other distinguished charac-

ters. He gave occasionally, though rarely, a din-

ner-party ;
and on one occasion, when his guests

were detained by a thunder shower, he got up a

dance, and carried the merriment late into the

night.
As usual, he was the promoter of hilarity among

the young, and at one time took the children of the

house to see a company of strolling players &t
Hendon. The greatest amusement to the party,

however, was derived from his own jokes on the

road and his comments on the performance, which

produced infinite laughter among his youthful com-

panions.
We cannot refrain from subjoining the following
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testimonial to the benevolence of Goldsmith, and
his disposition, though poor himself, to help those

who were still poorer. It is from one Dr. M'Veagh
M'Donnell, a man of classical attainments, who
afterward rose to some degree of prosperity.

"
It was in the year 1772 that the death of my

elder brother in London, on our way to Ireland,

left me in a most forlorn situation
;

I was then

about eighteen ;
I possessed neither friends nor

money, nor the means of getting to Ireland, of

which or of England I knew scarcely anything,
from having so long resided in France. In this

situation I had strolled about for two or three days

considering what to do, but unable to come to any
determination, when Providence directed me to the

Temple Gardens. I threw myself on a seat, and,

willing to forget my miseries for a moment, drew
out a book

;
that book was a volume of Boileau.

I had not been there long when a gentleman, stroll-

ing about, passed near me, and observing, perhaps,

something Irish or foreign in my garb or counte-

nance, addressed me :
*

Sir, you seem studious ;

I hope you find this a favourable place to pursue
it.'

' Not very studious, sir
;

I fear it is the want
of society that brings me hither

;
I am solitary

and unknown in this metropolis ;' and a passage
from Cicero—Oratio pro Archia—occurring to me,
I quoted it : 'Hsec studia pernoctant nobiscum, pe-

rigrinantur, rusticantur.' ' You are a scholar too,

sir, I perceive.'
' A piece of one, sir

;
but I ought

still to have been in the college where I had the

good fortune to pick up the little I know.' A good
deal of conversation ensued

;
I told him part of

my history, and he, in return, gave his address in
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the Temple, desiring me to call soon, from which,
to my infinite surprise and gratification, I found

that the person who thus seemed to take an inter-

est in my fate was my countryman, and a distin-

guished ornament of letters.

"
I did not fail to keep the appointment, and was

received in the kindest manner. He told me, smi-

lingly, that he was not rich
;
that he could do lit-

tle for me in direct pecuniary aid, but would en-

deavour to put me in the way of doing something
for myself ; observing, that he could at least fur-

nish me with advice not wholly useless to a young
man placed in the heart of a great metropolis.

' In

London,' he continued,
'

nothing is to be got for no-

thing : you must work
;
and no man who chooses

to be industrious need be under obligations to an-

other, for here labour of every kind commands
its reward. If you think proper to assist me occa-

sionally as amanuensis, I shall be obliged, and you
will be placed under no obligation, until something
more permanent can be secured for you.' This

employment, which I pursued for some time, was to

translate passages from Buffon, which was abridged
or altered, according to circumstances, for his Nat-

ural History.
" I think it was generally believed by his ac-

quaintance," continues Dr. M'Donnell,
" that he

graduated at Louvain
;

that is my impression.

Perhaps it may have been at Padua, for that uni-

versity had Irish professors ;
so had Louvain

;
also

Manheim
;
and likewise the College of Maria The-

resa at Brussels.
" It has been said he was irritable. Such may

have been the case at times
; nay, I believe it was
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so ; for, what with the continual pursuit of authors,

printers, and booksellers, and occasional pecuniary
embarrassments, few could have avoided exhibiting
similar marks of impatience. But it was never so

towards me. I saw him only in his bland and kind

moods, with a flow, perhaps an overflow, of the

milk of human kindness for all who were in any
manner dependant upon him. I looked upon him
with awe and veneration, and he upon me as a
kind parent upon a child.

" His manner and address exhibited much frank-

ness and cordiality, particularly to those with

whom he possessed any degree of intimacy. His

good-nature was equally apparent. You could not

dislike the man, although several of his follies and
foibles you might be tempted to condemn. He
was generous and inconsiderate : money with him
had little value. ,

"
I was abroad at the time of his death, and

wept bitterly when the intelligence first reached

me. A blank came over my heart as if I had lost

one of my nearest relatives, and was followed for

some days by a feeling of despondency. Poor
Goldsmith was himself subject to fits of depression,
as I heard from those around him.

" After settling in England I had frequent op-

portunities of hearing much of my old patron from
several of his surviving acquaintance, whom I met
at the house of Dr. Prendergast, an Irish physi-
cian, then resident at Richmond, who had made a

fortune in Jamaica. Among others with whom we
recalled his character and memory with fondness

were Richard Burke
; Captain Higgins, who had

been an officer of marines, and is mentioned in the

02
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Haunch of Venison, and who, I believe, was Gold-

smith's companion when he beat Evans the book-

seller
;
Mr. Hickey, who has a place in Retalia-

tion, a shrewd, quick, careless, but seemingly
warm-hearted man

;
the Rev. Mr. East, once ed-

itor of the World
;
and my old friend Tom Eng-

lish, a man of talents, but also, so often the attend-

ant of talents, improvident, for which he paid the

usual tax of neglect and poverty in the decline of

life. He had been, if I mistake not, a college
friend of Edmund Burke

;
at any rate, he was pat-

ronised, by him, and, upon the accession of the lat-

ter to parliament, English conducted the Annual

Register under his direction, or, at least, those

parts which merely required compilation. I do

not believe he wrote the historical articles in that

work. He never expressly laid claim to them in

my hearing, though willing enough, like other per-

sons, to have his friends think well of his abilities
;

but he has told me that, when pressed by occasion-

al pecuniary difficulties, Burke wrote political arti-

cles and presented them to him to dispose of for

his own advantage. The connexion between them
was certainly at one time intimate. English would
retire to the '

Spaniard,' a favourite house of coun-

try resort at that time at Hampstead, or some oth-

er tavern in the neighbourhood of London, and re-

main for some time without intimating his place of

retreat, during which, to my knowledge, messen-

gers from the Burkes used to be in search of him.

The last time I saw him was at a house in Or-

ange-street, Leicester Square, about the year 1799,
or perhaps a year or two earlier

; and there, I be-

lieve, he soon afterward died.
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"
I recollect meeting Mr. Cradock, another friend

of Goldsmith, at Paris many years ago, in some-

thing of the character of what appeared to me then

a distressed gentleman. He seemed a friendly

and unassuming man. I had several conversa-

tions with him respecting the poet, for whose mem-

ory he professed a warm affection. I remember

he told me that once, when in conversation with

him, the latter complained much of the attempts
made by inferior writers, and by others who could

scarcely come under that denomination, not only
to abuse and depreciate his writings, but to render

him ridiculous as a man
; perverting every harm-

less sentiment and action into charges of absurd-

ity, malice, or folly, and concluding with,
'

Sir, I

am as a lion baited with curs.' These remarks were

probably levelled at Dr. Johnson and others of his

friends, of whose sarcastic remarks on his conver-

sation and manners he could not be ignorant ;
and

it was, perhaps, one of the strongest proofs of good-
nature and forbearance, that he submitted not only
to the savage reproofs of one who indeed was his

superior in some respects, but to the insolence or

impertinence of many others far his inferiors either

as good men or as able writers."

Though Goldsmith had finished his new comedy
in 1771, he could not get it on the stage till March,
1773. No one uninitiated in the internal manoeu-

vrings of a theatre, that little world of traps and

trickery, can have any idea of the obstacles and

perplexities multiplied in the way of the most em-
inent and successful author, by the mismanagement
of managers, the jealousies and intrigues of rival

authors, and the fantastic and impertinent caprices
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of actors. A long, baffling negotiation took place
between him and Colman, manager of Covent

Garden, who started a variety of objections, and
returned the manuscript to him, with the blank

leaves scored with criticism and suggested altera-

tions. Goldsmith's friends insisted they were triv-

ial and contemptible, and that Colman, being a
dramatic writer himself, was actuated by jealousy.
The play was then submitted to Garrick, who dis-

played equal hesitation with his rival manager, and
forbore to give a direct answer. By Johnson's ad-

vice, the comedy was again submitted to Colman,
but was still held in doubt. We may judge of

poor Goldsmith's anxiety by the following letter to

Colman.

" To George Colman, Esq,
" Dear Sir,

"
1 entreat you'll relieve me from that state of

suspense in which I have been kept for a long
time. Whatever objections you have made or

shall make to my play, I will endeavour to remove
and not argue about them. To bring in any new

judges either of its merits or faults I can never

submit to. Upon a former occasion, when my
other play was before Mr. Garrick, he offered to

bring me before Mr. Whitehead's tribunal, but I

refused the proposal with indignation : I hope I

shall not experience as harsh treatment from you
as from him. I have, as you know, a large sum
of money to make up shortly ; by accepting my
play, I can readily satisfy my creditor that way ;

at any rate, I must look about to some certainty to

be prepared. For God's sake take the play, and
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let us make the best of it, and let me have the

same measure, at least, which you have given as

bad plaj^s as mine.
"

I am your friend and servant,
" Oliver Goldsmith.''

After great difficulty and delay, Colman at length

agreed to bring the play out at Covent Garden ;

though he was ungenerous, or, at least, indiscreet

enough publicly to express his opinion that it would

not reach a second representation.
"

It dwindled

and dwindled," he said,
" and at last went out like

the snuff of a candle." Two of the most popular
actors, to whom the parts of Young Marlow and

Tony Lumpkin were assigned, declined to act them,
one of them alleging in excuse the evil predictions
of the manager. Goldsmith was advised to post-

pone the performance of his play until he could get
their important parts well supplied.

"
No," said

he,
"

I would sooner that my play were damned by
bad players than merely saved by good acting."
The friends of Goldsmith, who had stood up for

the merit of his play, and been irritated and dis-

gusted by the treatment it had received from the

manager, determined to muster their forces, and
aid in giving it a good launch upon the town. The

particulars of this confederation, and of its trium-

phant success, are amusingly told by Cumberland
in his memoirs.
"We were not over sanguine of success, but

perfectly determined to struggle hard for our au-

thor. We accordingly assembled our strength at

the Shakspeare Tavern, in a considerable body, for

an early dinner, where Samuel Johnson took the
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chair at the head of a long table, and was the life

and soul of the corps : the poet took post silently

by his side, with the Burkes, Sir Joshua Reynolds,
Fitzherbert, Caleb Whitefoord, and a phalanx of

North British, predetermined applauders, under the

banner of Major Mills, all good men and true. Our
illustrious president was in inimitable glee ;

and

poor Goldsmith that day took all his raillery as

patiently and complacently as my friend Boswell
would have done any day, or every day of his life.

In the mean time, we did not forget our duty ;
and

though we had a better comedy going, in which
Johnson was chief actor, we betook ourselves in

good time to our separate and allotted posts, and
waited the awful drawing up of the curtain. As
our stations were preconcerted, so were our signals
for plaudits arranged and determined upon in a man-
ner that gave every one his cue where to look for

them, and how to follow them up.
" We had among us a very worthy and efficient

member, long since lost to his friends and the world

at large, Adam Drummond, of amiable memory,
who was gifted by nature with the most sonorous,
and. at the same time, the most contagious laugh
that ever echoed from the human lungs. The

neighing of the horse of the son of Hystaspes was
a whisper to it

;
the whole thunder of the theatre

could not drown it. This kind and ingenious friend

fairly forewarned us, that he knew no more when
to give his fire than the cannon did that was plant-
ed on a battery. He desired, therefore, to have a

flapper at his elbow, and I had the honour to be

deputed to that office. I planted him in an upper
box, pretty nearly over the stage, in full view of
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the pit and galleries, and perfectly well situated to

give the echo all its play through the hollows and

recesses of the theatre. The success of our ma-
noeuvre was complete. All eyes were upon John-

son, who sat in a front row of a side box
; and,

when he laughed, everybody thought themselves

warranted to roar. In the mean time, my friend

followed signals with a rattle so irresistibly comic,

that, when he had repeated it several times, the at-

tention of the spectators was so engrossed by his

person and performances, that the progress of the

play seemed likely to become a secondary object,

and I found it prudent to insinuate to him that he

might halt his music without any prejudice to the

author
; but, alas ! it was now too late to rein him

in
;
he had laughed upon my signal where he found

no joke, and now, unluckily, he fancied that he

found a joke in almost everything that was said
;

so that nothing in nature could be more mal-a-

propos than some of his bursts every now and then

were. These were dangerous moments, for the pit

began to take umbrage ;
but we carried our point

through, and triumphed not only over Colman's

judgment, but our own."
While his friends were thus cheering his play

triumphantly through its ordeal, poor Goldsmith

was wandering up and down St. James's Park like

a troubled spirit. At length he could not resist

his anxiety to ascertain his fate, and ventured du-

biously to the theatre. Just as he entered behind

the scenes there was a slight hiss from the pit at

a coarse sally of Tony Lumpkin.
" What's that ?

what's that ?" cried Goldsmith to the manager, in

great agitation.
"
Pshaw, doctor," replied Colman,
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sarcastically,
" don't be frightened at squibs, when

we've been sitting these two hours upon a barrel

of gunpowder." Though of a most forgiving na-

ture, Goldsmith did not easily forget this ungener-
ous and ill-timed sally.

If Column was indeed actuated by the paltry
motives ascribed to him in his treatment of this

play, he was most amply punished by its success,

and by the taunts, epigrams, and censures levelled at

him through the pres3 : in which his false prophe-
cies were jeered at

;
his critical judgment called

in question ; and he was openly taxed with literary

jealousy. So galling and unremitting was the fire,

that he at length wrote to Goldsmith, entreating him
"to take him off the rack of the newspapers ;" in

the mean time, to escape the laugh that was raised

about him in the theatrical world of London, he

took refuge in Bath during the triumphant career

of the comedy.
Neither did Goldsmith escape those sneers and

jeers of the press usually levelled by the underlings
of literature at successful authors

;
but he was

amply indemnified by the award of all true critics.
"

I know of no comedy for many years," said Dr.

Johnson, " that has so much exhilarated an audi-

ence
;

that has answered so much the great end
of comedy—making an audience merry."

Goldsmith also gleaned applause from less author-

itative sources. To Northcote, the painter, then

a youthful pupil of Sir Joshua Reynolds, he had

given some tickets, and inquired his opinion of the

play. The other modestly declared he could not

presume to judge in the matter. "Did it make

you laugh ?" asked Goldsmith. "
Oh, exceeding*

ly."
" That's all that I require," said the poet.
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The following anonymous attack, made upon
Goldsmith on this occasion, was of so base and

personal a nature as to rouse his indignation ;

" For the London Packet.

" To Dr. Goldsmith.
" Vous vous noyez par vanitd*

"
Sir,
—The happy knack which you have learn-

ed of puffing your own compositions, provokes me
to come forth. You have not been the editor of

newspapers and magazines not to discover the

trick of literary humbug ; but the gauze is so thin

that the very foolish part of the world see through

it, and discover the doctor's monkey face and clo-

ven foot. Your poetic vanity is as unpardonable
as your personal. Would man believe it, and will

woman bear it, to be told that for hours the great
Goldsmith will stand surveying his grotesque orang-

outang's figure in a pier-glass ? Was but the

lovely H—k as much enamoured, you would not

sigh, my gentle swain, in vain. But your vanity

is preposterous. How will this same bard of Bed-

lam ring the changes in the praise of Goldy ! But

what has he to be either proud or vain of 7
' The

Traveller' is a flimsy poem, built upon false prin-

ciples
—

principles diametrically opposite to liberty.

What is ' The Good-natured Man' but a poor, wa-

ter-gruel, dramatic dose ? What is
i The Deserted

Village' but a pretty poem, of easy numbers, with-

out fancy, dignity, genius, or fire ? And, pray,
what may be the last speaking pantomime, so prais-
ed by the doctor himself, but an incoherent piece
of stuff, the figure of a woman with a fish's tail7

without plot, incident, or intrigue 1 We are made
Vol. I.—P
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to laugh at stale, dull jokes, wherein we mistake

pleasantry for wit, and grimace for humour
;

wherein every scene is unnatural, and inconsistent

with the rules, the laws of nature and of the dra-

ma
; viz., two gentlemen come to a man of for-

tune's house, eat, drink, &c, and take it for an

inn. The one is intended as a lover for the daugh-
ter

;
he talks with her for some hours

; and, when
he sees her again in a different dress, he treats her

as a bar-girl, and swears she squinted. He abuses

the master of the house, and threatens to kick him
out of his own doors. The squire, whom we are

told is to be a fool, proves to be the most sensible

being of the piece ;
and he makes out a whole act

by bidding his mother lie close behind a bush, per-

suading her that his father, her own husband, is a

highwayman, and that he has come to cut their

throats
; and, to give his cousin an opportunity to

go off, he drives his mother over hedges, ditches,

and through ponds. There is not, sweet, sucking
Johnson, a natural stroke in the whole play but

the young fellow's giving the stolen jewels to the

mother, supposing her to be the landlady. That
Mr. Colman did no justice to this piece, I honestly
allow

;
that he told all his friends it would be damn-

ed, I positively aver ; and, from such ungenerous in-

sinuations, without a dramatic merit, it rose to public

notice, and it is now the ton to go and see it, though
I never saw a person that either liked it or ap-

proved it, any more than the absurd plot of Home's

tragedy of ' Alonzo.' Mr. Goldsmith, correct your
arrogance, reduce your vanity, and endeavour to

believe, as a man, you are of the plainest sort
,

and as an author, but a mortal piece of mediocrity.



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 171

" Bnse le miroir infidele

Qui vous cache la viritt.

" Tom Tickle."

Goldsmith might have suffered those parts of the

letter to pass unheeded which related merely to

himself and his authorship ;
but the allusion to the

lovely H—k, and to his being an unsuccessful ad-

mirer, appears to have stung him to the quick.
We presume the lady in question was one of

his beautiful fellow-travellers, the Miss Hornecks,
and it is possible the sly innuendo may not have
been entirely unfounded. The paragraph in ques-
tion was first pointed out to him by an officious

friend, an Irishman, who very sagely told him he

was in honour bound to resent it. Goldsmith took

fire in an instant, and, accompanied by his saga-
cious adviser, called upon Evans, the publisher, in

Paternoster Row. Entering the shop and an-

nouncing himself,
"

I have called," said he,
" in

consequence of a scurrilous attack upon me, and
an unwarrantable liberty taken with the name of a

young lady. As for myself, I care little
;
but her

name must not be sported with."

Evans, who was merely the proprietor of the

paper, professed utter ignorance of the matter, and
said he would speak to the editor. He stooped to

examine a file of the paper in search of the offen-

sive article, whereupon Goldsmith's friend gave
him a signal that now was a favourable moment for

the exercise of his cane. The hint was taken as

quick as given, and the cane of the author was

vigorously applied to the back of the stooping

publisher. The latter rallied in an instant, and,
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being a stout, high-blooded Welshman, returned

the blows with interest. A lamp hanging over

head was broken, and sent down a shower of oil

upon the combatants, but the battle waged with

unceasing fury. A shopman ran off for a consta-

ble, and Goldsmith's gunpowder friend, seeing mat-

ters growing serious, abandoned him to his fate,

and fled the battle-ground. The author was near-

ly overpowered by the stout Welshman, when Dr.

Kenrick, who happened to be in an adjacent room,
sallied forth, interfered between the combatants,
and put an end to the affray. Goldsmith was con-

ducted to a coach in exceedingly tattered plight,
and Kenrick accompanied him home, soothing him
with much mock commiseration, though he was

generally suspected to be the author of the libel.

Evans immediately instituted a suit against Gold-

smith for an assault, but was ultimately prevailed

upon to compromise the matter, the poet contrib-

uting fifty pounds to the Welsh charity.
The newspapers made themselves, as may well

be supposed, exceedingly merry with the combat.

Some censured him severely for invading the sanc-

titv of a man's own house : others accused him of

having, in his former capacity of editor of a maga-
zine, been guilty of the very offences that he now
resented in others. This drew from him the fol-

lowing vindication :

" To the Public.

" Lest it should be supposed that I have been

willing to correct in others an abuse of which I

have been guilty myself, I beg leave to declare,

that, in all my life, I never wrote or dictated a sin-
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gle paragraph, letter, or essay in a newspaper, ex-

cept a few moral essays under the character of a

Chinese, about ten years ago, in the Ledger, and

a letter, to which I signed my name, in the St.

James's Chronicle. If the liberty of the press,

therefore, has been abused, I have had no hand

in it.

"
I have always considered the press as the pro-

tector of our freedom, as a watchful guardian, ca-

pable of uniting the weak against the encroach-

ments of power. What concerns the public most

properly admits of a public discussion. Bat, of

late, the press has turned from defending public in-

terest to making inroads upon private life
;
from

combating the strong to overwhelming the feeble.

No condition is now too obscure for its abuse, and

the protector has become the tyrant of the people.

In this manner the freedom of the press is begin-

ning to sow the seeds of its own dissolution
;
the

great must oppose it from principle, and the weak
from fear

;
till at last every rank of mankind shall

be found to give up its benefits, content with secu-

rity from insults.
" How to put a stop to this licentiousness, by

which all are indiscriminately abused, and by which

vice consequently escapes in the general censure,

I am unable to tell
;

all I could wish is, that, as the

law gives us no protection against the injury, so

it should give calumniators no shelter after having

provoked correction. The insults which we re-

ceive before the public, by being more open, are the

more distressing ; by treating them with silent con-

tempt we do not pay a sufficient deference to the

opinion of the world. By recurring to legal re-
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dress we too often expose the weakness of the

law, which only serves to increase our mortifica-

tion by failing to relieve us. In short, every man
should singly consider himself as the guardian of

the liberty of the press, and, as far as his influence

can extend, should endeavour to prevent its licen-

tiousness becoming at last the grave of its freedom.
" Oliver Goldsmith."

This vindication, it was affirmed, had been writ-

ten for the poet by Dr. Johnson, and Boswell inti-

mated to the latter his suspicions that such was the

fact.
"
Sir," replied Johnson,

" Goldsmith would

no more have asked me to have wrote such a thing
as that for him, than he would have asked me to

feed him with a spoon, or do anything also that

denoted his imbecility. I as much believe that he

wrote it as if I had seen him do it. Sir, had he

shown it to any one friend, he would not have been

allowed to publish it. He has, indeed, done it very
well, but it is a foolish thing well done. I suppose
he has been so much elated with the success of his

new comedy, that he has thought everything that

concerned him must be of importance to the pub-
lic."

An amusing anecdote is given, we believe, with

respect to the success of this play, as illustrative of

that mingled vanity and simplicity for which Gold-

smith was noted. At a dinner-party at which he

was present, something was said about the king's

coming to see his new play.
"

I wish he would,"

said Goldsmith
;
but immediately added, with an

air of affected indifference,
" Not that it would do

me the least good."
"
Well, then, sir," said Dr.
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Johnson,
"

let us say it would do him good (laugh-

ing). No, sir, this affectation will not pass : it is

mighty idle. In such a state as ours, who would

not wish to please the chief magistrate ?" "
I do

wish to please," replied Goldsmith. "
I remember

a line in Dryden,
' And every poet is the monarch's friend.'

It ought to be reversed." Johnson.—"
Nay, sir,

there are finer lines in Dryden on this subject.

' For colleges on bounteous kings depend,
And never rebel was to arts a friend.'

"

The profits of Goldsmith on the performance
and publication of "She Stoops to Conquer,"
amounted to upward of eight hundred pounds.

They were soon absorbed, however, by his heed-

less expenses, his open-handed and profuse chari-

ties, his gaming propensities, and his accumula-

ting debts. Indeed, he was generally in advance

of his pen, and had received from the booksellers

the price of his works before they were completed.
An amount of debt for moneys borrowed from

booksellers, and for purchases of various kinds,

was going on increasing unknown to his friends,

who had no idea of his embarrassments, and of

the anxiety of mind that kept him tasking his pen,
while it impaired that ease and freedom of spirit

necessary to felicitous composition.
In 1773 he made a desperate effort to relieve

himself from debt by a variety of labour. His

regular and constant task of " Animated Nature'

was still going, on
;

but, unluckily, he had already
received more than the amount of remuneration

from the booksellers. He now projected a work



176 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

of still greater compass, which would probably give
him employment and income for several years.
This was a "

Dictionary of Arts and Sciences."

He had already received promises of assistance

from several powerful hands. Johnson was to

contribute an article on Ethics
;
Burke an abstract

of his Essay on the Sublime and Beautiful, an es-

say on the Berkleyan system of Philosophy, and
others on Political Science

;
Sir Joshua Reynolds

an Essay on Painting, Dr. Burney on Music, and
Garrick on Acting. Other writers of eminence
were to be sought for the various departments of

science, while Goldsmith was to edit the whole, and

intended to diffuse over it the graces of his style.

He drew up a prospectus of his plan, which is said

to have been written with uncommon ability, and
to have had all that perspicuity and elegance for

which his writings were remarkable. Unfortu-

nately, the booksellers, intimidated by the amount
of capital required and the length of time that

must expire before the work could be prepared for

publication, shrunk from engaging in the underta-

king, distrusting, perhaps, his steadfast application,
and doubting his capacity for a work which re-

quired extent and accuracy of knowledge rather

than fertility of genius.
The failure of this project, on which he had built

such spacious hopes, sank deep in the heart of

Goldsmith
;
he was still farther grieved and morti-

fied by the fruitless result of an effort made by
some of his friends to secure him a provision from

government ;
with flagging spirits, therefore, he

returned to his irksome toil of "book-building;"
and we find him, in the course of the year, besides
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his " Animated Nature," writing a History of
Greece on a similar pjan to his History of Rome ;

a History of England (the third one from his pen),
•in one volume octavo, for the use of schools

; a
translation of the comic romance of Scarron

; and
a Survey of Experimental Philosophy. His health,

however, was impaired by this sedentary applica-
tion and mental drudgery; his spirits were de-

pressed by pecuniary care ; he lost his usual gay-
ety and good-nature, and became, at times, peevish
and irritable. Too proud of spirit to seek sym-
pathy or relief from his friends for the pecuniary
difficulties which he had brought upon himself by
his want of the saving art, he buried his cares and
anxieties in his own bosom, and endeavoured in

company to keep up his usual air of gayety and un-

concern. This gave his conduct an appearance of

fitfulness and caprice, varying suddenly from mood-
iness to mirth, and silent gravity to shallow laugh-
ter, that caused surprise and ridicule in those who
were not aware of the sickness of heart that lay
beneath.

It was during this fitful state of mind that he

penned the " Retaliation." A number of his inti-

mate associates, as well members of the Literary
Club as others, were assembled to dine together at

the St.^James's Coffee-house. Goldsmith, as usu-

al, came last, and in a bustle. The whim seized

the company to write epitaphs upon him as " the

late Dr. Goldsmith," and several were thrown off

in a playful vein, hitting off his harmless peculiar-
ities, which v/ere often subjects of good-natured
banter among his friends. The only one extant

was written by Garrick, and has been preserved,
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very probably by its pungency, which was not al-

together relished by the poet.
" Here lies poet Goldsmith, for shortness called Noll,
Who wrote like an angel, but talk'd like poor Poll."

Goldsmith was not a man for ready repartee,
but he took his time, and in the interval of his va-

rious tasks concocted a series of epigrammatic
sketches, under the title of Retaliation, in which the

characters of his distinguished intimates were ad-

mirably hit off, with a mixture of generous praise
and good-humoured raillery. When he came to

the portrait of David Garrick, he had some lurking

piques to gratify. Garrick had refused his plays :

he had often indulged his wit in company at his

expense : he had been capricious in his conduct,
sometimes treating him with gross familiarity, at

other times assuming airs of superiority, and af-

fecting dignity and reserve
; lastly, he had been

guilty of the couplet just quoted. Goldsmith there-

fore touched off the lights and shadows of his char-

acter with a free hand, and, at the same time, gave
a side hit at his old rival Kelly, and his critical per-
secutor Kenrick, in making them sycophantic sat-

ellites of the actor. Goldsmith, however, was void

of gall even in his revenge, and his very satire was
more humorous than caustic.

u Here lies David Garrick, describe him who can,
An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man;
As an actor, confess'd without rival to shine ;

As a wit, if not first, in the very first line :

Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent heart,
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art.

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread,
And beplaster'd with rouge his own natural red.

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ;

'Twas only that when he was off he was acting.
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With no reason on earth to go out of his way,
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a day :

Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick

If they were not his own by finessing and trick :

He cast off his friends as a huntsman his pack,
For he knew, when he pleased, he could whistle them back.

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow'd what came,
And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame

;

Till his relish, grown callous almost to disease,

Whopepper'd the highest was surest to please.
But let us be candid, and speak out our mind,
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind.

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls so grave.
What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave!
How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you raised,
While he was be-Rosciused and you were be-praised !

But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies,

To act as an angel and mix with the skies :

Those poets who owe their best fame to his skill,

Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will ;

Old Shakspeare receive him with praise and with love,.

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above."

This portion of Retaliation soon brought a retort

from Garrick, which we insert as giving something
of a likeness of Goldsmith, though in broad cari-

cature.

"
Here, Hermes, says Jove, who with nectar was mellow,
Go fetch me some clay

—I will make an odd fellow :

Right and wrong shall be jumbled, much gold and some dross,
Without cause be he pleased, without cause be he cross ;

Be sure, as I work, to throw in contradictions,

A great love of truth, yet a mind turn'd to fictions ;

Now mix these ingredients, which, warm'd in the baking,
Turn'd to learning and gaming, religion and raking.
With the love of a wench let his writings be chaste ;

Tip his tongue with strange matter, his lips with fine taste ;

That the rake and the poet o'er all may prevail,
Set fire to the head and set fire to the tail

;

For the joy of each sex on the world I'll bestow it,

This scholar, rake, Christian, dupe, gamester, and poet.

Though a mixture so odd, he shall merit great fame,
And among brother mortals be Goldsmith his name ;

When on earth this strange meteor no more shall appear,
You, Hermes, shail fetch him, to make us sport here."
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These are the last reliques we have of poor Gold-

smith and his literary career. In the early part of

1774 he made an effort to rally his spirits by going
into gay society : a mode of dissipating care which

he commended in his essays.
" Our club," writes

Beauclerk about this time,
" has dwindled away

to nothing. Nobody attends but Mr. Chambers,

and he is going to the East Indies. Sir Joshua

and Goldsmith have got into such a round of pleas-

ures that they have no time."

In this forced mood he gave entertainments in

his chambers in the Temple, and at an expense far

beyond his means. The last of these was a dinner

to Johnson, Reynolds, and others of his intimates,

who partook with sorrow and reluctance of his im-

prudent hospitality. The first course vexed them

by its needless profusion. When a second, equal-

ly extravagant, was served up, Johnson and Rey-
nolds declined to partake of it

;
the rest of the

company, understanding their motives, followed

their example, and the dishes went from the table

untasted
;
Goldsmith felt sensibly this silent and

well-intended rebuke.

The gayeties of society, however, cannot medi-

cine for any length of time a mind diseased. Wea-
ried of the distractions and harassed by the ex-

penses of a town life, Goldsmith now thought of

retiring to the serene quiet and cheap pleasures of

the country, and of only passing two months of the

year in London. He accordingly sold his right

in the Temple Chambers, and, in the month of

March, rjtired to his country quarters at Hyde ;

but the recurrence of a painful disease, which had

been gradually increasing upon him for some years
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past,
added to the general decline of his health,

soon brought him back to London. The local

complaint subsided, but was succeeded by a ner-

vous fever. Mental anxieties and disappointments,
which had previously sapped his constitution, doubt-

less aggravated his present complaint ; for, in re-

ply to the inquiries of his physician, he acknowl-

edged that his mind was not at ease. His malady
fluctuated for several days, and hopes were enter-

tained of his recovery, but they proved fallacious.

He expired on the 4th of April, 1774, in the forty-

fifth year of his age. That his premature death

was hastened by mental distress, was the univer-

sal opinion of his friends, especially when they
found out the embarrassed state of his affairs.

" Of poor Dr. Goldsmith," said Johnson to Boswell,
" there is little to be told more than the papers
have made public. He died of a fever, made, I

am afraid, more violent by uneasiness of mind.

His debts began to be heavy, and all his resources

were exhausted. Sir Joshua is of opinion that he

owed no less than two thousand pounds. Was ever

poet so trusted before."*

The death of Goldsmith was a shock to the lit-

erary world, and a deep affliction to a wide circle

of intimates and friends ; for, with all his foibles

and peculiarities, he was fully as much beloved as

he was admired. Burke, on hearing the news,
burst into tears, and Sir Joshua Reynolds threw

by his pencil for the day and grieved. In the

warm feeling of the moment, it was determined

to honour his remains by a public funeral and a

* His debts actually amounted to 4000?,

Vol. I.—Q
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tomb in Westminster Abbey. His very pall-bear*
ers were designated, viz., Lord Shelburne, Lord

Lowth, Sir Joshua Reynolds, the Hon. Mr. Beau-

clerk, Mr. Edward Burke, and David Garrick.

This feeling cooled down, however, when it was
discovered that he had died in debt, and had not

left wherewithal to pay for such expensive obse-

quies. He was privately interred, therefore, on

Saturday evening, in the Temple burying-ground,
a few persons attending as mourners, among whom
we do not find specified any of his peculiar and

distinguished friends. One person, however, from
whom it was but little to be expected, evinced real

sorrow on the occasion. This was Hugh Kelly,
once his dramatic opponent, and often, it was said,

his anonymous assailant in the newspapers. If he

had really been guilty of this basest of literary of-

fences, he was punished by the stings of remorse,
for we are told that he shed bitter tears over the

grave of the man he had injured. His tardy atone-

ment only provoked the lash of some unknown
satirist, as the following lines will show :

"Hence Kelly, who years, without honour or shame,
Had been sticking his bodkin in Oliver's fame,
Who thought, like the Tartar, by this to inherit

His genius, his learning, simplicity, spirit ;

Now sets every feature to weep o'er his fate,

And acts as a mourner to blubber in state."

One base wretch deserves to be mentioned, the

reptile Kenrick, who, after having repeatedly slan-

dered Goldsmith while living, had the audacity to

insult his memory when dead. The following dis-

tich is sufficient to show his malignancy, and to

hold him up to execration.
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* By his own art, who justly died,

A blund'ring, artless suicide :

Share, earthworms, share, since now he's dead,
His megrim, maggot-bitten head."

This scurrilous epitaph produced a burst of pub-
lic indignation, that awed for a time even the infa-

mous Kenrick into silence. On the other hand,
the press teemed with tributes in verse and prose
to the memory of the deceased

;
all evincing the

mingled feeling of admiration for the author and

affection for the man. The following eulogy, by
Mr. Woty, will serve as a specimen.

"
Adieu, sweet bard ! to each fine feeling true,

Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few
;

Those forced to charm e'en vicious minds, and these
With harmless mirth the social soul to please.
Another's wo thy heart could always melt,
None gave more free, for none more deeply felt.

Sweet bard, adieu ! thy own harmonious lays
Have sculptured out thy monument of praise ;

Yes, these survive to Time's remotest day,
While drops the bust, and boastful tombs decay.
Header, if number'd in the Muses' train,

Go, tune thy lyre, and imitate the strain ;

But if no poet, then reverse the plan,

Depart in peace, and imitate the man."

Not long after the death of Goldsmith, the Lite-

rary Club set on foot a subscription, and raised a
fund to erect a monument to his memory in West-
minster Abbey. It was executed by Nollekins,
and consisted simply of the bust of Goldsmith in

profile, in high relief in a medallion, with a white

marble tablet beneath, bearing the following in-

scription, composed by Dr. Johnson.

OLIVARII GOLDSMITH,
Poetae, Physici, Historici,

Qui nullum fere scribendi genus
Non tetigit,
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Nullum quod tetigit non ornavit:

Sive Kisus essent movendi,
Sue Lacrymas,

Affectuum potens at lenis Dominator :

Ingenio sublirais, vividus, versatilis ;

Orauone grandis, nitidus, venustus :

Hoc Monumento Memonam coluit.

Sodalium Amor,
Amicorum Fides,

Lectorum Veneratio.

Natus in Hibernia Fomiae Longfordiensis,
In loco cui nomen Pallas,
Nov. xxix.. mdccxxxi.

;

Eblanae Literis institutus ;

Obut Londini,

April, iv., mdcclxxiv.*

We shall net pretend to follow these notices of

the life of Goldsmith with any critical dissertation

* The following translation to the above is from Prior's life

pf Goldsmith.

This Monument is raised

to

OLIVER GOLDSMITH,
Poet, Natural Philosopher, Historian,

Who left no species of writing untouched
or

Unadorned by his pen,
"Whether to move laughter

or draw tears.

He was a powerful, yet gentle
master over the affections :

Of a genius sublime, lively, and versatile,
In expression noble, pure, and elegant.

His memory will last

While Society retains affection,

Friendship is not void of truth,
And Reading is held in high esteem.

He was born in Ireland,
In the parish of Forney, County of Longford,

At a place named Pallas,
29th November, 1731

;

He was educated in Dublin,
And died in London,

4th April, 1774.
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on his writings ;
their merits have long since been

fully discussed, and their station in the scale of lit-

erary merit permanently established. They have

outlasted generations of works of higher power
and wider scope, and will continue to outlast suc-

ceeding generations, for they have that magic
charm of style which embalms works to perpetui-

ty. Neither shall we indulge in extended com-

ments upon the character of the poet, which is suf-

ficiently illustrated in the preceding pages, but shall

conclude with a few brief remarks used by us on a

former occasion. From the general turn of Gold-

smith's biography, it is evident that his faults, at

the worst, were but negative, while his merits were

great and decided. He was no one's enemy but

his own
;

his errors, in the main, inflicted evil on

none but himself, and were so blended with hu-

morous, and even affecting circumstances, as to

disarm anger and conciliate kindness. Where

eminent talent is united to spotless virtue, we are

awed and dazzled into admiration, but our admi-

ration is apt to be cold and reverential ;
while

there is something in the harmless infirmities of a

good and great, but erring individual, that pleads

touchingly to our nature; and the heart yearns
more kindly towards the object of our idolatry,

when we find that, like ourselves, he is mortal and

is frail. The epithet so often heard, and in such

kindly tones, of" poor Goldsmith," speaks volumes.

Few, who consider the real compound of admira-

ble and whimsical qualities which form his charac-

ter, would wish to prune away its eccentricities,

trim its grotesque luxuriance, and clip it down to

the decent formalities of rigid virtue.
" Let not

Q2
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his frailties be remembered," said Johnson ;

" he

was a very great man." But, for our part, we

rather say "let them be remembered," for we

question whether he himself would not feel grati-

fied in hearing his reader, after dwelling with ad.

miration on the proofs of his greatness, close the

volume with the kind-hearted phrase, so fondly and

familiarly ejaculated, of "Poor Goldsmith."



FROM

THE POETICAL WORKS.





POETICAL WORKS.

THE TRAVELLER; OR, A PROSPECT OF
SOCIETY.

%

FIRT PRINTED IN 1765.

Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow,
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po ;

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor

Against the houseless stranger shuts the door ;

Or where Campania's plain forsaken lies,

A weary waste expanding to the skies ;

Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see,

My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee :

Still to my brother turns with ceaseless pain,

And drags at each remove a length'ning chain.

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend,

And round his dwelling guardian saints attend
;

Bless'd be that spot, where cheerful guests retire

To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire
;

Bless'd that abode, where want and pain repair,

And every stranger finds a ready chair
;

Bless'd be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd,

"Where all the ruddy family around

Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail,

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ;

. Or press the bashful stranger to his food,
And learn the luxury of doing good.
But me, not destined such delights to share,

My prime of life in wandering spent and care :

Impell'd with steps unceasing to pursue
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ;

That, like the circle bounding earth and skies,
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ;
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My fortune leads to traverse realms alone,
And find no spot of all the world my own.
Even now, where Alpine solitudes ascend,

I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ;

And, placed on high, above the storm's career,

Look downward where a hundred realms appear,

Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide,
The pomp of kings, the shepherd's humbler pride.
When thus Creation's charms around combine,

Amid the store should thankless pride repine !

Say, should the philosophic mind disdain

That good which makes each humbler bosom vain ?

Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can,

These little things are great to little man ;

And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind
Exults in all the good of all mankind. [crown'd ;

Ye glittering towns, with wealth and splendour
Ye fields, where summer spreads profusion round ;

Ye lakes, whose vessels catch the busy gale ;

Ye bending swains, that dress the flowery vale !

For me your tributary stores combine :

Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine.

As some lone miser, visiting his store,

Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o'er ;

Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill,

Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still :

Thus to my breast alternate passions rise,

Pleased with each good that Heaven to man sup-
Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, [plies ;

To see the hoard of human bliss so small
;

And oft I wish, amid the scene, to find

Some spot to real happiness consign'd,
Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest,

May gather bliss to see my fellows bless'd.

But where to find that happiest spot below,
Who can direct, when all pretend to know?
The shuddering tenant of the frigid zone

Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own ;

Extols the treasures of his stormy seas,

And his long nights of revelry and ease.
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The naked negro, panting at the line,

Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine,

Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave,
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave.
Such is the patriot's boast where'er we roam

;

His first, best country, ever is at home.
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare,
And estimate the blessings which they share,

Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find

An equal portion dealt to all mankind :

As different good, by art or nature given
To different nations, makes their blessings even,

Nature, a mother kind alike to all,

Still grants her bliss at labour's earnest call ;

With food as well the peasant is supplied
On Idra's cliffs as Arno's shelvy side ;

And though the rocky-crested summits frown,
These rocks, by custom, turn to beds of down.
From art more various are the blessings sent

;

Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content ;

Yet these each other's power so strong contest,

That either seems destructive of the rest.

Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails
;

And honour sinks where commerce long prevails.

Hence every state, to one loved blessing prone,
Conforms and models life to that alone.

Each to the fav'rite happiness attends,
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends

;

Till, carried to excess in each domain,
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain.

But let us try these truths with closer eyes,
And trace them through the prospect as it lies :

Here for a while, my proper cares resign'd,
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind

;

Like yon neglected shrub, at random cast,
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast.

Far to the right, where Apennine ascends,

Bright as the summer, Italy extends ;

Its uplands, sloping, deck the mountain's side,

Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ;
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While oft some temple's mould'ring tops between
With memorable grandeur mark the scene.

Could Nature's bounty satisfy the breast,
The sons of Italy were surely bless'd.

Whatever fruits in different climes are found,
That proudly rise, or humbly court the ground ;

Whatever blooms in torrid tracks appear,
Whose bright succession decks the varied year ;

WT

hatever sweets salute the northern sky
With vernal lives, that blossom but to die

;

These, here disporting, own the kindred soil,

Nor ask luxuriance from the planter's toil ;

While seaborn gales their gelid wings expand
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land.

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows,-
And sensual bliss is all the nation knows.
In florid beauty groves and fields appear,
Man seems the only growth that dwindles here.

Contrasted faults through all his manners reign ;

Though poor, luxurious
; though submissive, vain

;

Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue
;

And even in penance planning sins anew.
All evils here contaminate the mind,
That opulence departed leaves behind

;

For wealth was theirs, nor far removed the date,
When commerce proudly flourish'd through the

At her command the palace learn'd to rise, [state ;

Again the long-fall'n column sought the skies;
The canvass glow'd, beyond even Nature warm,
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form

;

Till, more unsteady than the southern gale,
Commerce on other shores display'd her sail ;

While naught remain'd of all that riches gave,
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a slave ;

And late the nation found, with fruitless skill,

Its former strength was but plethoric ill.

Yet, still the loss of wealth is here supplied*

By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride \

From the feeble heart and long-fallen mind
An easy compensation seem to find.
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Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp array'd,
The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade

;

Processions form'd for piety and love,
A mistress or a saint in every grove.

By sports like these are all their cares beguiled,
The sports of children satisfy the child

;

Each nobler aim, repress'd by long control,
Or sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul

;

While low delights, succeeding fast behind,
In happier meanness occupy the mind :

As in those domes where Caesars once bore sway,
Defaced by time, and tott'ring in decay,
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead,
The shelter-seeking peasant builds his shed

;

And, wond'ring man could want a larger pile,

Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile.

My soul, turn from them, turn we to survey
Where rougher climes a nobler race display,
Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansions tread.
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread

;

No product here the barren hills afford,
But man and steel, the soldier and his sword.
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array,
But winter, lmg'ring, chills the lap of May ;

No zephyr fondly sues the mountain's breast,
But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest.

Yet still, even here content can spread a charm,
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm.

Though poor the peasant's hut, his feasts though
small,

He sees his little lot the lot of all
;

Sees no contiguous palace rear its head,
To shame the meanness of his humble shed

;

No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal,
To make him loathe his vegetable meal

;

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil,
Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil,
Cheerful at morn, he wakes from short repose,
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes •«

Vol. I.—R
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With patient angle trolls the finny deep,
Or drives his vent'rous ploughshare to the steep ;

Or seeks the den where snowtracks mark the way,
And drags the struggling savage into day.
At night returning, every labour sped,
He sits him down the monarch of a shed

;

Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze

;

"While his loved partner, boastful of her hoard,

Displays Jier cleanly platter on the board
;

And haply, too, some pilgrim thither led,

With many a tale repays the nightly bed.

Thus every good his native wilds impart,

Imprints the patriot passion on his heart
;

And even those hills that round his mansion rise,

Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies.
Dear is that shed to which his soul conforms,
And dear that hill which lifts him to the storms

;

And as a child, when scaring sounds molest,

Clings close and closer to the mother's breast,

So the loud torrent and the whirlwind's roar,
But bind him to his native mountains more.

Such are the charms to barren states assign'd ;

Their wants but few, their wishes all confined
;

Yet let them only share the praises due,
If few their wants, their wishes are but few

;

For every want that stimulates the breast

Becomes a source of pleasure when redress'd
;

Whence from such lands each pleasing science flies,

That first excites desire and then supplies.
Unknown to them when sensual pleasures cloy,
To fill the languid.pause with finer joy ;

Unknown those powers that raise the soul to flame,
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame :

Their level life is but a mould'ring fire,

Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by strong desire ;

Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer

On some high festival of once a year,
In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire,

Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire.



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 195

But not their joys alone thus coarsely flow
;

Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low
;

For, as refinement stops, from sire to son

Unalter'd, unimproved, the manners run
;

And love's and friendship's finely-pointed dart

Fall blunted from each indurated heart.

Some sterner virtues o'er the mountain's breast

May sit, like falcons cowering on the nest
;

But all the gentler morals, such as play
Through life's more cultured walks, and charm the

These, far dispersed, on timorous pinions fly, [way,
To sport and flutter in a kinder sky.
To kinder skies, where gentler manners reign,

I turn
;
and France displays her bright domain :

Gay, sprightly land of mirth and social ease,

.Pleased with thyself, whom all the world can please,
How often have I led thy sportive choir,.

With tuneless pipe, beside the murm'ring Loire !

Where shading elms along the margin grew,
And freshen'd from the wave the zephyr flew :

And haply, though my harsh touch, falt'ring still,

But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's skill
;

Yet would the village praise my wondrous power,
And dance, forgetful of the noontide hour.

Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days
Have led their children through the mirthful maze,
And the gay grandsire, skill'd in gestic lore,
Has frisk'd beneath the burden of threescore.

So bless'd a life these thoughtless realms display,
Thus idly busy rolls their world away :

Theirs are those arts that mind to mind endear,
For honour forms the social temper here.

Honour, that praise which real merit gains,
Or even imaginar)'- worth obtains,
Here passes current

; paid from hand to hand,
It shifts, in splendid traffic, round the land :

From courts to camps, to cottages it strays,
And all are taught an avarice of praise ;

They please, are pleased, they give to get esteem,
Till, seeming bless'd, they grow to what they seem.
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But while this softer art their bliss supplies,
It gives their follies also room to rise

;

For praise, too dearly loved or warmly sought,
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought ;

And the weak soul, within itself unbless'd,
Leans for all pleasure on another's breast.

Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art,
Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart ;

Here vanity assumes her pert grimace,
And trims her robes of frieze with copper lace ;

Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer,
To boast one splendid banquet once a year ;

The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws,
Nor weighs the solid worth of self-applause.
To men of other minds my fancy flies,

Imbosom'd in the deep where Holland lies.

Methinks her patient sons before me stand,
Where the broad ocean leans against the land,

And, sedulous to stop the coming tide,

Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride.

Onward, methinks, and diligently slow,
The firm connected bulwark seems to grow;
Spreads its long arms amid the wat'ry roar,

Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore :

While the pent ocean, rising o'er the pile,
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ;

The slow canal, the yellow-blossom'd vale,
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding saily

The crowded mart, the cultivated plain,
A new creation rescued from his reign.

Thus, while around, the wave-subjected soil

Impels the native to repeated toil,

Industrious habits in each bosom reign,
And industry begets a love of gain.
Hence all the good from opulence that springs,
With all those ills superfluous treasure brings,
Are here display'd. Their much-loved wealth imparts
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts

;

But view them closer, craft and fraud appear,
Even liberty itself is barter'd here.
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At gold's superior charms all freedom flies,

The needy sell it, and the rich man buys ;

A land of tyrants and a den of slaves,

Here wretches seek dishonourable graves,

And, calmly bent, to servitude conform,
Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm.

Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic sires of old !

Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold
;

War in each breast and freedom on each brow
;

How much unlike the sons of Britain now !

Fired at the sound, my genius spreads her wing,
And flies where Britain courts the western spring ;

Where lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride,

And brighter streams than famed Hydaspes glide.

There all around the gentlest breezes stray,
There gentle music melts on every spray ;

Creation's mildest charms are there combined,
Extremes are only in the master's mind.

Stern o'er each bosom reason holds her state,

With daring aims irregularly great.
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye,
I see the lords of human kind pass by ;

Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band,

By forms unfashion'd, fresh from Nature's hand,
Fierce in their native hardiness of soul,

True to imagined right, above control,
While even the peasant boasts these rights to scan,

And learns to venerate himself as man.

Thine, freedom, thine the blessings pictured here,
Thine are those charms that dazzle and endear

;

Too bless'd, indeed, were such without alloy,

But, foster'd even by freedom, ills annoy ;

That independence Britons prize too high.

Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie ;

The self-dependant lordlings stand alone,
All claims that bind and sweeten life unknown,
Here by the bonds of nature feebly held.

Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd,
R Sjr
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Ferments arise, imprison'd factions roar,

Repress'd ambition struggles round her shore ;

Till, overwrought, the general system feels

Its motions stop, or phrensy fire the wheels.
Nor this the worst. As nature's ties decay,

As duty, love, and honour fail to sway,
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law,
Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe.
Hence all obedience bows to these alone,
And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown ;

Till time may come, when, stripp'd of all her charms,
The land of scholars and the nurse of arms,
"Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame,
Where kings have toil'd, and poets writ for fame,
One sink of level avarice shall he,
And scholars, soldiers, kings unhonour'd die.

Yet think not, thus while Freedom's ills I state,

I mean to flatter kings, or court the great ;

Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire,
Far from my bosom drive the low desire !

And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel

The rabble's rage and tyrant's angry steel ;

Thou transitory flower, alike undone

By proud contempt or favour's fost'ring sun,
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure,
I only would repress them to secure

;

For just experience tells, in every soil,

That those who think must govern those that toil,

And all that freedom's highest aims can reach,
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each.

Hence, should one order disproportion'd grow,
Its double weight must ruin all below.

Oh, then, how blind to all that truth requires,
Who think it freedom when a part aspires !

Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms,

Except when fast-approaching danger warms :

But when contending chiefs blockade the throne,

Contracting regal power to stretch their own ;

When I behold a factious band agree
To call it freedom when themselves are free ;
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Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw,
Law grind the poor, and rich men rule the law :

The wealth of climes, where savage nations roam,
Pillaged from slaves to purchase slaves at home

;

Fear, pity, justice, indignation start,

Tear off reserve, and bare my swelling heart ;

Till half a patriot, half a coward grown,
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne.

Yes, brother, curse with me that baleful hour,
When first ambition struck at regal power ;

And thus, polluting honour in its source,
Gave wealth to sway the mind with double force.

Have we not seen, round Britain's peopled shore,
Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore %

Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste,
Like flaring tapers, bright'ning as they waste ;

Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain,
Lead stern depopulation in her train,
And over fields, where scatter'd hamlets rose,
In barren, solitary pomp repose 1

Have we not seen, at pleasure's lordly call,

The smiling, long-frequented village fall ?

Beheld the duteous son, the sire decay'd,
The modest matron, and the blushing maid,
Forced from their homes, a melancholy train,
To traverse climes beyond the western main ;

Where wild Oswego spreads her swamps around,
And Niagara stuns with thund'ring sound 1

Even now, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays
Through tangled forests and through dang'rous

ways ;

Where beasts with man divided empire claim,
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim ;

There, while above the giddy tempest flies,
And all around distressful yells arise,
The pensive exile, bending with his wo,
To stop too fearful, and too faint to go,
Casts a long look where England's glories shine,
And bids his bosom sympathize with mine.
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Vain, very vain, my weary search, to find

That bliss which only centres in the mind :

Why have I strayed from pleasure and repose,
To seek a good each government bestows !

In every government though terrors reign,

Though tyrant kings or tyrant laws restrain,

How small, of all that human hearts endure,
That part which laws or kings can cause or cure !

Still to ourselves in every place consign'd,
Our own felicity we make or find :

With secret course, which no loud storms annoy,
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy.
The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel,
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of steel,

To men remote from power but rarely known,
Leave reason, faith, and conscience, all our own.

THE DESERTED VILLAGE.

FIRST PRINTED IN 1769.

Sweet Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain,

Where health and plenty cheer'd the lab'ring swain,
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid,

And parting summer's lingering blooms delay'd.

Dear, lovely bowers of innocence and ease,

Seats of my youth, when every sport could please,
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green,
Where humble happiness endear'd each scene !

How often have I paused on every charm,
The shelter'd cot, the cultivated farm,

'

The never-failing brook, the busy mill,

The decent church that topp'd the neighb'ring hill,

The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade,
For talking age and whispering lovers made !

How often have I bless'd the coming day,
When toil remitting lent its aid to play,
And all the village train, from labour free,

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree :
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While many a pastime circled in the shade,

The young contending as the old survey'd ;

And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground,

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round.

And still, as each repeated pleasure tired,

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired :

The dancing pair, that simply sought renown,

By holding out, to tire each other down ;

The swain, mistrustless of his smutted face,

While secret laughter titter'd round the place ;

The bashful virgin's sidelong looks of love,

The matron's glance that would those looks reprove :

These were thy charms, sweet village ! sports like

these,
With sweet succession, taught e'en toil to please ;

These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed,

These were thy charms—but all these charms are

fled.

Sweet, smiling village, loveliest of the lawn,

Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ;

Amid thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen,

And desolation saddens all thy green ;

One only master grasps the whole domain,
And half a tillage tints thy smiling plain ;

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day,

But, choked with sedges, works its weedy way ;

Along thy glades, a solitary guest,
The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest ;

Amid thy desert walks the lapwing flies,

And tires their echoes with unvaried cries.

Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all,

And the long grass o'ertops the mould'ring wall ;

And, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand,

Far, far away thy children leave the land.

Ill fares the land, to hast'ning ills a prey,
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay;
Princes and lords may flourish or may fade ;

A breath can make them, as a breath has made :

But a bold peasantry, their country's pride,

When once destroy'd, can never be supplied.
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A time there was, ere England's griefs began,
When every rood of ground maintain'd its 'man ;

For him light labour spread her wholesome store,
Just gave what life required, but gave no more

;

His best companions, innocence and health
;

And his best riches, ignorance of wealth.

But times are alter'd
;
trade's unfeeling train

Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain
;

Along the lawn, where scatter'd hamlets rose,

Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose ;

And ev'ry want to luxury allied,

And ev'ry pang that folly pays to pride.
Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom,
Those calm desires that ask'd but little room,
Those healthful sports that graced the peaceful

scene,
Lived in each look, and brighten'd all the green;
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore,
And rural mirth and manners are no more.
Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blissful hour,

Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's pow'r.
Here, as I take my solitary rounds,
Amid thy tangling walks and ruin'd grounds,
And, many a year elapsed, return to view
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew,
Remembrance wakes with all her busy train,
Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain.

In all my wand'rings round this world of care,
In all my griefs

—and God has giv'n my share—
I still had hopes my latest hours to crown,
Amid these humble bowers to lay me down

;

To husband out life's taper at the close,
And keep the flame from wasting by repose ;

I still had hopes, for pride attends us still,

Amid the swains to show my book-learn'd skill,

Around my fire an ev'ning group to draw,
And tell of all I felt and all I saw

;

And as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue,
Pants to the place from whence at first she flew,
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I still had hopes, my long vexations past,

Here to return—and die at home at last.

Oh bless'd retirement ! friend to life's decline,

Retreats from care, that never must be mine,

How bless'd is he who crowns, in shades like these,

A youth of labour with an age of ease
;

Who quits a world where strong temptations try,

And, since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly!

For him no wretches, born to work and weep,

Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep j

Nor surly porter stands, in guilty state,

To spurn imploring famine from the gate ;

But on he moves to meet his latter end,

Angels around befriending virtue's friend ;

Sinks to the grave with unperceived decay,
While resignation gently slopes the way ;

And all his prospects brightening to the last,

His heaven commences ere the world be past.

Sweet was the sound, when oft, at evening's close,

Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ;

There, as I passed with careless steps and slow,

The mingling notes came soften'd from below ;

The swain responsive as the milkmaid sung,

The sober herd that low'd to meet their young ;

The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool,

The playful children just let loose from school ;

The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whisp'ring wind,

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind ;

These all in sweet confusion sought the shade,

And fill'd each pause the nightingale had made.

But now the sounds of population fail,

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale,

No busy steps the grassgrown footway tread,

But all the blooming flush of life is fled :

All but yon widow'd, solitary thing,
That feebly bends beside the plashy spring :

She, wretched matron, forced in age, for bread,

To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread,
To pick her wintry fagot from the thorn,

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn :
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She only left of all the harmless train,

The sad historian of the pensive plain.
Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled,

And still where many a garden flower grows wild,

There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,
The village preacher's modest mansion rose.

A man he was to all the country dear,
And passing rich with forty pounds a year ;

Remote from towns he ran his godly race,
Nor e'er had changed, nor wish'd to change his

Unskilful he to fawn or seek for power, [place ;

By doctrines fashion'd to the varying hour;
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize,
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise.

His house was known to all the vagrant train,

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain ;

The long-remember'd beggar was his guest,
Whose beard, descending, swept his aged breast ;

The ruin'd spendthrift, now no longer proud,
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ;

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away,
Wept o'er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done, [won.
Shoulder'd his crutch, and show'd how fields were
Pleased with his guests, the good man learn'd to glow,
And quite forgot their vices in their wo ;

Careless their merits or their faults to scan,
His pity gave ere charity began.
Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride,

And even his failings lean'd to virtue's side ;

But in his duty prompt at every call,

He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all.

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies,
He tried each art, reproved each dull delay,
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way.

Beside the bed where parting life was laid,

And sorrow, guilt, and pain by turns dismay'd,
The rev'rend champion stood. At his control

Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul j
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Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise,

And his last falt'ring accents whisper'd praise.
At church, with meek and unaffected grace,

His looks adorn'd the venerable place ;

Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway,
And fools, who came to scoff, remain'd to pray.
The service past, around the pious man,
With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran ;

Even children foliow'd with endearing wile,
And pluck'd his gown to share the good man's smile.

His ready smile a parent's warmth express'd,
Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distress'd:

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given,
But all his serious thoughts had rest in Heaven.
As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form,
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm,

Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread,
Eternal sunshine settles on its head.

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way,
With blossom'd furze unprofitably gay,
There, in his noisy mansion, skill'd to rule,
The village master taught his little school :

A man severe he was, and stern to view
;

I knew him well, and every truant knew
;

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace

The day's disasters in his morning face
;

Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he

;

Full well the busy whisper, circling round,
Convey'd the dismal tidings when he frown'd ;

Yet he was kind, or, if severe in aught,
The love he bore to learning was in fault

;

The village all declared how much he knew—
'T":as certain he could write, and cipher too

;

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage,
And e'en the story ran that he could gauge :

In arguing, too, the parson own'd his skill,
For e'en though vanquish'd, he could argue still ;

Vol. I.-S
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While words of learned length and thund'ring sound
Amazed the gazing rustics ranged around ;

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew,
That one small head could carry all he knew.
But past is all his fame. The very spot
Where many a time he triumph'd is forgot.
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high,

Where once the signpost caught the passing eye,
Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts in-

spired,
Where graybeard mirth and smiling toil retired,

Where village statesmen talk'd with looks profound,
And news much older than their ale went round :

Imagination fondly stops to trace

The parlour splendours of that festive place ;

The whitewash'd wall, the nicely-sanded floor,

The varnish'd clock that click'd behind the door ;

The chest contrived a double debt to pay,
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ;

The pictures placed for ornament and use,
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose ;

The hearth, except when winter chnTd the day,
With aspen boughs, and flowers and fennel gay ;

While broken teacups, wisely kept for show,
Ranged o'er the chimney, glisten'd in a row.

Vain, transitory splendours ! could not all

Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall 1

Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart ;

Thither no more the peasant shall repair
To sweet oblivion of his daily care

;

No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale,

No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail ;

No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear,
Relax his ponderous strength, and learn to hear ;

The host himself no longer shall be found
Careful to see the mantling glass go round ;

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be press'dr

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest.
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Yes ! let the.rich deride, the proud disdain,

These simple blessings of the lowly train
;

To me more dear, congenial to my heart,

One native charm than all the gloss of art
;

Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play,

The soul adopts, and owns their first-born sway ;

Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind,

Unenvied, unmolested, unconfined.

But the long pomp, the midnight masquerade,
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd,

In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain,

The toiling pleasure sickens into pain ;

And, -e'en while fashion's brightest arts decoy,
The heart, distrusting, asks if this be joy.

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen, who survey
The rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay,

"Tis yours to judge how wide the limits stand

Between a splendid and a happy land.

Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore,

And shouting Folly hails them from her shore
;

Hoards e'en beyond the miser's wish abound,

And rich men flock from all the world around.

Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name,
That leaves our ureful products still the same.

Not so the loss. The man of wealth and pride

Takes up a space that many poor supplied ;

Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds,

Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds ;

The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth

Has robb'd the neighb'ring fields of half their growth ;

His seat, where solitary sports are seen,

Indignant spurns the cottage from the green ;

Around the world each needful product flies,

For all the luxuries the world supplies.
While thus the land, adorn'd for pleasure all,

In barren splendour feebly waits the fall.

As some fair female, unadorn'd and plain,

Secure to please while youth confirms her reign,

Slights every borrow'd charm that dress supplies,

Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ;
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But when those charms are past, for charms are frail,

When time advances, and when lovers fail,

She then shines forth, solicitous to bless,
In all the glaring impotence of dress.

Thus fares the land by luxury betray'd,
In nature's simplest charms at first array'd ;

But, verging to decline, its splendours rise,

Its vistas strike, its palaces surprise ;

"While, scourged by famine from the smiling land,
The mournful peasant leads his humble band

;

And while he sinks, without one arm to save,
The country blooms—a garden and a grave.

Where, then, ah ! where shall Poverty reside,
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous Pride !

If to some common's fenceless limits stray'd,
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade,
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide,

And e'en the bare-worn common is denied.

If to the city sped—What waits him there !

To see profusion that he must not share ;

To see ten thousand baneful arts combined
To pamper luxury and thin mankind

;

To see each joy the sons of Pleasure know
Extorted from his fellow-creature's wo.

Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade,
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade

;

Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomp display,
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way ;

The dome where Pleasure holds her midnight reign,

Here, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train
;

Tumultuous pleasure crowds the blazing square,
The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare.
Sure scenes like these no troubles e'er annoy !

Sure these denote one universal joy ! [eyes
Are these thy serious thoughts ?—Ah ! turn thine

Where the poor houseless, shivering female lies ;

She once, perhaps, in village plenty bless'd,

Has wept at tales of innocence depress'd ;

Her modest looks the cottage might adorn,

Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn,
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Now lost to all, her friends, her virtue fled,

Near her betrayer's door she lays her head,

And, pinch'd with cold, and shrinking from the

shower,
With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour,

When idly first, ambitious of the town,
She left her wheel and robes of country brown.

Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveliest train,

Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ?

E'en now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led,

At proud men's doors they ask a little bread !

Ah, no. To distant climes, a dreary scene,

Where half the convex world intrudes between,

Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go,

Where wild Altama murmurs to their wo.

Far different there from all that charm'd before,

The various terrors of that horrid shore
;

Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray,

And fiercely shed intolerable day ;

Those matted woods where birds forget to sing,

But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling ;

Those pois'nous fields with rank luxuriance crown'd,

Where the dark scorpion gathers death around :

Where at each st3p the stranger fears to wake
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake ;

Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey,

And savage men, more murd'rous still than they ;

While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies,

Mingling the ravaged landscape with the skies.

Far different these from every former scene,

The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green,
The breezy covert of the warbling grove,
That only shelter'd thefts of harmless love. [day,
Good Heaven ! what sorrows gloom'd that parting

That call'd them from their native walks away ;

When the poor exiles, every pleasure past,

Hung round the bowers, and fondly look'd their last,

And took a long farewell, and wish'd in vain

For seats like these beyond the western main ;

S 2
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And shuddering still to face the distant deep,
Return'd and wept, and still return'd to weep.
The good old sire the first prepared to go
To new-found worlds, and wept for others' wo ;

But for himself, in conscious virtue brave,
He only wish'd for worlds beyond the grave.
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears,
The fond companion of his helpless years,.
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms,
And left a lover's for a father's arms.
"With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes,
And bless'd the cot where every pleasure rose

; ..

And kiss'd her thoughtless babes with many a tear,
And clasp'd them close, in sorrow doubly dear

;

While her fond husband strove to lend relief,

In all the silent manliness of grief.

Oh, Luxury ! thou cursed by Heaven's decree,
How ill-exchanged are things like these for thee !

How do thy potions, with insidious joy,
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy !

Kingdoms by thee to sickly greatness grown,
Boast of a florid vigour not their own.
At every draught more large and large they grow,
A bloated mass of rank, unwieldy wo ;

Till, sapp'd their strength, and every part unsound,
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round.

E'en now the devastation is begun,
And half the business of destruction done

;

E'en now, methinks, as pondering here I stand,
I see the rural virtues leave the land.

Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail,

That, idly waiting, flaps with every gale,
Downward they move, a melancholy band,
Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand.

Contented Toil, and hospitable Care,
And kind connubial Tenderness are there

;

And Piety, with wishes placed above,
And steady Loyalty, and faithful Love.
And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid,

Still first to fly where sensual joys invade !
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Unfit, in these degenerate times of shame,
To catch the heart, or strike for honest Fame :

Dear, charming nymph, neglected and decried,

My shame in crowds, my solitary pride.
Thou source of all my bliss and all my wo,
That found'st me poor at first, and keep'st me so ;

Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel,
Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well.

Farewell, and oh ! where'er thy voice be tried,

On Torno's cliffs or Pambamarca's side,

Whether where equinoctial fervours glow,
Or winter wraps the polar world in snow,
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time,
Redress the rigours of th' inclement clime

;

And slighted Truth, with thy persuasive strain,

Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain ;

Teach him that states, of native strength possess'd,

Though very poor, may still be very bless'd
;

That trade's proud empire hastes to swift decay,
As ocean sweeps the labour'd mole away ;

While self-dependant power can time defy,
As rocks resist the billows and the sky.

RETALIATION.
FIRST PRINTED IN THE YEAR 1774

[Dr. Goldsmith and some of his friends occasionally dined at

St. James's Coffee-house. One day it was proposed to

write epitaphs on him. His country, dialect, and person fur-

nished subjects of witticism. He was called on for Retalia-
tion, and at their next meeting produced the following poem.]

Op old, when Scarron his companions invited,
Each guest brought his dish, and the feast was united.

If our landlord 1

supplies us with beef and with fish,

Let each guest bring himself, and he brings the best
dish :

1 The master ofrSt. James's Coffee-house, where the doc-
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Our dean1 shall be venison, just fresh from the plains,
Our Burke2 shall be tongue, with the garnish of

brains,
Our Will3 shall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour,
And Dick4 with his pepper shall heighten the savour.

Our Cumberland's5 sweetbread its place shall ob-

tain,

And Douglas
6
is pudding, substantial and plain :

Our Garrick's7 a salad ; for in him we see

Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree :

To make out the dinner, full certain I am
That Ridge

8
is anchovy, and Reynolds

9
is lamb ;

That Hickey's
10 a capon, and, by the same rule,

Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry fool.

At a dinner so various, at such a repast,
Who'd not be a glutton, and stick to the last ?

Here, waiter, more wine, let me sit while I'm able,
Till all my companions sink under the table.

Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head,
Let me ponder and tell what I think of the dead.

Here lies the good dean, reunited to earth,
Who mix'd reason with pleasure, and wisdom with

mirth
;

If he had any faults he has left us in doubt,
At least, in six weeks, I could not find them out

;

Yet some have declared, and it can't be denied 'em,
That sly-boots was cursedly cunning to hide 'em.

tor, and the friends he has characterized in his poem, occasion-

ally dined. 1 Dr. Bernard, dean of Derry, in Ireland. 2 Ed-
mund Burke, Esq. 3 Mr. William Burke, late secretary to

General Conway. 4 Mr. Richard Burke, collector of Grenada.
5 Richard Cumberland, Esq., author of the "West Indian,"
"Fashionable Lover,"

" The Brothers," and other dramatic pie-
ces. 6 Dr. Douglass, canon of Windsor and bishop of Salis-

bury, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, who has no less distin-

guished himself as a citizen of the world than a sound critic

in detecting- several literary mistakes (or rather forgeries) of

his countrymen ; particularly Lauder on Milton, and Bower's

History of the Popes. 7 David Garrick, Esq. 8 Counsellor

John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the Irish bar. 9 Sir

Joshua Reynolds. 10 An eminent attorney.
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Here lies our good Edmund, whose genius was

such,
We scarcely can praise it or blame it too much ;

Who, born for the universe, narrow'd his mind,

And to party gave up what was meant for mankind ;

Though fraught with all learning, yet straining his

throat,

To persuadeTommy Townshend1 to lend him a vote ;

Who, too deep for his hearers, still went on refining,

And thought of convincing, while they thought of

dining ;

Though equal to all things, for all things unfit,

Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit ;

For a patriot, too cool ; for a drudge, disobedient :

And too fond of the right to pursue the expedient.

In short, 'twas his fate, unemployed or in place, sir,

To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor.

Here lies honest William,
2 whose heart was a

mint,
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was
The pupil of impulse, it forced him along, [in't;

His conduct still right, with his argument wrong ;

Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam,
The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove home ;

Would you ask for his merits 1 alas ! he had none ;

What was good was spontaneous, his faults were
his own.

Here lies honest Richard,
3 whose fate I must sigh

Alas, that such frolic should now be so quiet ! [at ;

What spirits were his ! what wit and what whim !

Now breaking a jest, and now breaking a limb !

Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball!

Now teasing and vexing, yet laughing at all !

In short, so provoking a devil was Dick,
That we wish'd him full ten times a day at Old

But, missing his mirth and agreeable vein, [Nick ;

As often we wish'd to have Dick back again.

1 Mr. T. Townshend, member for Whitechurch. 2 Vide page
212. 3 Mr. Richard Burke ; vide page 212.
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Here Cumberland 1

lies, having acted his parts,
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts

;

A flattering painter, who made it his care
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are.

His gallants are all faultless, his women divine,
And comedy wonders at being so fine

;

Like a tragedy queen he has dizzen'd her out,

Or, rather, like tragedy giving a rout.

His fools have their follies so lost in a crowd
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud ;

And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone,

Adopting his portraits, are pleased with their own.

Say, where has our poet this malady caught I

Or wherefore his characters thus without fault !

Say, was it that, vainly directing his view
To find out men's virtues, and finding them few,
Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf,

He grew lazy at last, and drew from himself?
Here Douglas

2
retires, from his toils to relax,

The scourge of impostors, the terror of quacks :

Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines,

Come, and dance on the spot where your tyrant re-

clines :

When satire and censure encircled his throne,
I feared for your safety, I feared for my own ;

But now he is gone, and we want a detector, [ture ;

Our Dodds3 shall be pious, our Kenricks4 shall lec-

Macpherson
5 write bombast, and call it a style,

Our Townshend6 make speeches, and I shall compile ;

New Lauders7 and Bowers the Tweed shall cross

over,
No countryman living their tricks to discover :

Detection her taper shall quench to a spark, [dark.
And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat in the

1 Vide page 212. 2 Vide page 212. 3 The Rev. Dr. Dodd.
4 Dr. Kenrick, who read lectures at the Devil Tavern, under

the title of " The School of Shakspeare." 5 James Macpher-
son, Esq. ; who, from the mere force of his style, wrote down
the first poet of all antiquity. 6 Vide page 213. 7 Vide p. 212.
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Here lies David Garrick,
1 describe him who can,

An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man
;

As an actor, confess'd without rival to shine
;

As a wit,, if not first, in the very first line
;

Yet with talents like these, and an excellent heart,
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art.

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread,
And beplaster'd with rouge his own natural red.

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting :

'Twas only that when he was off he was acting.
With no reason on earth to go out of his way,
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a day :

Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick

If they were not his own by finessing and trick :

He cast off his friends as a huntsman his pack,
For he knew, when he pleased, he could whistle them

back.

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallow'd what came,
And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame

;

Till his relish, grown callous almost to disease,
Who pepper'd the highest was surest to please.
But let us be candid and speak out our mind,
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind.

Ye Kenricks,
2
ye Keliys,

3 and Woodfalls4 so grave,
What a commerce was yours while you got and you

gave
1

?

How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you
raised,

While he was be-Roscius'd, and you were be-praised?
But peace to his spirit, wherever it flies,

To act as an angel and mix with the skies :

Those poets, who owe their best fame to his skill,

Shall still be his flatterers, go where he will, [love,
Old Shakspeare receive him with praise and with
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Keliys above.

1 Vide page 212. 2 Vide p. 214. 3 Mr. Hugh KeMy, author
of " False Delicacy,"

" Word to the Wise,"
" Clementina,"

" School for Wives," &c, &c. 4 Mr. William Woodlall, printer
of the Morning Chronicle.
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Here Hickey
1

reclines, a most blunt, pleasant
creature,

And slander itself must allow him good nature
;

He cherish'd his friend, and he relish'd a bumper ;

Yet one fault he had, and that was a thumper.
Perhaps you may ask if the man was a miser !

I answer, no, no, for he always was wiser :

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat 1

His very worst foe can't accuse him of that.

Perhaps he confided in men as they go,
And so was too foolishly honest ! ah no !

Then what was his failing ? come, tell it, and burn ye ;

He was—could he help it 1—a special attorney.
Here Reynolds

2
is laid, and, to tell you my mind.

He has not left a wiser or better behind
;

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ;

His manners were gentle, complying, and bland ;

Still born to improve us in every part,
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart

;

To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering,
When they judged without skill, he was still hard

of hearing ;

When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Corregios, and
He shifted his trumpet,

3 and only took snuff, [stuff,

POSTSCRIPT.

[After the fourth edition of this poem was printed, the publisher
received the following Epitaph on Mr. Whitefoord,4 from a
friend of the late Dr. Goldsmith.

Here Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can,

Though he merrily lived, he is now a grave
5 man ;

Rare compound of o'ddity, frolic, and fun !

Who relished a joke, and rejoiced in a pun;

1 Vide p. 212. 2 Vide p. 212. 3 Sir Joshua Reynolds was so

remarkably deaf as to be under the necessity of using an car-

trumpet in company. 4 Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, author of many
humorous essays. 5 Mr. W. was so notorious a punster, that

Dr. Goldsmith used to say it was impossible to keep him com-

pany without being infected with the itch of punning.
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Whose temper was generous, open, sincere ;

A stranger to flattery, a stranger to fear ;

Who scatter'd around wit and humour at will
;

Whose daily Ion mots half a column might fill ;

A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free ;

A scholar, yet surely no pedant was he.

What pity, alas ! that so liberal a mind
Should so long be to newspaper essays confined ?

Who perhaps to the summit of science could soar,
Yet content "

if the table he set in a roar ;"

Whose talents to fill any station were fit,

Yet happy if Woodfall 1 confess'd him a wit.

Ye newspaper witlings ! ye pert scribbling folks !

Who copied his squibs, and re-echo'd his jokes ;

Ye tame imitators, ye servile herd, come,
Still follow your master, and visit his tomb

;

To deck it, bring with you festoons of the vine,
And copious libations bestow on his shrine

;

Then strew all around it (you can do no less)

Cross-readings, ship neivs, and mistakes of the press.
2

Merry Whitefoord, farewell ! for thy sake, I admit
That a Scot may have humour, I had almost said wit ;

This debt to thy memory I cannot refuse,
" Thou best-humour'd man with the worst-humour'd

muse."

THE HERMIT : A BALLAD.

"
Turn, gentle hermit of the dale,
And guide my lonely way,

To where yon taper cheers the vale
With hospitable ray.

1 Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public Advertiser. 2 Mr.
Whitefoord has frequently indulged the town with humorous
pieces under those titles in the Public Advertiser.

Vol. I.—T
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11 For here forlorn and lost I tread,

With fainting steps, and slow ;

Where wilds, immeasurably spread,
Seem lengthening as I go."

"
Forbear, my son," the hermit cries,
" To tempt the dangerous gloom ;

For yonder faithless phantom fiies

To lure thee to thy doom.

" Here to the houseless child of want

My door is open still
;

And, though my portion is but scant,

I give it with good-will.

" Then turn to-night, and freely share

Wliate'er my cell bestows ;

My rushy couch and frugal fare,

My blessing and repose.

" No flocks, that range the valley free,

To slaughter I condemn ;

Taught by that Power that pities me,
I learn to pity them :

" But from the mountain's grassy side

A guiltless feast I bring ;

A scrip with herbs and fruits supplied,
And water from the spring.

"
Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ;

All earthborn cares are wrong :

Man wants but little here below,
Nor wants that little long."

Soft as the dew from Heav'n descends,
His gentle accents fell ;

The modest stranger lowly bends,
And follows to the cell.

Far in a wilderness obscure,
The lonely mansion lay ;

A refuge to the neighb'ring poor,
And strangers led astray.
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No stores beneath its humble thatch

Required a master's care ;

The wicket, op'ning with a latch,

Received the harmless pair.

And now, when busy crowds retire,

To take their ev'ning rest,

The hermit trimm'd his little fire,

And cheer'd his pensive guest ;

And spread his vegetable store,

And gayly press'd and smiled ;

And, skilled in legendary lore,

The ling'ring hours beguiled.

Around in sympathetic mirth
Its tricks the kitten tries,

The cricket chirrups in the hearth,
The crackling fagot flies.

But nothing could a charm impart
To sooth the stranger's wo ;

For grief was heavy at his heart,
And tears began to flow.

His rising cares the hermit spied,
With answering care oppress'd :

" And whence, unhappy youth," he cried,
" The sorrows of thy breast ?

" From better habitations spurn'd,
Reluctant dost thou rove

;

Or grieve for friendship unreturn'd,
Or unregarded love %

" Alas ! the joys that fortune brings
Are trifling, and decay ;

And those who prize the paltry things,
More trifling still than they.

" And what is friendship but a name,
A charm that lulls to sleep ;

A shade that follows wealth or fame,
And leaves the wretch to weep ?
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" And love is still an emptier sound,

The modern fair one's jest :

On earth unseen, or only found

To warm the turtle's nest.

" For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows itush,

And spum the sex," he said ;

But, while he spoke, a rising blush

His love-lorn guest betray'd.

Surprised, he sees new beauties rise,

Swift mantling to the view,
Like colours o'er the morning skies,

As bright, as transient too.

The bashful look, the rising breast,

Alternate spread alarms :

The lovely stranger stands confess'd,

A maid in all her charms.

And,
" Ah ! forgive a stranger rude,

A wretch forlorn," she cried ;

• Whose feet unhallow'd thus intrude

Where Heav'n and you reside ;

" But let a maid thy pity share,

Whom love has taught to stray ;

Who seeks for rest, but finds despair

Companion of her way.
" My father lived beside the Tyne,
A wealthy lord was he ;

And all his wealth was mark'd as mine,

He had but only me.

" To win me from his tender arms,
Unnumber'd suiters came ;

Who praised me for imputed charms,
And felt or feign'd a flame.

" Each hour a mercenary crowd
With richest proffers strove ;

Among the rest young Edwin bow'd,
But never talk'd of love.
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" In humble, simplest habit clad,

No wealth nor pow'r had he
;

Wisdom and worth were all he had,

But these were all to me.

" The blossom opening to the day,
The dews of Heav'n refined, \

Could naught of purity display
'

To emulate his mind.

" The dew, the blossoms of the tree,

With charms inconstant shine ;

Their charms were his, but, wo to me,
Their constancy was mine !

" For still I tried each fickle art,

Importunate and vain ;

And while his passion touch'd my heart,

I triumph'd in his pain.

"
Till, quite dejected with my scorn,

He left me to my pride,

And sought a solitude forlorn

In secret, wheie he died.

" But mine the sorrow, mine the fault,

And well my life shall pay ;

I'll seek the solitude he sought,
And stretch me where he lay.

"And there forlorn, despairing, hid,

I'll lay me down and die
;

'Twas so for me that Edwin did,

And so for him will I."

" Forbid it, Heaven !" the hermit cried,

And clasp'd her to his breast,
The wondering fair one turn'd to chide—
'Twas Edwin's self that press'd.

T 2

/
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"
Turn, Angelina, ever dear,

My charmer, turn to see

Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here,
Restored to love and thee.

" Thus let me hold thee to my heart,
And every care resign :

And shall we never, never part,

My life—my all that's mine !

" No, never from this hour to part,
We'll live and love so true,

The sigh that rends thy constant heart

Shall break thy Edwin's too."

STANZAS ON WOMAN.

When lovely woman stoops to folly,
And finds, too late, that men betray,

What charm can sooth her melancholy ]

WT
hat art can wash her guilt away 1

The only art, her guilt to cover,
To hide her shame from every eye,

To give repentance to her lover,
And wring his bosom, is—to die.

SONG.

The wretch condemn'd with life to part,

Still, still on hope relies
;

And every pang that rends the heart,
Bids expectation rise.

Hope, like the glimmering taper's light,
Adorns and cheers the way,

And still, as darker grows the night,
Emits a brighter ray.
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MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS.— w
ESSAY I.

I remember to have read in some philosopher (I

believe in Tom Brown's works), that, let a man's

character, sentiments, or complexion be what they

will, he can find company in London to match them.

If he be splenetic, he may every day meet compan-
ions on the seats in St. James's Park, with whose

groans he may mix his own, and pathetically talk

of the weather. If he be passionate, he may vent

his rage among the old orators at Slaughter's Coffee-

house, and damn the nation because it keeps him

from starving. If he be phlegmatic, he may sit in

silence at the Humdrum Club in Ivy Lane ; and, if

actually mad, he may find very good company in

Moorfields, either at Bedlam or the Foundry, ready

to cultivate a nearer acquaintance.

But, although such as have a knowledge of the

town may easily class themselves with tempers

congenial to their own, a countryman who comes

to live in London finds nothing more difficult. With

regard to myself, none ever tried with more assidu-

ity, or came off with such indifferent success. I

spent a whole season in the search, during which

time my name has been enrolled in societies, lodges,

convocations, and meetings without number. To
some I was introduced by a friend, to others invited

by an advertisement ;
to these I introduced myself,

and to those I changed my name to gain admittance.

In short, no coquette was ever more solicitous to

match her ribands to her complexion than I to suit
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my club to my temper, for I was too obstinate to

conform to it.

The first club I entered upon coming to town was
that of the Choice Spirits. The name was entirely
suited to my taste

;
1 was a lover of mirth, good-

humour, and even sometimes of fun, from my child-

hood.
As no other passport was requisite but the pay-

ment of two shillings at the door, I introduced my-
self, without farther ceremony, to the members, who
were already assembled, and had for some time be-

gun upon business. The Grand, with a mallet in his

hand, presided at the head of the table. I could not

avoid, upon my entrance, making use of all my skill

in physiognomy, in order to discover that superiority
of genius in men who had taken a title so superior
to the rest of mankind. I expected to see the lines

of every face marked with strong thinking ; but,

though I had some skill in this science, I could, for

my life, discover nothing but a pert simper, fat. or

profound stupidity.

My speculations were soon interrupted by the

Grand, who had knocked down Mr. Spriggins for a

song. I was, upon this, whispered by one of the

company who sat next me, that I should now see

something touched off to a nicety, for Mr. Sprig-

gins was going to give us Mad Tom in all its glory.
Mr. Spriggins endeavoured to excuse himself; for,

as he was to act a madman and a king, it was im-

possible to go through the part properly without a
crown and chains. His excuses were overruled by
a large majority, and with much vociferation. The
president ordered up the jack-chain, and, instead of
a crown, our performer covered his brows with an
inverted jorden. After he had rattled his chain and
shaken his head to the great delight of the whole

company, he began his song. As I have heard few

young fellows offer to sing in company that did not

expose themselves, it was no great disappointment
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to me to find Mr. Spriggins among the number;
however, not to seem an odd fish, I rose from my
seat in rapture, cried out Bravo ! Encore ! and slap-

ped the table as loud as any of the rest.

The gentleman who sat next me seemed highly

pleased with my taste and the ardour of my appro-
bation ; and, whispering, told me that I had suffered

an immense loss ; for, had I come a few minutes

sooner, I might have heard Gee-ho Dobbin sung in

a tiptop manner by the pimple-nosed spirit at the

president's right elbow : but he was evaporated be-

fore I came.
As I was expressing my uneasiness at this disap-

pointment, I found the attention of the company
employed upon a fat figure, who, with a voice more

rough than the Staffordshire giant's, was giving us
the "

Softly sweet, in Lydian measure," of Alexan-
der's Feast. After a short pause of admiration, to

this succeeded a Welsh dialogue, with the humours
of Teague and Taffy ;

after that came an Old Jack-

son, with a story between every stanza ;
next was

sung the Dustcart, and then Solomon's Song. The

glass began now to circulate pretty freely ;
those

who were silent when sober, would now be heard in

their turn ; every man had his song, and he saw no
reason why he should not be heard as well as any
of the rest ;

one begged to be heard while he gave
Death and the Lady in high taste

;
another sung to

a plate which he kept trundling on the edges ; no-

thing was now heard but singing ;
voice rose above

voice, and the whole became one universal shout,
when the landlord came to acquaint the company
that the reckoning was drunk out. Rabelais calls

moments in which a reckoning is mentioned the
most melancholy of our lives

;
never was so much

noise so quickly quelled as by this short but pathet-
ic oration of our landlord : Drunk out ! was echoed
in a tone of discontent round the table : Drunk out

already! that was very odd! that so much punch
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could be drunk out already ! impossible ! The land-

lord, however, seeming resolved not to retreat from
his first assurances, the company was dissolved, and
a president chosen for the night ensuing.
A friend of mine, to whom I was complaining,

some time after, of the entertainment I have been

describing, proposed to bring me to the club that he

frequented ; which, he fancied, would suit the gravity
of my temper exactly.

" We have at the Muzzy
Club," says he,

" no riotous mirth nor awkward
ribaldry ;

no confusion or bawling ;
all is conducted

with wisdom and decency ; besides, some of our
members are worth forty thousand pounds : men of

prudence and foresight, every one of them : these
are the proper acquaintance, and to such I will to-

night introduce you." I was charmed at the propo-
sal : to be acquainted with men worth forty thou-
sand pounds, and to talk wisdom the whole night,
were offers that threw me into rapture. At seven
o'clock I was accordingly introduced by my friend,

not, indeed, to the company—for, though I made my
best bow, they seemed insensible of my approach—
but to the table at which they were sitting. Upon
my entering the room, I could not avoid feeling a
secret veneration, from the solemnity of the scene
before me

; the members kept a profound silence,
each one with a pipe in his mouth and a pewter pot
in his hand, and with faces that might easily be con-
strued into absolute wisdom. Happy society, thought
I to myself, where the members think before they
speak, delivering nothing rashly, but convey their

thoughts to each other pregnant with meaning, and
matured by reflection.

In this pleasing speculation I continued a full half

hour, expecting each moment that somebody would
begin to open his mouth ; every time the pipe was
laid down I expected it was to speak ;

but it was
only to spit. At length, resolving to break the charm
myself, and overcome their extreme diffidence—fpr
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to this I imputed their silence—I rubbed my hands,
and, looking as wise as possible, observed that the

nights began to grow a little coolish at this time of
the year. This, as it was directed to none of the

company in particular, none thought himself obliged
to answer; wherefore I continued still to rub my
hands and look wise. My next effort was address-

ed to a gentleman who sat next me
;
to whom I ob-

served that the beer was extremely good ; my neigh-
bour made no reply but by a large puff of tobacco-
smoke.

I now began to be uneasy in this dumb society,
till one of them a little relieved me by observing
that bread had not risen these three weeks. "Ah!"
says another, still keeping the pipe in his mouth,
" that puts me in mind of a pleasant story about

that—hem—very well
; you must know—but, before

I begin
—

sir, my service to you—where was IV'

My next club goes by the name of the Harmoni-
cal Society ; probably from that love of order and

friendship which every person commends in institu-

tions of this nature. The landlord was himself the

founder ;
the money spent is fourpence each

; and

they sometimes whip for a double reckoning. To
this club few recommendations are requisite, except
the introductory fourpence and my landlord's good
word, which, as he gains by it, he never refuses.

We all here talked and behaved as everybody
else usually does on his club-night ;

we discussed
the topic of the day, drank each other's health,
snuffed the candles with our fingers, and filled our

pipes from the same plate of tobacco. The com-

pany saluted each other in the common manner.
Mr. Bellowsmender hoped Mr. Currycombmaker
had not caught cold going home the last club-night ;

and he returned the compliment by hoping that

young Master Bellowsmender had got well again of

the chincough. Doctor Twist told us a story of a

parliament-man with whom he was intimately ac-

Vol. I.—U
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quainted ; while the bugman, at the same time, was
telling a story of a noble lord with whom he could
do anything. A gentleman in a black wig and leath-

er breeches, at the other end of the table, was en-

gaged in a long narrative of the ghost in Cock Lane
;

he had read it in the papers of the day, and was
telling it to some that sat next him who could not
read. Near him Mr. Dibbins was disputing on the
old subject of religion with a Jew pedler, over the

table, while the president in vain knocked down Mr.
Leathersides for a song. Besides the combinations
of these voices, which I could not hear altogether,
and which formed an upper part of the concert, there
were several others playing under parts by them-
selves, and endeavouring to fasten on some luckless

neighbour's ear, who was himself bent upon the
same design against some other.

Fatigued with this society, 1 was introduced the

following night to a club of fashion. On taking my
place, I found the conversation sufficiently easy, and

tolerably good-natured ;
for my lord and Sir Paul

were not yet arrived. I now thought myself com-

pletely fitted, and resolved to seek no farther, deter-

mined to take up my residence here for the winter ;

while my temper began to open insensibly to the

cheerfulness I saw diffused on every face in the
room : but the delusion soon vanished when the

waiter came to apprize us that his lordship and Sir

Paul were just arrived.

From this moment all our felicity was at an end ;

our new guests bustled into the room, and took their

seats at the head of the table. Adieu now all con-

fidence ; every creature strove who should most rec-

ommend himself to our members of distinction.

Each seemed quite regardless of pleasing any but

our new guests ;
and what before wore the appear-

ance of friendship, was now turned into rivalry.
Yet I could not observe that, amid all this flattery

and obsequious attention, our great men took any
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notice of the rest of the company. Their whole dis-

course was addressed to each other. Sir Paul told

his lordship a long story of Moravia the Jew ; and

his lordship gave Sir Paul a very long account of

his new method of managing silk-worms ; he led him,

and consequently the rest of the company, through
all the stages of feeding, sunning, and hatching;
with an episode on mulberry-trees, a digression upon

grass-seeds, and a long parenthesis about his new

postillion. In this manner we travelled on, wishing

every story to be the last, but all in vain :

" Hills over hills, and Alps on Alps arose."

The last club in which I was enrolled a member
was a society of moral philosophers, as they called

themselves, who assembled twice a week, in order

to show the absurdity of the present mode of reli-

gion, and establish a new one in its stead.

I found the members very warmly disputing when
I arrived

; not, indeed, about religion or ethics, but

about who had neglected to lay down his prelimina-

ry sixpence upon entering the room. The president
swore that he had laid his own down, and so swore
all the company.

During this contest I had an opportunity of ob-

serving the laws, and also the members of the so-

ciety. The president, who had been, as I was told,

lately a bankrupt, was a tall, pale figure, with a long
black wig ;

the next to him was dressed in a large
white wig and a black cravat ;

a third, by the brown-
ness of his complexion, seemed to be a native of Ja-

maica ;
and a fourth, by his hue, appeared to be a

blacksmith. But their rules will give the most just
idea of their learning and principles.

I. We, being a laudable society of moral philoso-

phers, intends to dispute twice a week about reli-

gion and priestcraft. Leaving behind us old wives'

tales, and following good learning and sound sense ;

and if so be that any other persons has a mind to
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be of the society, they shall be entitled so to do by
pa)ing the sum of three shillings, to be spent by
the company in punch.

II. That no member get drank before nine of the

clock, upon the pain of forfeiting threepence, to be

spent by the company in punch.
III. That, as members are sometimes apt to go

away without paying, every person shall pay six-

pence upon his entering the room
;
and all disputes

shall be settled by a majority, and all fines shall be

paid in punch.
IV. That sixpence shall be every night given to

the president, in order to buy books of learning for

the good of the society : the president has already

put himself to a good deal of expense in buying
books for the club ; particularly the works of Tully,

Socrates, and Cicero, which he will soon read to the

society.
V. All them who brings a new argument against

religion, and who, being a philosopher and a man of

learning, as the rest of us is, shall be admitted to the

freedom of the society upon paying sixpence only,
to be spent in punch.

VI. Whenever we are to have an extraordinary

meeting, it shall be advertised by some outlandish

name in the newspapers.
Saunders Mac Wild, President.

Anthony Blewit, Vice-president,
his x mark.

William Turpin, Secretary.
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ESSAY II

I am fond of amusement, in whatever company it

may be found; and wit, though dressed in rags, is

ever pleasing to me. I went some days ago to take

a walk in St. James's Park, about the hour m which

company leave it to go to dinner. There were but

few in the walks, and those who stayed seemed by

their looks rather more willing to forget that they

had an appetite than gain one. I sat down on one

of the benches, at the other end of which was seat-

ed a man in very shabby clothes.

We continued to groan, to hem, and to cough, as

usual upon such occasions, and at last ventured upon

conversation.
"

I beg pardon, sir," cried I,
" but 1

think I have seen you before ; your face is familiar

to me " " Yes, sir," replied he,
"

I have a good fa-

miliar face, as my friends tell me. I am as well

known in every town in England as the dromedary

or live crocodile. You must understand, sir, that I

have been these sixteen years Merry Andrew to a

puppet-show ;
last Bartholomew fair my master and

I quarrelled, beat each other, and parted, he to sell

his puppets to the pincushion-makers
in Rosemary

Lane, and I to starve in St. James's Park."
"
I am sorry, sir, that a person of your appearance

should labour under any difficulties."
"
Oh, sir," re-

turned he, "my appearance is very much at your

service ; but, though I cannot boast of eating much,

yet there are few that are merrier : if I had twenty

thousand a year I should be very merry ; and, thank

the fates, though not worth a groat, I am very merry

still. If I have threepence in my pocket I never

refuse to be my three halfpence ;
and if I have no

money, I never scorn to be treated by any that are

kind enough to pay my reckoning. What think you,

sir, of a steak and tankard ? You shall treat me now,
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and I will treat you again when I find you in the
Park in love with eating, and without money to pay
for a dinner."

As I never refuse a small expense for the sake of
a merry companion, we instantly adjourned to a

neighbouring alehouse, and in a few moments had a

frothing tankard and a smoking steak spread on the

table before us. It is impossible to express how
much the sight of such good cheer improved my
companion's vivacity.

"
I like this dinner, sir," says

he,
" for three reasons : first, because I am naturally

fond of beef; secondly, because I am hungry ; and,

thirdly and lastly, because I get it for nothing : no
meat eats so sweet as that for which we do not pay."
He therefore now fell to, and his appetite seemed

to correspond with his inclination. After dinner was
over, he observed that the steak was tough ;

" and yet,

sir," returns he,
" bad as it was, it seemed a rump-

steak to me. Oh the delights of poverty and a good
appetite ! We beggars are the very fondlings of na-

ture
;
the rich she treats like an arrant stepmother ;

they are pleased with nothing ;
cut a steak from what

part you will, and it is insupportably tough ;
dress it

up with pickles, and even pickles cannot procure
them an appetite. But the whole creation is filled

with good things for the beggar—Calvert's butt out-

tastes Champagne, and Sedgely's home-brewed ex-

cels Tokay. Joy, joy, my blood ; though our estates

lie nowhere, we have fortunes wherever we go ! If

an inundation sweeps away half the grounds of Corn-

wall, I am content—I have no lands there : if the

stocks sink, that gives me no uneasiness—I am no
Jew." The fellow's vivacity, joined to his poverty,
I own, raised my curiosity to know something of his

life and circumstances, and I entreated that he would

indulge my desire.
" That I will, sir," said he,

" and
welcome

; only let us drink to prevent our sleeping ;

let us have another tankard while we are awake
;
let

us have another tankard, for ah, how charming a

tankard looks when full !
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" You must know, then, that I am very well de-

scended; my ancestors have made some noise in

the world, for my mother cried oysters, and my fa-

ther beat a drum : I am told we have even had some
trumpeters in our family. Many a nobleman cannot
show so respectful a genealogy ;

but that is" neither
here nor there. As I was their only child, my father

designed to breed me up to his own employment,
which was that of drummer to a puppet-show. Thus
the whole employment of my younger years was
that of interpreter to Punch and King Solomon in

all his glory. But, though my father was very fond
of instructing me in beating all the marches and

points of war, I made no very great progress, be-

cause I naturally had no ear for music ; so, at the age
of fifteen, I went and listed for a soldier. As I had
ever hated beating a drum, so I soon found that I

disliked carrying a musket also
; neither the one

trade nor the other was to my taste, for I was by
nature fond of being a gentleman ; besides, I was
obliged to obey my captain ; he has his will, I have

mine, and you have yours : now I very reasonably
concluded that it was much more comfortable for a
man to obey his own will than another's.

" The life of a soldier soon, therefore, gave me the

spleen ;
I asked leave to quit the service

; but, as I

was tall and strong, my captain thanked me for my
kind intention, and said, because he had a regard for

me, we should not part. I wrote to my father a

very dismal, penitential letter, and desired that he
would raise money to pay for my discharge ; but
the good man was as fond of drinking as I was (sir,

my service to you), and those who are fond of drink-

ing never pay for other people's discharges ;
in

short, he never answered my letter. What could
be done 1 If I have not money, said I to myself, to

pay for my discharge, I must find an equivalent
some other way; and that must be by running
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away. I deserted, and that answered my purpose
every bit as well as if I had bought my discharge."

Well, I was now fairly rid of my military em-
ployment ;

I sold my soldier's clothes, bought worse,
and, in order not to be overtaken, took the most un-

frequented roads possible. One evening, as I was
entering a village, I perceived a man, whom I after-

ward found to be curate of the parish, thrown from
his horse in a miry road, and almost smothered in
the mud. He desired my assistance

;
I gave it, and

drew him out with some difficulty. He thanked me
for my trouble, and was going off; but I followed
him home, for I loved always to have a man thank
me at his own door. The curate asked a hundred

questions ;
as whose son I was, from whence I came,

and whether I would be faithful. I answered him
greatly to his satisfaction, and gave myself one of
the best characters in the world for sobriety (sir, I

have the honour of drinking your health), discre-

tion, and fidelity. To make a long story short, he
wanted a servant, and hired me. With him I lived
but two months

;
we did not much like each other ;

I was fond of eating, and he gave me but little to
eat

;
I loved a pretty girl, and the old woman, my

fellow-servant, was ill-natured and ugly. As they
endeavoured to starve me between them, I made a

pious resolution to prevent their committing mur-
der : I stole the eggs as soon as they were laid

;
I

emptied every unfinished bottle that I could lay my
hands on

; whatever eatables came in my way were
sure to disappear. In short, they found I would
not do

;
so I was discharged one morning, and paid

three shillings and sixpence for two months wages." While my money was getting ready, I employ-
ed myself in making preparations for my departure ;

two hens were hatching in an outhouse
;

I went
and took the eggs from habit, and, not to separate
the parents from the children, I lodged hens and all

in my knapsack. After this piece of frugality, I re-
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turned to receive my money, and, with my knapsack
on my back and a staff in my hand, I bid adieu, with
tears in my eyes, to my old benefactor. I had not

gone far from the house when I heard the cry of

Stop thief ! but this only increased my despatch ; it

would have been foolish to stop, as I knew the
voice could not be levelled at me. But hold—I think
I passed those two months at the curate's without

drinking ; come, the times are dry, and may this be

my poison if ever I spent two more pious, stupid
months in all my life.

"
Well, after travelling some days, whom should

I light upon but a company of strolling players.
The moment I saw them at a distance my heart
warmed to them

;
I had a sort of natural love for

everything of the vagabond order : they were em-
ployed in settling their baggage, which had been
overturned in a narrow way ;

I offered my assist-

ance, which they accepted ;
and we soon became

so well acquainted that they took me as a servant.
This was a paradise to me

; they sang, danced, drank,
eat, and travelled, all at the same time. By the
blood of the Mirables, I thought I had never lived
till then

;
I grew as merry as a grig, and laughed at

every word that was spoken. They liked me as
much as I liked them

;
I was a very good figure, as

you see
; and, though I was poor, I was not modest.

" I love a straggling life above all things in the
world

;
sometimes good, sometimes bad

;
to be

warm to-day and cold to-morrow
;
to eat when one

can get it, and drink when (the tankard is out) it

stands before me. We arrived that evening at Tent-

erden, and took a large room at the Greyhound,
where we resolved to exhibit Romeo and Juliet,
with the funeral procession, the grave and the gar-
den scene. Romeo was to be performed by a gen-
tleman from the Theatre Royal in Drury Lane ;

Ju-
liet by a lady who had never appeared on any stage
before ; and I was to snuff the candles ;

all excel*
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lent in our way. We had figures enough, but the

difficulty was to dress them. The same coat that

served Romeo, turned with the blue lining outward,
served for his friend Mercutio

;
a large piece of

crape sufficed at once for Juliet's petticoat and pall;
a pestle and mortar from a neighbouring apotheca-

ry's answered all the purposes of a bell
;
and our

landlord's own family, wrapped in white sheets,
served to fill up the procession. In short, there

were but three figures among us that might be said

to be dressed with any propriety ; I mean the nurse,
the starved apothecary, and myself. Our perform-
ance gave universal satisfaction

;
the whole au-

dience were enchanted with our powers.
" There is one rule by which a strolling player

may be ever secure of success
;
that is, in our the-

atrical way of expressing it, to make a great deal of

the character. To speak and act as in common life

is not playing, nor is it what people come to see
;

natural speaking, like sweet wine, runs glibly over

the palate, and scarce leaves any taste behind it ;

but being high in a part resembles vinegar, which

grates upon the taste, and one feels it while he is

drinking. To please in town or country, the way is

to cry, wring, cringe into attitudes, mark the em-

phasis, slap the pockets, and labour like one in the

falling sickness : that is the way to work for ap-

plause ;
that is the way to gain it.

" As we received much reputation for our skill on
this first exhibition, it was but natural for me to as-

cribe part of the success to myself; I snuffed the

candles, and, let me tell you, that, without a candle-

snuffer, the piece would lose half its embellish-

ments. In this manner we continued a fortnight,
and drew tolerable houses

; but, the evening before

our intended departure, we gave out our very best

piece, in which all our strength was to be exerted.

"We had great expectations from this, and even
doubled our prices, when, behold, one of the princi*

Y2
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pal actors fell ill of a violent fever. This was a
stroke like thunder to our little company ; they were
resolved to go, in a body, to scold the man for fall-

ing sick at so inconvenient a time, and that, too, of a
disorder that threatened to be expensive ;

I seized
the moment, and offered to act the part myself in

his stead. The case was desperate ; they accepted
my offer

;
and I accordingly sat down, with the part

in my hand and a tankard before me (sir, your
health), and studied the character, which was to be
rehearsed the next day, and played soon after.

"
I found my memory excessively helped by drink-

ing ;
I learned my part with astonishing rapidity,

and bid adieu to snuffing candles ever after. I found
that nature had designed me for noble employments,
and I was resolved to take her when in the humour.
We got together in order to rehearse, and I inform-
ed my companions, masters now no longer, of the

surprising change I felt within me. Let the sick

man, said I, be under no uneasiness to get well

again ;
I'll fill his place to universal satisfaction

; he

may even die, if he thinks proper ; I'll engage that

he shall never be missed. I rehearsed before them,
strutted, ranted, and received applause. They soon

gave out that a new actor of eminence was to ap-

pear, and immediately all the genteel places were

bespoke. Before 1 ascended the stage, however, I

concluded within myself that, as I brought money
to the house, I ought to have my share in the prof-
its. Gentlemen, said I, addressing my company, I

don't pretend to direct you ;
far be it from me to

treat you with so much ingratitude ; you have pub-
lished my name in the bills with the utmost good-
nature, and, as affairs stand, cannot act without me ;

so, gentlemen, to show you my gratitude, I expect
to be paid for my acting as much as any of you,
otherwise I declare off. I'll brandish my snuffers,
and clip candles as usual. This was a very disa-

greeable proposal, but they found it impossible to
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refuse it ; it was irresistible, it was adamant : they
consented, and I went on in King Bajazet ; my
frowning brows, bound with a stocking stuffed into

a turban, while on my captived arms 1 brandished a

jack-chain. Nature seemed to have fitted me for

the part ;
I was tall, and had a loud voice

; my very
entrance excited universal applause ;

I looked round
on the audience with a smile, and made a most low
and graceful bow, for that is the rule among us. As
it was a very passionate part, I invigorated my spir-
its with three full glasses (the tankard is almost out)
of brandy. By Alia ! it is almost inconceivable how
I went through it

;
Timurlane was but a fool to me ;

though he was sometimes loud enough too, yet I

was still louder than he
;
but then, besides, I had

attitudes in abundance ;
in general, I kept my arms

folded up thus upon the pit of my stomach ; it is the

way at Drury Lane, and has always a fine effect.

The tankard would sink to the bottom before I could

get through the whole of my merits
;

in short, I

came off like a prodigy ; and, such was my success,
that I could ravish the laurels even from a sirloin

of beef. The principal gentlemen and ladies of the

town came to me, after the play was over, to com-

pliment me upon my success
;

one praised my
voice, another my person. Upon my word, says
the squire's lady, he will make one of the finest

actors in Europe ;
I say it, and I think I am some-

thing of a judge. Praise in the beginning is agree-
able enough, and we receive it as a favour

; but,
when it comes in great quantities, we regard it only
as a debt, which nothing but our merit could ex-
tort ; instead of thanking them, I internally ap-

plauded myself. We were desired to give our piece
a second time ;

we obeyed, and I was applauded
even more than before.

"At last we left the town, to be present at a
horse-race at some distance from thence. I shall

never think of Tenterden without tears of gratitude
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and respect. The ladies and gentlemen there, take

my word for it, are very good judges of plays and
actors. Come, let us drink their healths, if you
please, sir. We quitted the town, I say ;

and there

was a wide difference between my coming in and

going out
;

I entered the town a candle-snuffer, and
I quitted it a hero ! Such is the world

;
little to-day,

and great to-morrow. I could say a great deal more

upon that subject, something truly sublime upon the

ups and downs of fortune ;
but it would give us both

the spleen, and so I shall pass it over.
" The races were ended before we arrived at the

next town, which was no small disappointment to

our company ; however, we were resolved to take

all we could, get. I played capital characters there

too, and came off with my usual brilliancy. I sin-

cerely believe I should have been the first actor in

Europe had my growing merit been properly culti-

vated
;
but there came an unkindly frost, which nip-

ped me in the bud, and levelled me once more down
to the common standard of humanity. I played Sir

Harry Wildair
;

all the country ladies were charm-
ed

; if I but drew out my snuff-box, the whole house
was in a roar of rapture ;

when I exercised my
cudgel, I thought they would have fallen into con-

vulsions.
" There was here a lady who had received an ed-

ucation of nine months in London ;
and this gave her

pretensions to taste, which rendered her the indispu-
table mistress of the ceremonies wherever she came.
She was informed of my merits

; everybody praised
me

; yet she refused at first going to see me per-
form

;
she could not conceive, she said, anything

but stuff from a stroller
;
talked something in praise

of Garrick, and amazed the ladies with her skill at

enunciations, tones, and cadences : she was at last,

however, prevailed upon to go ;
and it was private-

ly intimated to me what a judge was to be present
at my next exhibition ; however, no way intimida-

Vol. I.—X



242 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

ted, I came on in Sir Harry, one hand stuck in my
breeches, and the other in my bosom, as usual at

Drury Lane
; but, instead of looking at me, I per-

ceived the whole audience had their eyes turned

upon the lady who had been nine months in Lon-
don

;
from her they expected the decision which was

to secure the general's truncheon in my hand, or
sink me down into a theatrical letter-carrier. I

opened my snuff-box, took snuff; the lady was sol-

emn, and so were the rest
; I broke my cudgel on

Alderman Smuggler's back; still gloomy, melan-

choly all, the lady groaned and shrugged her shoul-

ders
;

I attempted, by laughing myself, to excite at

least a smile, but the devil a cheek could I see
wrinkled into sympathy ;

I found it would not do ;

all my good-humour now became forced
; my laugh-

ter was converted into hysteric grinning ; and, while
I pretended spirits, my eyes showed the agony of

my heart ! In short, the lady came with an inten-

tion to be displeased, and displeased she was ; my
fame expired ;

I am here, and (the tankard is no
inor°' ."'
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ON DRESS.

Foreigners observe that there are no ladies in the

world more beautiful or more ill-dressed than those

of England. Our countrywomen have been com-

pared to those pictures where the face is the work
of a Raphael, but the draperies thrown out by some

empty pretender, destitute of taste, and entirely un-

acquainted with design.
If I were a poet, I might observe on this occasion,

that so much beauty, set off with all the advantages
of dress, would be too powerful an antagonist for the

opposite sex, and, therefore, it was wisely ordered

that our ladies should want taste, lest their admirers

should entirely want reason.

But, to confess a truth, I do not find they have a

greater aversion to fine clothes than the women of

any other country whatsoever. I cannot fancy that

a shopkeeper's wife in Cheapside has a greater ten-

derness for the fortune of her husband than a citi-

zen's wife in Paris, or that miss in a boarding-
school is more an economist in dress than made-
moiselle in a nunnery.
Although Paris may be accounted the soil in which

almost every fashion takes its rise, its influence is

never so general there as with us. They study there

the happy method of uniting grace and fashion, and

never excuse a woman for being awkwardly dressed

by saying her clothes are made in the mode. A
French woman is a perfect architect in dress

;
she

never, with Gothic ignorance, mixes the order ;
she

never tricks out a squabby Doric shape with Corin-

thian finery ; or, to speak without metaphor, she

conforms to general fashion only when it happens
not to be repugnant to private duty.
Our ladies, on the contrary, seem to have no other

standard for grace but the run of the town. If fash-

X 2
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ion gives the word, every distinction of beauty, com-

plexion, or stature ceases. Sweeping trains, Prus-
sian bonnets, and trollopees, as like each other as if

cut from the same piece, level all to one standard.

The Mall, the dens, and the playhouses are filled

with ladies in uniform, and their whole appearance
shows as little variety or taste as if their clothes

were bespoke by the colonel of a marching regiment,
or fancied by the same artist who dresses the three

battalions of Guards.

But not only ladies of every shape and complexion,
but of every age too, are possessed of this unac-

countable passion of dressing in the same manner.
A lady of no quality can be distinguished from a

lady of some quality only by the redness of her

hands ; and a woman of sixty, masked, might easily

pass for her granddaughter. I remember, a few

days ago, to have walked behind a damsel tossed

out in all the gayety of fifteen
;
her dress was loose,

unstudied, and seemed the result of conscious beau-

ty. I called up all my poetry on this occasion, and
fancied twenty Cupids prepared for execution in ev-

ery folding of her white negligee. I had prepared

my imagination for an angel's face
;
but what was

my mortification to find that the imaginary goddess
was no other than my cousin Hannah, four years
older than myself, and I shall be sixty-two the

twelfth of next November.
After the transports of our first salute were over,

I could not avoid running my eye over her whole ap-

pearance. Her gown was cambric, cut short before

in order to discover a high-heeled shoe, which was
buckled almost at the toe. Her cap, if cap it might
be called that cap was none, consisted of a few bits

of cambric, and flowers of painted paper stuck on
one side of her head. Her bosom, that had felt no
hand but the hand of Time these twenty years, rose

suing, but in vain, to be pressed. I could, indeed,

have wished her more than a handkerchief of Paris-
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net to shade her beauties ; for, as Tasso says of the

rosebud, Quanto si mostra men ianto epiu Bella, I should

think hers most pleasing when least discovered.

As my cousin had not put on all this finery for no-

thing, she was at that time sallying out to the Park

when I had overtaken her. Perceiving, however,

that I had on my best wig, she offered, if I would

'squire her there, to send home the footman.

Though I trembled for our reception in public, yet I

could not with any civility refuse
; so, to be as gal-

lant as possible, I took her hand in my arm, and thus

we marched on together.
When we made our entry at the Park, two anti-

quated figures, so polite and so tender as we seemed

to be, soon attracted the eyes of the company. As
we made our way among the crowds who were out

to show their finery as well as we, wherever we came,
I perceived we brought good-humour in our train.

The polite could not forbear smiling, and the vulgar

burst out into a horselaugh at our grotesque figures.

Cousin Hannah, who was perfectly conscious of the

rectitude of her own appearance, attributed all this

mirth to the oddity of mine, while I as cordially

placed the whole to her account. Thus, from being

two of the best-natured creatures alive, before we

got half way up the Mall, we both began to grow

peevish, and, like two mice on a string, endeavoured

to revenge the impertinence of others upon our-

selves.
"
I am amazed, cousin Jeffery," says miss,

" that I can never get you to dress like a Christian.

I knew we should have the eyes of the Park upon

us, with your great wig so frizzed, and yet so beg-

garly, and your monstrous muff. I hate those odious

muffs." I could have patiently borne any criticism

on all the rest of my equipage ; but, as I had always
a peculiar veneration for my muff, I could not for-

bear being piqued a little ; and, throwing my eyes
with a spiteful air on her bosom,

"
I could heartily

wish, madam," replied I,
"
that, for your sake, my

muff was cut into a tippet."
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As my cousin by this time was grown heartily
ashamed of her gentleman-usher, and as I was nev-
er very fond of any kind of exhibition myself, it was

mutually agreed to retire for a while to one of the

seats, and from that retreat remark on others as

freely as they had remarked on us. - .

When seated, we continued silent for some time,

employed in very different speculations. I regarded
the whole company, now passing in review before

me, as drawn out merely for my amusement. For

my entertainment the beauty had all that morning
been improving her charms, the beau had put on

lace, and the young doctor a big wig, merely to

please me. But quite different were the sentiments

of cousin Hannah ;
she regarded every well-dressed

woman as a victorious rival, hated every face that

seemed dressed in good-humour, or wore the ap-

pearance of greater happiness than her own. I per-
ceived her uneasiness, and attempted to lessen it by
observing that there was no company in the Park

to-day. To this she readily assented ;

" and yet,"

says she,
"

it is full enough of scrubs of one kind or

another." My smiling at this observation gave her

spirits to pursue the bent of her inclination, and now
she began to exhibit her skill in secret history, as

she found me disposed to listen.
"
Observe," says

she to me,
" that old woman in tawdry silk, and

dressed out even beyond the fashion. That is Miss

Biddy Evergreen. Miss Biddy, it seems, has mon-

ey ; and, as she considers that money was never so

scarce as it is now, she seems resolved to keep
what she has to herself. She is ugly enough, you
see

; yet I assure you she has refused several offers

to my own knowledge within this twelvemonth.
Let me see, three gentlemen from Ireland, who study
the law, two waiting captains, a doctor, and a Scotch

preacher, who had like to have carried her off. All

her time is passed between sickness and finery.

Thus she spends the whole week in a close cham-
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ber, with no other company but her monkey, her

apothecary, and cat
;
and comes dressed out to the

Park every Sunday, to show her airs, to get new
lovers, to catch a new cold, and to make new work
for the doctor.

"There goes Mrs. Roundabout—I mean the fat

lady in the lutestring trollopee. Between you and

I, she is but a cutler's wife. See how she's dress-

ed, as fine as hands and pins can make her, while
her two marriageable daughters, like bunters in stuff-

gowns, are now taking sixpenny-worth of tea at the

White Conduit House. Odious puss ! how she wad-
dles along, with her train two yards behind her !

She puts me in mind of my Lord Bantam's Indian

sheep, which are obliged to have their monstrous
tails trundled along in a go-cart. For all her airs, it

goes to her husband's heart to see four yards of good
lutestring wearing against the ground like one of his

knives on a grindstone. To speak my mind, cousin

Jeffery, I never liked tails
; for, suppose a young fel-

low should be rude, and the lady should offer to step
back in a fright, instead of retiring, she treads upon
her train, and falls fairly on her back

;
and then you

know, cousin—her clothes may be spoiled.
"Ah ! Miss Mazzard ! I knew we should not miss

her in the Park—she in the monstrous Prussian bon-
net. Miss, though so very fine, was bred a milliner,
and might have had some custom if she had minded
her business

;
but the girl was fond of finery, and,

instead of dressing her customers, laid out all her

goods in adorning herself. Every new gown she

put on impaired her credit : she still, however, went
on improving her appearance and lessening her little

fortune, and is now, you see, become a belle and a

bankrupt."
My cousin was proceeding in her remarks, which

were interrupted by the approach of the very lady
she had been so freely describing. Miss had per-
ceived her at a distance, and apnroached to salute
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her. I found, by the warmth of the two ladies' prot-

estations, that they had been long, intimate, esteemed
friends and acquaintance. Both were so pleased at

this happy rencounter, that they were resolved not

to part for the day. So we all crossed the Park to-

gether, and I saw them into a hackney-coach at the

gate of St. James's. I could not, however, help ob-

serving,
" That they are generally most ridiculous

themselves who are apt to see most ridicule in oth-

ers."

THE SAGACITY OF SOME INSECTS.

TO THE AUTHOR OF THE BEE.

Sir,
—Animals in general are sagacious in propor-

tion as they cultivate society. The elephant and
the beaver show the greatest signs of this when
united ; but, when man intrudes into their commu-
nities, they lose all their spirit of industry, and tes-

tify but a very small share of that sagacity for which,
when in a social state, they are so remarkable.

Among insects, the labours of the bee and the ant

have employed the attention and admiration of the

naturalist
;

but their whole sagacity is lost upon
separation, and a single bee or ant seems destitute

of every degree of industry, is the most stupid in-

sect imaginable, languishes for a time in solitude,

and soon dies.

Of all the solitary insects I have ever remarked,
the spider is the most sagacious ;

and its actions, to

me, who have attentively considered them, seem al-

most to exceed belief. This insect is formed by na-

ture for a state of war, not only upon other insects,
but upon each other. For this state nature seems

perfectly well to have formed it. Its head and
breast are covered with a strong natural coat of
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wail, which is impenetrable to the attempts of every

other insect, and its belly is enveloped in a soft,

pliant skin, which eludes the sting even of a wasp.

Its legs are terminated by strong claws, not unlike

those of a lobster, and their vast length, like spears,

serve to keep every assailant at a distance.

Not worse furnished for observation than for an

attack or a defence, it has several eyes, large, trans-

parent, and covered with a horny substance, which,

however, does not impede its vision. Besides this,

it is furnished with a forceps above the mouth,

which serves to kill or secure the prey already

caught in its claws or its net. ;.,*,.
Such are the implements of war with which the

body is immediately furnished ;
but its net to entan-

gle the enemy seems what it chiefly trusts to, and

what it takes most pains to render as complete as

possible. Nature has furnished the body of this lit-

tle creature with a glutinous liquid, which, proceed-

ing from the anus, it spins into thread coarser or

finer, as it chooses to contract or dilate its sphincter.

In order to fix its thread when it begins to weave, it

emits a small drop of its liquid against the wall,

which, hardening by degrees, serves to hold the

thread very firmly. Then, receding from the first

point, as it recedes the thread lengthens ;
and when

the spider has come to the place where the other

end of the thread should be fixed, gathering up with

its claws the thread, which would otherwise be too

slack, it is stretched tightly, and fixed in the same

manner to the wall as before.

In this manner it spins and fixes several threads

parallel to each other, which, so to speak, serve as

the warp to the intended web. To form the wool,

it spins in the same manner its thread transversely,

fixino- one end to the first thread that was spun, and

which is always the strongest of the whole web, and

the other to the wall. All these threads, being new-

ly spun are glutinous, and therefore stick to each
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other wherever they happen to touch ;
and in those

parts of the web most exposed to be torn, our natu-

ral artist strengthens them by doubling the threads
sometimes six fold.

Thus far naturalists have gone in the description
of this animal

;
what follows is the result of my own

observation upon that species of the insect called a

house-spider. I perceived, about four years ago, a

large spider in one corner of my room making its

wTeb
; and, though the maid frequently levelled her

fetal broom against the labours of the little animal,
I had the good fortune then to prevent its destruc-

tion, and I may say it more than paid me by the

entertainment it afforded.

In three days the web was, with incredible dili-

gence, completed ;
nor could I avoid thinking that

the insect seemed to exult in its new abode. It fre-

quently traversed it round, examined the strength
of every part of it, retired into its hole, and came out

very frequently. The first enemy, however, it had
to encounter was another and a much larger spider,

which, having no w^eb of its own, and having proba-

bly exhausted all its stock in former labours of this

kind, came to invade the property of its neighbour.
Soon, then, a terrible encounter ensued, in which the

invader seemed to have the victory, and the labori-

ous spider was obliged to take refuge in its hole.

Upon this I perceived the victor using every art to

draw the enemy from its stronghold. He seemed to

go off, but quickly returned ; and when he found all

arts in vain, began to demolish the new web without

mercy. This brought on another battle, and, con-

trary to my expectations, the laborious spider be-

came conqueror, and fairly killed his antagonist.

Now, then, in peaceable possession of what was
justly its own, it waited three days with the utmost

impatience, repairing the breaches of its wT
eb, and

taking no sustenance that I could perceive. At last,

however, a large blue fly fell into the snare, and
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struggled hard to get loose. The spider gave it

leave to entangle itself as much as possible, but it

seemed to be too strong for the cobweb. I must
own I was greatly surprised when I saw the spider

immediately sally out, and in less than a minute
weave a new net round its captive, by which the mo-
tion of its wings was stopped; and, when it was fairly

hampered in this manner, it was seized and dragged
into the hole.

In this manner it lived, in a precarious state ; and
nature seemed to have fitted it for such a life, for

upon a single fly it subsisted for more than a week.
1 once put a wasp into the net

;
but when the spider

came out in order to seize it as usual, upon perceiv-

ing what kind of an enemy it had to deal with, it in-

stantly broke all the bands that held it fast, and con-
tributed all that lay in its power to disengage so for-

midable an antagonist. When the wasp was at lib-

erty, I expected the spider would have set about re-

pairing the breaches that were made in its net
;
but

those, it seems, were irreparable : wherefore the
cobweb was now entirely forsaken, and a new one

begun, which was completed in the usual time.

I had now a mind to tiy how many cobwebs a single

spider could furnish
; wherefore I destroyed this, and

the insect set about another. When I destroyed the

other also, its whole stock seemed entirely exhaust-

ed, and it could spin no more. The arts it made use
of to support itself, now deprived of its great means
of subsistence, were indeed surprising. I have seen
it roll up its legs like a ball, and lie motionless for

hours together, but cautiously watching all the time :

when a fly happened to approach sufficiently near,
it would dart out all at once, and often seize its prey.
Of this life, however, it soon began to grow weary,

and resolved to invade the possession of some other

spider, since it could not make a web of its own. It

formed an attack upon a neighbouring fortification

with great vigour, and at first was as vigorously re-

Vol. I.—Y
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pulsed. Not daunted, however, with one defeat, in

this manner it continued to lay siege to another's

web for three days, and at length, having killed the

defendant, actually took possession. When smaller

flies happen to fall into the snare, the spider does
not sally out at once, but very patiently waits till it

is sure of them ; for, upon his immediately approach-
ing, the terror of his appearance might give the cap-
tive strength sufficient to get loose ;

the manner, then,
is to wait patiently, till, by ineffectual and impotent
struggles, the captive has wasted all its strength,
and then he becomes a certain and easy conquest.
The insect I am now describing lived three years :

every year it changed its skin and got a new set of

legs. I have sometimes plucked off a leg, which

grew again in two or three days. At first it dreaded

my approach to its web, but at last it became so fa-

miliar as to take a fly out of my hand
; and, upon my

touching any part of the web, would immediately
leave its hole, prepared either for a defence or an
attack.

To complete this description, it may be observed
that the male spiders are much less than the female,
and that the latter are oviparous. When they come
to lay, they spread a part of their web under the

eggs, and then roll them up carefully, as we roll up
things in a cloth, and thus hatch them in their hole.

If disturbed in their holes, they never attempt to es-

cape without carrying this young brood in their for-

ceps away with them, and thus frequently are sac-

rificed to their paternal affection.

As soon as ever the young ones leave their arti-

ficial covering, they begin to spin, and almost sensi-

bly seem to grow bigger. If they have the good for-

tune, when even but a day old, to catch a fly, they
fall to with good appetites ; but they live sometimes
three or four days without any sort of sustenance,
and yet still continue to grow larger, so as every day
to double their former size. As they grow old, how-
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ever, they do not still continue to increase, but their

legs only continue to grow longer ; and when a spi-

der becomes entirely stiff with age, and unable to

seize its prey, it dies at length of hunger.

ON THE INSTABILITY OF WORLDLY
GRANDEUR.

An alehouse keeper near Islington, who had long

lived at the sign of the French King, upon the com-

mencement of the last war with France pulled down
his old sign, and put up the Queen of Hungary. Un-

der the influence of her red face and golden sceptre,

he continued to sell ale till .she was no longer the

favourite of his customers ;
he changed her, there-

fore, some time ago for the King of Prussia, who

may probably be changed, in turn, for the next great

man that shall be set up for vulgar admiration.

Our publican, in this, imitates the great exactly,

who deal out their figures, one after the other, to the

gazing crowd beneath them. When we have suffi-

ciently wondered at one, that is taken in and another

exhibited in its room, which seldom holds its station

long ;
for the mob are ever pleased with variety.

I must own I have such an indifferent opinion of

the vulgar, that I am ever led to suspect that merit

which raises their shout
;
at least I am certain to

find those great, and sometimes good men, who find

satisfaction in such acclamations, made worse by it ;

and history has too frequently taught me, that the

head which has grown this day giddy with the roar

of the million, has the very next been fixed upon a

pole.
As Alexander VI. was entering a little town in the

neighbourhood of Rome, which had been just evac-

uated by the enemy, he perceived the townsmen

busy in the market-place in pulling down from a
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gibbet a figure which had been designed to represent
himself. There were also some knocking down a
neighbouring statue of one of the Orsina family, withwhom he was at war, in order to put Alexander's
effigy, when taken down, in its place. It is possible
a man who knew less of the world would have con-
demned the adulation of those barefaced flatterers

;

but Alexander seemed pleased at their zeal, and,
turning to Borgia his son, said with a smile, Vides,
mijili, quam leve discrimen patibulum inter et statuam.
" You see, my son, the small difference between a
gibbet and a statue." If the great could be taught
any lesson, this might serve to teach them uponhow weak a foundation their glory stands which is
built upon popular applause ; for as such praise what
seems like merit, they as quickly condemn what has
only the appearance of guilt.

Popular glory is a perfect coquette ; her lovers
must toil, feel every inquietude, indulge every ca-

price, and perhaps, at last, be jilted into the bargain.
True glory, on the other hand, resembles a woman
of sense

;
her admirers must play no tricks

; they
feel no great anxiety, for they are sure, in the end,
of being rewarded in proportion to their merit. When
Swift used to appear in public, he generally had the
mob shouting in his train.

" Pox take these fools,"
he would say ;

" how much joy might all this bawl-
ing give my lord-mayor."
We have seen those virtues which have, while

living, retired from the public eye, generally trans-
mitted to posterity as the truest objects of admira-
tion and praise. Perhaps the character of the late
Duke of Marlborough may one day be set up even
above that of his more talked-of predecessor; since
an assemblage of all the mild and amiable virtues is
far superior to those vulgarly called the great ones.
I must be pardoned for this short tribute to the

memory of a man who, while living, would as much
detest to receive anything that wore the appearance
of flattery as I should to offer it.



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 257

I know not how to turn so trite a subject out of
the beaten road of commonplace, except by illus-

trating it rather by the assistance of my memory
than my judgment, and, instead of making reflec-

tions, by telling a story.
A Chinese, who had long studied the works of

Confucius, who knew the characters of fourteen

thousand words, and could read a great part of every
book that came in his way, once took it into his

head to travel into Europe, and observe the customs
of a people whom he thought not very much inferior

even to his own countrymen in the arts of refining

upon every pleasure. Upon his arrival at Amster-

dam, his passion for letters naturally led him to a
bookseller's shop ; and, as he could speak a little

Dutch, he civilly asked the bookseller for the works
of the immortal Ilixofou. The bookseller assured
him he had never heard the book mentioned before.

"What! have you never heard of that immortal

poet 1" returned the other, much surprised ;

" that

light of the eyes, that favourite of kings, that rose

of perfection ! I suppose you know nothing of the

immortal Fipsihihi, second cousin to the moon 1

?"

"Nothing at all, indeed, sir," returned the other.
" Alas !" cries our traveller,

" to what purpose, then,
has one of these fasted to death, and the other offer-

ed himself up as a sacrifice to the Tartarean enemy,
to gain a renown which has never travelled beyond
the precincts of China !"

There is scarcely a village in Europe, and not one

university, that is not thus furnished with its little

great men. The head of a petty corporation, who
opposes the designs of a prince who would tyranni-

cally force his subjects to save their best clothes for

Sundays ;
the puny pedant, who finds one undiscov-

ered property in the polype, describes an unheeded

process in the skeleton of a mole, and whose mind,
like his microscope, perceives nature only in detail ;

the rhvmer, who makes smooth verses, and paints to

Y 2
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our imagination when he should only speak to our

hearts, all equally fancy themselves walking for-

ward to immortality, and desire the crowd behind
them to look on. The crowd takes them at their

word. Patriot, philosopher, and poet are shouted
in their train. Where was there ever so much
merit seen ? No times so important as our own :

ages yet unborn shall gaze with wonder and ap-

plause ! To such music the important pigmy moves
forward, bustling and swelling, and aptly compared
to a puddle in a storm.

I have lived to see generals who once had crowds

hallooing after them wherever they went, who were

bepraised by newspapers and magazines, those ech-

oes of the voice of the vulgar ;
and yet they have

long sunk into merited obscurity, with scarcely even
an epitaph left to flatter. A few years ago, the her-

ring-fishery employed all Grub-street
;

it was the

topic in every coffee-house, and the burden of every
ballad. We were to drag up oceans of gold from
the bottom of the sea

;
we were to supply all Eu-

rope with herrings upon our own terms. At pres-
ent we hear no more of all this. We have fished

up very little gold that I can learn ;
nor do we fur-

nish the world with herrings as was expected. Let
us wait but afew years longer, and we shall find all our

expectations a herring-fishery .

ON ELOQUENCE.

Of all kinds of success, that of an orator is the
most pleasing. Upon other occasions, the applause
we deserved is conferred in our absence, and we are
insensible of the pleasure we have given : but in el-

oquence, the victory and the triumph are insepara-
ble. We read our own glory in the face of every
spectator ; the audience is moved ;

the antagonist
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is defeated ;
and the whole circle bursts into unso-

licited applause.
The rewards which attend excellence in this way

are so pleasing, that numbers have written professed
treatises to teach us the art ;

schools have been es-

tablished with no other intent
;
rhetoric has taken

place among the institutions, and pedants have

ranged under proper heads, and distinguished with

long, learned names, some of the strokes of nature
or of passion which orators have used. I say only
some ; for a folio volume could not contain all the

figures which have been used by the truly eloquent ;

and scarcely a good speaker or writer but makes
use of some that are peculiar or new.

Eloquence has preceded the rules of rhetoric, as

languages have been formed before grammar. Na-
ture renders men eloquent in great interests or great

passions. He that is sensibly touched, sees things
with a very different eye from the rest of mankind.
All nature to him becomes an object of comparison
and metaphor, without attending to it ;

he throws
life into all, and inspires his audience with a part of

his own enthusiasm.
It has been remarked, that the lower parts of man-

kind generally express themselves most figuratively,
and that tropes are found in the most ordinary forms
of conversation. Thus, in every language, the heart

burns, the courage is roused, the eyes sparkle,
the spirits are cast down, passion inflames, pride

swells, and pity sinks the soul. Nature every-
where speaks in those, strong images which, from
their frequency, pass unnoticed.

Nature it is which inspires those rapturous en-

thusiasms, those irresistible turns
;
a strong passion,

a pressing danger, calls up all the imagination, and

gives the orator irresistible force. Thus, a captain
of the first caliphs, seeing his soldiers fly, cried out,
" Whither do you run 1 The enemy are not there !

You have been told that the caliph is dead
;
but God
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is still living. He regards the brave, and will re-

ward the courageous. Advance !"
" A man, therefore, may be called eloquent who

transfers the passion or sentiment with which he is

moved himself into the breast of another;" and
this definition appears the more just, as it compre-
hends the graces of silence and of action. An inti-

mate persuasion of the truth to be proved is the sen-

timent and passion to be transferred ; and who ef-

fects this is truly possessed of the talent of elo-

quence.
I have called eloquence a talent, and not an art,

as so many rhetoricians have done, as art is acqui-
red by exercise and study, and eloquence is the gift

of nature. Rules will never make either a work or

-a discourse eloquent; they only serve to prevent
faults, but not to introduce beauties; to prevent
those passages which are truly eloquent and dictated

by nature from being blended with others which

might disgust, or, at least, abate our passion.
What we clearly conceive, says Boileau, we can

clearly express. 1 may add, that what is felt with

emotion is expressed also with the same move-
ments ;

the words arise as readily to paint our emo-
tions as to express our thoughts with perspicuity.
The cool care an orator takes to express passions
which he does not feel, only prevents his rising into

that passion he would seem to feel. In a word, to

feel your subject thoroughly, and to speak without

fear, are the only rules of eloquence, properly so

called, which I can offer. Examine a writer of ge-
nius on the most beautiful parts of his work, and he
will always assure you that such passages are gen-

erally those which have given him the least trouble,

for they came as if by inspiration. To pretend that

cold and didactic precepts will make a man eloquent,
is only to prove that he is incapable of eloquence.

But, as in being perspicuous it is necessary to

have a full idea of the subject, so, in being eloquent,
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it is not sufficient, if I may so express it, to feel by
halves. The orator should be strongly impressed,
which is generally the effect of a fine and exquisite

sensibility, and not that transient and superficial

emotion which he excites in the greatest part of his

audience.

It is even impossible to affect the hearers in any
great degree without being affected ourselves. In

vain it will be objected that many writers have

had the art to inspire their readers with a passion
for virtue, without being virtuous themselves, since

it may be answered that sentiments of virtue filled

their minds at the time they were writing. They
felt the inspiration strongly, while they praised jus.

tice, generosity, or good-nature ; but, unhappily for

them, these passions might have been discontinued

when they laid down the pen. In vain will it be ob-

jected again that we can move without being moved,
as we can convince without being convinced. It is

much easier to deceive our reason than ourselves ;

a trifling defeat in reasoning may be overseen, and

lead a man astray, for it requires reason and time to

detect the falsehood ; but our passions are not easily

imposed upon ; our eyes, our ears, and every sense

are watchful to detect the impostor.
No discourse can be eloquent that does not ele-

vate the mind. Pathetic eloquence, it is true, has

for its only object to affect ; but I appeal to men of

sensibility, whether their pathetic feelings are not

accompanied with some degree of elevation. We
may, then, call eloquence and sublimity the same

thing, since it is impossible to be one without feel-

ing the other. Hence it follows that we may be

eloquent in any language, since no language refuses

to paint those sentiments with which we are thor-

oughly impressed. What is usually called sublim-

ity of style seems to be only an error. Eloquence
is not in the words, but in the subject ; and, in great

concerns, the more simply anything is expressed, it
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is generally the more sublime. True eloquence
does not consist, as the rhetoricians assure us, in

saying great things in a sublime style, but in a sim-

ple style ;
for there is, properly speaking, no such

thing as a sublime style ;
the sublimity lies only in

the things ; and, when they are not so, the language
may be turgid, affected, metaphorical, but not af-

fecting.
What can be more simply expressed than the fol-

lowing extract from a celebrated preacher, and yet
what was ever more sublime ? Speaking of the
small number of the elect, he breaks out thus among
his audience :

" Let me suppose that this was the
last hour of us all ; that the heavens were opening
over our heads

;
that time was past, and eternity

begun ; that Jesus Christ in all his glory, that man
of sorrows in all his glory, appeared on the tribunal,

and that we were assembled here to receive our
final decree of life or death eternal ! Let me ask, im-

pressed by terror like you, and not separating my
lot from yours, but putting myself in the same situ-

ation in which we must all one day appear before
God our judge

—let me ask, if Jesus Christ should
now appear to make the terrible separation of the

just from the unjust, do you think the greatest num-
ber would be saved ? Do you think the number of
the elect would even be equal to that of the sinners 1

Do you think, if all our works were examined with

justice, would he find ten just persons in this great
assembly? Monsters of ingratitude ! would he find

one !" Such passages as these are sublime in every
language. The expression maybe less speaking or
more indistinct, but the greatness of the idea still re-

mains. In a word, we may be eloquent in every
language and in every style, since elocution is only
an assistant, but not a constitutor of eloquence.
Of what use, then, will it be said, are all the pre-

cepts given us upon this head both by the ancients

and modems ! I answer, that they cannot make us
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eloquent, but they will certainly prevent us from be-

coming ridiculous. They can seldom procure a sin-

gle beauty, but they may banish a thousand faults.

The true method of an orator is not to attempt al-

ways to move, always to affect, to be continually
sublime, but at proper intervals to give rest both to
his own and the passions of his audience. In these

periods of relaxation, or of preparation rather, rules

may teach him to avoid anything low, trivial, or dis-

gusting. Thus criticism, properly speaking, is in-

tended not to assist those parts which are sublime,
but those which are naturally mean and humble,
which are composed with coolness and caution,.and
where the orator rather endeavours not to offend,

than attempts to please.
I have hitherto insisted more strenuously on that

eloquence which speaks to the passi6ns, as it is a

species of oratory almost unknown in England. At
the bar it is quite discontinued, and I think with jus-
tice. In the senate it is used but sparingly, as the
orator speaks to enlightened judges. But in the

pulpit, in which the orator should chiefly address the

vulgar, it seems strange that it should be entirely
laid aside.

The vulgar of England are, without exception, the
most barbarous and the most unknowing of any in

Europe. A great part of their ignorance may be

chiefly ascribed ti their teachers, who, with the
most pretty, gentleman-like serenity, deliver their

cool discourses, and address the reason of men who
have never reasoned in all their lives. They are
told of cause and effect, of beings self-existent, and
the universal scale of beings. They are informed
of the excellence of the Bangorian controversv, and
the absurdity of an intermediate state. The spruce
preacher reads his lucubration without lifting his

nose from the text, and never ventures to earn the

shame of an enthusiast.

By this means, though his audience feel not one
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word of all he says, he earns, however, among his

acquaintance, the character of a man of sense :

among his acquaintance only, did I say 1 nay, even
with his bishop.
The polite of every country have several motives

to induce them to a rectitude of action ; the love of
virtue for its own sake, the shame of offending, and
the desire of pleasing. The vulgar have but one,
the enforcements of religion ;

and yet those who
should push this motive home to their hearts are

basely found to desert their post. They speak to

the squire, the philosopher, and the pedant ;
but the

poor, those who really want instruction, are left un-
instructed.

1 have attended most of our pulpit orators, who,
it must be owned, write extremely well upon the
text they assume. To give them their due also,

they read their sermons with elegance and proprie-

ty ; but this goes but a very short way in true elo-

quence. The speaker must be moved. In this, in

this alone, our English divines are deficient. Were
they to speak to a few calm, dispassionate hearers,

they certainly use the properest methods of address;
but their audience is chiefly composed of the poor,
who must be influenced by motives of reward and

punishment, and whose only virtues lie in self-inter-

est or fear.

How, then, are such to be addressed ? not by stud-

ied periods or cold disquisitions ;
not by the labours

of the head, but the honest, spontaneous dictates of
the heart. Neither writing a sermon with regular

periods, and all the harmony of elegant expression ;

neither reading it with emphasis, propriety, and de-

liberation ; neither pleasing with metaphor, simile,
or rhetorical fustian

; neither arguing coolly, and un-

tying consequences united in a priori, nor bundling
up inductions a posteriori ; neither pedantic jargon
nor academical trifling can persuade the poor; wri-

ting a discourse coolly in the closet, then getting it
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by memory, and delivering it on Sundays, even that

will not do. What, then, is to be done 1 I know
of no expedient to speak

—to speak at once intelligi-

bly and feelingly, except to understand the language.
To be convinced of the truth of the object, to be per-

fectlv acquainted with the subject in view, to pre-

possess yourself with a low opinion of your audi-

ence, and to do the rest extempore ; by this means,

strong expressions, new thoughts, rising passions,

and the true declamatory style, will naturally ensue.

Fine declamation does not consist in flowery pe-

riods, delicate allusions, or musical cadences, but in

a plain, open, loose style, where the periods are long

and obvious ;
where the same thought is often ex-

hibited in several points of view : all this, strong

sense, a good memory, and a small share of experi-

ence will furnish to every orator ;
and without these,

a clergyman may be called a fine preacher, a judi-

cious preacher, and a man of good sense ;
he may

make his hearers admire his understanding, but will

seldom enlighten theirs.

When I think of the Methodist preachers among
us, how seldom they are endued with common sense,

and yet how often and how justly they affect their

hearers, I cannot avoid saying within myself, had

these been bred gentlemen, and been endued with

even the meanest share of understanding, what might

they not effect ! Did our bishops, who can add dig-

nity to their expostulations, testify the same fervour,

and entreat their hearers, as well as argue, what

might net be the consequence ! The vulgar, by
which I mean the bulk of mankind, would then have

a double motive to love religion ; first, from seeing

its professors honoured here, and next, from the

consequences hereafter. At present the enthusi-

asms of the poor are opposed to law ;
did law con-

spire with their enthusiasms, we should not only b«

the happiest nation upon earth, but the wisest also.

Enthusiasm in religion, which prevails only among
Vol. I.—Z
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the vulgar, should be the chief object of politics. A
society of enthusiasts, governed by reason, among
the great, is the most indissoluble, the most virtuous,
and the most efficient of its own decrees that can be

imagined. Every country, possessed of any degree
of strength, has had its enthusiasms, which ever
serve as laws among the people. The Greeks had
their Kalokagathia, the Romans their Amor Patrice,

and we the truer and firmer bond of the Protestant

Religion. The principle is the same in all : how
much, then, is it the duty of those whom the law
has appointed teachers of this religion, to enforce
its obligations, and to raise those enthusiasms among
people b}* which alone political society can subsist ?

From eloquence, therefore, the morals of our peo-
ple are to expect emendation

;
but how little can

they be improved by men who get into the pulpit
rather to show their parts than convince us of the

truth of what they deliver ; who are painfully cor-

rect in their style, musical in their tones ; where

every sentiment, every expression, seems the result

of meditation and deep study ?

Tillotson has been commended as the model of

pulpit eloquence ; thus far he should be imitated,
where he generally strives to convince rather than
to please ;

but to adopt his long, dry, and sometimes
tedious discussions, which serve to amuse only di-

vines, and are utterly neglected by the generality of

mankind; to praise the intricacy of his periods,
which are too long to be spoken ;

to continue his

cool, phlegmatic manner of enforcing every truth, is

certanily erroneous. As I said before, the good
preacher should adopt no model, write no sermons,
study no periods ; let him but understand his sub-

ject, the language he speaks, and be convinced of
the truths he delivers. It is amazing to what heights

eloquence of this kind may reach ! This is that el-

oquence the ancients represented as lightning, bear-

ing down every opposer ;
this the power which has
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turned whole assemblies into astonishment, admira-

tion, and awe ;
that is described by the torrent, the

flame, and eveiy other instance of irresistible impet-

uosity.
But to attempt such noble heights belongs only

to the truly great or the truly good. To discard the

lazy manner of reading sermons, or speaking ser-

mons by rote ;
to set up singly against the opposi-

tion of men who are attached to their own errors,

and to endeavour to be great instead of being pru-

dent, are qualities we seldom see united. A minis-

ter of the Church of England, who may be possess-

ed of good sense and some hopes of preferment,

will seldom give up such substantial advantages for

the empty pleasures of improving society. By his

present method he is liked by his friends, admired

by his dependants, not displeasing to his bishop ;
he

lives as well, eats and sleeps as well, as if a real ora-

tor and an eager asserter of his mission : he will

hardly, therefore, venture all this to be called, per-

haps, an enthusiast ;
nor will he depart from cus-

toms established by the brotherhood, when, by such

a conduct, he only singles himself out for their con-

tempt.
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THE

EDITOR'S PREFACE.

The schoolmen had formerly a very exact way of

computing the abilities of their saints or authors.

Escobar, for instance, was said to have learning as

five, genius as four, and gravity as seven. Caramuel
was greater than he. His learning was as eight, his

genius as six, and his gravity as thirteen. Were I

to estimate the merits of our Chinese philosopher by
the same scale, I would not hesitate to state his ge-
nius still higher ;

but as to his learning and gravity,
these, I think, might safely be marked as nine hun-
dred and ninety-nine, within one degree of absolute

frigidity.

Yet, upon his first appearance here, many were
angry not to find him as ignorant as a Tripoline am-
bassador or an envoy from Mujac. They were sur-

prised to find a man born so far from London, that

school of prudence and wisdom, endued even with a
moderate capacity. They expressed the same sur-

prise at his knowledge that the Chinese do at ours.
" How comes it," said they,

" that the Europeans, so
remote from China, think with so much justice and

precision I They have never read our books, they
scarcely know even our letters, and yet they talk

and reason just as we do."* The truth is, the Chi-
nese and we are pretty much alike. Different de-

grees of refinement, and not of distance, mark the
distinctions among mankind. Savages of the most

opposite climates have all but one character of im-

* Le Comte, vol. i., p. 210.
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providence and rapacity ;
and tutored nations, how-

ever separate, make use of the very same methods
to procure refined enjoyment.
The distinctions of polite nations are few; but

such as are peculiar to the Chinese appear in every
page of the following correspondence. The meta-

phors and allusions are all drawn from the East.

Their formality our author carefully preserves.

Many of their favourite tenets in morals are illus-

trated. The Chinese are always concise, so is he ;

simple, so is he. The Chinese are grave and sen-

tentious, so is he. But in one particular the re-

semblance is peculiarly striking : the Chinese are

often dull, and so is he. Nor has my assistance

been wanting. We are told in an old romance of

a certain knight-errant and his horse who contracted

an intimate friendship. The horse most usually
bore the knight ; but, in cases of extraordinary de-

spatch, the knight returned the favour, and carried

his horse. Thus, in the intimacy between my au-

thor and me, he has usually given me a lift of his

Eastern sublimity, and I have sometimes given him
a return of my colloquial ease.

Yet it appears strange, in this season of panegyric,
when scarce an author passes unpraised either by
his friends or himself, that such merit as our philos-

opher's should be forgotten. While the epithets of

ingenious, copious, elaborate, and refined are lav-

ished among the mob, like medals at a coronation,
the lucky prizes fall on every side, but not one on
him. I could on this occasion make myself melan-

choly, by considering the capriciousness of public
taste or the mutability of fortune

; but, during this

fit of morality, lest my reader should sleep, I'll take
a nap myself, and, when I awake, tell him my dream.

I imagined the Thames was frozen over, and I

stood by its side. Several booths were erected upon
the ice, and I was told by one of the spectators that

Fashion Fair was going to begin. He added, that
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every author who would carry his works there might
probably find a very good reception. I was resolv-

ed, however, to observe the humours of the place,
in safety from the shore, sensible that ice was at

best precarious, and having been always a little cow-

ardly in my sleep.
Several of my acquaintance seemed much more

hardy than I, and went over the ice with intrepidity.
Some carried their works to the fair on sledges,
some on carts, and those which were more volu-
minous were conveyed in wagons. Their temerity
astonished me. I knew their cargoes were heavy,
and expected every moment they would have gone
to the bottom. They all entered the fair, however,
in safety, and each soon after returned, to my great
surprise, highly satisfied with his entertainment, and
the bargains he had brought away.
The success of such numbers at last began to op-

erate upon me. If these, cried I, meet with favour
and safety, some luck may, perhaps, for once attend
the unfortunate. I am resolved to make a new ad-

venture. The furniture, frippery, and fireworks of
China have long been fashionably bought up. I'll

try the fair with a small cargo of Chinese morality.
If the Chinese have contributed to vitiate our taste,
I'll try how far they can help to improve our under-

standing. But, as others have driven into the market
in wagons, I'll cautiously begin by venturing with a
wheelbarrow. Thus resolved, I baled up my goods
and fairly ventured; when, upon just entering the

fair, I fancied the ice, that had supported a hundred

wagons before, cracked under me, and wheelbarrow
and all went to the bottom.

Upon awaking from my revery with the fright, I

could not help wishing that the pains taken in giving
this correspondence an English dress had been em-

ployed in contriving new political systems, or new
plots for farces. I might then have taken my station

in the world either as a poet or a philosopher, and
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made one in those little societies where men club to

raise each others reputation. But at present I be-

long to no particular class ; I resemble one of those

solitary animals that has been forced from its forest

to gratify human curiosity. My earliest wish was
to escape unheeded through life

;
but I have been set

up for halfpence, to fret and scamper at the end of

my chain. Though none are injured by my rage, I

am naturally too savage to court any friends by
fawning ;

too obstinate to be taught new tricks ; and
too improvident to mind what may happen : I am
appeased, though not contented. Too indolent for

intrigue, and too timid to push for favour, I am—but

what signifies what I am 1

E/i-Tif Kac av tvxv {leya xaipere' rov ?A/j.ev' evpov.
Ovdev e/ioi x' vjmlv Tracers tovq [iet' e/ie.

Fortune and Hope, adieu ! I see my port,
Too long your dupe : be others now your sport.

*



THE

CITIZEN OF THE WORLD

TO MR. ****, MERCHANT IN LONDON.

Introduction.—A Character of the Chinese Philosopher.

Amsterdam.

Sir,—Yours of the 13th instant, covering two bills,

one on Messrs. R. and D., value £478 lus., and the

other on Mr. ****, value .£285, duly came to hand
;

the former of which met with honour, but the other

has been trifled with, and, I am afraid, will be return-

ed protested.
The bearer of this is my friend, therefore let him

be yours. He is a native of Honan in China, and

one who did me signal services when he was a man-

darine, and I a factor at Canton. By frequently

conversing with the English there, he has learned

the language, though entirely a stranger to their

manners and customs. I am told he is a philoso-

pher ;
I am sure he is an honest man ; that, to you,

will be his best recommendation, next to the con-

sideration of his being the friend of, sir, yours, &c.

FROM LIEN CHI ALTANGI TO ****, MERCHANT IN AM-

STERDAM.

The Arrival of the Chinese in London.—His Motives for the

Journey.—Some Description of the Streets and Houses.

London.

Friend op my Heart,—" May the wings of peace
rest upon thy dwelling, and the shield of conscience
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preserve thee from vice and misery :" for all thy fa-

vours accept my gratitude and esteem, the only trib-

utes a poor philosophic wanderer can return. Sure

fortune is resolved to make me unhappy, when she

gives others the power of testifying their friendship

by actions, and leaves me only words to express the

sincerity of mine.

I am perfectly sensible of the delicacy by which

you endeavour to lessen your own merit and my ob-

ligations. By calling your late instances of friend-

ship only a return for former favours, you would in-

duce me to impute to your justice what I owe to

your generosity.
The services I did you at Canton, justice, human-

ity, and my office bade me perform ;
those you have

done me since my arrival at Amsterdam, no laws

obliged you to, no justice required ;
even half your

favours would have been greater than my most san-

guine expectations.
The sum of money, therefore, which you private-

ly conveyed into my baggage when 1 was leaving

Holland, and which 1 was ignorant of till my arri-

val in London, I must beg leave to return. You
have been bred a merchant, and 1 a scholar ; you,

consequently, love money better than I. You can

find pleasure in superfluity, 1 am perfectly content-

ed with what is sufficient. Take, therefore, what is

yours ;
it may give you some pleasure, even though

you have no occasion to use it ; my happiness it

cannot improve, for I have already all that 1 want.

My passage by sea from Rotterdam to England
was more painful to me than all the journeys 1 ever

made on land. I have traversed the immeasurable

wilds of Mogul Tartary ;
felt all the rigours of Sibe-

rian skies ;
1 have had my repose a hundred times

disturbed by invading savages, and have seen, with-

out shrinking, the desert sands rise like a troubled

ocean all around me. Against all these calamities

I was armed with resolution ;
but in my passage to
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England, though nothing occurred that gave the
mariners any uneasiness, yet, to one who was nev-
er at sea before, all was a subject of astonishment
and terror. To find the land disappear, to see our

ship mount the waves swift as an arrow from the
Tartar bow, to hear the wind howling through the

cordage, to feel a sickness which depresses even
the spirits of the brave—rthese were unexpected dis-

tresses, and consequently assaulted me unprepared
to receive them.
You men of Europe think nothing of a voyage by

sea. With us of China, a man who has been from

sight of land is regarded upon his return with ad-

miration. I have known some provinces where
there is not even a name for the ocean. What a

strange people, therefore, have I got among, v/ho
have founded an empire on this unstable element,
who build cities upon billows that rise higher than
the mountains of Tipartala, and make the deep
more formidable than the wildest tempest !

Such accounts as these, I must confess, were my
first motives for seeing England. These induced
me to undertake a journey of seven hundred painful

days, in order to examine its opulence, buildings,

sciences, arts, and manufactures, on the spot.

Judge, then, my disappointment, on entering Lon-

don, to see no signs of that opulence so much talk-

ed of abroad
; wherever I turn, I am presented with

a gloomy solemnity in the houses, the streets, and
the inhabitants

; none of that beautiful gilding which
makes a principal ornament in Chinese architecture.

The streets of Nankin are sometimes strewed with

gold-leaf ; very different are those of London : in

the midst of their pavements, a great lazy puddle
moves muddily along ; heavy-laden machines, with
wheels of unwieldy thickness, crowd up every pas-
sage ; so that a stranger, instead of finding time for

observation, is often happy if he has time to escape
from being crushed to pieces.

Vol. 1.—A a
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The houses borrow very few ornaments from ar-

chitecture ;
their chief decoration seems to be a pal-

try piece of painting hung out at their doors or win-

dows, at once a proof of their indigence and vanity :

their vanity, in each having one of those pictures

exposed to public view ;
and their indigence, in be-

ing unable to get them better painted. In this re-

spect, the fancy of their painters is also deplorable.

Could you believe it ! I have seen five black lions

and three blue boars in less than a circuit of half a

mile ;
and yet you know that animals of these col-

ours are nowhere to be found except in the wild

imaginations of Europe.
From these circumstances in their buildings, and

from the dismal looks of the inhabitants, I am in-

duced to conclude that the nation is actually poor ;

and that, like the Persians, they make a splendid

figure everywhere but at home. The proverb of

Xixofou is, that a man's riches may be seen in his

eyes ;
if we judge of the English by this rule, there

is not a poorer nation under the sun.

1 have been here but two days, so will not be hasty
in my decisions ;

such letters as I shall write to

Fipsihi in Moscow, I beg you'll endeavour to for-

ward with all diligence ;
I shall send them open, in

order that you may take copies or translations, as

you are equally versed in the Dutch and Chinese

languages. Dear friend, think of my absence with

regret, as I sincerely regret yours ;
even while I

write I lament our separation. Farewell.
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FROM LIEN CHI ALTANGI, TO THE CARE OF FIPSIHI, RES-

IDENT IN MOSCOW; TO BE FORWARDED BY THE RUS-

SIAN CARAVAN TO FUM HOAM, FIRST PRESIDENT TO
THE CEREMONIAL ACADEMY AT PEKIN, IN CHINA.

The Description of London continued.—The Luxury of the

English.
—Its Benefits.—The Fine Gentleman..—The Fine

Lady.

Think not, oh thou guide of my youth ! that ab-

sence can impair my respect, or interposing track-

less deserts blot your reverend figure from my mem-
ory. The farther I travel, I feel the pain of separ-
ation with stronger force

; those ties that bind me
to my native country and you are still unbroken.

By every remove I only drag a greater length of

chain.

Could I find aught worth transmitting from so re-

mote a region as this to which I have wandered, I

should gladly send it
; but, instead of this, you must

be contented with a renewal of my former profes-

sions, and an imperfect account of a people with
whom I am as yet but superficially acquainted.
The remarks of a man who has been but three days
in the country can only be those obvious circum-

stances which force themselves upon the imagina-
tion : I consider myself here as a newly-created
being introduced into a new world ; every object
strikes with wonder and surprise. The imagina-
tion, still unsated, seems the only active principle
of the mind. The most trifling occurrences give

pleasure till the gloss of novelty is worn away.
When I have ceased to wonder, I may possibly grow
wise

;
I may then call the reasoning principle to my

aid, and compare those objects with each other

which were before examined without reflection.

Behold me, then, in London, gazing at the stran-

gers, and they at me. It seems they find somewhat
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absurd in my figure ; and, had I been never from

home, it is possible I might find an infinite fund of

ridicule in theirs ; but, by long travelling, I am taught
to laugh at folly alone, and to find nothing truly ri-

diculous but villany and vice.

When I had just quitted my native country and

crossed the Chinese wall, I fancied every deviation

from the customs and manners of China was a de-

parting from nature. I smiled at the blue lips and

red foreheads of the Tonguese ;
and could hardly

contain when I saw the Daures dress their heads

with horns
;
the Ostiacs powdered with red earth ;

and the Calmuc beauties, tricked out in all the

finery of sheepskin, appeared highly ridiculous.

But I soon perceived that the ridicule lay not in

them, but in me ;
that I falsely condemned others

of absurdity because they happened to differ from

a standard originally founded in prejudice or par-

tiality.

I find no pleasure, therefore, in taxing the English
with departing from nature in their external appear-

ance, which is all I yet know of their character ; it

is possible they only endeavour to improve her sim-

ple plan, since every extravagance in dress proceeds
from a desire of becoming more beautiful than na-

ture made us ;
and this is so harmless a vanity, that

I not only pardon, but approve it. A desire to be

more excellent than others is what actually makes
us so ; and, as thousands find a livelihood in society

by such appetites, none but the ignorant inveigh

against them.
You are not insensible, most reverend Fum Hoam,

what numberless trades, even among the Chinese,

subsist by the harmless pride of each other. Your

nose-borers, feet-swathers, tooth-stainers, eyebrow-

pluckers, would all want bread should their neigh-

bours want vanity. These vanities, however, em-

ploy much fewer hands in China than in England ;

and a fine gentleman or a fine lady here, dressed up
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to the fashion, seems scarcely to have a single limb

that does not suffer some distortions from art.

To make a fine gentleman, several trades are re-

quired, but chiefly a barber. You have undoubtedly
heard of the Jewish champion, whose strength lay
in his hair

;
one would think that the English were

for placing all wisdom there. To appear wise, no-

thing is more requisite here than for a man to bor-

row hair from the heads of all his neighbours, and

clap it, like a bush, on his own. The distributors of

law and physic stick on such quantities, that it is al-

most impossible, even in idea, to distinguish between
the head and hair.

Those whom I have been now describing affect

the gravity of the lion
;
those I am going to describe

more resemble the pert vivacity of smaller animals.

The barber, who is still master of the ceremonies,
cuts their hair close to the crown

;
and then, with a

composition of meal and hog's lard, plasters the

whole in such a manner as to make it impossible to

distinguish whether the patient wears a cap or a

plaster. But, to make the picture more perfectly

striking, conceive the tail of some beast, a gray-
hound's tail, or a pig's tail, for instance, appended to

the back of the head, and reaching down to that

place where tails in other animals are generally
seen to begin. Thus betailed and bepowdered, the

man of taste fancies he improves in beauty, dresses

up his hard-featured face in smiles, and attempts to

look hideously tender. Thus equipped, he is quali-
fied to make love, and hopes for success more from
the powder on the outside of his head than the sen-

timents within.

Yet, when I consider what sort of a creature the

fine lady is to whom he is supposed to pay his ad-

dresses, it is not strange to find him thus equipped
in order to please. She is herself every whit as

fond of powder, and tails, and hog's lard as he. To
speak my secret sentiments, most reverend Fum,

Aa2
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the ladies here are horridly ugly ;
I can hardly en-

dure the sight of them
; they no way resemble the

beauties of China : the Europeans have a quite dif-

ferent idea of beauty from us
;
when I reflect on

the small-footed perfections of an Eastern beauty,
how is it possible I should have eyes for a woman
whose feet are near ten inches long 1 I shall never

forget the beauties of my native city of Nan-few.
How very broad their faces

;
how very short their

noses ; how very little their eyes ;
how very thin

their lips ;
how very black their teeth

;
the snow

on the tops of Bao is not fairer than their cheeks ;

and their eyebrows are small as the line by the pen-
cil of Quamsi. Here a lady with such perfections
would be frightful ;

Dutch and Chinese beauties, in-

deed, have some resemblance, but English women
are entirely different ; red cheeks, big eyes, and teeth

of a most odious whiteness, are not only seen here,
but wished for

;
and then they have such masculine

feet as actually serve some for walking !

Yet, uncivil as nature has been, they seem re-

solved to outdo her in unkindness ; they use white

powder, blue powder, and black powder for their

hair, and a red powder for the face on some particu-
lar occasions.

They like to have the face of various colours, as

among the Tartars of Coreki, frequently sticking

on, with spittle, little black patches on every part
of it except on the tip of the nose, which I have
never seen with a patch. You'll have a better idea

of their manner of placing these spots when I have
finished a map of an English face, patched up to the

fashion, which shall shortly be sent to increase

your curious collection of paintings, medals, and
monsters.
But what surprises me more than all the rest is

what I have just now been credibly informed of by
one of this country :

" Most ladies here," says he,
" have two faces ;

one face to sleep in, and another
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to show in company. The first is generally re-

served for the husband and family at home, the oth-

er put on to please strangers abroad. The family
face is often indifferent enough, but the out-door one
looks something better ; this is always made at the

toilet, where the looking-glass and toad-eater sit in

council, and settle the complexion of the day."
I cannot ascertain the truth of this remark

; how-
ever, it is actually certain that they wear more
clothes within doors than without

;
and I have seen

a lady, who seemed to shudder at a breeze in her
own apartment, appear half naked in the streets.

Farewell.

TO THE SAME.

English Pride.—Liberty.—An instance of both.—Newspapers.—Politeness.

The English seem as silent as the Japanese, yet
vainer than the inhabitants of Siam. Upon my ar-

rival, I attributed that reserve to modesty, which I

now find has its origin in pride. Condescend to

address them first, and you are sure of their ac-

quaintance ; stoop to flattery, and you conciliate

their friendship and esteem. They bear hunger, cold,

fatigue, and all the miseries of life without shrink-

ing ; danger only calls forth their fortitude
; they ex-

ult in calamity ;
but contempt is what they cannot

bear. An Englishman fears contempt more than
death ; he often flies to death as a refuge from its

pressure, and dies when he fancies the world has
ceased to esteem him.

Pride seems the source not only of their national

vices, but of their national virtues also. An Eng-
lishman is taught to love his king as his friend, but

to acknowledge no other master than the laws which
himself has contributed to enact. He despises those
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nations who, that one may be free, are all content
to be slaves

;
who first lift a tyrant into terror, and

then shrink under his power as if delegated from
Heaven. Liberty is echoed in all their assemblies,
and thousands might be found ready to offer up their

lives for the sound, though perhaps not one of all

the number understands its meaning. The lowest

mechanic, however, looks upon it as his duty to be
a watchful guardian of his country's freedom, and
often uses a language that might seem haughty even
in the mouth of the great emperor who traces his

ancestry to the moon.
A few days ago, passing by one of their prisons,

I could not avoid stopping, in order to listen to a

dialogue which I thought might afford me some en-
tertainment. The conversation was carried on be-
tween a debtor through the grate of his prison, a

porter who had stopped to rest his burden, and a sol-

dier at the window. The subject was upon a threat-

ened invasion from France, and each seemed ex-

tremely anxious to rescue his country from the im-

pending danger.
" For my part," cries the prison-

er,
" the greatest of my apprehensions is for our

freedom ;
if the French should conquer, what would

become of English liberty ! My dear friends, liberty
is the Englishman's prerogative ;

we must preserve
that at the expense of our lives

;
of that the French

shall never deprive us
;

it is not to be expected that

men who are slaves themselves would preserve our
freedom should they happen to conquer."

"
Ay,

slaves," cries the porter,
"
they are all slaves, fit

only to carry burdens, every one of them. Before
I would stoop to slavery, may this be my poison,"
and he held the goblet in his hand,

" may this be

my poison—but I would sooner 'list for a soldier."

The soldier, taking the goblet from his friend with
much awe, fervently cried out,

"
It is not so much

our liberties as our religion that would suffer by such
d. change : ay, our religion, my lads. May the devil
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sink me into flames," such was the solemnity of his

adjuration,
"

if the French should come over, but our
religion would be utterly undone." So saying, in-
stead of a libation, he applied the goblet to his lips,
and confirmed his sentiments with a ceremony of
the most persevering devotion.

In short, every man here pretends to be a politi-
cian

; even the fair sex are sometimes found to mix
the severity of national altercation with the blan-
dishments of love, and often become conquerors by
more weapons of destruction than their eyes.

This universal passion for politics is gratified by
daily gazettes, as with us at China. But as in ours
the emperor endeavours to instruct his people, in
theirs the people endeavour to instruct the adminis-
tration. You must not, however, imagine that they
who compile these papers have any actual knowledge
of the politics or the government of a state

; they
only collect their materials from the oracle of some
coffee-house, which oracle has himself gathered
them the night before from a beau at a gaming-ta-
ble, who has pillaged his knowledge from a great
man's porter, who has had his information from the

great man's gentleman, who has invented the whole
story for his own amusement the night preceding.
The English, in general, seem fonder of gaining

the esteem than the love of those they converse
with. This gives a formality to their amusements ;

their gayest conversations have something too wise
for innocent relaxation

; though in company you are
seldom disgusted with the absurdity of a fool, you
are seldom lifted into rapture by those strokes of

vivacity which give instant though not permanent
pleasure.
What they want, however, in gayety they make up

in politeness. You smile at hearing me praise the

English for their politeness ; you, who have heard

very different accounts from the missionaries at Pe-
kin, who have seen such a different behaviour in
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their merchants and seamen at home. But I must
still repeat it, the English seem more polite than any
of their neighbours ;

their great art in this respect
lies in endeavouring, while they oblige, to lessen the

force of the favour. Other countries are fond of

obliging a stranger, but seem desirous that he should
be sensible of the obligation. The English confer

their kindness with an appearance of indifference,
and give away benefits with an air as if they de-

spised them.

Walking, a few days ago, between an Englishman
and a Frenchman into the suburbs of the city, we
were overtaken by a heavy shower of rain. I was
unprepared, but they had each large coats, which
defended them from what seemed to me a perfect
inundation. The Englishman, seeing me shrink from
the weather, accosted me thus :

"
Psha, man, what

dost shrink at I Here, take this coat
;
I don't want it

;

I find it no way useful to me ; I had as lief be with-

out it." The Frenchman began to show his polite-
ness in turn.

" My dear friend," cries he,
"
why

won't you oblige me by making use of my coat ?

you see how well it defends me from the rain. I

should not choose to part with it to others, but to

such a friend as you I could even part with my skin

to do him service."

From such minute instances as these, most rever-

end Fum Hoam, I am sensible your sagacity will

collect instruction. The volume of nature is the

book of knowledge ;
and he becomes most wise who

makes the most judicious selection. Farewell.



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 287

FUM HOAM, FIRST PRESIDENT OF THE CEREMONIAL ACAD-

EMY AT PEKIN, TO LIEN CHI ALTANGI, THE DISCON-

TENTED WANDERER
;
BY THE WAY OF MOSCOW.

Happiness Lost by seeking after Refinement.—The Chinese

Philosopher's Disgraces.

Whether sporting on the flowery banks of the

river Irtis, or scaling the steepy mountains of Dou-
chenour; whether traversing the black deserts of

Kobi, or giving lessons of politeness to the savage
inhabitants of Europe : in whatever country, what-
ever climate, and whatever circumstances, all hail !

May Tien, the universal soul, take you under his

protection, and inspire you with a superior portion
of himself.

How long, my friend, shall an enthusiasm for

knowledge continue to obstruct your happiness, and
tear you from all the connexions that make life pleas-

ing? How long will you continue to rove from
climate to climate, circled by thousands, and yet
without a friend

; feeling all the inconveniences of a

crowd, and all the anxiety of being alone 1

I know you will reply that the refined pleasure of

growing every da\ wiser is a sufficient recompense
for every inconvenience. I know you will talk of

the vulgar satisfaction of soliciting happiness from
sensual enjoyment only ;

and probably enlarge upon
the exquisite raptures of sentimental bliss. Yet,
believe me, friend, you are deceived

;
all our pleas-

ures, though seemingly never so remote from sense,
derive their origin from some one of the senses. The
most exquisite demonstration in mathematics, or the

most pleasing disquisition in metaphysics, if it does

not ultimately tend to increase some sensual satis-

faction, is delightful only to fools, or to men who
have by long habit contracted a false idea of pleas-
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lire ;
and he who separates sensual and sentimental

enjoyments, seeking happiness from mind alone, is

in fact as wretched as the naked inhabitant of the

forest, who places all his happiness in the first, re-

gardless of the latter. There are two extremes in

this respect ;
the savage, who swallows down the

draught of pleasure without staying to reflect on his

happiness, and the sage, who passes the cup while
he reflects oh the conveniences of drinking.

It is with a heart full of sorrow, my dear Altangi,
that I must inform you that what the world calls

happiness must now be yours no longer. Our great

emperor's displeasure at your leaving China, con-

trary to the rules of our government and the im-
mortal custom of the empire, has produced the most
terrible effects. Your wife, daughter, and the rest

of your family have been seized by his order and

appropriated to his use
; all, except your son, are

now the peculiar property of him who possesses all
;

him I have hidden from the officers employed for

this purpose, and even at the hazard of my life I

have concealed him. The youth seems obstinately
bent on finding you out, wherever you are ;

he is de-

termined to face every danger that opposes his pur-
suit. Though yet but fifteen, all his father's virtues

and obstinacy sparkles in his eyes, and mark him
as one destined to no mediocrity of fortune.

You see, my dearest friend, what imprudence has

brought thee to
;
from opulence, a tender family,

surrounding friends, and your masters esteem, it has
reduced them to want, persecution, and, still worse,
to our mighty monarch's displeasure. Want of pru-
dence is too frequently the want of virtue ; nor is

there upon earth a more powerful advocate for vice

than poverty. As I shall endeavour to guard thee
from the one, so guard thyself from the other ; and
still think of me with affection and esteem. Fare-
well.
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FROM LIEN CHI ALTANGI, TO FUM HOAM, FIRST PRESI-

DENT OF THE CEREMONIAL ACADEMY AT PEKIN, IN

CHINA.

The Tie of Wisdom only to make us Happy.—The Benefits of

Travelling upon the morals of a Philosopher.

[The Editor thinks proper to acquaint the reader, that the great-
est part of the following letter seems to him to be little more
than a rhapsody of sentences borrowed from Confucius, the

Chinese philosopher.]

A wife, a daughter, carried into captivity to expi-
ate my offence

;
a son, scarce yet arrived at matu-

rity, resolving to encounter every danger in the pious

pursuit of one who has undone him
; these, indeed,

are circumstances of distress
; thoughmy tears were

more precious than the gem of'Golconda, yet would

they fall upon such an occasion.

But I submit to the stroke of Heaven
;

I hold the

volume of Confucius in my hand, and, as I read,

grow humble, and patient, and wise. We should
feel sorrow, says he, but not sink under its oppres-
sion

; the heart of a wise man should resemble a

mirror, which reflects every object without being
sullied by any. The wheel of fortune turns inces-

santly round, and who can say within himself, I shall

to-day be uppermost. We should hold the immu-
table mean that lies between insensibility and an-

guish ;
our attempts should be, not to extinguish na-

ture, but to repress it
;
not to stand unmoved at dis-

tress, but endeavour to turn every disaster to our

own advantage. Our greatest glory is, not in never

falling, but in rising every time we fall.

I fancy myself at present, oh thou reverend dis-

ciple of Tao, more than a match for all that can

happen ; the chief business of my life has been to

procure wisdom, and the chief object of that wisdom
Vol. I.—B b
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was to be happy. My attendance on your lectures,

my conferences with the missionaries of Europe,
and all my subsequent adventures upon quitting

China, were calculated to increase the sphere of my
happiness, not my curiosity. Let European travel-

lers cross seas and deserts merely to measure the

height of a mountain, to describe the cataract of a

river, or tell the commodities which every country
may produce ; merchants or geographers, perhaps,
may find profit by such discoveries, but what advan-

tage can accrue to a philosopher from such accounts,
who is desirous of understanding the human heart,
who seeks to know the men of every country, who
desires to discover those differences which result

from climate, religion, education, prejudice, and par-

tiality ?

I should think my time very ill bestowed were
the only fruits of my adventures to consist in being
able to tell that a tradesman of London lives in a
house three times as high as that of our great em-

peror ; that the ladies wear longer clothes than the

men
;
that the priests are dressed in colours which

we are taught to detest ;
and that their soldiers

wear scarlet, which is with us the symbol of peace
and innocence. How many travellers are there

who confine their relations to such minute and use-

less particulars ;
for one who enters into the genius

of those nations with whom he has conversed, who
discloses their morals, their opinions, the ideas which

they entertain of religious worship, the intrigues of

their ministers, and their skill in sciences, there

are twenty who only mention some idle particulars
which can be of no real use to a true philosopher.
All their remarks tend neither to make themselves
nor others more happy ; they no way contribute to

control their passions, to bear adversity, to inspire
true virtue, or raise a detestation of vice.

Men maybe very learned, and yet very miserable ;

it is easy to be a deep geometrician or a sublime as-
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tronomer, but very difficult to be a good man
;

I es-

teem, therefore, the traveller who instructs the heart,
but despise him who only indulges the imagination;
a man who leaves home to mend himself and others,
is a philosopher ;

but he who goes from country to

country, guided by the blind impulse of curiosity, is

only a vagabond. From Zerdusht down to him of

Tyanea, I honour all those great names who endeav-

oured to unite the world by their travels
;
such men

grew wiser as well as better the farther they de-

parted from home, and seemed like rivers, whose
streams are not only increased, but refined as they
travel from their source.

For my own part, my greatest glory is, that trav-

elling has not more steeled my constitution against
all the vicissitudes of climate and all the depressions
of fatigue, than it has my mind against the accidents

of fortune or the accesses of despair. Farewell.

TO THE SAME.

The Funeral Solemnities of the English.—Their Passion for

flattering Epitaphs.

The numberless ceremonies which are used here

when a person is sick, appears to me so many evi-

dent marks of fear and apprehension. Ask an Eng-
lishman, however, whether he is afraid of death, and

he boldly answers in the negative ;
but observe his

behaviour in circumstances of approaching sick-

ness, and you will find his actioas give his assertions

the lie.

The Chinese are very sincere in this respect ; they
hate to die, and they confess their terrors ;

a great

part of their life is spent in preparing things proper
for their funeral ; a poor artizan will spend half his

income in providing himself a tomb twenty years
before he wants it, and denies himself the necessa-
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ries of life that he may be amply provided for when
he shall want them no more.

But people of distinction in England really de-

serve pity, for they die in circumstances of the most
extreme distress. It is an established rule never to

let a man know that he is dying ; physicians are

sent for, the clergy are called, and everything passes
in silent solemnity round the sick-bed. The patient
is in agonies, looks round for pity ; yet not a single
creature will say that he is dying. If he is possess-
ed of fortune, his relations entreat him to make his

will, as it may restore the tranquillity of his mind.
He is desired to undergo the rites of the church

;
for

decency requires it. His friends take their leave be-

cause they do not care to see him in pain. In short,
a hundred stratagems are used to make him do what
he might have been induced to perform only by be-

ing told,
"

Sir, you are past all hopes, and had as

good think decently of dying."
Besides all this, the chamber is darkened, the whole

house echoes to the cries of the wife, the lamenta-
tions of the children, the grief of the servants, and
the sighs of friends. The bed is surrounded with

priests and doctors in black, and only flambeaux
emit a yellow gloom*. Where is the man, how in-

trepid soever, that would not shrink at such a hid-

eous solemnity! For fear of affrighting their ex-

piring friends, the English practise all that can fill

them with terror. Strange effect of human prejudice,
thus to torture merely from mistaken tenderness !

You see, my friend, what contradictions there are

in the tempers of those islanders ; when prompted
by ambition, revenge, or disappointment, they meet
death with the utmost resolution

;
the very man who

in his bed would have trembled at the aspect of a

doctor, shall go with intrepidity to attack a bastion,
or deliberately noose himself up in his garters.
The passion of the Europeans for magnificent in-

terments is equally strong with that of the Chinese.
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When a tradesman dies, his frightful face is painted

up by an undertaker, and placed in a proper situa-

tion to receive company : this is called lying in state.

To this disagreeable spectacle all the idlers in town

flock, and learn to loathe the wretched dead whom
they despised when living. In this manner you see

some, who would have refused a shilling to save the

life of their dearest friend, bestow thousands on adorn-

ing their putrid corpse. I have been told of a fel-

low, who, grown rich by the price of blood, left in

his will that he should lie in state
;
and thus unknow-

ingly gibbeted himself into infamy, when he might
have otherwise quietly retired into oblivion.

When the person is buried, the next care is to

make his epitaph ; they are generally reckoned best

which flatter most : such relations, therefore, as have

received most benefits from the defunct, discharge
this friendly office, and generally flatter in propor-
tion to their joy. When we read these monumental
histories of the dead, it may be justly said that all

men are equal in the dust ; for they all appear equally
remarkable for being the most sincere Christians,

the most benevolent neighbours, and the honestest

men of their time. To go through a European cem-

etery, one would be apt to wonder how mankind
could have so basely degenerated from such excel-

lent ancestors
; e^ery tomb pretends to claim your

reverence and regret ;
some are praised for piety in

those inscriptions, who never entered the temple
until they were dead ;

some are praised for being
excellent poets, who were never mentioned, except
for their dulness, when living; others for sublime

orators, who never were noted except for their im-

pudence ;
and others still for military achievements,

who were never in any other skirmishes but with

the watch. Some even make epitaphs for them-

selves, and bespeak the readers good- will. It were
indeed to be wished that every man would early learn,

in this manner, to make his own
;
that he would draw

B b2
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it up in terms as flattering as possible ;
and that

he would make it the employment of his life to de-

serve it.

I have not yet been in a place called Westminster

Abbey, but soon intend to visit it. There, I am told,

I shall see justice done to deceased merit ; none, I

am told, are permitted to be buried there but such
as have adorned as well as improved mankind.
There no intruders, by the influence of friends or

fortune, presume to mix their unhallowed ashes with

philosophers, heroes, and poets. Nothing but true

merit has a place in that awful sanctuary. The
guardianship of the tombs is committed to several

reverend priests, who are never guilty, for a superior
reward, of taking down the names of good men to

make room for others of equivocal character, nor
ever profane the sacred walls with pageants that

posterity cannot know or shall blush to own.
I always was of opinion that sepulchral honours

of this kind should be considered as a national con-

cern, and not trusted to the care of the priests of any
country, how respectable soever ;

but from the con-
duct of the reverend personages, whose disinterested

patriotism I shall shortly be able to discover, I am
taught to retract my former sentiments. It is true,
the Spartans and the Persians made a fine political
use of- sepulchral vanity : they permitted none to be
thus interred who had not fallen in the vindication
of their country. A monument thus became a real

mark of distinction ;
it nerved the hero's arm with

tenfold vigour ;
and he fought without fear who only

fought for a grave. Farewell.

FROM THE SAME.

An Account of Westminster Abbey.

I am just returned from Westminster Abbey, the

place of sepulture for the philosophers, heroes, and
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kings of England. What a gloom do monumental

inscriptions and all the venerable remains of deceas-
ed merit inspire ! Imagine a temple marked with
the hand of antiquity, solemn as religious awe,
adorned with all the magnificence of barbarous pro-
fusion, dim windows, fretted pillars, long colonnades,
and dark ceilings. Think, then, what were my sen-

sations at being introduced to such a scene. I stood
in the midst of the temple, and threw my eyes round
on the walls, filled with the statues, the inscriptions,
and the monuments of the dead.

" Alas !" I said to myself,
" how does pride attend

the puny child of dust even to the grave ! Even
humble as I am, I possess more consequence in the

present scene than the greatest hero of them all
;

they have toiled for an hour to gain a transient im-

mortality, and are at length retired to the grave,
where they have no attendant but the worm, none
to flatter but the epitaph."
As I was indulging such reflections, a gentleman

dressed in black, perceiving me to be a stranger,
came up, entered into conversation, and politely of-

fered to be my instructer and guide through the tem-

ple.
" If any monument," said he,

" should partic-

ularly excite your curiosity, I shall endeavour to

satisfy your demands." I accepted, with thanks,
the gentleman's offer, adding that I was come to

observe the policy, the wisdom, and the justice of
the English in conferring rewards on deceased mer-
it.

"
If adulation like this," continued I,

" be prop-

erly conducted, as it can nowise injure those who
are flattered, so it may be a glorious incentive to

those who are now capable of enjoying it. It is the

duty of every good government to turn this monu-
mental pride to its own advantage ;

to become strong
in the aggregate from the weakness of the individu-

al. If none but the truly.great have a place in this

awful repository, a temple like this will give the

finest lessons of morality, and be a strong incentive
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to true ambition. I am told that none have a place
here but characters of the most distinguished merit."

The man in black seemed impatient at my observa-

tions, so I discontinued my remarks, and we walked
on together to take a view of every particular mon-
ument in order as it lay.
As the eye is naturally caught by the finest ob-

jects, I could not avoid being particularly curious

about one monument, which appeared more beauti-

ful than any of the rest ;

"
that," said I to my guide,

"
I take to be the tomb of some very great man.

By the peculiar excellence of the workmanship and
the magnificence of the design, this must be a tro-

phy raised to the memory of some king who has
saved his country from ruin ; or lawgiver, who has
reduced his fellow-citizens from anarchy into just

subjection."
"

It is not requisite," replied my com-

panion, smiling,
" to have such qualifications in or-

der to have a very fine monument here ;
more hum-

ble abilities will suffice." "What! I suppose, then,
the gaining two or three battles, or the taking half

a score towns, is thought a sufficient qualification ?"
"
Gaining battles or taking towns," replied the man

in black, "may be of service ; but a gentleman may
have a very fine monument here without ever see-

ing a battle or a siege."
"
This, then, is the monu-

ment of some poet, 1 presume ; of one whose wit has

gained him immortality."
"
No, sir," replied my

guide,
" the gentleman who lies here has never made

verses
;
and as for wit, he despised it in others be-

cause he had none himself." "
Pray tell me, then,

in a word," said I, peevishly,
" what is the great man

who lies here particularly remarkable for ?"
" Re-

markable, sir!" said my companion; "why, sir, the

gentleman that lies here is remarkable, very remark-
able—for a tomb in Westminster Abbey."

"
But,

head of my ancestors ! »how has he got here ? I

fancy he could never bribe the guardians of the tem-

ple to give him a place. Should he not be ashamed
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to be seen among company where even moderate
merit would look like infamy ?"

"
I suppose," re-

plied the man in black,
" the gentleman was rich,

and his friends, as is usual in such a case, told him
he was great. He readily believed them

;
the guar-

dians of the temple, as they got by the self-delusion,

were ready to believe him too ;
so he paid his mon-

ey for a fine monument, and the workman, as you
see, has made him one of the most beautiful. Think

not, however, that this gentleman is singular in his

desire of being buried among the great ;
there are

several others in the temple, who, hated and shun-

ned by the great while alive, have come here fully

resolved to keep them company now they are dead."

As we walked along to a particular part of the

temple,
"
There," says the gentleman, pointing with

his finger,
" that is the Poets' Corner ;

there you
see the monuments of Shakspeare, and Milton, and

Prior, and Drayton."
"
Drayton !" I replied ;

" I

never heard of him before, but I have been told of

one Pope ;
is he there 1"

" It is time enough," re-

plied my guide,
" these hundred years ;

he is not

long dead ; people have not done hating him yet."
"
Strange," cried I

;

" can any be found to hate a

man whose life was wholly spent in entertaining
and instructing his fellow-creatures !"

"
Yes," says

my guide,
"
they hate him for that very reason.

There are a set of men called answerers of books,
who take upon them to watch the republic of let-

ters, and distribute reputation by the sheet. These
answerers have no other employment but to cry out

dunce and scribbler ; to praise the dead and revile

the living ;
to grant a man of confessed abilities

some small share of merit
;

to applaud twenty
blockheads in order to gain the reputation of can-

dour ;
and to revile the moral character of the man

whose writings they cannot injure. Such wretches
are kept in pay by some mercenary bookseller, or,

more frequently, the bookseller himself takes this
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dirty work off their hands, as all that is required is

to be very abusive and very dull. Every poet of

any genius is sure to find such enemies
;
he feels,

though he seems to despise their malice
; they

make him miserable here, and, in the pursuit of

empty fame, at last he gains solid anxiety."
" Has this been the case with every poet I see

here V 1 cried I.
"
Yes, with every mother's son of

them," replied he,
"
except he happened to be born

a mandarine. If he has much money, he may buy
reputation from your book-answerers, as well as a
monument from the guardians of the temple."

" But are there not some men of distinguished
taste, as in China, who are willing to patronise men
of merit, and soften the rancour of malevolent dul-

ness ?"
"
I own there are many," replied the man in

black
;

"
but, alas ! sir, the book-answerers crowd

about them, and call themselves the writers of

books
;
and the patron is too indolent to distin-

guish ; thus poets are kept at a distance, while
their enemies eat up all their rewards at the man-
darine's table."

Leaving this part of the temple, we made up to an
iron gate, through which my companion told me we
were to pass in order to see the monuments of the

kings. Accordingly, I marched up without farther

ceremony, and was going to enter, when a person
who held the gate in his hand told me I must pay
first. I was surprised at such a demand, and asked
the man whether the people of England kept a
show? whether the paltry sum he demanded was
not a national reproach 1 whether it was not more
to the honour of the country to let their magnifi-
cence or their antiquities be openly seen, than thus

meanly to tax a curiosity which tended to their own
honour? "As for your questions," replied the

gatekeeper,
"
to be sure they may be very right,

because I don't understand them ; but as for that
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there threepence, I farm it from one, who rents it

from another, who hires it from a third, who leases
it from the guardians of the temple, and we all must
live." I expected, upon paying here, to see some-
thing extraordinary, since what I had seen for no-
thing filled me with so much surprise ; but in this I
was disappointed ; there was little more within than
black coffins, rusty armour, tattered standards, and
some few slovenly figures in wax. I was sorry I
had paid, but I comforted myself by considering it

would be my last payment. A person attended us,
who, without once blushing, told a hundred lies

;
he

talked of a lady who died by pricking her finger ;

of a king with a golden head, and twenty such
pieces of absurdity.

" Look ye there, gentlemen,"
says he, pointing to an old oak chair,

"
there's a

curiosity for ye ;
in that chair the kings of England

were crowned
; you see also a stone underneath,

and that stone is Jacob's pillow." I could see no
curiosity either in the oak chair or the stone

; could
I, indeed, see one of the old kings of England seated
in this, or Jacob's head laid upon the other, there
might be something curious in the sight ; but in the

present case there was no more reason for my sur-

prise than if I should pick a stone from their streets
and call it a curiosity, merely because one of their

kings happened to tread upon it as he passed in a
procession.
From hence our conductor led us through several

dark walks and winding ways, uttering lies, talking
to himself, and flourishing a wand which he held in
his hand. He reminded me of the black magicians
of Kobi. After we had been almost fatigued with a

variety of objects, he at last desired me to consider

attentively a certain suit of armour, which seemed
to show nothing remarkable. " This armour," said

he,
"
belonged to General Monk." "

Very surprising
that a general should wear armour !"

" And pray,"
added he,

" observe this cap ; this is General Monk's
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cap."
"
Very strange, indeed, very strange, that a

general should have a cap also ! Pray, friend, what

might this cap have cost originally %
n "

That, sir,"

says he,
"

I don't know ; but this cap is all the

wages I have for my trouble." " A very small rec-

ompense, truly," said I.
" Not so very small," re-

plied he,
t;
for every gentleman puts something into

it, and I spend the money !"
"
What, more money !

still more money !"
"
Every gentleman gives some-

thing, sir."
"

I'll give thee nothing," returned I ;

" the guardians of the temple should pay your wages,
friend, and not permit you to squeeze thus from ev-

ery spectator. When we pay our money at the door
to see a show, we never give more as we are going
out. Sure the guardians of the temple can never
think they get enough. Show me the gate ; if I

stay longer, I may probably meet with more of those

ecclesiastical beggars."
Thus leaving the temple precipitately, I returned

to my lodgings in order to ruminate over what was
great, and to despise what was mean, in the occur-

rences of the day.

FROM THE SAME.

The Reception of the Chinese from a Lady of Distinction.

I was some days ago agreeably surprised by a

message from a lady of distinction, who sent me
word that she most passionately desired the pleas-
ure of my acquaintance ; and, with the utmost im-

patience, expected an interview. I will not deny,
my dear Fum Hoam, but that my vanity was raised

by such an invitation ;
I flattered myself that she

had seen me in some public place, and had conceived
an affection for my person, which thus induced her
to deviate from the usual decorums of the sex. My
imagination painted her in all the bloom of youth
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and beauty. I fancied her attended by the loves and

graces, and I set out with the most pleasing expec-
tation of seeing the conquest I had made.
When I was introduced into her apartment, my

expectations were quickly at an end
;

I perceived a
little shrivelled figure indolently reclined on a sofa,
who nodded by way of approbation at my approach.
This, as I was afterward informed, was the lady
herself, a woman equally distinguished for rank, po-
liteness, taste, and understanding. As I was dress-
ed after the fashion of Europe, she had taken me
for an Englishman, and consequently saluted me in
her ordinary manner; but when the footman in-

formed her grace that I was the gentleman from
China, she instantly lifted herself from the couch,
while her eyes sparkled with unusual vivacity." Bless me ! can this be the gentleman that was born
so far from home 1 What an unusual share of some-
thingness in his whole appearance ! Lord, how I am
charmed with the outlandish cut of his face ! how
bewitching the exotic breadth of his forehead! I
would give the world to see him in his own country
dress. Pray turn about, sir, and let me see you be-
hind. There ! there's a travelled air for you. You
that attend there, bring up a plate of beef cut into

small pieces ; I have a violent passion to see him
eat. Pray, sir, have you got your chopsticks about

you ? It will be so pretty to see the meat carried to
the mouth with a jerk. Pray speak a little Chinese ;

I have learned some of the language myself. Lord,
have you nothing pretty from China about you;
something that one does not know what to do with ?

I have got twenty things from China that are of no
use in the world. Look at those jars, they are of the

right pea-green; these are the furniture." "Dear
madam," said I,

"
these, though they may appear

fine in your eyes, are but paltry to a Chinese ; but,

as they are useful utensils, it is proper they should
have a place in every apartment."

" Useful ! sir,"

Vol. I.—C c
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replied the lady :

" sure you mistake ; they are of no
use in the world." "What ! are they not filled with
an infusion of tea, as in China V replied I.

"
Quite

empty and useless, upon my honour, sir."
" Then

they are the most cumbrous and clumsy furniture

in the world, as nothing is truly elegant but what
unites use with beauty."

"
I protest," says the lady,

"
I shall begin to suspect thee of being an actual

barbarian. I suppose you hold my two beautiful

pagods in contempt."
" What!" cried I, "has Fohi

spread his gross superstitions here also ? Pagods
are my aversion." "A Chinese, a traveller, and
want taste ! it surprises me. Pray, sir, examine
the beauties of that Chinese temple which you see
at the end of the garden. Is there anything in China
more beautiful V " Where I stand I see nothing,
madam, at the end of the garden that may not as

well be called an Egyptian pyramid as a Chinese

temple ;
for that little building in view is as like the

one as t'other."
" What ! sir, is not that a Chinese

temple ? you must surely be mistaken. Mr. Frieze,
who designed it, calls it one, and nobody disputes
his pretensions to taste." I now found it vain to

contradict the lady in anything she thought fit to

advance
;
so was resolved rather to act the disciple

than the instructer. She took me through several

rooms, all furnished, as she told me, in the Chinese
mamier ; sprawling dragons, squatting pagods, and

clumsy mandarines, were stuck upon every shelf; in

turning round, one must have used caution not to de-

molish a part of the precarious furniture.

In a house like this, thought I, one must live con-

tinually upon the watch ;
the inhabitants must re-

semble a knight in an enchanted castle, who ex-

pects to meet an adventure at every turning.
"
But,

madam," said I,
" do no accidents ever happen to

all this finery !"
"
Man, sir," replied the lady,

"
is

born to misfortunes, and it is but fit I should have a
share. Three weeks ago, a careless servant snap-



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 303

ped off the head of a favourite mandarine : I had
scarce done grieving for that, when a monkey broke
a beautiful jar ;

this I took the more to heart, as the

injury was done me by a friend : however, I sur-

vived the calamity ; when, yesterday, crash went
half a dozen dragons upon the marble hearthstone

;

and yet I live
;

I survive it all : you can't conceive
what comfort I find under afflictions from philoso-

phy. There is Seneca, and Bolingbroke, and some
others, who guide me through life, and teach me to

support its calamities." I could not but smile at a

woman who makes her own misfortunes, and then

deplores the miseries of her situation. Wherefore,
tired of acting with dissimulation, and willing to in-

dulge my meditations in solitude, I took leave just
as the servant was bringing in a plate of beef, pur-
suant to the directions of his mistress. Adieu.

FROM THE SAME.

Against Cruelty to Animals.

The better sort here pretend to the utmost com-

passion for animals of every kind ;
to hear them

speak, a stranger would be apt to imagine they could

hardly hurt the gnat that stung them ; they seem so

tender and so full of pity, that one would take them
for the harmless friends of tlfe whole creation

;
the

protectors of the meanest insect or reptile that was

privileged with existence. And yet, would you be-

lieve it ? I have seen the very men who have thus

boasted of their tenderness, at the same time de-

vouring the flesh of six different animals tossed up
in a fricassee. Strange contrariety of conduct !

they pity, and they eat the objects of their com-

passion ! The lion roars with terror over its cap-
tive

;
the tiger sends forth its hideous shriek to in-
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timidate its prey ;
no creature shows any fondness

for its short-lived prisoner except a man and a cat.

Man was born to live with innocence and simpli-

city, but he has departed from nature ; he was born
to share the bounties of Heaven, but he has monop-
olized them

;
he was born to govern the brute crea-

tion, but he is become their tyrant. If an epicure
now shall happen to surfeit on his last night's feast,

twenty animals the next day are to undergo the
most exquisite tortures in order to provoke his ap-

petite to another guilty meal. Hail, oh ye simple,
honest Brahmins of the East ! ye inoffensive friends

of all that were born to happiness as well as you !

You never sought a short-lived pleasure from the
miseries of other creatures. You never studied the

tormenting arts of ingenious refinement ; you never
surfeited upon a guilty meal. How much more pu-
rified and refined are all your sensations than ours !

you distinguish every element with the utmost pre-
cision

;
a stream untasted before is new luxury ;

a

change of air is a new banquet, too refined for West-
ern imaginations to conceive.

Though the Europeans do not hold the transmi-

gration of souls, yet one of their doctors has, with

great force of argument and great plausibility of

reasoning, endeavoured to prove that the bodies of
animals are the habitations of demons and wicked

spirits, which are obliged to reside in these prisons
till the resurrection pronounces their everlasting

punishment ;
but are previously condemned to suffer

all the pains and hardships inflicted upon them by
man or by each other here. If this be the case, it

may frequently happen, that while we whip pigs to

death, or broil live lobsters, we are putting some old

acquaintance, some near relation, to excruciating
tortures, and are serving him up to the very same
table where he was once the most welcome com-

panion.
"
Kabul," says the Zendavesta, " was born on the
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rushy banks of the river Mawra ;
his possessions

were great, and his luxuries kept pace with the af-

fluence of his fortune ;
he hated the harmless Brah-

mins, and despised their holy religion ; every day ,

his table was decked out with the flesh of a hundred

different animals, and his cooks had a hundred dif-

ferent ways of dressing it, to solicit even satiety.
"
Notwithstanding all his eating, he did not arrive

at old age ;
he died of a surfeit, caused by intemper-

ance : upon this, his soul was carried off, in order to

take its trial before a select assembly of the souls

of those animals which his gluttony had caused to

be slain, and who were now appointed his judges.
" He trembled before a tribunal to every member

of which he had formerly acted as an unmerciful

tyrant ;
he sought for pity, but found none disposed

to grant it.
' Does he not remember,' cries the an-

gry boar,
' to what agonies I was put, not to satisfy

his hunger, but his vanity ? I w^as first hunted to

death, and my flesh scarce thought worthy of com-

ing once to his table. Were my advice followed,

he should do penance in the shape of a hog, which

in life he most resembled.'
'

I am rather,' cries a

sheep upon the bench,
'

for having him suffer under

the appearance of a lamb ;
we may then send him

through four or five transmigrations in the space of

a month.'
' Were my voice of any weight in the

assembly,' cries a calf,
' he should rather assume

such a form as mine ;
I was bled every day, in or-

der to make my flesh white, and at last killed with-

out mercy.'
' Would it not be wiser,' cries a hen,

' to cram him in the shape of a fowl, and then

smother him in his own blood, as I was served 1

The majority of the assembly were pleased with

this punishment, and were going to condemn him

without farther delay, when the ox rose up to give

his opinion :

'

I am informed,' says this counsellor,
' that the prisoner at the bar has left a wife with

child behind him. By my knowledge in divination,

C - 2
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I foresee that this child will be a son, decrepit, fee-

ble, sickly, a plague to himself and all about him.

What say you, then, my companions, if we condemn
the father to animate the body of his own son, and

by this means make him feel in himself those mis-

eries his intemperance must otherwise have entailed

upon his posterity I
1 The whole court applauded

the ingenuity of his torture ; they thanked him for

his advice. Kabul was driven once more to revisit

the earth ;
and his soul, in the body of his own son,

passed a period of thirty years loaded with misery,
anxiety, and disease."

FROM THE SAME.

Of the War now carried on between France and England, with
its frivolous Motives.

Were an Asiatic politician to read the treaties of

peace and friendship that have been annually making
for more than a hundred years among the inhabi-

tants of Europe, he would probably be surprised how
it should ever happen that Christian princes could

quarrel among each other. Their compacts for

peace are drawn up with the utmost precision, and
ratified with the greatest solemnity ;

to these each

party promises a sincere and inviolable obedience,
and all wears the appearance of open friendship and
unreserved reconciliation.

Yet, notwithstanding those treaties, the people of

Europe are almost continually at war. There is

nothing more easy than to break a treaty, ratified in

all the usual forms, and yet neither party be the ag-

gressor. One side, for instance, breaks a trifling

article by mistake ; the opposite party, upon this,

makes a small but premeditated reprisal ;
this brings

on a return of greater from the other; both sides

complain of injuries and infractions ;
war is declared ;
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they beat, are beaten ; some two or three hundred
thousand men are killed

; they grow tired, leave off

just where they began, and so sit coolly down to

make new treaties.

The English and French seem to place themselves

foremost among the champion states of Europe.
Though parted by a narrow sea, yet are they entire-

ly of opposite characters ; and from their vicinity,
are taught to fear and admire each other. They are

at present engaged in a very destructive war, have

already spilled much blood, are excessively irrita-

ted ;
and all upon account of one side's desiring to

wear greater quantities of furs than the other.

The pretext of the war is about some lands a
thousand leagues off; a country cold, desolate, and
hideous ;

a country belonging to a people who were
in possession from time immemorial. The savages
of Canada claim a property in the country in dispute ;

they have all the pretensions which long possession
can confer. Here they had reigned for ages with-

out rivals in dominion, and knew no enemies but

the prowling bear or insidious tiger; their native

forests produced all the necessaries of life, and they
found ample luxury in the enjoyment. In this man-
ner they might have continued to live to eternity,

had not the English been informed that those coun-

tries produced furs in great abundance. From that

moment the country became an object of desire
;

it

was found that furs were things very much wanted
in England ;

the ladies edged some of their clothes

with fur, and muffs were worn both by gentlemen
and ladies. In short, furs were found indispensably

necessary for the happiness of the state : and the

king was consequently petitioned to grant, not only
the country of Canada, but all the savages belonging
to it, to the subjects of England, in order to have
the people supplied with proper quantities of this

necessary commodity.
So very reasonable a request was immediately
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complied with, and large colonies were sent abroad
to procure furs and take possession. The French,
who were equally in want of furs (for they are as

fond of muffs and tippets as the English), made the

very same request to their monarch, and met with
the same gracious reception from their king, who
generously granted what was not his to give. Wher-
ever the French landed they called the country their

own
;
and the English took possession wherever

they came, upon the same equitable pretensions.
The harmless savages made no opposition ; and,
could the intruders have agreed together, they might
peaceably have shared this desolate country between
them. But they quarrelled about the boundaries of

their settlements, about grounds and rivers to which
neither side could show any other right than that of

power, and which neither could occupy but by usur-

pation. Such is the contest, that no honest man
can heartily wish success to either party.
The war has continued for some time with various

success. At first the French seemed victorious ;

but the English have of late dispossessed them of
the whole country in dispute. Think not, however,
that success on one side is the harbinger of peace ;

on the contrary, both parties must be heartily tired

to effect even a temporary reconciliation. It should
seem the business of the victorious party to offer

terms of peace ; but there are many in England who,
encouraged by success, are still for protracting the

war.
The best English politicians, however, are sensi-

ble that to keep their present conquests would rath-

er be a burden than an advantage to them
; rather a

diminution of their strength than an increase of pow-
er. It is in the politic as in the human constitution ;

if the limbs grow too large for the body, their size,

instead of improving, will diminish the vigour of the

whole. The colonies should always bear an exact

proportion to the mother country ;
when they grow
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populous, they grow powerful, and by becoming
powerful they become independent also. Thus sub-
ordination is destroyed, and a country swallowed
up in the extent of its own dominions. The Turk-
ish empire would be more formidable were it less
extensive : were it not for those countries which it

can neither command nor give entirely away, which
it is obliged to protect, but from which it has no
power to exact obedience.

Yet, obvious as these truths are, there are many
Englishmen who are for transplanting new colonies
into this late acquisition, for peopling the deserts of
America with the refuse of their countrymen, and
(as they express it) with the waste of an exuberant
nation. But who are those unhappy creatures who
are to be thus drained away 1 Not the sickly, for

they are unwelcome guests abroad as well as at
home

; nor the idle, for they would starve as well
behind the Apalachian mountains as in the streets
of London. This refuse is composed of the labori-
ous and enterprising ;

of such men as can be service-
able to their country at home

;
of men who ought to

be regarded as the sinews of the people, and cher-
ished with every degree of political indulgence.
And what are the commodities which this colony,
when established, are to produce in return 1 Why,
raw silk, hemp, and tobacco. England, therefore,
must make an exchange of her best and bravest sub-

jects for raw silk, hemp, and tobacco
; her hardy

veterans and honest tradesmen must be trucked for
a box of snuff or a silk petticoat. Strange absurd-

ity ! Sure the politics of the Daures are not more
strange, who sell their religion, their wives, and their

liberty for a glass bead or a paltry penknife. Fare-
well.
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FROM THE SAME.

The Story of the Chinese Matron.

The English love their wives witli much passion,
the Hollanders with much prudence ; the English,
when they give their hands, frequently give their

hearts
;
the Dutch give the hand, but keep the heart

wisely in their own possession. The English love
with violence, and expect violent love in return ; the
Dutch are satisfied with the slightest acknowledg-
ments, for they give little away. The English ex-

pend many of the matrimonial comforts in the first

year ;
the Dutch frugally husband out their pleas-

ures, and are always constant because they are al-

ways indifferent.

There seems very little difference between a
Dutch bridegroom and a Dutch husband. Both are

equally possessed of the same cool, unexpecting se-

renity ; they can see neither Elysium nor Paradise
behind the curtain, and Yiffrow is not more a god-
dess on the wedding-night than after twenty years'
matrimonial acquaintance. On the other hand,
many of the English marry in order to have one

happy month in their lives
; they seem incapable of

looking beyond that period ; they unite in hopes of

finding rapture, and, disappointed in that, disdain
ever to accept of happiness. From hence we see

open hatred ensue
; or, what is worse, concealed

disgust under the appearance of fulsome endearment.
Much formality, great civility, and studied compli-
ments, are exhibited in public ; cross looks, sulky
silence, or open recrimination, fill up their hours of

private entertainment.
Hence I am taught, whenever I see a new-mar-

ried couple more than ordinarily fond before faces,
to consider them as attempting to impose upon the

company or themselves, either hating each other



OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 311

heartily, or consuming that stock of love in the be-

ginning of their course which should serve them
through their whole journey. Neither side should

expect those instances of kindness which are incon-
sistent with true freedom or happiness to bestow.

Love, when founded in the heart, will show itself in

a thousand unpremeditated sallies of fondness
;
but

every cool, deliberate exhibition of the passion only
argues little understanding or great insincerity.

Choang was the fondest husband, and Hansi the

most endearing wife, in all the kingdom of Korea ;

they were a pattern of conjugal bliss
;
the inhabi-

tants of the country around saw and envied their fe-

licity ; wherever Choang came, Hansi was sure to

follow ;
and in all the pleasures of Hansi, Choang

was admitted a partner. They walked hand in hand
wherever they appeared, showing every mark of

mutual satisfaction, embracing, kissing, their mouths
were for ever joined, and, to speak in the language
of anatomy, it was with them one perpetual anasto-

mosis.
Their love was so great that it was thought no-

thing could interrupt their mutual peace, when an
accident happened which in some measure dimin-

ished the husband's assurance of his wife's fidelity ;

for loye so refined as his was subject to a thousand
little disquietudes.

Happening to go one day alone among the tombs
that lay at some distance from his house, he there

perceived a lady dressed in the deepest mourning
(being clothed all over in white), fanning the wet

clay that was raised over one of the graves with a

large fan which she held in her hand. Choang,
who had early been taught wisdom in the school of

Lao, was unable to assign a cause for her present

employment ; and, coming up, civilly demanded the

reason. " Alas !" replied the lady, her eyes bathed

in tears,
" how is it possible to survive the loss of

my husband, who lies buried in this grave ;
he was
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the best of men, the tenderest of husbands
;
with his

dying breath he bid me never marry again till the

earth over his grave should be dry ;
and here you

see me steadily resolving to obey his will, and en-

deavouring to dry it with my fan. I have employed
two whole days in fulfilling his commands, and am
determined not to marry till they are punctually

obeyed, even though his grave should take up four

days in drying."

Choang, who was struck with the widow's beauty,
could not, however, avoid smiling at her haste to be
married ; but, concealing the cause of his mirth, civ-

illy invited her home
; adding, that he had a wife

who might be capable of giving her some consola-

tion. As soon as he and his guest were returned,
he imparted to Hansi in private what he had seen,
and could not avoid expressing his uneasiness that

such might be his own case if his dearest wife should
one day happen to survive him.

It is impossible to describe Hansi's resentment
at so unkind a suspicion. As her passion for him
was not only great, but extremely delicate, she em-

ployed tears, anger, frowns, and exclamations to

chide his suspicions; the widow herself was in-

veighed against, and Hansi declared she was re-

solved never to sleep under the same roof with a
wretch who, like her, could be guilty of such bare-
faced inconstancy. The night was cold and stormy ;

however, the stranger was obliged to seek another

lodging, for Choang was not disposed to resist, and
Hansi would have her way.
The widow had scarce been gone an hour, when

an old disciple of Choang's, whom he had not seen
for many years, came to pay him a visit. He was
received with the utmost ceremony, placed in the
most honourable seat at supper, and the wine began
to circulate with great freedom. Choang and Han-
si exhibited open marks of mutual tenderness, and

unfeigned reconciliation
; nothing could equal their
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apparent happiness; so fond a husband, so obedi-
ent a wife, few could behold without regretting their
own infelicity. "When, lo ! their happiness was at
once disturbed by a most fatal accident. Choang
fell lifeless in an apoplectic fit upon the floor. Ev-
ery method was used, but in vain, for his recovery.
Hansi was at first inconsolable for his death

; after
some hours, however, she found spirits to read his
last will. The ensuing day she began to moralize
and talk wisdom

;
the next day she was able to com-

fort the young disciple ; and, on the third, to shor-
ten a long story, they both agreed to be married.
There was now no longer mourning in the apart-

ments
; the body of Choang was now thrust into an

old coffin, and placed in one of the meanest rooms,
there to lie unattended until the time prescribed by
law for his interment. In the mean time, Hansi and
the young disciple were arrayed in the most mag-
nificent habits

;
the bride wore in her nose a jewel

of immense price, and her lover was dressed in all

the finery of his former master, together with a pair
of artificial whiskers that reached down to his toes.
The hour of their nuptials was arrived ; the whole
family sympathized with their approaching happi-
ness

;
the apartments were brightened up with lights

that diffused the most exquisite perfume, and a lus-
tre more bright than noonday. The lady expected
her youthful lover in an inner apartment with im-

patience ; when his servant, approaching with ter-

ror in his countenance, informed her that his master
was fallen into a fit, which would certainly be mor-
tal unless the heart of a man lately dead could be
obtained, and applied to his breast. She scarcely
waited to hear the end of his story, when, tucking
up her clothes, she ran with a mattock in her hand
to the coffin where Choang lay, resolving to apply
the heart of her dead husband as a cure for the liv-

ing. She therefore struck the lid with the utmost
violence. In a few blows the coffin flew open, when

Vol. I.—D d
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the body, which to all appearance had been dead,

began to move. Terrified at the sight, Hansi drop-

ped the mattock, and Choang walked out, astonished

at his own situation, his wife's unusual magnificence,
and her more amazing surprise. He went among
the apartments, unable to conceive the cause of so

much splendour. He was not long in suspense be-

fore his domestics informed him of every transac-

tion since he first became insensible. He could
scarce believe what they told him, and went in pur-
suit of Hansi herself, in order to receive more cer- ,

tain information, or to reproach her infidelity. But
she prevented his reproaches : he found her welter-

ing in blood; for she had stabbed herself to the

heart, being unable to survive her shame and disap-

pointment.
Choang, being a philosopher, was too wise to

make any loud lamentations
;
he thought it best to

bear his loss with serenity ; so, mending up the old

coffin where he had lain himself, he placed his faith-

less spouse in his room ; and, unwilling that so many
nuptial preparations should be expended in vain, he
the same night married the widow with the large fan.

As they were both apprized of the foibles of each
other beforehand, they knew how to excuse them
after marriage. They lived together for many years
in great tranquillity, and, not expecting rapture, made
a shift to find contentment. Farewell.

FROM THE SAME.

Some Account of the Republic of Letters in England.

" The republic of letters" is a very common ex-

pression among the Europeans ;
and yet, when ap-

plied to the learned of Europe, is the most absurd
that can be imagined, since nothing is more unlike

a republic than the society which goes by that name.
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From this expression, one would be apt to imagine
that the learned were united into a single body, join-

ing their interests, and concurring in the same design.
From this one might be apt to compare them to our

literary societies in China, where each acknowl-

edge a just subordination, and all contribute to build

the temple of science, without attempting, from ig-

norance or envy, to obstruct each other.

But very different is the state of learning here ;

every member of this fancied republic is desirous

of governing, and none willing to obey ;
each looks

upon his fellow as a rival, not an assistant, in the

same pursuit. They calumniate, they injure, they

despise, they ridicule each other
;

if one man writes

a book that pleases, others shall write books to show
that he might have given still greater pleasure, or

should not have pleased. If one happens to hit upon
something new, there are numbers ready to assure

the public that all this was no novelty to them or the

learned
;
that Cardanus, or Brunos, or some other

author, too dull to be generally read, had antici-

pated the discovery. Thus, instead of uniting like

the members of a commonwealth, they are divided

into almost as many factions as there are men ; and

their jarring constitution, instead of being styled a

republic of letters, should be entitled an anarchy of

literature.

It is true, there are some of superior abilities, who
reverence and esteem each other ;

but their mutual

admiration is not sufficient to shield off the con-

tempt of the crowd. The wise are but few, and

they praise with a feeble voice ;
the vulgar are many,

and roar in reproaches. The truly great seldom
unite in societies, have few meetings, no cabals

;

the dunces hunt in full cry till they have run down
a reputation, and then snarl and fight with each oth-

er about dividing the spoil. Here you may see the

compilers and the book-answerers of every month,
when they have cut up some respectable name, most
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frequently reproaching each other with stupidity
and dulness

; resembling the wolves of the Russian

forest, who prey upon venison or horses' flesh when
they can get it

; but, in cases of necessity, lying in

wait to devour each other. While they have new
books to cut up, they make a hearty meal

; but, if

this resource should unhappily fail, then it is that

critics eat up critics, and compilers rob from com-

pilations.
Confucius observes, that it is the duty of the learn-

ed to unite society more closely, and to persuade
men to become citizens of the world

;
but the au-

thors I refer to are not only for disuniting society,
but kingdoms also

;
if the English are at war with

France, the dunces of France think it their duty to

be at war with those of England. Thus Freron, one
of their first-rate scribblers, thinks proper to char-

acterize all the English writers in the gross.
" Their

whole merit," says he,
" consists in exaggeration,

and often in extravagance ; correct their pieces as

you please, there still remains a leaven which cor-

rupts the whole. They sometimes discover genius,
but not the smallest share of taste : England is not
a soil for the plants of genius to thrive in." This is

open enough, with not the least adulation in the

picture. But hear what a Frenchman of acknowl-

edged abilities says upon the same subject :

"
I am

at a loss to determine in what we excel the English,
or where they excel us : when I compare the merits
of both in any one species of literary composition,
so many reputable and pleasing writers present
themselves from either country, that my judgment
rests in suspense : I am pleased with the disquisi-
tion, without finding the object of my inquiry." But,
lest you should think the French alone are faulty in

this respect, hear how an English journalist delivers

his sentiments of them. " We are amazed," says
he,

" to find so many works translated from the

French, while we have such numbers neglected of
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our own. In our opinion, notwithstanding their

fame throughout the rest of Europe, the French are

the most contemptible reasoners (we had almost
said writers) that can be imagined. However, nev-

ertheless, excepting," &c. Another English writer,

Shaftesbury, if I remember, on the contrary, says
that the French authors are pleasing and judicious,
more clear, more methodical and entertaining than
those of his own country.
From these opposite pictures, you perceive that

the good authors of either country praise, and the

bad revile each other
;
and yet, perhaps, you'll be

surprised that indifferent writers should be most apt
to censure, as they have the most to apprehend from
recrimination ; you may, perhaps, imagine that such
as are possessed of fame themselves should be most

ready to declare their opinions, since what they say
might pass for decision. But the truth happens to

be, that the great are solicitous only of raising their

own reputations, while the opposite class, alas ! are
solicitous of bringing every reputation down to a
level with their own.

But let us acquit them of malice and envy ;
a critic

is often guided by the same motives that direct his

author. The author endeavours to persuade us that

he has written a good book ; the critic is equally so-

licitous to show that he could write a better, had he

thought proper. A critic is a being possessed of all

the vanity, but not the genius of a scholar
;
inca-

pable, from his native weakness, of lifting himself
from the ground, he applies to contiguous merit for

support ;
makes the sportive sallies of another's

imagination his serious employment ; pretends to

take our feelings under his care
;
teaches where to

condemn, where to lay the emphasis of praise ;
and

may, with as much justice, be called a man of taste,

as the Chinese who measures his wisdom by the

length of his nails.

If, then, a book, spirited or humorous, happens to

Dd3
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appear in the republic of letters, several critics are
in waiting to bid the public not to laugh at a single
line of it, for themselves had read it, and they
know what is most proper to excite laughter.
Other critics contradict the fulminations of this

tribunal
;

call them all spiders, and assure the pub-
lic that they ought to laugh without restraint. An-
other set are, in the mean time, quietly employed in

writing notes to the book, intended to show the par-
ticular passages to be laughed at

;
when these are

out, others still there are who write notes upon
notes. Thus a single new book employs not only
the paper-makers, the printers, the pressmen, the

bookbinders, the hawkers, but twenty critics, and
as many compilers. In short, the body of the
learned may be compared to a Persian army, where
there are many pioneers, several sutlers, number-
Jess servants, women and children in abundance,
and but few soldiers. Adieu.

TO THE SAME.

The Chinese goes to see a Play.

The English are as fond of seeing plays acted as

the Chinese ;
but there is a vast difference in the

manner of conducting them. We play our pieces
in the open air, the English theirs under cover ; we
act by daylight, and they by the blaze of torches.

One of our plays continues eight or ten days suc-

cessively ;
an English play seldom takes up above

four hours in the representation.

My companion in black, with whom I am now be-

ginning to contract an intimacy, introduced me, a
few nights ago, to the playhouse, where we placed
ourselves conveniently at the foot of the stage. As
the curtain was not drawn before my arrival, I had
an opportunity of observing the behaviour of the
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spectators, and indulging those reflections which

novelty generally inspires.

The rich, in general, were placed in the lowest

seats, and the poor rose above them, in degrees pro-

portioned to their poverty. The order of prece-
dence seemed here inverted ;

those who were un-

der all the day now enjoyed a temporary eminence,
and became masters of the ceremonies. It was

they who called for the music, indulging every noisy

freedom, and testifying all the insolence of beggary
in exultation.

Those who held the middle region seemed not so

riotous as those above them, nor yet so tame as

those below : to judge by their looks, many of

them seemed strangers there as well as myself.

They were chiefly employed during this period of

expectation in eating oranges, reading the story of

the play, or making assignations.

They who sat in the lowest rows, which are call-

ed the pit, seemed to consider themselves as judges
of the merit of the poet and the performers ; they
were assembled partly to be amused and partly to

show their taste, appearing to labour under that re-

straint which an affectation of superior discernment

generally produces. My companion, however, in-

formed me that not one in a hundred of them knew
even the first principles of criticism ; they assumed
the right of being censors because there was none

to contradict their pretensions ;
and that every man

who now called himself a connoisseur became such

to all intents and purposes.
Those who sat in the boxes appeared in the most

unhappy situation of all. The rest of the audience

came merely for their own amusement ;
these rath-

er to furnish out a part of the entertainment them-

selves. I could not avoid considering them as act-

ing parts in dumb-show ;
not a courtesy or nod that

was not the result of art
;
not a look nor a smile

that was not designed for murder. Gentlemen and
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ladies ogled each other through spectacles ;
for my

companion observed that blindness was of late be-

come fashionable
;

all affected indifference and ease,
while their hearts at the .same time burned for con-

quest. Upon the whole, the lights, the music, the

ladies in their gayest dresses, the men with cheer-

fulness and expectation in their looks, all conspired
to make a most agreeable picture, and to fill a heart

that sympathizes at human happiness with inex-

pressible serenity.
The expected time for the play to begin at last

arrived
;
the curtain was drawn, and the actors came

on. A woman, who personated a queen, came in

courtesying to the audience, who clapped their hands

upon her appearance. Clapping of hands is, it

seems, the manner of applauding in England ; the

manner is absurd
;
but every country, you know,

has its peculiar absurdities. I was equally sur-

prised, however, at the submission of the actress,
who should have considered herself as a queen, as

at the little discernment of the audience who gave
her such marks of applause before she attempted to

deserve them. Preliminaries between her and the

audience being thus adjusted, the dialogue was sup-

ported between her and a most hopeful youth, who
acted the part of her confidant. They both appear-
ed in extreme distress

;
for it seems the queen had

lost a child some fifteen years before, and still kept
its dear resemblance next her heart, while her kind

companion bore a part in her sorrows.
Her lamentations grew loud. Comfort is offered,

but she detests the very sound. She bids them
preach comfort to the winds. Upon this her hus-
band comes in, who, seeing the queen so much af-

flicted, can himself hardly refrain from tears, or
avoid partaking in the soft distress. After thus

grieving through three scenes, the curtain dropped
for the first act.

"
Truly," said I to my companion,

" these kings
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and queens are very much disturbed at no very great
misfortune : certain I am, were people of humbler
stations to act in this manner, they would be thought
divested of common sense." I had scarce finished

this observation, when the curtain rose, and the king
came on in a violent passion. His wife had, it seems,
refused his proffered tenderness

;
had spurned his

royal embrace ; and he seemed resolved not to sur-

vive her fierce disdain. After he had thus fretted,

and the queen had fretted through the second act,

the curtain was let down once more.
"
Now," says my companion,

"
you perceive the

king to be a man of spirit ;
he feels at every pore :

one of your phlegmatic sons of clay would have

given the queen her own way, and let her come to

herself by degrees ;
but the king is for immediate

tenderness or instant death ;
death and tenderness

are leading passions of every modern buskined hero ;

this moment they embrace, and the next stab, mix-

ing daggers and kisses in every period."
I was going to second his remarks, when my at-

tention was engrossed by a new object : a man came
in balancing a straw upon his nose, and the audience

were clapping their hands in all the raptures of ap-

plause.
" To what purpose," cried I,

" does this

unmeaning figure make his appearance 1 is he a part
of the plot V "

Unmeaning do you call him," re-

plied my friend in black :

" this is one of the most

important characters of the whole play ; nothing

pleases the people more than seeing a straw bal-

anced ;
there is a great deal of meaning in the straw ;

there is something suited to every apprehension in

the sight ;
and a fellow possessed of talents like

these is sure of making his fortune."

The third act now began with an actor who came
to inform us that he was the villain of the play, and

intended to show strange things before all was over.

He was joined by another, who seemed as much dis-

posed for mischief as he : their intrigues continued



322 OLIVER GOLDSMITH.

through this whole division. " If that be a villain,"
said I,

" he must be a very stupid one, to tell his

secrets without being asked
;
such soliloquies, of

late, are never admitted in China."
The noise of clapping interrupted me once more ;

a child of six years old was learning to dance on
the stage, which gave the ladies and mandarines in-

finite satisfaction.
"

I am sorry," said I,
"
to see

the pretty creature so early learning so bad a trade ;

dancing being, I presume, as contemptible here as
in China." "

Qu^te the reverse," interrupted my
companion :

"
dancing is a very reputable and gen-

teel employment here ; men have a greater chance
for encouragement from the merit of their heels

than their heads. One who jumps up, and flourish-

es his toes three times before he comes to the

ground, may have three hundred a year ;
he who

flourishes them four times, gets four hundred
;
but

he who arrives at five is inestimable, and may de-

mand what salary he thinks proper. The female

dancers, too, are valued for the sort of jumping and

crossing ;
and it is a cant word among them, that

she deserves most who shows highest. But the

fourth act is begun, let us be attentive."

In the fourth act, the queen finds her long-lost
child, now grown up into a youth of smart parts and

great qualifications ;
wherefore she wisely considers

that the crown will fit his head better than that of
her husband, whom she knows to be a driveller.

The king discovers her design, and here comes on
the deep distress ; he loves the queen and he loves
the kingdom ;

he resolves, therefore, in order to pos-
sess both, that her son must die. The queen ex-

claims at his barbarity ;
is frantic with rage ;

and at

length, overcome with sorrow, falls into a fit
; upon

which the curtain drops, and the act is concluded.
" Observe the art of the poet," cries my compan-

ion ;

" when the queen can say no more, she falls

into a fit. While thus her eyes are shut, while she
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is supported in the arms of Abigail, what horrors do
we not fancy ! we feel it in every nerve : take my
word for it, that fits are the true aposiopesis of mod-
ern tragedy."
The fifth act began, and a busy piece it was.

Scenes shifting, trumpets sounding, mobs hallooing,
carpets spreading, guards bustling from one door to
another

; gods, demons, daggers, racks, and ratsbane.
But whether the king was killed, or the queen was
drowned, or the son was poisoned, I have absolute-

ly forgotten.
When the play was over, I could not avoid ob-

serving, that the persons of the drama appeared in
as much distress in the first act as the last. " How
is it possible." said I, "to sympathize with them
through five long acts 1 Pity is but a short-lived pas-
sion : I hate to hear an actor mouthing trifles : nei-

ther startings, strainings, nor attitudes affect me,
unless there be cause : after I have been once or
twice deceived by those unmeaning alarms, my heart

sleeps in peace, probably unaffected by the principal
distress. There should be one great passion aimed
at by the actor as well as the poet; all the rest

should be subordinate, and only contribute to make
that the greater : if the actor, therefore, exclaims

upon every occasion in the tones of despair, he at-

tempts to move us tQo soon ;
he anticipates the

blow
;
he ceases to affect, though he gains our ap-

plause."
I scarce perceived that the audience were almost

all departed ; wherefore, mixing with the crowd, my
companion and I got into the street, where, essaying
a hundred obstacles from coach-wheels and palan-

quin-poles, like birds in their flight through the

branches of a forest, after various turnings, we both
at length got home in safety. Adieu.

END OF VOL. I.
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Pope was born in a century where there was so much confusion in the society. People 

were torn between the extremes of religion, society and politics. Pope, as a poet, 

wrote many satires. Pope and his friends were fondly named as Scriblerians. Dr. 

Arbuthnot, Pope’s friend, was hopelessly ill. He wrote to Pope that he should be 

careful while satirizing and attacking others. Pope wrote this poem as a reply to him 

in 1734. This poem attacks Pope’s detractors and defends Pope’s character and 

career. This poem could be divided into 7 parts.  

 

First Part (lines 1 - 68) 

The poem opens with Pope ordering John, a servant, to shut the door. Pope is afraid 

of letting in the budding poets, who are like dogs. He asks John to ties the knocker 

of the door. He thinks that the mental institutions like Bedlam and Parnassus are let 

loose in the road. He finds the poets with papers in their hands and fire in their eyes. 

Pope is not left alone; wherever he goes he is followed by the budding poets. They 

come into his house by climbing the wall and shrubs. They get into his chariot and 

into his boat. They do not even leave him pray. Everyone blames Pope in some way 

or the other. All people come to Twitnam, Pope’s house, to scold him. Pope finally 

addresses Dr. Arbuthnot as “friend of my life”. Pope finds his friend’s illness and 

the troublesome poets as a plague. Pope is confused on what to do and what not to 

do. If he appreciated their poetry they overflow with more poems, if he says 

something negative about their poetry, they feel hurt. Pope gives the advice of 

Horace to the new poets. He asks them to wait for nine years before publishing a 

poem. The writers are unable to accept this advice. They ask Pope to make some 

corrections in their poem. They also try to bribe him. Some poets blackmail him.  

 

Second Part (lines 69 - 124) 

The second part of the poem talks about the dangers of being popular. Pope 

elaborates on the comparison of Midas. He ridicules the poetasters by using Midas 

image, which ultimately represents unreliability. Pope scolds a few poets like Colley, 

Harley, Bavius, Bishop Philips and Sappho. At this point Arbuthnot warns Pope not 

to use names in his poem. He advises Pope to be prudent. Arbuthnot ridicules Pope 

that he is twice as tall as Pope but he never uses any names. Pope is angry again. He 

is willing to be honest. He claims that he would not be called as cruel when he calls 

a fool as a fool. He then talks about how a few dramatists approach him to 



recommend scripts, which are rejected by the theatres and production companies. 

They all try to flatter Pope. Some say that Pope’s nose is like Ovid’s and they 

compare Pope with Hercules and Alexander the Great. Pope does not listen to such 

flattery. He calls himself as an ordinary man.  

 

Third Part (lines 125 - 146) 

This part talks about Pope’s life as a writer. He starts explaining why he writes. He 

says that he wrote not out of any compulsion. He found it hard to learn numbers but 

it is not hard for him to write poetry. Nobody asked him to write poetry but he did it 

by himself. He writes because his friends like Swift, Granville, Congreve and others 

enjoyed reading his poetry. He did not write poem for his personal reasons like 

loving his wife. Arbuthnot asks why Pope publishes his works. Pope says that 

because his friends enjoyed reading his poetry. They praised his works. Even Dryden 

encourages Pope to write and publish poems so Pope published them.  

 

Fourth Part (lines 147 - 260) 

Part IV of this poem discusses about why Pope attacks other poets through his satire. 

Pope says that he does not care a little for those who find fault with him. He calls 

them as donkeys and fools. He sometimes tried to be friendly with them. He tried to 

take them out for a dinner. In spite of all these some cheap critics criticizes him. 

Pope says that if their criticism is correct he would readily accept it. Pope satirizes 

Ambrose Philips. Ambrose is a plagiarist. He copies works from Greek literature 

and earns money. If he attempts to be original, he will not cross eight lines a year. 

Pope then criticizes Addison. Addison, according to Pope, is a genius. He is a good 

writer. His defect is that he wants to dominate the literary world. He thinks that he 

is the greatest of all writers. Pope calls Addison a coward, because Addison attacks 

many writers but he fears being attacked by them. Lord Halifax is attacked next. 

Lord Halifax loves being flattered. He helps the poetasters who flatter him.  

 

Fifth Part (lines 261 - 304) 

This part describes Pope’s current attitude towards life and career. Pope asks the 

poetasters to let him leave live in a peaceful manner. He says that he lives in debt. 

He is someone normal who prays to god regularly. He says that only liars will fear 

his satire and attacks. A man of good intention and honest behavior need not fear 

him.  

 

Sixth Part (lines 305 - 333) 

In this part, Pope attacks Lord Hervey in the name Sporus. When Arbuthnot hears 

the name Sporus, he starts scolding him. Sporus is a man who drinks the milk of a 

donkey. He is capable only of killing a butterfly with his wheels. He is such a 



senseless person that he is not able to distinguish satire and other kinds of poem. If 

Pope is a paragon of independent judgment, Hervey is a man who will say anything 

to please the people at court and in government. He values glamour, sensual 

pleasure, and social climbing. Hervey was also homosexual. Hervey is not only a 

man-woman but an animal-demon, a shape-changer, like Satan  

 

Seventh Part (lines 334 - 419) 

Part 7 is Pope’s final draft of his self-portrait, summing up the virtues he wants 

Arbuthnot to believe he has. Pope says that he has never been a worshipper of 

fortune. He is bold and courageous. He has never flattered anyone for selfish reasons. 

He attacks his enemies and critics. He claims that he was brought up well by his 

parents. His parents are peace loving. They are good citizens of England. They led 

a happy domestic life. Pope also wants to live a similar life. He concludes the poem 

by praying that Arbuthnot should lead a happy, peaceful and prosperous life.  

 

ANALYSIS  

Pope decided to write this epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot as a gratitude for the concern 

shown by the latter towards him. Arbuthnot had cautioned him about the possible 

dangers of naming people openly while ridiculing them, particularly the influential 

ones. Although pope responded to his concern in the form of this epistle but he did 

not show any sign of agreement with his concern. Pope took this occasion to express 

his fearlessness openly. He did not even avoid mentioning some people openly in 

this work as well whom he disliked. The only assurance he has given to the doctor 

is that he is not afraid of anyone and that he is satisfied with his own position in the 

society. He has also given some general philosophical ideas in the letter by 

mentioning the conduct of some people. For instance, he has talked against the 

tendency of people to flatter someone.  

 

CRITICAL PERSPECTIVE  

An epistle is a literary creation in the form of a letter. It is meant to be read by the 

person to whom it has been addressed as well as by the readers in general.  

This epistle was written by Pope to Dr. Arbuthnot. He has presented some varied 

views in the epistle. However, all the views have been presented to suggest that it 

was his duty to expose impudence and that he was not afraid of serious opposition 

if he was performing his duty as a writer.  

The structure of the letter is such that it could be divided into seven parts.  

Pope has used personal views, personal experiences, personal wishes and personal 

advices to convince Dr. Arbuthnot that the way he treated his satires was the best 

thing for him to do.  

Pope has established himself as a fearless and responsible writer through this epistle.  



 

 

CONCERNED FACTS  

‘John Arbuthnot’ to whom the epistle has been dedicated was a physician.  

Pope wrote this epistle after Arbuthnot had written to him about the lethal disease 

he was suffering from.  

It was published in 1735  

The poem includes 419 lines.  

It has been written in heroic couplets. 



P O E M  G U I D E

Alexander Pope: “Epistle to Dr.

Arbuthnot”
Did the poems of this 18th-century poet prefigure modern hip-hop rivalries?

BY  ST E P H A N I E  B U R T

The English poet Alexander Pope (like his favorite Latin poet, Horace) wrote many epistles,

verse-letters meant at once for particular friends and for his reading public. One of his best

—“Epistles to Several Persons: Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot” (1735)—is about being famous,

about the admiration, envy, and bile he found on opening his mail. Pope won fame in his

own time (and long afterward) as a master of balanced rhyming couplets: most poets used

them, but none as fluently as he did. One couplet can sound almost carefree, the next one

grave; one can sound righteously indignant, the next wryly bemused. And every transition

sounds just right.

Rappers call this “flow,” and it is one of several ways in which Pope’s epistles resemble hip-

hop hits. The 18th-century writer’s sense of history, tradition, and rhythm have little in

common with Nas or Atmosphere. And yet Pope’s rhymes—like theirs—pursue feuds,

thank allies, disparage enemies (whose attacks on him Pope sometimes expects us to know

about), answer (as we now say) player-haters, and show, in ringingly quotable style, how

Pope wished his audiences would see him.

In Pope’s own case those wishes include a neat paradox: to persuade us that he’s an

independent thinker and a man of moral integrity whom we should emulate, he also tries to

persuade us that he doesn’t care what we think of him. In pulling this off over the course of

the poem, Pope offers a self-portrait that shows us just what sort of man he is.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/stephanie-burt
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/archive/poet.html?id=5458
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/horace
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/archive/poem.html?id=174161


Born in 1688, the year England kicked out its king for being not-so-secretly Catholic, Pope

grew up as a Catholic at a time when Catholics were barred from many professions, subject

to punitive taxes, and banned from owning land near London. Afflicted in childhood with

tuberculosis of the bone, Pope never grew taller than four feet six; he also had frequent

headaches, joint pain, fatigue, and a spiraling hunchback. Kind parents encouraged his

talent for writing, as did the literary luminaries he met in his teens.

Pope lived in a great age of literary feuds, and soon found himself at their center. His first

big success, the Essay on Criticism (1708), embroiled him in his first controversy: this long,

clear, amusing poem about how to write poetry (taking cues from Horace) was attacked by

the volatile older critic John Dennis, who may have resented the young man’s nerve.

Financial security would not come until 15 years afterward, when Pope’s sale by

subscription of his translation of Homer’s Iliad did an end run around profit-taking

booksellers, much as when today’s rock or rap artists successfully set up their own labels.

Pope likely became the first poet in English who could comfortably live off his earnings

from his books.

By 1734 Pope was still famous, but his friends (or posse), nicknamed the Scriblerians, were

mostly dead, or ill, or stuck in Ireland (Jonathan Swift). Their vision of a peaceable, stable

England, with honest government and support for the arts, seemed a relic. Instead, Prime

Minister Robert Walpole ruled Parliament, masterminding his corrupt hold on power, and

King George II, who hated to read, reigned as monarch. (Sound familiar?)

Pope himself remained entangled in rivalries, pursued in privately circulated manuscripts

(like street tapes with answer songs) and in published verse. Such rivalries could get nasty:

the politically powerful Lord Hervey wrote that Pope’s “wretched little carcass” remained

“unkick’d” and “unslain” only because people took pity on Pope’s ugly body.

Pope attracted such attacks—a lot of them, in fact—because he specialized in satire,

attacking corrupt politicians, lousy poets, and even (by subtle implication) the king. Dr.

John Arbuthnot—a Scriblerian himself, a longtime friend of Pope’s, and a physician—had
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asked Pope in a private letter to moderate his satires, especially to stop naming those names

that might land him in jail. Arbuthnot was, as Pope knew, quite ill: a published response to

him would need to make Arbuthnot look good, and Pope sound grateful for, if not

humbled by, Arbuthnot’s concern. It would need to explain why Pope wrote satire and

sometimes named names. It would need to convey Pope’s moral outrage at the injustices of

his age and the shallowness of his fellow fame-seeking writers, and it would have to refute

the charge—implied both by Arbuthnot’s friendly caution and by Pope’s seriously enraged

detractors—that Pope took undue pride in his own fame.

Published just weeks before the doctor died, Pope’s epistle did all of this with humor and

force. Long by our standards (though not by Pope’s), the 419-line poem becomes easier to

follow if you think of it as having seven parts. Part One (lines 1–68) begins with the poet

overwhelmed by fake admirers: “Shut, shut the door, good John! fatigu’d I said, / Tye up the

knocker, say I’m sick, I’m dead”—anything to shoo the fame-seekers with their countless

manuscripts (today they would be demo tapes) away from his country retreat at

Twickenham, where alcoholic clerics, idle lords, and lunatics traveled far out of their way to

show him their poems, he complained:

     What walls can guard me, or what shades can hide?

They pierce my thickets, through my grot [grotto] they glide . . .

All fly to Twit’nam, and in humble strain

Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. (lines 7–8, 21–22)

Exaggerating for comic effect, Pope’s lines jostle like the crowds of wannabes who block his

path and devour his time. What can Pope do (he asks his friend) about these people, who

figuratively (if not literally) make him sick?

     Friend to my life! (which did not you prolong,

The world had wanted many an idle song)

What drop or nostrum can this plague remove?

Or which must end me, a fool’s wrath or love?

A dire dilemma! either way I’m sped,

If foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead.

Seiz’d and tied down to judge, how wretched I!



Who can’t be silent, and who will not lie;

To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace,

And to be grave, exceeds all pow’r of face. (lines 27–36)

“Drop or nostrum” means, roughly, “drug or prescription”; “sped” means “done for.” The

obvious cure—to praise and assist the bad poets—would be worse than the disease, since it

would involve telling lies. Pope cannot even listen in respectful silence: he would crack up

—the poetry is that bad. Forced to say something, Pope offers advice from Horace, who told

would-be writers to wait nine years before circulating their poems:

I sit with sad civility, I read

With honest anguish, and an aching head;

And drop at last, but in unwilling ears,

This saving counsel, “Keep your piece nine years.” (lines 36–40)

Rather than heed Pope’s words, the bad poets ask him to fix their bad poems. One implores

him: “The piece, you think, is incorrect: why, take it, / I’m all submission, what you’d have

it, make it.” (lines 45–46) Another offers to split the profits that his play in verse will surely

make, once Pope agrees to rewrite it (in lines 55–68: “snacks” means “50-50”). These

haplessly persistent writers seek not artistic merit nor literary wisdom, but the commercial

success Pope’s involvement could bring.

If the first section of the poem considered the inconveniences of fame, Part Two (lines 69–

124) will consider its supposed dangers. “Good friend forbear! you deal in dang’rous things;

/ I’d never name Queens, Ministers or Kings,” the poet imagines the doctor saying, as if he

were in the room (lines 75–76). Pope answers the doctor by telling jokes and shrugging off

the risks of making enemies. If he faced real danger, his named targets would care enough

about what Pope said to retaliate against him, or take it to heart and reform their ways. If

the bad playwright Codrus, for example, truly felt hurt by Pope’s criticisms, he would stop

writing plays; since he doesn’t, he must not feel the barbs, and so would have no reason to

want to hurt Pope:



     You think this cruel? take it for a rule,

No creature smarts so little as a fool.

Let peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee break,

Thou unconcern’d canst hear the mighty crack:

Pit, box, and gall’ry in convulsions hurl’d,

Thou stand’st unshook amidst a bursting world. (lines 83–88)

Pope pays ironic tribute to the endurance (stronger than Samson!) of terrible playwrights,

who shrug off criticism that would demolish smarter, more self-aware folk. The same is

true, Pope says, for other sorts of bad writers, who are as obliviously industrious as spiders,

and whose lines will last no longer than spiders’ webs:

Who shames a scribbler? break one cobweb through,

He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew;

Destroy his fib or sophistry, in vain,

The creature’s at his dirty work again;

Thron’d in the centre of his thin designs;

Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines!

Whom have I hurt? has poet yet, or peer,

Lost the arch’d eye-brow, or Parnassian sneer? (lines 89–96)

(“Parnassian” means having to do with the muses, and hence characteristic of exalted

poetry.) Pope continues his clever belittling by sometimes giving real names and sometimes

classical pseudonyms for living individuals whom he has previously satirized—all (he jokes)

indifferent to what he has said. (“Sappho,” here, is Mary Wortley Montagu, a poet and

friend of Pope’s until she started collaborating on poems with Lord Hervey.)

In claiming that he is in no danger, Pope is mostly kidding. He (and Arbuthnot) knew that

bad writers and titled lords could feel injured enough by Pope’s critiques to attack him—

even if they hadn’t taken those critiques to heart. (In fact, Pope felt sufficiently afraid that

after he published Dunciad [1728–29], he walked around London protected by two loaded

pistols and a Great Dane.) Pope’s jokes here about his writings’ reception show a facet of his

character—his determination to say what he believes. His real worries, he claims, come not

from enemies but from slavish fake friends, who flatter him with absurd comparisons: “I

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/archive/poet.html?id=81411


cough like Horace, and though lean, am short” (line 116). (Horace was short and fat.)

Vexed by these fawning portraits, Pope offers as an alternative a summary of his writing life,

which constitutes Part Three (lines 125–146). “Why did I write? what sin to me unknown /

Dipt me in Ink, my Parents’ or my own?” No poet knows the true answer to that question,

and most poets think they have no choice:

I lisp’d in numbers, for the numbers came.

I left no Calling for this idle trade,

No Duty broke, no Father disobeyed.

The Muse but serv’d to ease some Friend, not Wife,

To help me thro’ this long Disease, my Life,

To second, Arbuthnot! the Art and Care,

And teach, the Being you preserv’d, to bear. (lines 126–134)

The verse slows down and the syntax becomes much simpler, because at this point Pope

isn’t kidding at all. He reminds us that he is physically and legally unable to enter many

other trades, and that the kind of poetry he writes (the same kind Horace wrote) can “help”

and “teach” the soul to “bear” life’s moral dilemmas and mental strain, much as a doctor can

repair bodily health. Pope didn’t ask for special authority—he simply couldn’t help writing

poetry, and then discovered that people wanted to read it.

Nor, sometimes, could Pope help defending his poems when attacked. Part Four (lines 147–

260) considers individuals who have criticized or denounced Pope’s poetry. The first set of

critics puzzle Pope because they attacked his inoffensive early poems about the beauty of the

seasons: here Pope suggests to Arbuthnot that whatever he does, he will be attacked by

someone (so why not write satire? why not say what he thinks?). He also suggests that his

early opponents were “mad” (crazy) or just out for money.

The next opponents are textual editors, who catch petty mistakes and “live on syllables,”

with no sense of what makes people—or poems—good. (They clashed with Pope over his

edition of Shakespeare: some of them, though Pope will not admit it, were right.) Other

enemies (lines 173–191) are simply incensed that Pope won’t boost their plagiarized or



pretentious works. Then there are more significant opponents, such as Joseph Addison

(“Atticus,” lines 192–214), once a friend and a talented essayist, now deluded by his own

posse into thinking himself infallible, and so a bad example for other writers. There is the

affluent, pretentious Bufo (lines 215–244), whose name means “toad,” and who expects

servility from the writers he funds:

His library (where busts of poets dead

And a true Pindar stood without a head,)

Receiv’d of wits an undistinguish’d race,

Who first his judgment ask’d, and then a place:

Much they extoll’d his pictures, much his seat,

And flatter’d ev’ry day, and some days eat:

Till grown more frugal in his riper days,

He paid some bards with port, and some with praise,

To some a dry rehearsal was assign’d,

And others (harder still) he paid in kind. (lines 235–244)

Bufo is proud to own an ancient sculpture of the Greek poet Pindar, but the sculpture is

headless—that is, brainless, like Bufo. “Undistinguished” writers ask Bufo for his opinions

(“judgment”) but what they really want from him is a job (“a place”); unable to keep giving

these flatterers money, Bufo has begun to reward them only with drink, or with praise as

insincere as theirs, or (worse yet) with his own bad poems.

These people (Bufo, Addison/Atticus, and others) inhabited a literary scene where most

poets survived by being independently wealthy, or by accepting support from people who

were, or by writing for the London stage (which made them dependent on promoters,

actors, and first-night gossip). This world of cliques and claques, of selfish aristocrats and

self-important literary arbiters, is even worse, Pope reminds us, because it fails to support

poets who (in Pope’s view) deserve it the most; poets such as John Dryden, whose big

funeral—but not whose writing—such types were willing to fund. Nor did the Bufos of this

world support Pope’s friend and fellow Scriblerian John Gay, who died young and relatively

“neglected.”

These indignant attacks on his worldly enemies reinforce the importance that Pope places
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on a poet’s retaining intellectual independence—and, if he can, financial independence,

thus avoiding having to grovel or lie. You don’t have to be rich to write well, Pope implies—

most poets need to make money somehow—but you do have to write what you think,

rather than parrot what other people think in order to earn their praise and pounds sterling.

Pope here connects financial to intellectual independence, and intellectual independence to

aesthetic success.

That connection becomes explicit in Part Five (lines 261–304), in which Pope describes his

current attitude toward his career and his life. The money Pope made might have made him

a magnet for the fools and wannabes described in Part One, but at least it let him avoid

taking anyone’s orders:

     Oh let me live my own! and die so too!

(“To live and die is all I have to do:”)

Maintain a poet’s dignity and ease,

And see what friends, and read what books, I please.

Above a patron, though I condescend

Sometimes to call a minister my friend:

I was not born for courts or great affairs;

I pay my debts, believe, and say my pray’rs;

Can sleep without a poem in my head,

Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead. (lines 261–270)

Pope imagines himself “above” aristocrats and government officials (“ministers”), reversing

the social hierarchy. Since he has more independence than they do, he is also “above” full-

time literary critics (such as Dennis), and he writes as well as he does because his work

acknowledges that the basic moral obligations of life are more important than the beauties

of verse, and far more important than the rank and status assigned by the court.

Pope’s artistic and moral gifts lead overeager readers to pester him constantly about when

his next poem will appear, and to attribute others’ works to him (lines 271–282). And those

gifts, in these times, leave him no choice but to write satire: to denounce any prominent

figure “[w]ho loves a Lye, lame slander helps about, / Who writes a Libel, or who copies

out” (that is, who makes, or spreads, false accusations) (lines 289–290).



Call it the Spider-Man principle: with great power comes great responsibility, and with

great verbal powers come, Pope argues, the responsibility to rebuke impudence and uncover

sleaze. (“A lash like mine, no honest man shall dread / But all such babbling blockheads in

his stead”). This principle justifies Pope’s earlier satires (the ones that made the doctor

nervous); it also justifies his sketches of Addison, and Bufo, and others mocked in Parts

Three and Four.

The same principle justifies Part Six, a famously angry portrait of Lord Hervey (“Sporus”)

(lines 305–333). Hervey looks unimportant, effeminate, and flighty, so much so that

Arbuthnot (imagined, again, as in the room) asks Pope not to bother to mock him. In fact,

though, Lord Hervey represents the very worst of his age:

Satire or sense, alas! can Sporus feel?

Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel?

Yet let me flap [swat] this Bug with gilded wings,

This painted Child of Dirt that stinks and stings;

Whose Buzz the Witty and the Fair annoys,

Yet Wit ne’er tastes, and Beauty ne’er enjoys,

So well-bred Spaniels civilly delight

In mumbling of the Game they dare not bite. (lines 307–314)

If Pope is a paragon of independent judgment, Hervey is a nadir of servility, a man who will

say (and write) anything to please the people (at court and in government) whose approval

he craves. He values glamour, sensual pleasure, and social climbing—all traits and habits

that Pope’s verse has denounced. Hervey was also homosexual, a fact not ignored in Pope’s

verse. If Hervey could go after Pope’s hunchback, Pope may have reasoned, then Pope could

go after Hervey’s sex life. The original “Sporus” was the Emperor Nero’s male concubine,

whose sexual tastes the obedient and “impotent” Hervey (in this portrait) shares; he is “now

Master up, now Miss, / And he himself one vile antithesis. . . . Now . . . a Lady, and now . .

. a Lord.” (lines 324–329) This most fervent of Pope’s attacks also contains the poem’s only

triple rhyme (lines 323–325), as if to emphasize what he thought of as Sporus’ special



depravity, his way of being neither one thing nor the other, but a sleazy neither-and-both.

Hervey is not only a man-woman but an animal-demon, a shape-changer, like Satan:

Eve’s tempter thus the rabbins have express’d,

A cherub’s face, a reptile all the rest;

Beauty that shocks you, parts that none will trust,

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dust. (lines 330–334)

This is exactly the sort of aggressive verse-portrait (though thinly disguised by the “Sporus”

pseudonym) that Arbuthnot had cautioned Pope not to write. By placing it here, Pope tells

Arbuthnot that he will go on denouncing whatever vice he sees. Pope also implies that he

carries off such attacks not for fun (though he clearly relishes them), much less for revenge,

but as a necessary consequence of his independent character. In the last of his attacks, Pope

is more than ever compelled to speak his mind.

Part Seven (lines 335–419, with some digressions) is Pope’s final draft of his self-portrait,

summing up the virtues he wants Arbuthnot (and us) to believe he has. He is “not proud,

nor servile”; he writes “not for fame, but virtue’s bitter end”. He shrugs off “distant threats

of vengeance” (line 348). He has had to endure more serious problems, among them the

death of his father. No wonder he does not much care what his society thinks.

And yet he cares enough to ask what people are going to say at his death. He hopes, and

believes, that if they know him rightly, they will say

That Flatt’ry, even to Kings, he held a shame,

And thought a Lye in Verse or Prose the same:

That not in Fancy’s Maze he wander’d long;

But stoop’d to Truth, and moraliz’d his song. (lines 338–341)

That is, Pope chose to use his gifts for “Truth,” lauding the good and trying to shame the

bad. Lest we think him too stern, Pope then describes his softer, kinder virtues. He has

helped—with money, and with companionship—former enemies, such as the elderly

Dennis: “Foe to his Pride, but Friend to his distress.” Taking his example from his mild



father, Pope refrained from replying to the sometimes scurrilous imputations described in

lines 374–380, even when booksellers passed off fakes as his own work.

Pope’s uprightness has everything to do with his artistic merit. He writes satire in the service

of virtue – not simply self-defense. In doing so, his poetry can preserve the names of true

friends: “Unspotted Names, and memorable long, / If there be Force in Virtue, or in Song”

(lines 386–387). Such balanced lines, with their paired adjectives (unspotted, memorable)

and nouns (virtue, song), imply that the first part of each pair informs the second: things

that are unspotted, virtuous, deserve to be remembered; virtue merits song. (Many of Pope’s

couplets use pairings in similar ways.)

Last among the virtuous names comes the poet’s late father, a paragon of unpretentious

uprightness:

Unlearn’d, he knew no Schoolman’s subtle Art,

No language, but the Language of the Heart. . . .

His Life, tho’ long, to sickness past unknown,

His Death was instant, and without a groan.

O grant me thus to live, and thus to die!

Who sprung from Kings shall know less joy than I. (lines 398–405)

This last portrait lets Pope, so often angry and indignant, conclude on a note of dignified

praise—and with an allusion to his own frailty. The chronically ill poet knew plenty of

groans; his impossible prayer shows him grateful to live at all, and indifferent (again) to

social status. Pope then prays to “extend a Mother’s breath . . . And keep a while one parent

from the sky” (line 413). Pope’s mother was alive in 1731, when he first drafted these

particular lines, and he seems to have decided that they fit his later epistle too well to be

altered; he did, after all, take care of his mother for years. Those hopes for her health form a

bridge to his prayer for the recovery of “my Friend,” the doctor, though “that Blessing”

(health for Arbuthnot) “belongs to Heav’n” (lines 418–419). And there it ends.

Pope has justified himself to his friend by explaining his whole career—and sliced up a few

rivals at the same time. If the poem works for you (and not everyone likes it; not everyone



liked Pope), you will find its exaggerations funny and sympathetic, and its claims about

Pope’s fame credible. You might even enjoy Pope’s sense of his own powers: his thinly

concealed delight in how he can use words to recommend virtue and to cast shame on

people who do wrong. Reading it, it’s hard not to discover in Pope a confident, loyal friend;

a talented, overworked professional writer; a man who has to defend himself amid a busy,

backstabbing literary scene; a model of filial piety; and a sentiment familiar in any era: don’t

hate the player—hate the game.
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Analysis of Alexander Pope’s Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot 

              Alexander Pope spent some time considering the choice of form for his late-career 

rebuttal of those who had most demeaned him in print. He selected a poetic letter, Epistle to Dr. 

Arbuthnot (1734), which later critics would deem a rhetorical masterpiece. Because Arbuthnot 

held the public‘s esteem, his choice as the ostensible recipient of Pope‘s remarks proved brilliant 

strategy, as it lent instant credibility to Pope‘s words. In its originally published form, the poem 

did not contain dialogue by Arbuthnot, once a royal physician, a spirited member of the Martinus 

Scriblerus Club, and one of Pope‘s best friends. When the poem was published in Warburton‘s 

1751 edition, the form most familiar to readers, Arbuthnot‘s direct remarks had been introduced, 

changing the form from epistle to dramatic dialogue. 

Arbuthnot apparently had urged Pope to take aim at his detractors, applying the ―lash‖ 

represented by satire. In 1733 when his friend lay close to death, Pope decided to act on his 

urging. The 18th century considered satire a desirable form of social punishment, believing it 

might actually lead the subject to change his ways. However, as Pope began to understand late in 

his career, such change rarely occurred. He writes in this poem of some of his own satire, 

particularly that found in The Dunciad (1728), ―You think this cruel? Take it for a rule, / No 

creature smarts so little as a Fool,‖ to which he adds, 

          Who shames a Scribler? Break one cobweb thro‘, 

He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew; 

Destroy his Fib, or Sophistry; in vain, 

The Creature‘s at his dirty work again; 

Thron‘d in the Centre of his thin designs; 

Proud of a vast Extent of fl imsy lines. (89–94) 

           While Pope suffered various criticisms over his lifetime to which he skillfully reacted, the 

year 1733 yielded some of the more vicious attacks. Once Pope‘s friend, Mary Wortley 

Montague took offense at Pope‘s unfounded comment about her in his The First Satire of the 

Second Book of Horace (ll. 83–84), joining Lord John Hervey to publish the vitriolic Verses 

Addressed to the Imitator of Horace (1733). Montague had in truth been provoked to take action. 

However, Hervey, an effeminate unpopular courtier and adviser to Queen Caroline, made 

assumptions regarding some of Pope‘s allusions with no true evidence they pertained to him. He 

published on his own a second attack on Pope during 1733 titled Epistle to a Doctor of Divinity 

from a Nobleman at Hampton Court. Pope would characterize Hervey in subsequent work as 

Lord Fanny, while Montague appeared under her own name, as well as the name Sappho. Pope 

included Lord Fanny among the dunce poetasters in his satires, most specifically in the The 

Dunciad. 

               Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot opens in an even tone with a small vignette with which most 

readers could identify. The speaker urges his friend to sit quietly and talk with him, as they hide 
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from public concerns: ―Shut, shut the door, good John! fatigu‘d I said, / Tye up the knocker, say 

I‘m sick, I‘m dead.‖ The speaker engages ―John‖ with a rendition of his troubles, as his attackers 

seem to be able to find him no matter where he goes, even in his beloved grotto: ―They pierce 

my Thickets, thro‘ my Grot they glide.‖ The vague they later becomes quite specifi c, as Pope 

takes on many individuals who had caused him confl ict, both by name and allusion. They 

include the Reverend Laurence Eusden, poet and clergyman, whose drunkenness while serving 

as poet laureate became legendary; James Moore Smythe, who adopted some of Pope‘s work 

into poorly written drama and joined the dunces in their attacks; Edmund Curll, who published 

unauthorized work by others as well as notorious literature; and Bernard Lintot, a publisher of 

most of Pope‘s early writing. However, Pope reserves his most skillfully expressed and 

contained fury for those weak opportunistic individuals who claimed most publicly to be poets: 

               And has not Colly still his Lord, and Whore: 

His Butchers Henley, his Free-masons Moor? 

Does not one Table Bavius still admit? 

Still to one Bishop Philips seem a Wit? 

Still Sapho—‖Hold! For God-sake—you‘ll offend; 

―No Names—be calm—learn Prudence of a Friend.‖ (97–102) 

                In this passage, the voice of Arbuthnot interrupts Pope as he names Sapho, whom all 

readers would recognize as Montague. However, his satire emphasizes the fact that the other 

names he has used would be just as well recognized. His subjects include ―Colly,‖ or Colley 

Cibber, long Pope‘s deserved target and an actor, playwright, and eventual poet laureate, the hero 

of The Dunciad; John Henley, an orator who publicly held forth on unsuitable topics; ―Moor,‖ 

James Moore Smythe, known for his practice of freemasonry; ―Bavius,‖ a catch-all label, 

actually a poet who attacked Virgil and Homer, an act ridiculous in the extreme; and Ambrose 

Philips, minor poet and dramatist who served the archbishop of Armagh, Dr. Hugh Boulter, as 

secretary. The incorporation of Bavius proves an exceptional rhetorical strategy, as Pope places 

himself in the company of Virgil and Homer by extension. 

               Pope next discusses why he became a poet, inserting the now-famous line ―I lisp‘d in 

Numbers, for the Numbers came‖ (128), where the term numbers refers to meter in poetry. His 

description makes clear that poetry came naturally to him, by instinct, something he argued as far 

more important than training in his Essay on Criticism. He balances his attacks on the dullards 

with praise for those he considers exemplary poets, such as Virgil; George Granville, Lord 

Lansdowne, who served Queen Anne as secretary of war, and to whom Pope dedicated Windsor 

Forest; William Walsh, a poet and critic who encouraged Pope in his youth; Sir Samuel Garth, 

author of The Dispensary (1699), a satiric poem on apothecaries that Pope enjoyed; the 

playwright William Congreve; his friends the poets Jonathan Swift and John Gay; and the 

celebrated John Dryden, among others. He next engages in self-censure when he writes that he at 

first wrote purely descriptive poetry, lacking ―Sense,‖ or meaning, comparing himself to Lord 

Hervey. He notes that the critics, whose advice he meekly attempted to follow, had never written 
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a word of poetry themselves. How then could they claim to evaluate John Milton and 

Shakespeare, much less the work of Pope and his contemporaries? His narrative notes that he 

learned from others, particularly Joseph Addison, esteemed poet and essayist with whom Pope 

had a brief falling out, but would later write of in a more positive manner. Here Pope inserts a 

description of Addison that became one of the most famous lines of poetry written in the English 

language, when he describes him as one who tends to ―Damn with faint praise‖ (201), wounding, 

rather than striking. Addison had publicly criticized Pope for his satiric ―strokes‖ against John 

Dennis, whose badnatured criticism Pope had attacked. Pope also takes on those poets who write 

only to praise certain patrons, labeling such a patron Bufo, the Latin word for ―toad.‖ 

                Most important to Pope is to make clear that he would not use poetry simply to attack a 

worthy individual who had wounded his vanity, as his enemies had him: ―Curst be the Verse, 

how well soe‘er it fl ow, / That tends to make one worthy Man my foe‖ (183– 184). A dunce is 

one ―Who reads but with a Lust to mis-apply, / Make Satire a Lampoon, and Fiction, Lye.‖ 

However, ―A Lash like mine no honest man shall dred, / But all such babbling blockheads in his 

stead‖ (303– 304). Then he includes the lines later attributed to Arbuthnot that caused some 

critics to believe Pope took advantage of his friend by placing in his mouth words he probably 

would not utter. The poem‘s speaker mentions Sporus, or Lord Hervey, as one who should 

tremble in fear that Pope might satirize him. Arbuthnot replies, 

―. . . What? That Thing of silk, Sporus, 

that mere white Curd of Ass‘s milk? 

Satire or Sense alas! Can Sporus feel? 

Who breaks a Butterfl y upon a Wheel?‖ (305–309) 

               Pope provides a spirited answer to Arbuthnot‘s protest, explaining just why such 

poetasters do deserve his lash. The low quality of their work remains obvious to the trained eye, 

but they take advantage of the public by establishing themselves as experts. He concludes that 

group of lines with a description of Sporus, whose ―virtues‖ even prove repulsive: ―Beauty that 

shocks you, Parts that none will trust, / Wit that can creep, and Pride that licks the dust‖ (332–

33). He continues to blast Hervey as a libeler and a Plagiarist. Worse yet, Hervey had viciously 

attacked Pope‘s family and his heritage, characterizing his parents as having weak characters 

when the opposite proved true. Pope‘s mother lived to read their vindication in her son‘s poem; 

she died at age 93, shortly after its publication. The fi nal lines close the poem with a reverent 

tone in acknowledging Pope‘s dear friend‘s illness and wishing him the best, a method modeled 

after that of Horace. 

        Of this much published and repeated poem, Samuel Johnon would write: 

             The Epistle to Arbuthnot, . . . is a performance consisting, as it seems, of many 

fragments wrought into one design, which by this union of scattered beauties contains more 

striking paragraphs than could probably have been brought together into an occasional work. As 



there is no stronger motive to exertion than self-defence, no part has more elegance, spirit, or 

dignity than the poet‘s vindication of his own character. 

            While one requires references to understand fully the identities of Pope‘s targets and the 

context in which they wrote, the beauty and skill of his expression remain obvious. Alexander 

Pope believed in the power of poetry, supported by a man‘s character, to reveal the truth. He 

took great offense at those who used it for dastardly purposes. Unfortunately for them, he 

expressed that offense in a manner guaranteeing their deeds would live in infamy, long after their 

words had been forgotten. 

COMMENTARY 

                      Pope advertises the fact that his poem is a patchwork or hybrid, created from 

several existing fragments and versions [37]. As the poem emerges from various levels of 

publicity – private notes, manuscript circulation, miscellany fragment, letter – so it is about the 

various forms of publicity which writing and writers have to engage with. In his ‗Advertisement‘ 

Pope gives as the occasion for publication two verse attacks on him: Verses Address‘d to the 

Imitator … of Horace, compiled in ‗witty fornication‘ (Pope‘s phrase) between Lady Mary 

Wortley Montagu and Lord Hervey, and Hervey‘s Epistle to a Doctor of Divinity from a 

Nobleman at Hampton Court which transgressed the boundaries of public and private in that they 

attacked not only his writing (‗of which being publick the Publick judge‘), but his ‗Person, 

Morals, and Family‘ (TE IV: 95) [36]. The poem is, on the other hand, addressed to a dying 

friend, and acts as a testimony to that mutual regard. The most obviously autobiographical of 

Pope‘s poems, it gives not only a defence of his stance as a writer but a beautifully imagined 

mythic account of his parentage. Not introspective in the manner of Wordsworth, it defines a 

personal space which is always under pressure from the selfish probing of the Dunces, but also 

always made meaningful by the presence of the virtuous. 

                   In some ways, the poem is a miniature, personalised Dunciad, with the itch for 

writing destabilizing all manner of propriety – class, gender, the bourgeois ethics of trade – and 

invading not just Westminster but Twickenham, a place of holy retirement. Paradoxically, the 

poem opens with the repeated word ‗Shut‘. Private space is all too permeable, as Pope 

characterises it: 

                    What Walls can guard me, or what Shades can hide 

They pierce my Thickets, thro‘ my Grot they glide, 

By land, by water, they renew the charge, 

They stop the Chariot, and they board the Barge. (Arb, 7–10) 

                   Partly this is comic exaggeration, the first means of rebutting Hervey‘s assertions 

that Pope was a friendless outcast: he has only too many socalled ‗friends‘ (a more lasting 

answer to the charge is registered by the pervasive dialogue with the true friend Arbuthnot, and 

by the catalogue of those by whom he is ‗belov‘d‘ at 135–44). It is also partly designed to 



idealise the ambiguous space which the poem creates, an ‗at home‘ with Alexander Pope, offered 

to Arbuthnot/the reader rather than seized by some Dunce (some of the poem‘s contrary 

depictions of space oddly resemble those in Eloisa to Abelard). ‗Twit‘nam‘, as Pope familiarly 

names his home, may be besieged by refugees from Parnassus (home of the Muses), or Bedlam 

(the London madhouse) – it is hard to tell the difference, Pope imlies – but poetry itself can offer 

alternative versions of representative space. The trouble with the Dunces is that not only do they 

not respect other people‘s privacy, but they do not respect their own. The drunk parson, ‗maudlin 

poetess‘ and ‗rhyming peer‘ who beset Pope for advice (‗to keep them mad or vain‘, Arb, 22) 

are by definition ‗wrong‘ as writers; aspirant poets should not give up the day job (15–26). 

Indeed, poetic aspirations are cruelly in contrast to material needs: the ‗Man of Rhyme‘ who 

walks so casually forth on Sundays and is ‗happy‘ to catch Pope ‗just at Dinner-time‘ is only in 

jovial mood because he cannot be arrested for debt on a Sunday and Pope will give him a meal 

(Arb, 11–14); another is incongruously ‗Lull‘d by soft Zephyrs thro‘ the broken Pane‘ (Arb, 41), 

and finds himself ‗Oblig‘d by hunger and Request of friends‘ (Arb, 43) to publish, in Pope‘s 

snigger at the way writers pretend to have been encouraged into print by zealous friends. In a 

succinctly modulated example, ‗Three things another‘s modest wishes bound,/My Friendship, 

and a Prologue, and ten Pound‘ (Arb, 47–8). In many ways, Pope argues, opposition is better 

than this kind of friendship, and Pope recalls the opening lines of the poem by getting rid of the 

most importunate and impoverished (in every sense) Dunce: ‗Glad of a quarrel, strait I clap the 

door,/Sir, let me see your works and you no more‘ (Arb, 67–8). 

                  Better, Pope argues, a foe who can actually bite than a flatterer whose spittle might 

infect one (106). The desire for opposition continues into a comic self-portrait which deals with 

the Hervey-Montagu charge that Pope‘s deformity represented his deformed mind (they write: 

‗with the Emblem of thy crooked Mind,/Mark‘d on thy back, like Cain, by God‘s own hand‘: 

Barnard 1973: 272) by constructing a composite statue of bizarre flattery through which Pope‘s 

self-knowledge can shine through: 

                   There are, who to my Person pay their court, 

I cough like Horace, and tho‘ lean, am short, 

Ammon‘s great Son one shoulder had too high, 

Such Ovid‘s nose, and ―Sir! you have an Eye-‖ 

Go on, obliging Creatures, make me see 

All that disgrac‘d my Betters, met in me: (Arb, 115–20) 

                      Pope is not to be won by flattery any more than he is to be hurt by ridicule of his 

‗wretched little Carcase‘ (Hervey/Montagu, in Barnard 1973: 271) [184–5]. 

                    Beyond physique lies personality, and Pope leads us inside to a moment of 

questioning which links poetic with personal origins: ‗Why did I write what sin to me 

unknown/Dipt me in Ink, my Parents‘, or my own ‘ (Arb, 125–6). This parody of baptism, with 

its overtones of original sin, is immediately redeemed by the image of Pope as the poet who is 



born, not made: ‗As yet a Child, nor yet a Fool to Fame,/I lisp‘d in Numbers, for the Numbers 

came‘ (Arb, 127–8). Poetry comes naturally to Pope, and unlike the pestilential Dunces of the 

opening lines, Pope ‗left no Calling for this idle trade,/No duty broke, no Father dis-obey‘d‘ 

(Arb, 129–30). The ‗idle trade‘ suggests that Pope‘s ‗Muse‘ is not tainted by anything so sordid 

as money, functioning ‗merely‘ for private consumption, seconding the palliative care of Dr 

Arbuthnot – ‗To help me thro‘ this long, Disease, my Life‘ (Arb, 132). Pope finds a way of 

converting the disease/life link which his enemies highlighted into a celebratory union between 

poetry and medicine, poet and doctor: a sort of self-protecting circle to which we gain privileged 

access. The circle is widened, as it must be, when Pope goes on to ask ‗But why then publish ‘ 

(Arb, 135). The answer is that the publication that matters has already happened, for Pope‘s early 

friends would all ‗tell me I could write‘ (Arb, 136): the list of early critics (Granville, Walsh, 

Garth, Congreve, Swift and so on) is here arranged in a decorous gallery of supporters who 

combine private friendship with a sort of publication circle. The request of such friends to 

publish (in contradistinction to the hack‘s imaginary friends at 44) cannot be denied. 

                   Surmounting ‗venal‘ critics like Gildon and Dennis by not answering them (151–4), 

and ‗verbal‘ critics such as Theobald and Bentley by converting their pedantic attention to trifles 

into a sort of curious insect life such as a man of taste might observe in a museum (169–70), 

Pope leads to the first of the three satiric portraits which, with the contrasting selfportraits, form 

the argumentative core of the poem. In a vast conditional sentence (beginning ‗were there One‘, 

Arb, 193), Pope sketches a different and more important kind of literary corruption. This ‗One‘ 

has everything going for him, in the same way that Pope has: ‗Blest with each Talent and each 

Art to please/And born to write, converse, and live with ease‘ (Arb, 195–6). His problem is a 

self-regarding authority which can make no authentic contact with anyone outside himself, 

especially anyone who resembles himself: 

                        Shou‘d such a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate for Arts that caus‘d himself to rise; (Arb, 197–200) 

                     His critical views are not open (whether positive or negative) but poisonously 

covert: ‗Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer,/ And without sneering, teach the rest to 

sneer‘ (Arb, 201–2); like the Dunces whose open enmity is better than false friendship, and 

unlike Pope, this ‗One‘ is compromised by combinations of qualities which are mutually 

corrupting: 

                      Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike; 

Alike reserv‘d to blame, or to commend, 

A tim‘rous foe, and a suspicious friend … (Arb, 203–6) 



                     He is throned (like the hack/spider of 89–94), self-pleasing amid his own flattery: 

‗Like Cato, give his little Senate laws,/And sit attentive to his own applause‘ (Arb, 209–10). The 

Cato reference hints at the identity which Pope is about to reveal: ‗Who but must laugh, if such a 

man there be /Who would not weep, if Atticus were he!‘ (Arb, 213– 14). As with the two other 

portraits, Pope does not quite reveal identity: Atticus is close enough to ‗Addison‘ [18] for the 

identification to be obvious, yet as Pope has promised in the Advertisement a decent veil is 

retained. But as Pope‘s note to these lines suggest there is a complex argument going on here 

about publicity, for the portrait was already in controversial circulation as an example of Pope‘s 

ingratitude to friends; Pope is here constructing a sort of reverse self-portrait in which aspects 

ascribed to his own personality (jealousy, secretiveness, fear) are corralled into an alter ego who 

can be contrasted with his own self-image to follow. The manner of the lines‘ insertion here, as a 

satiric set-piece, also exemplifies the art of satiric characterisation which Pope‘s Addison was 

too timid to engage in. 

                    Sandwiched between this portrait and the next is a segment contrasting Pope‘s 

position with Addison‘s. Pope established his contrary kingdom precisely in the absence of 

clubbish courts: 

I sought no homage from the Race that write; 

I kept, like Asian Monarchs, from their sight: 

Poems I heeded (now be-rym‘d so long) 

No more than Thou, great GEORGE! a Birth-day Song. (Arb, 219–22) 

                Pope‘s ‗Asian Monarchs‘ are greater, nearer God‘s invisibility, than Addison‘s jealous 

‗Turk‘ (Arb, 218), and the further ironic comparison with George II, a supremely insolent piece 

of chumminess, pointedly conjoins the false and empty world of routine panegyric (the fulsome 

odes the Poet Laureate, Cibber, was supposed to produce each year for the philistine George) 

with the flattery which Pope has already rejected. 

             Flattery is for patrons, and in the ‗Bufo‘ section (231–48) Pope changes the register into 

amused condescension towards the desperate scramble for reward which the patronage system 

engendered. Another throned figure (‗Proud, as Apollo on his forked hill,/Sate full-blown Bufo, 

puff‘d by ev‘ry quill‘; Arb, 231–2), the bloated Bufo is ‗Fed with soft Dedication all day long‘ in 

a glorious transformation of the written word into pre-digested baby-food. Bufo (the latin name 

means ‗Toad‘, for Pope is stepping up his abusiveness) likes it, in a more dangerous way than 

Addison. Bufo is a caricature of noble patrons who modelled their largesse on the Roman noble 

Maecenas who gave Horace the Sabine farm on which he could display his independence. For 

Pope, whose Twickenham version of the Sabine farm had been won not from patronage but from 

the Homer translation, this reciprocity no longer applied and the description of one‘s patron as a 

latterday Maecenas was simply a cheap cliché (‗Horace and he went hand in hand in song‘, Arb, 

234). Again, the language is one of politeness and poetic aspiration, but what the poets really 

want is cash, or food: the poets ‗first his Judgment ask‘d, and then a Place‘ (Arb, 237–244). As 



this picture has become more bodily in accent (the patron gets fed on dedication while the 

aspiring ‗Bards‘ lack real food) than that of Atticus, so the importance of the scene is greater: 

Atticus was confined to his ‗little senate‘, but Bufo thinks he‘s Apollo, god of poetry, and 

moreover is capable of wielding patronage in the political sense of being able to award a ‗place‘, 

a safe government job. 

                    Again, the portrait is designed to offer discriminations. Bufo‘s comic situation 

should recall to mind Pope‘s at the start of the poem: but whereas Pope is harassed by those 

importuning him for help (‗My Friendship, and a Prologue, and ten Pound‘, Arb, 48), Bufo 

thrives on it. Patrons have their uses, for they may draw the crowd from Pope (‗May Dunce by 

Dunce be whistled off my hands!‘, Arb, 254), and tend to leave alone true poets (Dryden, 245–8, 

and Gay, 256–60). Closing another door, Pope leavesBufo to his role and depicts himself as 

enjoying the greater ease of independence: ‗Above a Patron, tho‘ I condescend/ Sometimes to 

call a Minister my Friend‘, as he puts it with mock grandeur (Arb, 265–6). Against the concealed 

contention between poet and patron, Pope suggests that he is so comfortable with his own 

relation to poetry and criticism that he need not have the relation at all – he ‗Can sleep without a 

Poem in my head,/Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead‘ (Arb, 269–70). This is a pose, of course 

– Pope knew perfectly well that Dennis had died very recently, but affects not to have noticed – 

but it is important here to establish the primacy of ordinary living as the basis for verse. 

‗Heav‘ns! was I born for nothing but to write ‘ , he queries (Arb, 272), echoing his earlier image 

of himself as lisping in numbers, but now suggesting that the born poet needs to do more than 

simply reel off verses. Silence has its virtues, and Pope cannot ‗chuse but smile‘ at those who 

imagine every new poem must be by him – poor critics, who pay him the wrong sort of 

compliment again with their rumours and guesses (275–82). From this position of untouchable 

retirement Pope swivels towards more serious exponents of libellous misrepresentation, in the 

public repudiation and truth-telling he unleashes upon ‗Sporus‘. 

                   The third portrait intensifies images from the other two. ‗Sporus‘ was a boy 

castrated, dressed as a woman and ‗married‘ by the Emperor Nero; in 1735 he is Lord Hervey, 

supporter of Walpole, confidant of the Queen, and a flamboyant bisexual. He is also many of the 

things Pope was alleged to be – insect-like, venomous, impotent, scandalous, dirty: in 

the Verses Pope figures as a ‗fretful Porcupine‘, ‗angry little Monster‘, a wasp, and (in a barbed 

quotation from Pope‘s own Epistle to Burlington) ‗a puny Insect shiv‘ring at a Breeze‘ (Barnard 

1973: 271). ‗Sporus‘ is a clear attempt to alienate all the unfavourable qualities ascribed to Pope 

into a demonic alter ego who destabilises poetry, politics, gender, and self. Arbuthnot vainly 

suggests that satire is harmless in the case of so insubstantial a thing as Sporus – ‗―Who breaks a 

Butterfly upon a Wheel ‖‘ (Arb, 308); but Pope takes the butterfly image and works it up and 

down with icy efficiency in order to prove the covert toxicity of the creature – the decorative, 

ineffectual nature of the insect is itself offensive: 

                       Yet let me flap this Bug with gilded wings, 

This painted Child of Dirt that stinks and stings; 



Whose Buzz the Witty and the Fair annoys, 

Yet Wit ne‘er tastes, and Beauty ne‘er enjoys, 

So well-bred Spaniels civilly delight 

In mumbling of the Game they dare not bite. (Arb, 309–14) 

                       Sporus is an insect without a sting or bite, whether satiric or sexual; civility 

becomes a meretricious way of avoiding engagement and expression. Hervey wore make-up, but 

had no teeth: surface flamboyance and inner impotence are superbly caught in these images. 

‗Mumbling‘ also suggests poor literary utterance, and in the following lines Pope takes an image 

which Hervey and Montagu had contrived for Pope, reverses it, aligns it with Milton and shows 

which combatant can really write. Hervey/ Montagu: 

                          When God created Thee, one would believe, 

He said the same, as to the Snake of Eve; 

To Human Race Antipathy declare, 

‗Twixt them and thee be everlasting War. (Barnard 1973: 271) 

       Pope turns this ‗antipathy‘ around: 

                      Whether in florid Impotence he speaks, 

And, as the Prompter breathes, the Puppet squeaks; 

Or at the Ear of Eve, familiar Toad, 

Half Froth, half Venom, spits himself abroad, 

In Puns, or Politicks, or Tales, or Lyes, 

Or Spite, or Smut, or Rymes, or Blasphemies. (Arb, 317–22) 

                   As a politician, Hervey tells Queen Caroline (‗Eve‘) what Walpole (‗the Prompter‘) 

wants her to hear; as a poet, he ‗spits himself abroad‘, in an egotistical display of toothless but 

poisonous lather (‗Half Froth, half Venom‘) in which blasphemy is the same as rhyme and puns 

the same as politics. Nothing has stable identity, not even gender: 

                 His Wit all see-saw between that and this, 

Now high, now low, now Master up, now Miss, 

And he himself one vile Antithesis. 

Amphibious Thing! that acting either Part, 

The trifling Head, or the corrupted Heart! 

Fop at the Toilet, Flatt‘rer at the Board, 

Now trips a Lady, and now struts a Lord. 

Eve‘s Tempter thus the Rabbins have exprest, 

A Cherub‘s face, a Reptile all the rest; 

Beauty that shocks you, Parts that none will trust, 

Wit that can creep, and Pride that licks the dust. (Arb, 323–33) 



                      Hervey‘s sexual identity is all performance and gesture, and no authentic essence 

(‗Now trips a Lady, and now struts a Lord‘); his mind and writing are like a couplet gone wrong 

(‗His Wit all see-saw … Now Master up, now Miss‘), and the ‗vile Antithesis‘ which Pope gives 

as ‗he himself‘ comes outside the couplet to which it notionally belongs, in a third rhyming line, 

as if Hervey‘s contradictions cannot be balanced out within a couplet pattern but engender an 

overloaded triplet [182– 4]. 

                               It is against this summation that Pope sets the record of his entire career, with 

a series of defiant, discriminating negatives: 

Not Fortune‘s Worshipper, nor Fashion‘s Fool, 

Not Lucre‘s Madman, nor Ambition‘s Tool, 

Not proud, nor servile, be one Poet‘s praise 

That, if he pleas‘d, he pleas‘d by manly ways; (Arb, 334–7) 

                            After the gender ambivalences of Sporus we are given Pope‘s ‗manly ways‘, 

and manly ways indicate an heroic poetry which considers flattery shameful, truth superior to 

‗Fancy‘s Maze‘, Virtue better than Fame. Pope defines himself against the whole range of 

corrupt social practices into which Sporus pours his energies (362–7). 

                         Yet Pope has more still to offer, and seeks in the last fifty lines to modulate his 

voice once again into something more apparently private. The other author of the Verses was 

Lady Mary Wortley Montagu, and Pope devotes a mere two lines to her, and not even really 

lines of attack but selfinculpation: ‗Yet soft by Nature, more a Dupe than Wit,/Sapho can tell you 

how this Man was bit‘ (Arb, 368–9). Perhaps answering the contention that Pope was ‗No more 

for loving made, than to be lov‘d‘ (Barnard 1973: 271), this is a quite unexpected and dangerous 

admission, as if Pope publishes the fact that Lady Mary could embarrass him by revealing some 

of their earlier flirtatious relations (‗bit‘ here means something like ‗smitten‘ or ‗cheated‘); it 

translates the lovelessness ascribed to Pope in the Verses into a reminder to Lady Mary of that 

earlier relationship, an exposure of thegrief attached to it, and a self-portrait of the supposedly 

venomous satirist as ‗soft by Nature‘. It is this last aspect with which Pope ends the poem. 

Answering the charge that his birth was ‗obscure‘, Pope chooses the calmest of tones to give an 

idealised portrait of his father, a patriot of ‗gentle Blood (part shed in Honour‘s Cause,/While yet 

in Britain Honour had Applause)‘ (Arb, 388–9), who kept out of all controversy (‗The good Man 

walk‘d innoxious thro‘ his Age‘, Arb, 395), in a true indication of ‗gentle Blood‘. The elegiac 

depiction of his dying mother, nursed with all imaginable piety, returns us to the domestic scene, 

an independence which is not loneliness, the door shut against the world, but open to the 

sympathetic reader. 

 



 

 

Analysis of John Dryden’s Alexander’s Feast 

             John Dryden wrote his second ode (1697) in celebration of St. Cecilia’s Day, Alexander’s Feast; 

Or the Power of Music, 10 years after his first tribute, A Song for St. Cecilia’s Day. Set to music by 

Jeremiah Clarke, it became Dryden’s most popular song. 

          The ode’s topic was dictated by the fact that the day celebrated music, with the martyred St. Cecilia 

traditionally recognized as the creator of the organ. While Dryden’s first effort had praised various 

instruments and the human passions they aroused, the second tribute focused on two classical stories. One 

featured Timotheus the musician and Alexander the Great, the other Alexander with his beautiful 

courtesan bride Thais on their wedding day. Timotheus entertains the couple and their guests and moves 

Alexander, the great warrior, from one passion to another. The drunken Alexander eventually dissolves 

into weeping, offering the audience a new view of the mighty warrior, all due to the power of music. 

                Critics praised the energy of the ode, which served to invigorate and renew the stories for an 

appreciative audience. Earl Miner sees a parallel between the manipulation of Alexander by the musician 

artist Timotheus and Dryden’s manipulation of his audience through the art of poetry. In the narrative, St. 

Cecilia eventually enters toward its conclusion but plays a minor part in the presentation. Alexander 

remains its center and the audience favorite. The seven stanzas vary in length, with each engaging in 

much repetition and alliteration to the pleasing effect common to musical verse. Each contains a chorus, 

which serves to comment on the scene, always preserving an uplifting mood despite the consideration of 

death and war. 

                The first stanza sets the scene, with Alexander described as “The godlike hero” and Thais as 

“like a blooming Eastern bride / In flow’r of youth and beauty’s pride.” The four brief lines preceding the 

chorus fill with a celebratory tone: 

 



 

 

Happy, happy, happy pair! 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave,  

None but the brave deserves the fair. 

 

          The second stanza introduces the musician Timotheus, “plac’d on high” in the middle of the choir. 

He plays his lyre with “flying fingers,” his music ascending to the heavens, where it inspires joy. Lush 

imagery recreates the journey of Jove, moved by love in “A dragon’s fi ery form” and riding “on radiant 

spires” to Olympia. He then “stamp’d an image of himself, a sov’reign of the world,” and the audience 

assumes that stamp is Alexander. Jove’s act, according to the chorus, “seems to shake the spheres,” a 

comparison of the warrior prince’s birth to a portent. The third stanza praises Bacchus, god of celebration 

and drink. The celebration that Dryden describes had followed Alexander’s attack on the Persian capital 

city of Persepolis. The original story stresses the greed of the looting soldiers, who lost all control in their 

thievery and destruction of priceless treasures. Timotheus foreshadows the increased destruction that will 

follow the drunken debauchery, as he sings, 

Rich the treasure, 

Sweet the pleasure 

Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure; 

Sweet the pleasure after pain. 

            In stanza 4, Timotheus recalls that “the King grew vain, / Fought all his battles o’er again,” and 

describes Alexander, as three times “he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew / the slain.” He sings of the 

madness of battle that challenged Alexander, the passion for war eventually softened by pity for Darius, 

the Persian ruler. At that point, Alexander “the joyless victor sat” as he considered chance, suggesting that 

he might have been in Darius’s place if not for fate, and he weeps. Stanza fi ve celebrates the softening of 



 

 

the mighty master as “pity melts the mind to love.” Timotheus sings that war “is toil and trouble, / 

Honour but an empty bubble,” and he urges Alexander to consider that “If the world be worth thy 

winning, / Think, O think it worth enjoying.” He reminds the ruler of his lovely bride, and then: 

The Prince, unable to conceal his pain, 

Gaz’d on the fair Who caused his care, 

And sighed and look’d, sigh’d and look’d, 

Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again; 

At length, with love and wine at once oppress’d, 

The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast. 

            Interestingly while remaining undefeated on the fi eld, Alexander falls under the control of a mere 

woman. As do many mortal women in classical stories, Thais will co-opt the power of the male, tempting 

men with the passions she arouses to do as she bids them. 

 

          In the sixth stanza Timotheus describes the prince awakening as he hears the lyre, amazed to “See 

the Furies arise! / See the snakes that they rear,” with the ghastly sights explained as ghosts of those slain 

in battle. Traditionally women who haunted men, the Furies symbolize Thais in her control of Alexander, 

while the snakes suggest the temptation of Eve in the Garden of Eden that led to original sin. Dryden’s 

audience would have been familiar with the story of Thais’s tempting Alexander to burn Persepolis, after 

his men’s drunken looting of its riches. Thais led a procession of warriors and women to the 

accompaniment of flutes and pipes, as if in a grand celebration, and convinced Alexander to hurl his torch 

into the city. Her torch followed, and then hundreds of others, and the once-glorious city was destroyed. 

In Dryden’s ode Thais “led the way” of the revenging king “to light him to his prey / And like another 



 

 

Helen fir’d another Troy.” The reference to Helen also reflects on the power of women to stir men’s 

passions, even to war. That Thais used instruments during her “parade” to the city also suggests the power 

of music to stir passions, helping to overcome the strength of even the great Alexander. 

    St. Cecilia, patroness of music, does arrive in the final stanza, following all of the action, and 

Enlarg’d the former narrow bounds 

And added length to solemn sounds 

With nature’s mother-wit and arts unknown before. 

Or both divide the crown; 

He rais’d a mortal to the skies; 

She drew an angel down. 

       The “narrow bounds” she enlarges with her music are those tied to the ability of mere mortals to 

make music. Where Timotheus praises the mortal, Alexander, raising his name to the heights reserved for 

celebrated individuals, St. Cecilia’s music is so powerful that it tempts heavenly creatures to descend to 

earth. 

       As he did with Dryden’s first effort, G. F. Handel later reset Alexander’s Feast to new 

music. It made its debut in Covent Garden on February 19, 1736, proving an instant success with 

its audience of 1,300, and Handel’s version remains a well-known song in Germany. Amadeus 

Mozart also set it to music in 1790. The ode has been continuously praised over the three 

centuries since its writing as one of the most beautiful ever written in English. 

 



ENGA_Sem-2_PRASENJIT                                    An analysis of The Pulley by George Herbert_CC-4 

 

An analysis of The Pulley by George Herbert 

The Pulley by George Herbert is a religious, metaphysical poem which centres on the 

‘pulley’ as a prime conceit in the poem. Herbert wants to unveil the truth that why human 

beings are so restless and unsatisfying despite having all the things he wants. After God 

made this universe, he gathered all the blessings of the world in a glass and distributed 

them to the human beings one after another. First, he gave the strength, therefore human 

became strong enough to survive. One by one, god gave them the beauty, wisdom, 

honour, pleasure and many other blessings. When almost all was gone, God kept ‘rest’ at 

the bottom of the glass, thinking that ‘both should losers be’ if the ‘rest’ is given. When they 

get all they want, in the sense of sufficiency, they may forget God. On one hand, when 

human beings get rest, they forget god and take a rest. As a result, god will lose the love 

and affection of human beings.  On the other hand, when rest is given, people will lose 

strength, honour, wisdom and beauty and all other human capacities. God knows the man 

is by birth prone to lethargy. They will get rest at the cost of the progress. Progress and 

the rest never come together. We get one losing the other. God is sure that man will only 

praise the things God has given to them not the god himself. Mankind will lose their 

essence, get tired and wander in search of rest. In the concluding part of the poem, Herbert 

gives two reasons behind human going to god. First, they will go to God out of the 

goodness, faith or divine emotions and inborn loyalty for him. Secondly, if they do not go 

to god out of the first cause, they will go to him when they are tired. Weariness takes human 

beings to the shadow of god. So, the God decides to keep the mankind away from the rest 

so as to make him feel the eternal rest can only be found in God. For the sake of the rest, 

at least man will remember to god and go to him for his love and rest. The repining 

restlessness or the discontentment with the worldly things will finally lead a man to god. 

He wanted man to discover the real rest only in Him. He alone can truly give the mankind 

the rest they frantically seek. The poet answers in a simple tone that the reason behind 

man being so unsatisfying and weary is that God has not bestowed us with his precious 

jewel ‘rest’, but kept the jewel ‘rest’ with him. So, for the sake of rest, we always run from 

here to there. We think now we are complete because we have everything, but the moment 

we feel so, another moment we feel empty and become restless. This is what exactly God 
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wants us to be. If this happens to us then only, we remember god and go to him for the 

‘rest.’ 

The title of the poem the pulley is a conceit that carries the theme of the poem. In pulley 

from the mechanical point of view to operate it a kind of power and force has to be applied 

to one end to lift the object of the other end. The force applied makes a difference to the 

weight that is being lifted. The ‘rest’ that god keeps with him is the leverage that draws the 

mankind towards god. Two quite different objects are forcefully compared here, one from 

the pure physics that is pulley and the other from the pure religion that is God. The 

relationship of man and god is compared with the metaphorical pulley. To pull mankind 

back to the God, back to his origin, God keeps man away from the ‘rest.’ This can only be 

possible in the metaphysical conceits. So the title is thematic. 

‘The Pulley’ by George Herbert is a four-stanza poem that is separated into sets of five 

lines, or quintains. Each of these quintains follows a structured rhyme scheme. They 

conform to a pattern of ABABA, alternating end sounds as the poet saw fit. The consistent 

repetition in the rhyme helps to give the poem an overwhelming feeling of unity. This 

makes sense as the entirety of this piece is dialogue spoken by God or about God.  

A reader should also take note of the moments of repetition in the starting words of ‘The 

Pulley.’ There are a few moments in which these words rhyme. One notable instance is 

stanza two with the words “Then” and “When” at the beginning of lines two and three. There 

is also an example in stanza three with “So” and “Bestow” in lines two and five.  

In regards the meter, the lines are also very consistent. The first and fifth lines of each 

stanza conform to a pattern of iambic trimeter. This means that there are three sets of two 

beats per line. The first of these is unstressed and the second stressed.  

The stresses remain the same in lines two, three and four, but they mostly contain five sets 

of two beats. This means they are written in iambic pentameter. The regularity of the rhyme 

scheme, in tandem with the meter, give the poem a very structured feeling. A reader learns 

what to expect from line to line, and at least in regards to structure, there are no surprises.  
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Summary of The Pulley  

‘The Pulley’ by George Herbert speaks on one part of the Christian creation story in 

which God chose to imbue humanity with blessings. 

The poem begins with the speaker stating that he is retelling the story of creation. He 

is particularly interested in the part where God gives humankind knowledge, wisdom, 

beauty and strength. These are important features of human existence that flowed 

easily from God to humankind.  

There is one blessing hat God did not let out of his cup, rest. He chose to withhold an 

innate ability to rest from humankind in order to keep his creation close to him. When 

one gets weary, they turn to God. Or that is his reasoning. Herbert’s speaker states 

that God did not want humanity to love Nature more than they love “the God of 

Nature.”  

  

Analysis of The Pulley 

Stanza One  

In the first stanza of this piece the speaker begins by describing the creation of 

humankind. Herbert’s speaker is seeking to retell the Christian story of creation with 

a few added detail. The speaker is able to describe what God was thinking and feeling 

when he decided to make humanity. God saw what he had made, and decided to pour 

“a glass of blessings” on humankind.  

These “blessings” were just “standing by” in a cup, waiting to be used. This speaks to 

the ease of God’s access to forces separate from human understanding. This fact will 

become important later on in the text when God decides to withhold a blessing without 

a second thought.  

The speaker relays Gods words at the moment as he addresses all of creation. He 

decides to “‘Pour on [humankind] all that we can.” The “world’s riches,” everything from 

strength to beauty is bestowed. They have come together into a “span.”  
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Stanza Two  

The first of the blessings in ‘The Pulley’ that came to humanity was “strength.” It “made 

a way.” Next came beauty. It was soon followed by “wisdom, honour” and lastly 

“pleasure.” These are all incredibly important parts of the human experience. There is 

one more element though that in this retelling of creation Herbert’s speaker chose not 

to include. That was “Rest.”  

“Rest” as a blessing equal to beauty and strength is interesting. It is not something 

that one might immediately think of as a feature of life that can be given or granted. 

But in this narrative, it is the “treasure” that remains at the bottom of God’s cup. He 

chooses not to give it to humanity. His reasoning behind this choice is contained within 

the next two stanzas.  

  

Stanza Three  

In the next five lines the speaker describes how it was God’s choice to not bestow 

“rest” on humanity. He knew that if he did so, then “He would adore my gifts instead 

of me.” Herbert’s speaker thinks that God made this choice because he didn’t want 

humankind spending their days worshiping nature. Instead, they should be 

appreciating “the God of Nature.”  

Rest is not something that is an integral part of human life and God made an informed, 

at least to him, choice to withhold it.  

 Stanza Four  

In the final lines of ‘The Pulley’ the speaker finishes up God’s reasoning behind his 

choice not to give humanity a complete life of rest. He doesn’t want humanity to never 

rest, but there should be different periods. It is ideal for everyone to rest only until they 

feel restless, then they should get back to their lives. God believes that if there is 

“weariness” in one’s everyday life then that feeling of exhaustion will “toss” humankind 

to his “breast.”  

These different periods of activity, exhaustion, rest, and rejuvenation are just as 

integral to human existence as are strength and wisdom. It seems that Herbert’s God 
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has chosen to add them for a reason that appears entirely selfish though. It is not 

clear, at least through these few lines of reasoning, how “weariness” helps humanity, 

aside from forcing them closer to God.  

 



 

 

A VALEDICTION: FORBIDDING MOURNING- John Donne 

Summary 

          The speaker explains that he is forced to spend time apart from his lover, but before he 

leaves, he 

tells her that their farewell should not be the occasion for mourning and sorrow. In the same way 

that virtuous men die mildly and without complaint, he says, so they should leave without 

"tearfloods" 

and "sigh-tempests," for to publicly announce their feelings in such a way would profane their 

love. The speaker says that when the earth moves, it brings "harms and fears," but when the 

spheres 

experience "trepidation," though the impact is greater, it is also innocent. The love of "dull 

sublunary 

lovers" cannot survive separation, but it removes that which constitutes the love itself; but the 

love he 

shares with his beloved is so refined and "Inter-assured of the mind" that they need not worry 

about 

missing "eyes, lips, and hands." 

             Though he must go, their souls are still one, and, therefore, they are not enduring a 

breach, they 

are experiencing an "expansion"; in the same way that gold can be stretched by beating it "to 

aery 

thinness," the soul they share will simply stretch to take in all the space between them. If their 

souls are 

separate, he says, they are like the feet of a compass: His lover's soul is the fixed foot in the 

center, and 

his is the foot that moves around it. The firmness of the center foot makes the circle that the outer 

foot 

draws perfect: "Thy firmness makes my circle just, / And makes me end, where I begun." 

Commentary 



 

 

            "A Valediction: forbidding Mourning" is one of Donne's most famous and simplest 

poems and also 

probably his most direct statement of his ideal of spiritual love. For all his erotic carnality in 

poems, such 

as "The Flea," Donne professed a devotion to a kind of spiritual love that transcended the merely 

physical. 

         Here, anticipating a physical separation from his beloved, he invokes the nature of that 

spiritual love to 

ward off the "tear-floods" and "sigh-tempests" farewell that might otherwise attend on their. The 

poem  

is      essentially a sequence of metaphors and comparisons, each describing a way of looking at 

their              

      separation   that  will help them to avoid the mourning forbidden by the poem's title. 

                  First, the speaker says that their farewell should be as mild as the uncomplaining 

deaths of 

virtuous men, for to weep would be "profanation of our joys." Next, the speaker compares 

harmful 

"Moving of th' earth" to innocent "trepidation of the spheres," equating the first with "dull 

sublunary lovers' 

love" and the second with their love, "Inter-assured of the mind." Like the rumbling earth, the 

dull 

sublunary (sublunary meaning literally beneath the moon and also subject to the moon) lovers 

are all 

physical, unable to experience separation without losing the sensation that comprises and 

sustains their 

love. But the spiritual lovers "Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss," because, like the 

trepidation 

(vibration) of the spheres (the concentric globes that surrounded the earth in ancient astronomy), 

their 

love is not wholly physical. Also, like the trepidation of the spheres, their movement will not 

have the 



 

 

harmful consequences of an earthquake. 

 

            The speaker then declares that, since the lovers' two souls are one, his departure will 

simply 

expand the area of their unified soul, rather than cause a rift between them. If, however, their 

souls are 

"two" instead of "one", they are as the feet of a drafter's compass, connected, with the center foot 

fixing 

the orbit of the outer foot and helping it to describe a perfect circle. The compass (the instrument 

used 

for drawing circles) is one of Donne's most famous metaphors, and it is the perfect image to 

encapsulate 

the values of Donne's spiritual love, which is balanced, symmetrical, intellectual, serious, and 

beautiful in 

its polished simplicity. 

              Like many of Donne's love poems (including "The Sun Rising" and "The 

Canonization"), "A 

Valediction: forbidding Mourning" creates a dichotomy between the common love of the 

everyday world 

and the uncommon love of the speaker. Here, the speaker claims that to tell "the laity," or the 

common 

people, of his love would be to profane its sacred nature, and he is clearly contemptuous of the 

dull 

sublunary love of other lovers. The effect of this dichotomy is to create a kind of emotional 

aristocracy 

that is similar in form to the political aristocracy with which Donne has had painfully bad luck 

throughout 

his life and which he commented upon in poems, such as "The Canonization": This emotional 

aristocracy is 



 

 

similar in form to the political one but utterly opposed to it in spirit. Few in number are the 

emotional 

aristocrats who have access to the spiritual love of the spheres and the compass; throughout all of 

Donne's 

writing, the membership of this elite never includes more than the speaker and his lover--or at 

the most, 

the speaker, his lover, and the reader of the poem, who is called upon to sympathize with 

Donne's 

romantic plight. 

 

 

 

Alexander’s Feast, OR, The Power of Music 

                                       ---John Dryden 

 

1. Saint Cecilia, a Roman virgin and martyr (230 A.D.) is traditionally the patron saint of music 

and the inventor of the organ. Dryden‟s poem Alexander‟s feast is written in celebration of 

St.Cecilia‟s day on 22 November 1697.The poem opens with Alexander the Great, son of Philip, 

king of Macedon, seated along with Thais, the young and lovely Athenian courtesan, enjoying 

the banquet in the Persian city  Persepolis in celebration of his victory over the Persian King 

Darius III in 331 B.C. We are introduced to the court musician Timotheus with his lyre and then 

told that Alexander was in fact the son of Jove, King of the gods, and Olympia. Thus, “the 

sovereign of the world” begot the conqueror of the world.Timotheus sings in praise of Bacchus 

and the scene in filled with drunken revelry. Since drinking is the sweet pleasure of the soldier, 

Alexander grows in vain and fights all his battles again in  his mind. Seeing the madness in 

Alexander‟s eyes Timotheus changes his song into one designed to create a mood of pity. He 

sings of the fall of Darius, the Persian King, who was great and good, but was deserted by his 

own followers and his slain body left exposed to bare earth. The joy of victory evaporates from 

Alexander, and he sighs and starts shedding tears. Pity prepares the mind for love, and love is the 

subject of Timotheus‟ next song. Alexander gazes at the fair lady Thais and sighs. Finally, 

oppressed with wine and love the “vanquished hero” sinks upon Thais‟ breast. Timotheus now 

shifts the music to a louder strain and rouses a sleeping Alexander to action."Revenge," cries 

Timotheus. The ghosts of the Greek soldiers slain in the battle cry out for revenge. The music 

fires Alexander with a great zeal to destroy. Thais leads Alexander to burn Persepolis. In this she 



 

 

is like Helen, whose passion for the Trojan prince Paris resulted in the Greeks burning Troy.At 

last came St. Cecilia, inventor of the organ. Inspired by God, she enlarges the bounds of music 

by adding length to musical notes. Cecilia is superior to Timotheus, Dryden declares. Old 

Timotheus should yield the prize to her, or at least divide the crown."He raised a mortal to the 

skies. She drew an angel down."Timotheus raised Alexander to the skies creating in the Kings 

mind the delusion of divine status.But Cecilia‟s music brought an angel down from heaven.In 

Alexanders Feast music is shown to have a mighty range of influence. Timotheus draws his 

master Alexander to varying moods: pride, bacchanalian revelry, martial zeal, pity, love, and 

religious devotion. The rhythms and sounds in the refrains of each stanza echo the hero‟s 

changing emotions. 

2. Alexander‟s Feast: Or, The Power of Music, an Ode in Honor of St. Cecilia‟s Day is Dryden‟s 

second ode honoring Saint Cecilia, the patron saint of music. The poem‟s theme, the power  of 

music to move human emotions, is identical with that of “A Song for St. Cecilia‟s Day,” written 

a decade earlier. Both odes are occasional, having been composed at the invitation of the London 

Musical Society. The second ode, however, is much more elaborate, for Dryden introduces 

characters and places them within a dramatic setting. The Greeks are celebrating their victory 

over the Persian King Darius when the musician at the banquet, Timotheus, is called upon to 

perform.With exalted strains, Timotheus creates within Alexander the Great a sense that he has 

become a deity. An alteration of tone changes his mood to a desire for pleasure, and following 

this a longing for love of his mistress Thaïs, who sits beside him. Somber strains evoke pity for  

the fallen Darius, but these are followed by strident tones calling for revenge on behalf of Greek 

soldiers who have perished. Alexander and his mistress and their company rush out, torches in 

hand, to burn the Persian city Persepolis. The poem concludes with a grand chorus, stressing the 

power of music to move emotions and contrasting the legend of Saint Cecilia with the power of 

Timotheus. Dryden recalls the story that after she had invented the organ, she played such 

beautiful music that an angel, mistaking the sounds for those of heaven, appeared as she 

played:Let old Timotheus yield the prize, Or both divide the crown:He rais‟d a mortal to the 

skies; She drew an angel down.The intricate form resembles the Pindaric ode in its lengthy and 

complicated irregular stanzas,yet its linear organization follows the tradition of Horace. Dryden 

achieves a complex, forceful,and energetic movement, and his use of historical events and 

characters contributes to a lively,dramatic expression of his theme. 

3. This is an ode to the emotive power of music, and presumably a commemoration of some 

event on this festival day of music‟s patron saint. It re-imagines the Genesis account as an act of 

melodic conception, perhaps drawing on Milton‟s famous invocation to Paradise Lost.The later 

stanzas can be seen to carry this Biblical metaphor through Christian history until the „Grand 

Chorus‟ where music heralds the apocalypse. Intricate rhyme scheme and mirroring lines, 

together with varied line lengths create a frame and strive for a lyrical effect.The opening stanza 

sees music as an aspect or incarnation of divinity in self-begetting genesis. The lyric, flowing 

rhythm of the first line with two „harmonizing‟ dactyls at the end sets the tone – this ode has the 



 

 

grandeur of a hymn and the playfulness of a folk song. The„universal frame‟ likens nature to an 

instrument that requires assembling – its constituent parts the elements, „cold, and hot, and moist, 

and dry‟. Yet it is music itself, „the tuneful voice‟ that sets in motion this genesis.  Consequently 

music, personified with its own „power‟ is seen as an expression of a self-begetting God. Nature 

then comes to represent the musical scale, which Dryden likens to the Chain of Being. Just as 

man is created on the final day of creation, so Dryden‟s Genesis account ends in this stanza with 

mankind as the note which completes the scale.Stanza structures throughout the poem are 

suggestive of the forms and frames of musical instruments. In the opening stanza the longer 

pentameter and tetrameter lines cut across the shorter to mimic the struts or strings on an organ 

or lute. The repeated line „From harmony, from heavenly harmony‟ might represent the same 

note in a scale struck again.The second stanza certainly aims to mimic the completeness of the 

„compass of the notes‟,returning to its opening line to suggest the circle of fifths or other 

mathematical sequences that were being applied in music at this time. Alternating line lengths 

also try to convey a lyrical feel, as much as is possible for an Augustan poet whose strength is in 

grandeur,solidity and rhetoric. The rich rhymes on „shell‟ are not intrusive as they might be, but 

produce exactly this grand kind of effect which seems to work against the lyricism.A major 

theme in the poem is music‟s ability to play on human emotions, something reflected by 

Dryden‟s sounding of various emotions as if they were notes in a scale. The range moves from 

anger and courage in stanza 3 to jealousy in 5 and worship in 6. Each is associated with an 

instrument, and Dryden‟s word choices mimic the sound of each with varying success. The 

trumpet is evoked well by „clangor‟, which has a resounding metallic sound but also warmth. 

The repetition of „double‟ for the drum doesn‟t quite come off,sounding out of place where two 

repetitions would have conveyed the message better –perhaps the line works once set to music. 

Music‟s divine beginnings in Stanza 1 work to suggest that music not only inspires humanity but 

provides a link with heaven. This is suggested in stanza 7 with Cecelia‟s summoning of an angel 

with the organ.However, music is also seen as a force of destruction in the poem, fanning the 

flames of jealousy and heralding judgement. The „listening brethren‟ that worship the music of 

Jubal need not be committing idolatry – they worship the same divine music that represents and 

is God in stanza 1. However, the suggestion that music‟s power to manipulate can be abused is 

shown first here, „With the hollow of that shell / That spoke so sweetly and so well‟. Of course 

shells do make a sound because they‟re hollow, but the word also acts in its pejorative mode to 

suggest the seductive, misleading rhetoric of a politician. Likewise music 

4. inspires wars with the „thundering drum‟, and the „pains‟ of unrequited love. The poem gently 

and unobtrusively reminds us that when music is a human rather than divine tool, it can be 

misused. Hence finally in the Grand Chorus, the divine trumpet also brings about justice. The 

enjambment over „So, when the last and dreadful hour / This crumbling pageant shall devour‟ 

creates a speed of delivery that echoes the cataclysmic „devouring‟ of the world. The second line 

here seems to me to have a satirical bite to it – suggesting that elevated art and abstracts like 

music will outlive and shed unfavourable light on the„crumbling pageant‟ of our lives. The final 

triplet is beautiful – echoing the cadence of Revelation and bringing us full circle to the „tuneful 



 

 

voice‟ of stanza 1.This poem is a grand but playful ode to music, celebrating art‟s power to affect 

us but also imposing a moral framework just as it imposes a „universal frame‟ on its stanzas. 

Music can be both a route to heaven and a herald of destruction. 

5. Alexanders Feast, or the Power of Music (1697) is an ode by John Dryden. It was written to 

celebrate Saint Cecilias Day. Jeremiah Clarke set the original ode to music, however the score is 

now lost.The main body of the poem describes the feast given by Alexander the Great at the 

Persian capital Persepolis, after his defeat of Darius. Alexanders bard Timotheus sings praises of 

him.Alexanders emotions are manipulated by the singers poetry and music. Timotheus glorifies 

him as a god, puffing up Alexanders pride. He then sings of the pleasures of wine, encouraging 

Alexander to drink. Seeing Alexander becoming too boisterous, he sings of the sad death of 

Darius; the king becomes quiet. He then lauds the beauty of Thaïs, Alexanders lover, making the 

kings heart melt. Finally, he encourages feelings of anger and vengeance, causing Thaïs and 

Alexander to burn down the Persian palace in revenge for Persias previous outrages against 

Greece.The poem then moves ahead in time to describe Saint Cecilia, "inventress of the vocal 

frame",who is traditionally supposed to have created the first organ and to have instituted 

Christian sacred music. The poem concludes that while Timotheus "Raised a mortal to the skies, 

/ She drew an angel down".George Frideric Handel composed a choral work, also called 

Alexanders Feast, set to a libretto by Newburgh Hamilton which was closely based on the ode by 

Dryden. 

 



Andrew Marvell 

TO HIS COY MISTRESS 

            The poem is considered one of the finest and most passionate love songs. It has a familiar and 

popular theme: “Carpe diem.” It holds the doctrine that time is passing, and the present is there 

for enjoyments. The poem is an invitation to an unwilling maiden for active participation in love. 

He points out the urgency to fulfil their love. If they were not subject to the laws of space and time, they 

would spend the long love’s day in fantasy, imagining the fruition of love rather than realizing it. He 

would start loving her ten years before the flood and she would be reluctant till the Jews are converted. 

She would gather rubies by the Ganges, and he would complain about his love on the bank of Humber. He 

would spend his time in cataloguing the physical charms of the lady. It would require hundreds of years to 

sing the praises of her body. When it comes to praise her heart, he would have covered ages to reach the 

Day of Judgment. The lady deserves his compliment he pays. 

                  The second stanza reveals that the times are drawing to an end, and the Day of Judgment is 

coming nearer. In the cruel march of time, her beauty and long preserved virginity will change into dust. 

The poet’s song and passion will also suffer the same fate. The speaker exhorts the urgency of 

consummation as time is fleeting in spite of them. They could be like a pair of birds passionately in love. 

They could derive maximum carnal pleasure in the small fraction of time left. They may be conquering 

time by that. 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------+----------------------------------------------------------- 

                                                             CANONIZATION –JOHN DONNE 

Summary 

                 The speaker asks his addressee to be quiet, and let him love. If the addressee cannot hold his 

tongue, the speaker tells him to criticize him for other shortcomings (other than his tendency to 

love): his palsy, his gout, his "five grey hairs," or his ruined fortune. He admonishes the addressee 

to look to his own mind and his own wealth and to think of his position and copy the other nobles 

("Observe his Honour, or his Grace, / Or the King's real, or his stamped face / Contemplate.") The speaker 

does not care what the addressee says or does, as long as he lets him love. 



The speaker asks rhetorically, "Who's injured by my love?" He says that his sighs have not drowned 

ships, his tears have not flooded land, his colds have not chilled spring, and the heat of his veins has not 

added to the list of those killed by the plague. Soldiers still find wars and lawyers still find litigious men, 

regardless of the emotions of the speaker and his lover. 

     The speaker tells his addressee to "Call us what you will," for it is love that makes them so. He 

says that the addressee can "Call her one, me another fly," and that they are also like candles ("tapers"), 

which burn by feeding upon their own selves ("and at our own cost die"). In each other, the lovers find the 

eagle and the dove, and together ("we two being one") they illuminate the riddle of the phoenix, for they 

"die and rise the same," just as the phoenix does--though unlike the phoenix, it is love that slays and 

resurrects them. 

      He says that they can die by love if they are not able to live by it, and if their legend is not fit "for 

tombs and hearse," it will be fit for poetry, and "We'll build in sonnets pretty rooms." A well-wrought urn 

does as much justice to a dead man's ashes as does a gigantic tomb; and by the same token, the poems 

about the speaker and his lover will cause them to be "canonized," admitted to the sainthood of love. All 

those who hear their story will invoke the lovers, saying that countries, towns, and courts "beg from 

above / A pattern of your love!" 

Commentary 

      This complicated poem, spoken ostensibly to someone who disapproves of the speaker's love 

affair, is written in the voice of a world-wise, sardonic courtier who is nevertheless utterly caught up in 

his love. The poem simultaneously parodies old notions of love and coins elaborate new ones, eventually 

concluding that even if the love affair is impossible in the real world, it can become legendary through 

poetry, and the speaker and his lover will be like saints to later generations of lovers. (Hence the title: 

"The Canonization" refers to the process by which people are inducted into the canon of saints). 

In the first stanza, the speaker obliquely details his relationship to the world of politics, wealth, 

and nobility; by assuming that these are the concerns of his addressee, he indicates his own background 

amid such concerns, and he also indicates the extent to which he has moved beyond that background. He 

hopes that the listener will leave him alone and pursue a career in the court, toadying to aristocrats, 

preoccupied with favor (the King's real face) and money (the King's stamped face, as on a coin). In the 

second stanza, he parodies contemporary Petrarchan notions of love and continues to mock his addressee, 

making the point that his sighs have not drowned ships and his tears have not caused floods. (Petrarchan 



love-poems were full of claims like "My tears are rain, and my sighs storms.") He also mocks the 

operations of the everyday world, saying that his love will not keep soldiers from fighting wars or lawyers 

from finding court cases--as though war and legal wrangling were the sole concerns of world outside the 

confines of his love affair. 

       In the third stanza, the speaker begins spinning off metaphors that will help explain the intensity 

and uniqueness of his love. First, he says that he and his lover are like moths drawn to a candle ("her one, 

me another fly"), then that they are like the candle itself. They embody the elements of the eagle (strong 

and masculine) and the dove (peaceful and feminine) bound up in the image of the phoenix, dying and 

rising by love. In the fourth stanza, the speaker explores the possibility of canonization in verse, and in 

the final stanza, he explores his and his lover's roles as the saints of love, to whom generations of future 

lovers will appeal for help. Throughout, the tone of the poem is balanced between a kind of arch, 

sophisticated sensibility ("half-acre tombs") and passionate amorous abandon ("We die and rise the same, 

and prove / Mysterious by this love"). 

        "The Canonization" is one of Donne's most famous and most written-about poems. Its criticism at 

the hands of Cleanth Brooks and others has made it a central topic in the argument between formalist 

critics and historicist critics; the former argue that the poem is what it seems to be, an anti-political love 

poem, while the latter argue, based on events in Donne's life at the time of the poem's composition, that 

it is actually a kind of coded, ironic rumination on the "ruined fortune" and dashed political hopes of the 

first stanza. The choice of which argument to follow is largely a matter of personal temperament. But 

unless one seeks a purely biographical understanding of Donne, it is probably best to understand the poem 

as the sort of droll, passionate speech-act it is, a highly sophisticated defense of love against the 

corrupting values of politics and privilege. 

----------------------------------------------------------------+----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

- 

                                             A VALEDICTION: FORBIDDING MOURNING 

Summary 

    

  The speaker explains that he is forced to spend time apart from his lover, but before he leaves, he 

tells her that their farewell should not be the occasion for mourning and sorrow. In the same way 

that virtuous men die mildly and without complaint, he says, so they should leave without "tearfloods" 

and "sigh-tempests," for to publicly announce their feelings in such a way would profane their 



love. The speaker says that when the earth moves, it brings "harms and fears," but when the spheres 

experience "trepidation," though the impact is greater, it is also innocent. The love of "dull sublunary 

lovers" cannot survive separation, but it removes that which constitutes the love itself; but the love he 

shares with his beloved is so refined and "Inter-assured of the mind" that they need not worry about 

missing "eyes, lips, and hands." 

      

 Though he must go, their souls are still one, and, therefore, they are not enduring a breach, they 

are experiencing an "expansion"; in the same way that gold can be stretched by beating it "to aery 

thinness," the soul they share will simply stretch to take in all the space between them. If their souls are 

separate, he says, they are like the feet of a compass: His lover's soul is the fixed foot in the center, and 

his is the foot that moves around it. The firmness of the center foot makes the circle that the outer foot 

draws perfect: "Thy firmness makes my circle just, / And makes me end, where I begun." 

 

Commentary 

      

   "A Valediction: forbidding Mourning" is one of Donne's most famous and simplest poems and also 

probably his most direct statement of his ideal of spiritual love. For all his erotic carnality in poems, such 

as "The Flea," Donne professed a devotion to a kind of spiritual love that transcended the merely physical. 

Here, anticipating a physical separation from his beloved, he invokes the nature of that spiritual love to 

ward off the "tear-floods" and "sigh-tempests" that might otherwise attend on their farewell. The poem is 

essentially a sequence of metaphors and comparisons, each describing a way of looking at their separation 

that will help them to avoid the mourning forbidden by the poem's title. 

 

First, the speaker says that their farewell should be as mild as the uncomplaining deaths of 

virtuous men, for to weep would be "profanation of our joys." Next, the speaker compares harmful 

"Moving of th' earth" to innocent "trepidation of the spheres," equating the first with "dull sublunary lovers' 

love" and the second with their love, "Inter-assured of the mind." Like the rumbling earth, the dull 

sublunary (sublunary meaning literally beneath the moon and also subject to the moon) lovers are all 



physical, unable to experience separation without losing the sensation that comprises and sustains their 

love. But the spiritual lovers "Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss," because, like the trepidation 

(vibration) of the spheres (the concentric globes that surrounded the earth in ancient astronomy), their 

love is not wholly physical. Also, like the trepidation of the spheres, their movement will not have the 

harmful consequences of an earthquake. 

 

The speaker then declares that, since the lovers' two souls are one, his departure will simply 

expand the area of their unified soul, rather than cause a rift between them. If, however, their souls are 

"two" instead of "one", they are as the feet of a drafter's compass, connected, with the center foot fixing 

the orbit of the outer foot and helping it to describe a perfect circle. The compass (the instrument used 

for drawing circles) is one of Donne's most famous metaphors, and it is the perfect image to encapsulate 

the values of Donne's spiritual love, which is balanced, symmetrical, intellectual, serious, and beautiful in 

its polished simplicity. 

 

Like many of Donne's love poems (including "The Sun Rising" and "The Canonization"), "A 

Valediction: forbidding Mourning" creates a dichotomy between the common love of the everyday world 

and the uncommon love of the speaker. Here, the speaker claims that to tell "the laity," or the common 

people, of his love would be to profane its sacred nature, and he is clearly contemptuous of the dull 

sublunary love of other lovers. The effect of this dichotomy is to create a kind of emotional aristocracy 

that is similar in form to the political aristocracy with which Donne has had painfully bad luck throughout 

his life and which he commented upon in poems, such as "The Canonization": This emotional aristocracy is 

similar in form to the political one but utterly opposed to it in spirit. Few in number are the emotional 

aristocrats who have access to the spiritual love of the spheres and the compass; throughout all of Donne's 

writing, the membership of this elite never includes more than the speaker and his lover--or at the most, 

the speaker, his lover, and the reader of the poem, who is called upon to sympathize with Donne’s romantic plight. 



 

 

The Rivals 

Brief Biography of Richard Sheridan 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan was born in Dublin, Ireland, but was brought to England at the age of 

eight, never to return. He was educated at a British boarding school, where his classmates teased 

him because his father had the ungentlemanly profession of actor. He came from a literary 

family: his mother was also a successful playwright and novelist, while his grandfather had been 

a good friend of Jonathan Swift. Not long after leaving his boarding school, Sheridan moved 

with his family to Bath, where he fell in love with Elizabeth Linley, the famous and beautiful 

young singer he was to marry after fighting a series of a scandalous duels that captivated British 

society. In desperate need of money, he wrote The Rivals in 1775. After a poor initial reception, 

the play was revised and went on to become enormously successful. On the strength of this work, 

Sheridan was offered a job managing the historic Drury Lane Theater, which he went on to own. 

His father later served as the theater’s manager. Sheridan had ambitions to be a true gentleman, 

however, which meant escaping the world of the theater. After writing a few other plays, 

including his other masterpiece The School for Scandal (1777), he used money earned from the 

theater to purchase a seat in parliament. He would serve in a variety of governmental roles over 

the next thirty-two years and become one of the most respected orators of his time. He was 

always extravagant with money, however, and in 1808, when the Drury Lane Theater burned 

down in a fire, he was bankrupted and removed from parliament. He spent his final years 

hounded by his creditors. 

 

Historical Context of The Rivals 

The city of Bath in England was founded by the ancient Romans as a town of spas, but 

underwent a revival in the 18th century and became a meeting point, sometimes an 

uncomfortable one, for members of the upper class and the aspiring middle classes. At the time 

that Sheridan wrote his play, Bath was already beginning to fall out of favor with members of the 

https://www.litcharts.com/lit/the-school-for-scandal


 

 

true upper class, as there were too many members of a rising middle class without a respectable 

pedigree that flocked there in search of high fashion. 

Other Books Related to The Rivals 

Sheridan lived a century after the heyday ofthe Restoration comedy of manners, a period in 

theater history which saw the first female actors on the British stage and explored sexual themes 

with unprecedented openness. One of the famous plays of this period is Aphra Behn’s The 

Rover (1677). While Sheridan’s comedies were less sexually explicit than Restoration comedies 

of manners, he drew inspiration from these playwrights, and even staged Restoration Comedies 

in his capacity as manager of the Drury Lane Theatre, prompting revived interest in these works. 

He was given the nickname “the modern Congreve,” after William Congreve (1670-1729), the 

celebrated Restoration playwright of witty comedies, including The Way of the World, about 

relationships between men and women and high-society affectation.In contrast to the bawdy 

works of the Restoration, though, Sheridan and his contemporaries wrote “genteel” comedies, 

which could be instructive for an audience drawn from both the middle and upper classes 

looking to cultivate good manners and a genteel aspect. Sheridan’s comedies were also 

considered to be “laughing comedies,” as separated from the crying comedies which were 

extremely moralistic and known to provoke tears. Later literary scholars would compare his 

plays to comedies of manners by Oscar Wilde, who skewered the affectations and aspirations of 

upper class Brits of the 1890s in witty and satirical plays like The Importance of Being 

Earnest and An Ideal Husband. 

Key Facts about The Rivals 

 Full Title:The Rivals 

 When Written:1775 

 Where Written:London, England 

 When Published:1775 

 Literary Period:Georgian comedy, “new” Comedy of Manners, Genteel Comedy or 

Laughing Comedy 
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 Genre:Comedy 

 Setting:Bath, Somerset, England 

 Climax:Absolute is forced to admit to Lydia, Sir Anthony, and Mrs. Malaprop that Ensign 

Beverley is a false identity he created. 

 Antagonist:Sir Lucius O’Trigger 

Extra Credit for The Rivals 

Pronunciation was paramount.Sheridan’s father Thomas became a leading force in the 

elocutionary movement, a trend in education that emphasized the importance of correct 

pronunciation and good delivery. Sheridan even worked for a time at the school his father 

founded in in Bath, teaching men like Squire Acres how to sound more genteel. 

Biopics galore.There had already been a play written about the love life of Elizabeth Linley. 

Samuel Foote’s 1771 The Maid of Bath, which was based on Elizabeth’s broken engagement to 

the rich and elderly Walter Long, was still being staged when The Rivals first appeared. 

 

 

 

 

Summary 

 

Next 

Preface 

 

Two servants,Fag and Thomas, run into one another on the streets of Bath. Thomas explains that 

his master Sir Anthony Absolute decided on the spur of the moment to bring his entire 

household to town. Fag teasingly tells Thomas that he no longer works for the 

younger Absolute; his new master is Ensign Beverley. He explains that Absolute has taken on 

the identity of an ensign to woo the beautiful, young heiress Lydia Languish. 

In Lydia’s dressing room, Lydia and Lucy discuss the novels that Lucy has procured for her 

mistress. They are surprised by the entrance of Lydia’s cousin Julia, who has just arrived in Bath 
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with her guardian Sir Anthony. Lydia hastens catches her cousin up on her news: she was barred 

from communicating with her lover, Beverley,when her guardian Mrs. Malaprop discovered their 

affair. Mrs. Malaprop thinks an ensign is an unsuitable match for her niece. Meanwhile, Mrs. 

Malaprop is secretly corresponding with an Irish baronet name Sir Lucius. 

Julia can’t believe that Lydia really intends to marry a poor ensign, but Lydia is determined to do 

so and give up two-thirds of her fortune as a result. Julia thinks this silly, but Lydia mocks Julia’s 

own fiancé Faulkland’s silly jealousy. Julia defends Faulkland’s bad temper as the result of his 

love for her and insecurity about deserving her. 

Later, Sir Anthony arrives to visit Mrs. Malaprop, and together they chide Lydia for her interest 

in Beverley. Sir Anthony blames such disobedience in a girl on reading. Heargues that girls 

should be illiterate, while Mrs. Malaprop makes a garbled case for the areas of study appropriate 

for young ladies, attempting to use sophisticated language and instead sounding ridiculous. Sir 

Anthony has proposed marrying Lydia and Absolute, and they discuss how to convince the 

young people to accept the match. 

After Sir Anthony leaves, Mrs. Malaprop reflects on her own love affair with Sir Lucius, and 

worries about how Lydia found out about it. She asks Lucy if she told Lydia, which Lucydenies. 

Mrs. Malaprop then gives Lucy another letter for Sir Lucius.Once she’s alone, Lucy reflects on 

how much profit she’s made in tips and gifts delivering letters for all these lovers, and how, 

while pretending to be simple, she actually revealed Lydia and Beverley’s love affair to Mrs. 

Malaprop, and led Sir Lucius to believe that he’s corresponding with Lydia instead of with her 

aged aunt. 

In Absolute’s lodging, Fag and Absolute plan how to keep Sir Anthony from learning about 

Absolute’s courtship of Lydia (in his disguise as Beverley). Faulkland enters and urges Absolute 

to ask Mrs. Malaprop and his father for Lydia’s hand in marriage, but Absolute isn’t sure that 

Lydia will have him once she realizes he’s rich and marrying him isn’t an act of rebellion. 

Faulkland, meanwhile, has been in a terrible mood; he says it’s because he worries about Julia 

when they’re separated. Absolute reveals that Julia is well and in Bath, then convinces him to 

stay to hear an update on her from Acres, a neighbor of the Absolutes in the countryside. Acres 

comes in and tells them that Julia has been in perfect health and charms everyone she meets. 

Faulkland storms out in a jealous fit. 
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Acres, who knows nothing about Absolute’s courtship of Lydia, now describes to Absolutehis 

own ridiculous attempts to become more fashionable as he tries to court Lydia. A bit later, Sir 

Anthony arrives and tells Absolute that he wants to make his son’s fortune by marryinghim to 

someone.But Sir Anthonyrefuses to reveal who the woman is, saying that Absolute owes him 

unconditional obedience. Absolute responds that he’s already in love and cannot obey his father, 

who curses him and storms off. 

Meanwhile, Lucy delivers a letter from “Delia” to Sir Lucius. Sir Lucius still believes that 

“Delia” is Lydia. Fag has observed all this, and after Sir Lucius leaves he threatens to tell Ensign 

Beverley that Lucy is also acting on behalf of Sir Lucius, but Lucy explains that the letters 

actually come from Mrs. Malaprop. She then tells Fag that his master has an even more 

formidable new rival: Absolute. Fag gleefully hurries off to tell Absolute the news that the 

woman he loves and the woman his father intends him to marry are one and the same. 

Not long after, Absolute spots his father on the North Parade and makes up with him. Without 

disclosing that he’s already courting Lydia as Ensign Beverley, Absolute promises to marry any 

woman his father commands him to marry, no matter how old or ugly she is. Sir Anthony is 

disgusted that Absolute seems not to care whether his future wife will be beautiful. 

Julia enters her lodgings to find Faulkland there. She asks Faulkland why he doesn’t seem 

excited to see her, to which he says that he’d heard she had been jolly without him and so 

pretended indifference to her. She says she only put on a happy face so that her friends would not 

blame him for making her unhappy. He is momentarily reassured, but then presses her again, 

doubting that she truly loves him and does not merely feel duty-bound to marry him. She runs off 

sobbing. 

Captain Absolute goes to visit Mrs. Malaprop at her lodgings. She is very impressed with his 

appearance and gallantry, and he flatters her. She pulls out a letter from Beverley (actually from 

Absolute) and they read it together. In the letter, Beverley mocks Mrs. Malaprop’s pretention and 

ridiculous misuse of language and promises to find a way to see Lydia with Mrs. Malaprop 

serving as an intermediary. Absolute scoffs with Mrs. Malaprop at this impudence, then asks if 

he may meet Lydia. Mrs. Malaprop calls Lydia down, and departs. Lydia is shocked to see her 

lover, Beverley. He tells her that he posed as Absolute so as to be allowed to see her, and she is 

delighted that he tricked her aunt. Mrs. Malaprop eavesdrops, but misinterprets what the two 



 

 

lovers are saying, and thinks that Lydia is rejecting Absolute cruelly. She intervenes and sends 

Lydia out of the room. 

Sir Lucius arrives at Sir Acres lodgings and Acres explains that he has come to Bath to pursue 

Lydia, who is now being courted by a man named Beverley. Although there are no grounds for 

it, Sir Lucius convinces Acres that he should challenge Beverley to a duel. Acres is very nervous 

at the prospect, but allows Sir Lucius to guide him and write the letter of challenge. Sir Lucius 

says he may also soon issue a challenge to a captain who insulted Ireland. A while later, David 

tries to convince his master not to send the letter of challenge to Beverley. David’s worries about 

the duel frighten Acres, but he is determined to push forward with it. Absolute then arrives, and 

Acres asks him to deliver the letter to Beverley, since he knows Absolute and Beverley are 

acquainted. 

Mrs. Malaprop is praising Absolute to Lydia, who, believing that Mrs. Malaprop has only 

actually met Beverley, insists that Beverley is also charming. Sir Anthony and Captain Absolute 

arrive, but Lydia will not look at Absolute. She wonders, however, why her aunt does not 

recognize that this is a different man from the one she met earlier. Sir Anthony urges Absolute to 

speak, but he claims that he is too overcome with nervousness to do so. Finally, he realizes his 

secret is bound to be discovered. He urges Lydia not to be surprised, but she exclaims 

“Beverley,” upon hearing his voice. At first Mrs. Malaprop and Sir Anthony think Lydia has 

gone mad, but then they realize that Absolute has deceived them all. Sir Anthonyis pleased that 

Absolute was lying when he pretended utter indifference to his wife’s beauty. Mrs. Malaprop is 

appalled that Absolute wrote that letter mocking her, but at Sir Anthony’s urging they leave the 

couple alone together. Lydia, however, is furious that Absolute deceived her. She throws away a 

miniature portrait of him that she had carried and says that she will not marry him. Sir Absolute 

and Mrs. Malaprop reenter and are dismayed to see an angry scene instead of a loving one. 

Absolute walks on the North Parade, muttering about his ruined hopes. Sir Lucius spots him and, 

giving no explanation, challenges him to a duel. Absolute tries to ascertain Sir Lucius’s reasons, 

but cannot. Yet he agrees to duel Sir Lucius that night. Sir Lucius departs, and Absolute runs into 

Faulkland. Absolute tells him that he has been rejected by Lydia and challenged by Sir Lucius, 

and asks Faulkland to be his second in the duel. Faulkland agrees. A servant arrives with a letter 

from Julia for Faulkland, in which she pardons him for his bad behavior. Although he had been 



 

 

wracked with guilt for having behaved badly towards her, he now thinks it is improper of her to 

give forgiveness without first being asked. Absolute tells him that he cannot listen to any more of 

the problems Faulkland invents for himself and exits. Faulkland, to himself, saysthat the duel has 

given him a new idea for a way to make sure that Julia truly loves him. 

Faulkland tells Julia that he must flee England, suggesting that he killed someone in a duel. Julia 

says she will elope with him. He asks her to consider: they may have little money, and he may 

become more quarrelsome than ever. Still, she says she wants to be with him. Overjoyed at 

having proved the sincerity of her love, Faulkland reveals that he fabricated the story of the duel. 

Julia is furious; she says that this deception is the final straw, and that she will not marry him 

now. A while later, Lydia wanders in looking for Julia, who she expects to convince her to take 

Absolute back. She tells Julia about Absolute’s deception, and Julia confesses that Faulkland had 

already told her about it. Lydia is angry at this, but begins to reminisce about the romantic times 

she and Beverley shared. Julia says she is in no mood to treat her cousin’s behavior as humorous: 

she begs Lydia to be reasonable and not ruin a potentially happy marriage because of a caprice. 

Fag then enters with Mrs. Malapropand tells the ladies that Faulkland, Absolute, Sir Lucius and 

Acres are all to be involved in a duel.They all rush off to try to stop it. 

As Absolute awaits the duel, Sir Anthony sees him. Absolute successfully hides the fact that he’s 

going to fight a duel, but moments after he departs David runs up and tells Sir Anthony what’s 

going on. They too hurry of to try to stop it. 

On King’s-Mead-Fields, a little out of town,Acres and Sir Lucius await their dueling opponents. 

Sir Lucius mentions the possibility that Acres will be killed, and Acres begins to lose courage. 

Faulkland and Absolute approach. Sir Lucius assumes that Faulkland is Beverley, but Acres 

recognizes that neither man is Beverley. Sir Lucius then encourages Acres to fight Faulkland in 

Beverley’s stead, but Acres refuses. Absolute confesses that Beverley was a false identity he had 

taken on, and says that he is willing to fight Acres in Beverley’s stead. Acres still refuses to 

fight. Sir Lucius calls Acres a coward, and Acres accepts the insult without challenging him. Sir 

Lucius and Absolute begin to fight, and at that moment the other characters hurry in Sir Anthony 

demands an explanation for how Absolute came to fight, but gets none. Mrs. Malaprop says that 

Lydia is terrified, and urges Lydia to tell Absolute that she still loves him. Sir Lucius cuts in and 

says that he can explain Lydia’s silence, but Lydia then speaks up, saying that she loves 



 

 

Absolute. Sir Lucius then produces a love letter from Delia and demands whether Lydia wrote it. 

Lydia denies writing it, and Mrs. Malaprop confesses that she is Delia. Sir Lucius is not 

interested in marrying Mrs. Malaprop. and he says he foregoes his claim to Lydia. Sir Anthony 

advises Julia to marry Faulkland, promising that his jealous temperament will improve after they 

are married, and Acres promisesto throw a party for the newly engaged couples. 

  

  

 

 

Summary 

Analysis 

The preface was not included in the original production of the play, but was included in the first printed 

edition. In the preface, Sheridan notes that plays only receive printings if they have been well-received 

in the theatre and even then usually need no preface, but that the success of The Rivals was unusual and 

requires some explanation. 

Sheridan meant for The Rivals to secure his position in high society. The Preface tells us more about 

these aspirations than it does about the play itself. 

Sheridan notes that the play’s initial performance on its first night was badly received, after which the 

play was withdrawn and thoroughly edited. He admits that the first version that he submitted to the 

theater was twice as long as was appropriate, and that although the manager edited it, he did not edit it 

enough for fear of wounding Sheridan’s pride. Sheridan said that he made this mistake because The 

Rivals was the first play he had written and because he had not studied plays thoroughly, in an effort to 

avoid inadvertently plagiarizing the plays he read. Looking back, he is not surprised that there were 

elements in the first version of the play that the audience disliked, but he is surprised at himself for not 

having foreseen that these elements were objectionable. 

Even as he introduces his play, Sheridan tries to distance himself from the ungentlemanly world of the 

theater. Sheridan grew up in a theatrical family, so his claim to be unfamiliar with theatrical norms is 



 

 

false, as is his claim to have avoided imitating other plays. The Rivals draws on an unpublished play 

written by Sheridan’s mother, among other works. 

Sheridan notes that some people have suggested that the play was at first poorly received because 

many people felt malice towards him personally, but he thinks this is unlikely, as he doesn’t believe 

people view him that way. In any case, if someone did feel malice towards him, that person is now 

sorely disappointed, having witnessed the play’s eventual success. Indeed, he is grateful to the audience 

who booed the first version of the play for its sincerity and for guiding him toward improving the work. 

Sheridan continues to try to shape public perception of himself. He seeks to come across as reasonably 

accepting of deserved criticism. He also rather disingenuously states that he believes he has no enemies, 

while also claiming a victory over any enemies he does have. 

On the other hand, Sheridan professes disdain for critics who write unkind reviews for authors who are 

not their personal acquaintances, and whose acquaintance he could not possibly be because he is a 

gentleman and they are not gentlemen. He then addresses those critics who thought his portrayal of Sir 

Lucius O’Trigger reflected anti-Irish sentiment, saying that he hopes that their feeling of offense 

deepened their attachment to Ireland. Finally, he thanks and praises the actors and management of the 

theatre, who have helped him so much to improve as a writer. 

Sheridan derides theater critics who wrote negative reviews as both his social inferiors and corrupt, 

saying they only write favorably about their friends. In fact, Sheridan himself was a corrupt critic: he 

wrote a glowing review of The Rivals under a pseudonym. 

 

 

Summary 

Analysis 

Prologue on the play’s first night. For the performance of the play on its first night, a prologue 

was performed by the actors playing Absolute and Acres. This prologue portrays a brief scene 

between an attorney and a court official, the serjeant-at-law, in which the attorney bribes the 

serjeant-at-law to read a brief to the court on behalf of the poet. The serjeant then presents the 
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play to the judgment of the court of public opinion (i.e. to the audience), saying that if they do 

not like the play then his client’s crime was nothing worse than attempting to please and failing. 

In the prologue on the first night, Sheridan once again shows that he saw writing The Rivals as a 

means to an end. He wished the play to be well-received and earn him praise and renown. At the 

same time, he suggests that it is no fault of his own if the play is not well-received and, by 

showing the serjeant-at-law as a bribe taker, suggests that there is no such thing as a fair and 

honest reception. 

Prologue for later performances of the play. After its disastrous opening night performance, the 

play was quickly re-edited. When it returned to the stage, it had an entirely different prologue. In 

this prologue, the actress playing Julia comes onstage and comments that it is no longer 

necessary for the serjeant to appear, because while he advocated for the playwright, she, as a 

woman, is better suited to serve the Muse. First, she addresses the figure of Comedy, saying it is 

too young and flirtatious to teach moral precepts. Then she addresses the figure of Tragedy, 

whose guidance would have all the actors and actresses in the play murder one another. The 

playwright hopes to avoid this, and instead to use comedy to teach a moral lesson. She admits, 

however, that very severe moralists will certainly find the play inadequate in doling out the 

punishment for guilt that Tragedy would dictate. 

Sheridan’s second version of the prologue is less blatantly self-serving and at least attempts to 

aim at loftier ideals of art and morality. The play is a Comedy (it’s funny, and the main 

characters get married at the end), but Sheridan suggests that he at least wants some of the moral 

weight that comes with Tragedy to inform the work. Note also that Julia, as a woman, is seen as 

more of an “art object” than the male deliverer of the original prologue. 

 

 

  

The Rivals Themes 
 

Next 

Sheridan and His World 
 

 

https://www.litcharts.com/lit/the-rivals/characters/julia-melville
https://www.litcharts.com/lit/the-rivals/themes/sheridan-and-his-world
https://www.litcharts.com/lit/the-rivals/themes/sheridan-and-his-world
https://www.litcharts.com/lit/the-rivals/themes/sheridan-and-his-world
https://www.litcharts.com/lit/the-rivals/themes/sheridan-and-his-world


 

 

Sheridan and His World 

 

Richard Brinsley Sheridan wrote The Rivalsat the age of twenty-six, hoping to turn bad 

publicity into good and make money in the process. Although it is not 

autobiographical, The Rivalsdrew on Sheridan’s experiences during his scandalous 

courtship of his own wife. Sheridan used the notoriety that his courtship had received 

through the rumor mills of British society to spark a widespread interest in his play, fill 

theater seats, and make his fortune. Much like Captain Absolute, Sheridan’s 

protagonist in The Rivals,Richard Brinsley Sheridan was a talented wordsmith whose 

charisma and wit allowed him to succeed in the world. He lacked strong principles, but 

was willing to pretend to have them to get ahead. What he did seem to value were his 

desires for pleasure, success, and fame. 

At the age of nineteen, Sheridan moved to Bath and soon fell in love with a beautiful 

sixteen-year-old soprano, Elizabeth Linley, who had nationwide fame as a singer and 

was known as ―the maid of Bath.‖ Like Captain Absolute’s love interest Lydia 

Languish in The Rivals, Elizabeth had a number of suitors, including Sheridan’s own 

brother Charles. Employing stratagems similar to Captain Absolute’s, Sheridan 

managed to court her secretly, without letting on to his friends and family. 

At the time that Sheridan fell in love with Elizabeth, an older, married man named 

Captain Mathews was attempting to force her to marry him. Sheridan convinced her to 

run away from this unwanted attention and escape to a convent in France, promising to 

escort her there as a friend. Once there, he confessed his love and convinced her to 

marry him, which he said would be the only way to prevent a scandal over their having 

run away together. Elizabeth, who found that she was already, in fact, in love with the 

handsome and charming Richard, agreed. The pair’s fathers soon arrived in France and 

brought the two young people back, perhaps without realizing that the two had been 

secretly married, or perhaps simply determined to ignore this marriage as illegitimate. 

While Richard and Elizabeth were in France, Captain Mathews published a 

denunciation of Richardin the Bath Chronicle, claiming that the younger man had 
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spread nasty rumors about his treatment of Elizabeth. Upon Richard’s return from 

France, he fought Mathews in a duel and won, forcing Mathews to print a retraction of 

his denunciation in the same newspaper. Mathews was then shunned by all his friends 

for having lost his honor through the embarrassing retraction. Upset at this, Mathews 

challenged Sheridan to a second duel. By the rules of honor, Richard was under no 

obligation to accept this challenge, but did, and was severely injured in the ensuing 

sword fight. 

In The Rivalsthe two pairs of combatants set to duel are ridiculous, and neither duel 

comes to pass. But the behavior of Bob Acres and Sir Lucius O’Trigger echoes that of 

Captain Mathews. In the first duel Mathews conducted himself as a coward, like Bob 

Acres, and had to forego his honor. In the second, he challenged Sheridan to fight 

without providing any real reason, like Sir Lucius O’Trigger. In writing The Rivals, 

Sheridan surely sought to make the public view of his role in the duels more positive, 

and to have his final revenge on Mathews, who had almost killed him. 

Like Lydia and Absolute in The Rivals, Richard and Elizabethendured a period of 

separation when their elders barred them from seeing each other. After their fathers 

returned the two young people to England, Richard was sent away from Bath to a house 

in the countryside for several months and then forced to get his law degree, and 

Elizabeth toured England, singing to packed halls and prompting speculation about her 

possible engagements to some of the most eligible bachelors in England. Eventually, 

Elizabeth’s father gave up on trying to keep the two apart, perhaps having gethered that 

they had, in fact, already been married in France. They were officially married in 

England a year after their clandestine French wedding, and Richard gave up his career 

as a lawyer after only one week. 

After their marriage, the young Sheridans moved to London and lived extravagantly on 

Elizabeth’s savings. Although they could have been wealthy, given the enormous fees 

Elizabeth could command as one of the most sought-after singers in the country, she 

stopped singing publicly after their marriage, because it would have been unsuitable 

behavior for the wife of a gentleman. Having sacrificed such a fantastic source of wealth 

to conform to his society’s beliefs about what constituted proper behavior for a lady, 
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Sheridan would have had this topic in mind when he sat down to create Lydia’s 

character in The Rivals. 

Desperate to make money to support his household, Sheridan wrote The Rivals. Itwas 

first staged a year and a half after the couple’s marriage, when their celebrity was still 

fresh in the public mind. The play ultimately made Sheridan the great new playwrighting 

talent of his era. But it is also worth recognizing the way that the play’s origin affected its 

themes. As a work of art that sought, in part, to define its own author’s exploits in 

wooing and dueling as heroic, the play naturally accepts the general norms of society 

that underpin the rules of courtship and honor even as it makes fun of them for comedic 

effect. 

This acceptance of society’s norms was also a consequence of Sheridan’s background 

as the son of an actor and a playwright. His parentage was looked down upon by his 

peers at Harrow, the prestigious boarding school he attended. This created in Sheridan 

a desire to join the ranks of ―true‖ gentlemen, those who had not earned their wealth in 

undignified ways, but had inherited it. The aspiration to be considered one of the ―best‖ 

men in England is reflected in the conservative outlook of the play, which does not seek 

to challenge the prevalent assumptions about the superiority of some people over 

others. Sheridan did not wish to challenge the establishment. Instead, he wished to be 

fully accepted by it. As a result, The Rivalsis not critically inclined toward society and 

instead accepts social norms as ultimately correct and unchanging (or unchangeable), 

even if they can lead to silliness. 

 

 

False Identities and Artifice 

Confusion about who is who drives the plot of The Rivals. Several of the 

characters invent entirely new people in order to delude others and gain their 

goals. Other characters merely pretend to be people they are not, often by 

affecting to be more intelligent or fashionable than they truly are. 



 

 

The most pressing question for the plot of The Rivals is when Absolute’s 

created identity of Ensign Beverley will be unmasked as a falsehood, and 

whether Lydia will still love him once she realizes she has fallen in love with 

him under false pretenses. And it is the outcome of this unmasking which 

shows that the play does not view the many acts of artifice or deception that it 

portrays as necessarily bad. 

After all, Captain Absolute is never punished for his trickery. Despite being 

caught in his lie instead of getting to break the secret of his true identity to 

Lydia gently, Absolute still eventually gets the girl. And, since he is the most 

charming character in the play, his ability to manipulate others to achieve his 

ends is presented as a sign of his canniness, intelligence, and ability to think 

on his feet. 

Indeed,Sheridan himself was the very type of figure he glorifies through his 

sympathetic portrayal of Absolute: he was enormously charming and creative 

in his deceptions and manipulations. He also tended to get away with this bad 

behavior, because almost no one (except his father) could stay mad at him for 

long. 

But the play does make fun of those characters who aren’t intelligent enough 

to skillfully use artifice to gain their objectives.Bob Acres and Mrs. 

Malaprop are constantly pretending, but never think strategically about whom 

they are trying to manipulate. Their artifice is mere pretense, and although it is 

supposed to convince others that they are intelligent, brave, or deserving of a 

high place in the social hierarchy, it is transparent to everyone around them 

and makes them a source of mockery. 

Lydia’s principal act of artifice is likewise a failure to use deception 

strategically. She sends an anonymous letter to herself claiming to know that 
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Captain Absolute is courting another woman and then shows it to Absolute, 

hoping to quarrel with him and hear his protestations that she is the only one 

he loves. Since Lydia already has Absolute’s love and doesn’t actually wish to 

be separated from him by a fight, her artifice is nothing but an impediment to 

her own happiness. At the same time, however, Lydia’s capacity for 

trickeryshows the audience that she is not to pitied for being taken in by 

Absolute. The two lovers are birds of a feather in their willingness to play 

games with each other’s emotions. 

There is one act of artifice that the play portrays as neither ridiculous nor 

admirable, though: Faulkland’s lie to Julia when he seeks to test her love for 

him by suggesting he has killed a man in a duel. Unlike Lydia, Julia has high 

moral standards, and only uses deceptions to protect Faulkland’s reputation, 

as when she pretends to be happier than she is. Faulkland already has ample 

evidence of Julia’s love and so this manipulation is unnecessary for his 

purposes; his behavior is motivated by an unjustifiable jealousy, making it 

nothing more than cruel. The play seems to suggest that acts of artifice must 

be judged both by the skill they display and by the extent to which the target of 

the deception deserves to be deceived. 

 

Language and Pretension 

 The best comedy in the play is a result of the witty dialogue and rhetorical 

tricks that Sheridan employs. The characters in the play whom Sheridan 

portrays with respect – Captain Absolute, Julia, even Lydia – all have a 

mastery of language, while those he holds up for mockery lack such skill and, 

therefore, their use of language betrays their vain attempts to appear better 

than they are. This quality of the play makes it a comedy of manners, in which 
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the pretensions of society people are skewered and satirized, largely when 

their use of language betrays those pretentions. 

In particular, Bob Acres and Mrs. Malaprop try to communicate their own 

sophistication, intelligence, and good breeding through the words that they 

choose to use. But these efforts only end up revealing how little they actually 

know, and how little mastery of language they have. Indeed, the term 

―malapropism,‖ which means the accidental substitution of a similar-sounding 

but altogether different word for the word intended, is named after Mrs. 

Malaprop because she is such a good – and funny – example of this comedic 

trait. Her speech is so full of malapropisms that most of what she says is 

either the opposite of what she means or utterly zany, unintelligible, or 

unrelated to the topic at hand. 

Mrs. Malaprop is especially sensitive to being teased about the way she 

speaks, and especially susceptible to flattery about it, because she believes 

that her large vocabulary displays her superior intellect. Malapropisms, then, 

are a sure sign of pretension. Like the old joke about Groucho Marx who 

would never want to belong to any club that would be so unselective as to 

allow him to join, Mrs. Malaprop views any word she knows well enough to 

use correctly as too common to impress her listeners. So she instead tries to 

use big words that she believes she knows, but actually mixes up to great 

comic effect. 

Acres is Mrs. Malaprop’s male counterpart for silliness in speech. He peppers 

his speech with swears, employing what he thinks is a fashionable new form 

of oath that specifies the topic being exclaimed about. He thinks this slang will 

make him look sophisticated and impress his listeners, but it is clear from 

Captain Absolute’s reaction that Acres is the only person he has ever heard 
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speak this way, and that rather than showing himself to be on the cutting-edge 

of fashion, Acres makes himself ridiculous. 

Finally, neither Acres nor Mrs. Malaprop can tell when Captain Absolute is 

humoring them, speaking sarcastically, or subtly mocking them to their faces. 

They are so preoccupied with their attempts to impress with their ―refined‖ 

speech and manners that they fail to pick up on his actual reactions to them. 

In a play that portrays a well-crafted deception positively, failing to notice how 

your words are being taken by your listener is the ultimate sin against the 

intelligent use of language. 

 

 

The Role of Women 

 In the late 18th century, when The Rivals was written, there were firm 

notions for how women should behave. Prior to marriage, a girl of noble birth 

was supposed to be pure and simple in her understanding of the world and to 

place her trust in her elders, who would select a man from the same class for 

her to marry. 

The rigidness of these expectations for young girls is parodied in the portrayal 

of Lydia Languish’s guardian Mrs. Malaprop, who objects to practically 

everything that Lydia says and does by declaring it not proper behavior for a 

young woman. Yet while Mrs. Malaprop’s objections are so repetitive and 

indiscriminate as to seem ridiculous, her basic contention – that Lydia’s duty is 

to do as she is told – would have been accepted by 18th century audiences. 

Once married, a lady was expected to carry out her wifely duties without 

complaining about hardship, and to comfort her husband when he was in low 

spirits. If her husband became angry, she was supposed to calm and soothe 
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him. If he was sad, she was supposed to be bright and merry to cheer him 

up. Julia in many ways epitomizes the 18th century’s ideal woman, then: 

although she gets frustrated with Faulkland’s distrust of her, she always tries 

to show him that she loves him, accepts his faults and will remain loyal to him 

no matter what. 

Much of 18th century society considered such ―womanly‖ behavior as critical, 

and so anything that threatened that behavior was the subject of much 

debate. And just as ―upholders of culture‖ today might criticize certain music 

or movies or other media, there was heated debate in British newspapers and 

across society in the late 18th century about whether the rather new invention 

of ―sentimental novels‖ perverted young girls and made them unfit to be good 

wives and mothers. 

The sentimental novels that were popular at the time did not stress duty to 

one’s elders or portray young women as happy to have their fates chosen for 

them. Instead, this literature showed women motivated by love and passion to 

choose dangerous paths and forbidden lovers. Often the plots of these novels 

involved love across class boundaries. 

The parents and husbands who saw it as their responsibility to supervise the 

women in their families worried that these books put ideas into women’s 

heads that were potentially disastrous. Girls were supposed to be virgins 

when they married, so if a girl inspired by novel-reading were to sneak off in 

search of her own romantic adventures and get pregnant out of wedlock, she 

(and her family) would become social outcasts (this is exactly the fate that 

threatens the Bennets of Pride and Prejudice after Lydia runs off at the climax 

of that novel, for instance). 
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In keeping with the general light tone of the comedy, The Rivals makes fun of 

everyone on both sides of the debate.Lydia, for example, rather ridiculously 

applies the plots of sentimental novels to her own life. She hopes to be like a 

heroine in a book, who has such a great love that she is willing to make a 

sacrifice for it. For Lydia this specifically means marrying a poor man, defying 

her aunt, and losing two-thirds of the inheritance she would otherwise receive. 

Lydia’s novel-reading has made her an easy target for someone able to 

manipulate her romantic impulse. 

Sir Antony, not incorrectly, blames Lydia’s novel-reading for her determination 

to marry the penniless Ensign Beverley. His resulting position, though, is 

extreme to the point of parody: he declares that girls should not be allowed to 

learn to read at all. And yet even as Sir Antony seems ridiculously strict, the 

play does not suggest that learning or reading has much use for women,as 

once again Sheridan doesn’t really question the status quo. 

As it turns out, in an ironic twist, Lydia is not seduced by a poor schemer 

hoping to take advantage of her. Instead she is forced to sacrifice her fantasy 

of a star-crossed love affair when it turns out she loves the very rich, suitable 

man – Captain Absolute – her guardians would choose for her and who had 

only been pretending to be penniless. The play is a comedy: no one in The 

Rivals will lose their life or fortune, however foolishly they flirt with disaster. 

This outcome for Lydia does not only reflect the light comedy of the play, 

however. It also shows the play’s ultimately conservative view of social norms. 

Rather than critique the way his society perceived women or class (unlike, 

say, Pride and Prejudice), Sheridan portrays Lydia’s rebellion as a foolish 

caprice drawn straight from the pages of a book. Meanwhile, the play’s least 

ridiculed character, Julia, conforms perfectly to society’s expectations for a 
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young woman, while its charming protagonist, Captain Absolute, is able to 

take advantage of Lydia’s desire to rebel against those norms. 

 

Courtship and Generational Conflict 

 The Rivals revolves around two engaged couples: Lydia and Captain 

Absolute, and Faulkland and Julia. But in the play getting married isn’t as 

simple as falling in love, because the older generation take an active role in 

approving or seeking to block matches dictated by the heart. 

Sheridan, still in his early twenties when he wrote The Rivals, mocks the 

control the older generation seeks to exert over the young. Although Sir 

Antony and Mrs. Malaprop clearly see themselves as acting in Captain 

Absolute and Lydia’s best interests, they are too hasty to condemn every 

independent idea either of the young people have. 

Sir Antony shows that his priority is to test whether Captain Absolute will obey 

him when he demands that Captain Absolute agree unconditionally to marry 

the woman he chooses. He not only refuses to tell his son that he would like 

for him to marry Lydia, but also stresses that Captain Absolute should obey 

him even if the match he intended were ugly and humpbacked (which Lydia, 

of course, is not). It is only because Captain Absolute sneakily figures out who 

his father intends for him to marry that Captain Absolute agrees to marry 

whomever his father chooses. Even in voicing his agreement, though, Captain 

Absolute mocks his father’s ridiculous demand that he sacrifice all control over 

his own future—saying he would happily marry Mrs. Malaprop if his father 

should so command. 
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At the same time, the play also mocks young people who are more 

preoccupied with rebellion against the older generation than with ensuring 

their own future is happy. Lydia is not only willing to oppose her aunt in the 

name of a great love, but seeks to oppose her for the sake of opposition itself. 

When her aunt tells her that she has dropped the idea to marry Lydia 

to Squire Acres and has a new suitor in mind, Lydia replies, ―had I no 

preferment for any one else, the choice you have made would be my 

aversion.‖ 

In the happy world of the play, the two pairs turn out to have both love and the 

approval of their elders. In each pair, though, one member naively demands 

that love be entirely pure and have nothing to do with duty to the older 

generation. Lydia would have preferred to marry purely out of love and in 

defiance of the older generation, while Faulkland, who rescued Julia from 

drowning and was approved of as a son-in-law by Julia’s father before his 

death, doubts Julia’s love because he can see it is not only based on love, but 

also supported by her sense of duty, and that it does not, as the sentimental 

notions of the time dictated, make Julia suffer. 

By mocking both the older and the younger generation, the play seems to take 

what might be described as a ―comedic long view,‖ in which it sees humor in 

the fact that both the older and younger generations are playing roles of 

meddling controllers and rebellious youth without realizing that the older and 

younger generations have always played such roles, and likely always will. 

Even as it makes fun of both the young and old, then, the play indicates a 

conservative acceptance that this is just the way things are. 

 

 



 

 

Gentlemanly Honor and Dueling 

For men of the British nobility in the late 18th century, honor was an important social institution. 

To be considered a gentleman one had to be honorable, which meant being truthful, virtuous, and 

well-mannered. At the same time, being honorable required courage: both courage in a physical 

altercation, but also, more commonly, the courage to defend one’s honor when it was questioned 

by another.If one gentleman insulted another, for instance by accusing him of lying, by calling 

him a name, or by making advances on his wife or sweetheart, the insulted gentleman was 

obligated by the rules of honor to challenge the offending gentleman to a duel. If he failed to 

issue a challenge, his reputation as a gentleman would be ruined because he would be seen as 

either admitting to his lack of honor, or as displaying a lack of courage that, regardless of the 

truth of the charges against him, was itself dishonorable. 

Part of the idea behind the institution of dueling is that, because gentlemen knew what kinds of 

behavior would offend another man’s honor and cause him to issue a challenge to a duel, this 

knowledge served as an important check on the behavior of noblemen, leading them to think 

twice before they lied, cheated, or sexually harassed women. 

Captain Absolute fits perfectly into this ideal vision of dueling. He sees dueling as a necessary 

but unpleasant fact of life. Although he finds it unreasonable that Sir Lucius 

O’Trigger challenges him to a duel without giving any explanation, after trying to coolly reason 

with Sir Lucius without getting a satisfactory answer from him, he accepts the challenge. In other 

words, Absolute acts as an absolute gentleman: he always shows a cool and reasonable 

temperament, but when challenged by a social equal he courageously meets his obligations to 

fight and preserve his honor. As a captain who has been in a marching (or active) regiment for 

his entire adolescence, Captain Absolute has been steeped in the culture of gentlemanly honor. A 

Captain in the army not only had his own honor to protect, but the honor of the army and of the 

King to whom the army swore loyalty. 

Sir Lucius, on the other hand, is far too keen to fight in duels himself and to see others fight in 

them. He challenges Absolute to a duel without giving any reason, and even urges Faulkland, 

who has come to the duel to support Captain Absolute as his second, to duel Acres. Sir Lucius 

seems to see duels as fun and exciting, and his extreme interest in duels shows that, when carried 
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too far, this social institution which helped to regulate the behavior of young men could also lead 

to unnecessary carnage and grieving families. 

Despite the character of Sir Lucius, though, The Rivals is not attempting to level a deep criticism 

of either gentlemanly honor or of the institution of dueling. Nowhere is this more visible than 

through the character of Squire Acres. As a country squire, Acres lacks Captain Absolute’s 

formal military training, as well his knowledge of how to act the part of a sophisticated 

gentleman in general and of the rules of dueling specifically. Most importantly, though,he also 

lacks courage.As a result, Acres first overcompensates: because he is trying to fit in within the 

social world of the city of Bath, Acres allows himself to be persuaded by Lucius O’Trigger that 

he has grounds to challenge Beverley to a duel where there are none. He is not really prepared, 

however, for the risk involved, and is greatly relieved when Beverley turns out not to exist. 

Sir Lucius O’Trigger then insults Acres by calling him a coward, but Acres refuses to defend his 

honor. In the world of the play such failures, of both knowledge and courage, are unforgivable in 

a gentleman, and Squire Acres is portrayed throughout as a coward and a fool. 



ROBINSON CRUSOE: HOW BRITAIN WHITEWASHED SLAVERY 

 

It is 300 years since the publication of Daniel Defoe’s adventure novel, Robinson Crusoe.  

It’s one of the biggest selling books by a British author and works as a gripping adventure for 

young readers.  

But underneath the derring-do, jeopardy, solitude and survival is a story with underpinnings in 

colonialism, slavery and exploitation.  

Modern media still mine this rich source of thrilling entertainment with recent popular TV 

programmes such as Bear Grylls’s Island Survival, Castaways, Survivor and Shipwrecked.  

By the end of the 19th century, no book in English literary history had enjoyed more editions, 

spin-offs and translations than Robinson Crusoe, with more than 700 alternative versions, 

including illustrated children’s versions.  

The now-forgotten term “Robinsonade” was coined to describe the Crusoe genre, which still 

flourishes and was more recently revived by Hollywood in the Tom Hanks film Castaway in 

2000.  

Two months before publishing his novel Defoe proposed that the South Sea Company, which 

had been founded eight years earlier to manage the national debt and supply the Spanish colonies 

with several thousand African slaves each year, should oversee the founding of a British colony 

at the mouth of the Orinoco River near the coast of present-day Venezuela.  

His novel is set very near the same location and could be seen as a way of showing how British 

fortitude, resilience and hard work could make survival possible and enable an enterprising 

Englishman can prosper in seemingly hostile environments.  

This romanticised ideal is part of a colonial narrative that went hand in glove with the slave 

trade, white supremacy and the entitlement of the upper class to seize and control whatever they 

wanted: people, land, countries, minerals, natural resources, precious metals and more. 

The encounter with Man Friday is a seminal moment — probably the first black character to be 

given a realistic, individualised and humane portrayal in the English novel, Friday has a huge 

literary and cultural importance.  

If Crusoe represents the first colonial mind in fiction, then Friday represents not just a Caribbean 

tribesman, but all the natives of America, Asia, and Africa who would later be oppressed in the 

age of European imperialism.  



At the moment when Crusoe teaches Friday to call him “Master,” Friday becomes an enduring 

political symbol of racial injustice in a modern world critical of imperialist expansion.  

Recent rewritings of the Crusoe story, like JM Coetzee’s Foe and Michel Tournier’s Friday, 

emphasise the sad consequences of Crusoe’s failure to understand Friday and suggest how the 

tale might be told very differently from the native’s perspective. 

Aside from his importance to our culture, Friday is a key figure within the context of the novel. 

In many ways he is the most vibrant character in Robinson Crusoe, much more charismatic and 

colourful than his master.  

Indeed, Defoe at times underscores the contrast between Crusoe’s and Friday’s personalities, as 

when Friday, in his joyful reunion with his father, exhibits far more emotion toward his family 

than Crusoe.  

Whereas Crusoe never mentions missing his family or dreams about the happiness of seeing 

them again, Friday jumps and sings for joy when he meets his father, and this emotional display 

makes us see what is missing from Crusoe’s stodgy Christian heart.  

Friday’s expression of loyalty in asking Crusoe to kill him rather than leave him is more heartfelt 

than anything Crusoe ever says or does.  

Friday’s sincere questions to Crusoe about the devil, which Crusoe answers only indirectly and 

hesitantly, leave us wondering whether Crusoe’s knowledge of Christianity is superficial and 

sketchy in contrast to Friday’s full understanding of his own god Benamuckee.  

In short, Friday’s exuberance and emotional directness often point out the wooden 

conventionality of Crusoe’s personality. 

The text was first published in London by W Taylor on April 25 1719. This first edition credited 

the work’s fictional protagonist Robinson Crusoe as its author, and its title was The Life and 

Strange Surprizing Adventures of Robinson Crusoe of York, Mariner: Written by Himself.  

It sold well; four months later, it was followed by The Further Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. 

A year later, riding high on the market, came Serious Reflections During the Life and Surprizing 

Adventures of Robinson Crusoe.  

Most readers will only encounter the first edition. The author of this literary milestone is a 

hustler of nearly 60 years old originally named Daniel Foe (he added “De” to improve his social 

standing), a one-time journalist, pamphleteer, jack of all trades and spy.  

This novel relates the story of a man’s shipwreck on a desert island for 28 years and his 

subsequent adventures.  



Throughout its episodic narrative, Crusoe’s struggles with faith are apparent as he bargains with 

God in times of life-threatening crises, but time and again he turns his back after his 

deliverances.  

He is finally content with his lot in life, separated from society, following a more genuine 

conversion experience.  

The novel has been assumed to be based in part on the story of the Scottish castaway Alexander 

Selkirk, who spent four years stranded in the Juan Fernandex islands, but this experience is 

inconsistent with the details of the narrative.  

The island Selkirk lived on was named Mas a Tierra (Closer to Land) at the time and was 

renamed Robinson Crusoe Island in 1966.  

It has been supposed that Defoe may have also been inspired by the Latin or English translation 

of a book by the Andalusian-Arab Muslim polymath Ibn Tufail, who was known as “Abubacer” 

in Europe.  

The Latin edition of the book was entitled Philosophus Autodidactus and it was an earlier novel 

that is also set on a deserted island.  

OTHERS LIKED 
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Robinson Crusoe - Daniel Defoe 

| Biography  

                  Daniel Defoe was born in London on September 13, 1660. As a young man he 

studied to become a Presbyterian minister, but he abandoned the clergy in favor of making his 

fortune as a merchant. The business allowed Defoe to travel widely and he enjoyed some success 

initially, although it was never consistent. By 1692 the business faltered badly, and he declared 

bankruptcy. 

                  Fortunately, along with his interest in business, Defoe had a lifelong interest in 

politics and religion. This interest led him to become a political writer, journalist, and 

pamphleteer. He published his first political pamphlet in 1683, and his output over his lifetime 

was prodigious. Politics and religion were closely connected topics during Defoe's heyday, and 

he tackled these subjects fearlessly. On more than one occasion his writing caused sufficient 

controversy to land him in jail. The bulk of his political writing appeared in his journal, the 

Review, which he single-handedly wrote and published from 1704 to 1713. The Review started 

its life as a weekly, but eventually Defoe published the periodical three times a week. 

                 Defoe's interests in religion, politics, and trade come together seamlessly in Robinson 

Crusoe (1719). The novel explores these themes in implicit and explicit ways. Defoe is 

considered the father of the English novel because Robinson Crusoe was the first novel written 

in English to use the prose narrative form throughout—a fact that explains the episodic, recursive 

structure of the novel, as well as the odd gaps and omissions at the end. The boundaries between 

nonfiction and fiction were blurry during this period, and Defoe draws on the conventions of 

travel literature, memoirs, and conversion narratives. Defoe and his contemporaries would have 

been shocked, for example, at the controversy surrounding James Frey's heavily fictionalized 

memoir A Million Little Pieces because such narrative liberties were routinely used in 

purportedly "true" accounts. Defoe's choice to move back and forth between a straightforward 

narration of events and Crusoe's journal entries (some of which go backward to cover episodes 

he has already narrated) is another marker of how genre conventions for the novel had not yet 

solidified. Nonetheless, the novel earned him immediate and international fame. He published 

two sequels to Robinson Crusoe, but neither achieved the popularity of his first novel. Other 

works that cemented his reputation as a novelist are Moll Flanders and A Journal of the Plague 

Year, both published in 1722. 

                Defoe married Mary Tuffley in 1684, and the couple had eight children, two of whom 

died before adulthood. They remained married until Defoe's death in London on April 24, 1731. 

Author- 

Daniel Defoe 

Year Published- 
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1719 

Type- 

Novel 

Genre- 

Adventure 

Perspective and Narrator- 

The character Robinson Crusoe is the first-person narrator of Robinson Crusoe. 

Tense- 

Robinson Crusoe is written in the past tense. 

 

About the Title---  

Robinson Crusoe was originally published with a long title: The Life and Strange Surprizing 

Adventures of Robinson Crusoe of York, Mariner: Written by Himself. Although not all readers 

believed the story was true, the tale of the castaway's adventures was captivating, as evidenced 

by the immediate popularity of the book. The name Crusoe—which Robinson says in the 

opening chapter was corrupted when the original family surname Kreutznaer was translated into 

English—might have been selected by Defoe as a nod to his classmate Timothy Cruso, who 

wrote guidebooks. As for the name Robinson, it soon came into use as the new name of a special 

genre, featuring people shipwrecked on deserted islands: "Robinsonade." 

Robinson Crusoe | Context 

The Story of Scottish Sailor Alexander Selkirk 

Robinson Crusoe reflects its author's interests and experiences. It was written in the midst of 

ongoing English conflicts between Protestantism and Catholicism, and Robinson Crusoe's 

religious journey addresses various aspects of these conflicts. His encounters with sailors of 

different nationalities and natives of different continents are flavored with political intrigue and 

Defoe's experiences in trade. 

                 However, the most direct influence and inspiration for Robinson Crusoe is the story of 

Scottish sailor Alexander Selkirk. A shoemaker's son from the town of Fife, Selkirk ran away to 

sea as a young man, just as Crusoe runs away from his family. However, unlike Crusoe, Selkirk 

also reportedly engaged in a fistfight with his father and two brothers. He also left at least one 

alleged wife behind in Scotland. He became a privateer, or legalized pirate, and spent several 

years raiding Spanish ships off the Pacific coast of South America on behalf of the English 

government. During a conflict with the captain of his ship in 1704 off the coast of Chile, Selkirk 

demanded to be left on a nearby island. The captain obliged, and Selkirk stayed there for over 

four years. When he returned to England in 1709, his story became well known. 
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               The island Selkirk likely occupied is in the Juan Fernandez archipelago, roughly 400 

miles off the western coast of Chile. The second largest island in the cluster is named Isla 

Alejandro Selkirk (also known as Isla Más Afuera) for Selkirk. The largest island, known as Isla 

Más a Tierra, is now sometimes called Isla Robinson Crusoe. However, Crusoe comes to 

understand from Friday that his island is near the island of Trinidad, in the Caribbean Sea. Isla 

Robinson Crusoe (and the location of Selkirk's island) is off the coast of Chile, in the South 

Pacific. 

Lasting Literary Legacy 

                  Better known by its abbreviated title Robinson Crusoe, Defoe's The Life and 

Adventures of Robinson Crusoe enjoyed unprecedented popularity upon its publication in 1719. 

It went through nine printings in its first year alone. The amazing success of the novel inspired 

Defoe to publish two sequels in short order: The Farther Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, which 

appeared in 1719, and Serious Reflections of Robinson Crusoe, which he published in 1720. 

Neither sequel sold as well as the original, but Defoe's success as a novelist was already secure 

and enduring. Since its first publication, Robinson Crusoe has been translated into more than 100 

languages and adapted in a number of ways—including children's books and graphic novels. It 

has remained in print continuously since 1719. The novel is commonly regarded as one of the 

most influential books of all time because of its thoughtful portrayal of a protagonist whom 

readers readily identify as an ordinary man who is on an incredible adventure. 

                         In the years since its publication, Robinson Crusoe inspired many other literary 

works. The first was Jonathan Swift's Gulliver's Travels in 1726. And the work's influence has 

been consistent, with noticeable impact on such popular novels as Johann David Wyss's The 

Swiss Family Robinson (1812) and William Golding's Lord of the Flies (1954). South African 

novelist J.M. Coetzee used Robinson Crusoe as a jumping-off point for his 1986 novel Foe, an 

exploration of the powers of language and narrative. The novel has seen a number of film 

adaptations and influenced numerous films and television series, including Lost (2004–10), Cast 

Away (2000), and The Martian (2015). The classic television comedy Gilligan's Island (1964–

67), the continuing saga of seven hapless tourists stranded on an island near Hawaii, directly 

mentions Robinson Crusoe in its theme song. 

Colonization and Racism 

                       Some modern readers may be taken aback by the attitudes and language of 

Robinson Crusoe about native culture. In many ways, Robinson Crusoe epitomizes English 

colonialism, the practice of acquiring foreign lands, inhabiting the lands with settlers, and 

exploiting native people and resources for the economic gain of England. The practice began in 

the late 16th century and continued into the 20th century, affecting many regions of the world, 

including the Americas, India, and Africa, among others. Robinson Crusoe's island becomes a 

microcosm of the British Empire. Crusoe rules the area through a lens of cultural superiority as 
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he brings to the island and its people his language, system of naming, habits, and religion in an 

attempt to westernize the area. His use of terms such as savages and creatures also conveys this 

attitude of superiority, and works to dehumanize and subjugate the native people. 

| Characters 

 Robinson Crusoe-------------- Robinson Crusoe is a merchant, adventurer, and 

landowner who spends 28 years shipwrecked on an island. Read More 

Friday -------------Friday is Robinson Crusoe's native companion and servant on the island. Read 

More 

Robinson Crusoe's friend----- Robinson Crusoe's friend urges him to join the voyage to 

London, thereby setting Crusoe upon his life of adventure. 

Robinson Crusoe's wife------- Robinson Crusoe's wife marries Crusoe after he returns 

from Brazil, and she bears three children. 

English captain-- The English captain helps Robinson Crusoe return from the island to 

England after Crusoe helps him overthrow a mutiny on his ship. 

Friday's father----- Friday's father is rescued from a group of cannibals by Friday and 

Robinson Crusoe. 

The Moor----------- The Moor, whose name is Ismael, is the man whom Robinson Crusoe 

tricks into helping supply the long boat and whom Crusoe then pushes into the water as he and 

Xury escape from slavery. 

Mr. Crusoe------- Mr. Crusoe is Robinson Crusoe's father who warns him against 

wandering. 

Mrs. Crusoe---- Mrs. Crusoe is Robinson Crusoe's mother who urges him to listen to his 

father and stay at home. 

The pirate-- The pirate is a Moroccan sea captain who takes Robinson Crusoe into slavery. 

Portuguese captain------ The Portuguese captain rescues Robinson Crusoe and Xury after 

the two escape from slavery in Morocco. 

The Spaniard -------------The Spaniard is a prisoner rescued from the natives by Robinson 

Crusoe, and together they make a plan to escape from the island. 

Wells ----Wells is Robinson Crusoe's neighbor in Brazil who owns the nearby plantation. 

The widow--- The widow of a ship's captain, she manages Robinson Crusoe's money when he 

travels and even after he is stranded on the island. 
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Xury---------------- Xury is a young slave boy who helps Robinson Crusoe escape captivity in 

Africa. 

Plot Summary 

                     In Robinson Crusoe, the title character recounts his life and adventures, starting 

from his youth in York, a city in the north of England. There, young Crusoe grows up in a 

comfortable middle-class family. His father cautions him against aspiring for more, declaring the 

"middle state" of life to be the best state, a situation that is "the most suited to human happiness." 

However, motivated by sheer restlessness, Crusoe disregards his father's advice and joins a sea 

voyage to London, from whence he hopes to travel farther. Throughout the novel, Crusoe seems 

to be running from something rather than being actively drawn toward something new. 

                                  After Crusoe survives seasickness and one storm, the ship encounters a 

second storm and founders. The captain and crew, including Crusoe, barely escape with their 

lives. Undeterred, Crusoe proceeds to London where he signs up for another voyage, this time to 

Africa. After a successful voyage, Crusoe makes enough money in trade to set himself up as a 

merchant. He might have continued on this path in London, but he opts to take another voyage to 

Africa. This time, pirates capture the ship and enslave Crusoe. 

 

                             Enlisting the help of a fellow slave, a boy named Xury, Crusoe escapes when 

his master sends them out on a fishing trip. Crusoe and Xury steal the boat and sail south along 

the west African coast where they encounter wild animals and native tribes that both frighten and 

fascinate them. Near Cape Verde, a Portuguese ship rescues them, and the captain agrees to take 

them with him to Brazil. 

                             Once in Brazil, the Portuguese captain buys Crusoe's boat and offers to buy 

Xury as well. After consulting with Xury, Crusoe agrees to the captain's offer on the condition 

that the captain will free Xury in 10 years if he becomes a Christian. Crusoe uses his money to 

buy a small plantation and spends the next four years there before sailing back to Africa to buy 

slaves to expand his own plantation and those of his neighbors. 

                               During the voyage, a storm overwhelms Crusoe's ship, and it founders near 

an island in the southern Caribbean. Only Robinson Crusoe, a dog, and two cats survive; Crusoe 

finds himself on an island where he will live for the next 28 years. During his years on the island, 

Crusoe lives out the progress of human history. He begins by sleeping in a tree, and then moves 

into a cave that he enlarges, fortifies, and expands. He makes his own tools, builds furniture, 

makes his own clothes, plants corn and rice, and domesticates wild goats. During his 

explorations, he discovers a valley with fruit trees and builds a second settlement there. For the 

bulk of his time on the island, Crusoe's only companions are his pets: the dog, cats, and later, 

goats and a few domesticated parrots. 
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                              Early in his stay on the island, Crusoe becomes terribly sick and almost dies. 

During his fever he dreams that God intends to kill him, a frightening vision that spurs him to a 

religious conversion that guides his thoughts and actions for the rest of his life. He believes he 

did wrong by disobeying his father's wishes and that the sufferings of his past and his 

confinement on the island are God's punishment. At the same time, he feels grateful for being 

saved and for the bounties the island provides. 

                                For more than half his time on the island, Crusoe encounters no other 

humans, but this changes when he spots a human footprint in the sand. The mystery of the 

footprint and the fear of being discovered by natives whom he believes are cannibals occupy his 

thoughts. He does not see the natives until his 23rd year when he spots them around a fire. His 

worst fears are confirmed when he finds human remains among the ashes they leave behind. 

 

                         A year later, Crusoe encounters more natives with prisoners they plan to kill and 

eat. Crusoe helps one of the prisoners escape. He names him Friday and teaches him English and 

Christianity. The next year, Crusoe and Friday rescue two more prisoners, a Spanish sailor and 

Friday's father. The sailor is part of a Spanish crew whose ship was wrecked and who reside 

alongside Friday's tribe on a larger island nearby. Together, the Spaniard and Crusoe devise a 

plan to bring the rest of the Spaniards to the island and, from there, escape back to civilization. 

                           After Crusoe sends the Spaniard and Friday's father back to the mainland for the 

others, an English ship appears. The crew brings three prisoners to the island whom Crusoe and 

Friday rescue. One is the ship's captain who explains he has been the victim of a mutiny. Crusoe 

and Friday help overthrow the mutiny, and the captain agrees to take them back to England. 

Some of the English mutineers are left behind on the island. 

                                Back in England, Crusoe learns that his father has died and that his own 

fortunes are diminished. A visit to Lisbon reunites him with the Portuguese captain, who informs 

him that his plantation in Brazil has been very prosperous. Crusoe sells the plantation and 

becomes a wealthy man. He settles in England for several years, long enough to marry and have 

children, but he eventually returns to his island where he finds that the Spanish sailors, English 

mutineers, and some of the natives have established a colony. He hints at further adventures 

during this voyage back to the East Indies and promises to detail them in another story. 

Symbols 

        Defoe uses symbols that connect directly to the challenges of building a life in a wild and 

pristine land. Robinson Crusoe's guns, tools, boats, and calendar are symbols of his efforts to 

build a home and a civilization where there was nothing before, except wilderness. 

Gun 
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                           A gun represents Crusoe's power over the island and other people. He spends 

his first night on the island sleeping in a tree for fear of the "ravenous beasts" he supposed might 

roam the island. Later, after he discovers the footprint in the sand, he begins to live in fear, 

worrying that the natives will find him. After he learns beyond any doubt that the natives are 

cannibals, he imagines exacting justice on them by killing them. In each of these circumstances, 

the gun provides Crusoe with the power to survive and to control his environment. It is no 

surprise, then, that the gun is among the first items that he rescues from the ship on the day 

following the shipwreck. In addition, Crusoe enjoys shocking and surprising people who have 

never before seen a gun with its violence and power. 

Tools 

                       Tools represent progress and Crusoe's ability to shape his world on the island. 

After clothing himself after his swim to the wreck, Crusoe's first objective was to find tools to 

help him survive on the island. He found the carpenter's chest, which was "more valuable than a 

shipload of gold would have been." Other tools he makes, and they become a badge of his self-

sufficiency on the island. 

Boats 

Ships and smaller boats are vehicles for progress to better places and the escape from peril. They 

also represent freedom for Crusoe—freedom from his family and freedom from his confinement 

in slavery and on the island. 

Calendar Post 

Crusoe marks his days on the island on a post he sets up on the beach where he first came ashore. 

It represents his connection to time and civilization. This is a practice that keeps him sane and 

grounded as he marks off the days and years he spends on the island. 

Themes 

                   The major event in Robinson Crusoe is the shipwreck that lands Robinson Crusoe on 

a remote, unpopulated island. In many ways it is paradise—a wild, pristine, completely 

undeveloped place that offers Crusoe everything he needs to survive and prosper, but one that 

requires him to build his life there from scratch. In telling this story, Defoe explores a number of 

themes a reader would naturally tie to such an enterprise. 

Self-Reliance 

                             Robinson Crusoe is at its core a story of adventure, and true to its nature the 

hero must rely upon his wits and courage to survive. Throughout the novel readers see this theme 

in action. Robinson Crusoe chooses the right moment to escape from his slave master and thinks 

quickly to push the Moor accompanying him on the boat overboard. He demonstrates self-
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reliance in building his plantation in Brazil. And most clearly and indefatigably, he uses his self-

reliance to survive on the island. Defoe goes to extraordinary lengths to tell how Crusoe sorts 

through the goods on the wrecked ship to find just what he needs to survive and how he builds 

his rafts to bring it all ashore. It describes how he builds his castle for both comfort and defense. 

Crusoe has few materials available to him, but he manages to use what he does have in creative 

ways to build a comfortable and safe home on the island. 

Civilization 

                     A system of rules and order governs Crusoe's life, even when he is isolated from 

organized and civil society. Importantly, his concept of civilization is based on his experience 

with European culture and civilization, so he does not recognize that the natives he encounters 

have civilizations of their own. As a result, he insists that Friday give up his cannibal ways, wear 

clothing, and learn to speak English. Readers are never given a hint that Crusoe makes any effort 

to learn Friday's language. And remarkably, it seems Crusoe himself never adopts any of the 

cultural habits of the natives with which he interacts. Yet the Spaniards who were cast ashore on 

Trinidad, and thus at the mercy of the natives, do learn to speak their language. Friday and the 

other natives have lived and thrived in the environment that Crusoe has been cast into for untold 

thousands of years, and yet he does not adopt any technique that they use that might be useful for 

him. It could be noted, however, that Crusoe does at least acknowledge that, although the natives 

are cannibals, he finally recognizes that it is ingrained in their culture and that they do not see it 

as a sin. 

Progress 

                       During his time on the island, Crusoe moves from pure survival in the wild to 

hunting and farming, which raises him to a kind of relative prosperity. He makes his own tools 

and furniture, domesticates animals, plants crops, and eventually even establishes a small colony 

on his island as he gathers about him various groups of castaways and natives. The kind of 

progress and mobility he is able to achieve was rare in the England of his day. 

Christianity 

                            Crusoe relies on God to take care of him and also fears God's punishment for 

abandoning his family and for his lack of faith and gratitude on past occasions. He finds his 

quality of life improves as his faith in God becomes stronger, and this motivates him to continue. 

He begins to believe that God has placed him on the earth for a reason, and he initially thinks 

that because he alone (of all the crew and passengers on the two ships) has survived shipwrecks 

that God must therefore have some purpose for him. Later in Chapter 18, as he tries to encourage 

the English captain to take action to recover his ship, Crusoe asks, "And where, sir ... is your 

belief of my being preserved here on purpose to save your life?" 
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One of the more provocative chapters in the text (Chapter 15) has Crusoe teaching this faith to 

Friday, who is a quick study, and soon seems to become as devoted a Christian as Crusoe. But 

Friday also asks questions that Crusoe finds difficult to answer. Friday asks, "Why God no kill 

the devil, so make him no more do wicked?" Crusoe stumbles over the answer but continues his 

teaching. In the end he realizes that in teaching Christianity to Friday, he has become a better and 

more understanding Christian himself. However, at the end of the novel he decides against 

resettling in Brazil, in part because he does not wish to live among Catholics. 

Nature 

             In Robinson Crusoe, nature is one of the chief actors in guiding the plot. It is nature that 

blows Crusoe's ship onto the sand near the island and that casts Crusoe alone of all the men on 

that ship onto the shores of the island. It is nature that provides calm seas so Crusoe can salvage 

all the tools, food, and other supplies from the wrecked ship. It is nature that wrecks the 

Spaniard's ship, and later on that sends the wolves and bear to attack Crusoe's party as they 

journey to England. It is also nature that provides all the plenty that Crusoe enjoys on the island, 

from the goats that nourish him to the parrot that keeps him company to the seeds that grow and 

become the source of much of his food during his years on the island. Crusoe learns during the 

novel that nature can provide bounty if cultivated—or destruction, if not treated with caution. 

Crusoe discovers that even his most diligent work cannot overcome some of the forces of nature, 

which he comes to believe strongly over the course of his time on the island is God's hand at 

work. 

 

Character Analysis 

Robinson Crusoe 

Robinson Crusoe is an adventurous spirit who ignores his father's advice to stay at home and 

enjoy the "middle station" in life. Instead, he goes to sea and experiences many adventures, 

including a 28-year stay on a deserted island. While he is not the classic hero, he possesses many 

admirable qualities, including persistence, courage, and inventiveness. When his ship sinks on 

his first voyage, he resolves to continue pursuing his dream of a life at sea. He learns the skills to 

survive when he is cast ashore on a remote island. When cannibals visit the island, he summons 

the courage to rescue their hostages. Despite Crusoe's admirable virtues, he possesses other less-

desirable qualities. He has no qualms in being a slave trader. And after he rescues Friday from 

the cannibals, the first word he teaches him is to call him "master." Throughout the novel, 

Crusoe remains a complex and contradictory character. 

 

Friday 
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Friday is a native who is saved from the cannibals by Robinson Crusoe. He becomes a willing 

servant, eager to learn English and do Crusoe's bidding. He also stands in emotional contrast to 

Crusoe. Whereas Crusoe shows little emotion, never seeming to miss his parents or wanting 

close ties to others, Friday displays strong emotions. He jumps and cries and laughs when he 

finds his father. And he becomes closely attached to Crusoe, volunteering to die for Crusoe 

whenever he bids. Friday is also intelligent and learns quickly. He is brave and willingly follows 

Crusoe into combat with the cannibals. 

 

 



Analysis of John Donne’s The Canonization 

      Critics basically agree to divide John Donne‟s writing into two groups related to his life 

stages, his romantic, or love, poetry in the stage dating prior to 1615, and the spiritual poetry 

emanating from the time of his ordination in 1615 to the year of his death, 1631. However, most 

scholars also agree that much of his romantic poetry reflects his grounding since childhood in the 

Catholic faith, seen often in the figurative language he adopts to write of love and its erotic 

aspects. This combination proved unseemly to many in cultures that followed Donne‟s own, and 

for that reason his poetry did not gain popularity until the 20th century. That era proved more 

open to the exaggeration and surprising comparisons of metaphysical poets and poetry that had 

so scandalized earlier readers. Donne‟s focus on the theme of union, both physical and spiritual, 

dominates his work. Supported by the logical precision in which Donne excelled, his writing 

emphasizes balance in relationships and between themes. In “The Canonization,” he uses the 

relationship between the spiritual and the erotic as framework to emphasize the close ties 

between spiritual and physical love. 

       By titling his poem The Canonization, (1633) Donne prepares his readers for a religious 

poem but delivers something entirely different. He often utilized that technique, as in A 

Valediction, Forbidding Mourning, among others. Canonization in the Catholic Church occurs 

when individuals have proved themselves practitioners of “heroic virtue.” A person labeled as 

heroic is believed to have acted in an exceptional manner that ranks him above the common man, 

while one who practices virtue possesses a soul already redeemed by Christ, enabling him to 

reject things material in favor of things spiritual. Canonization preceded the granting of 

sainthood, and those deemed saints could be called upon by humans for intervention with God in 

important matters. Donne‟s choice of canonization as suggesting role models and intercessors 

proves vital to the meaning of his poem. 

     The speaker begins with a dramatic address suitable to the stage, crying to an unseen 

provoker, “For God‟s sake hold your tongue, and let me love.” In a few words Donne sets a 

scene in which his audience understands that the “hero” of his poem has been attacked through 

words, probably gossip, due to the hero‟s manner of loving. The speaker is concerned that 

because of the provoker‟s judgment, he will not be allowed to continue his love. He next offers 

the antagonist substitute targets for his slander, including the obviously aged speaker‟s physical 

attributes, such as his “palsy,” “gout,” and “five gray hairs.” Donne chooses the verb chide to 

make clear that the speaker‟s nemesis seems a nag with so little to do, he must select an innocent 

person to rebuke. His next lines further allow his speaker to belittle the antagonist. Not only 

might the antagonist attack him simply for his age, which amounts to petty cruelty, but he might 

also criticize the speaker‟s lack of material goods and social position, saying the attacker might 

his “ruined fortune flout.” Again Donne‟s word choice proves imperative for its connotation. A 

person who suffers “ruin” is generally reduced by an outside attack of some kind, not by 

profligate actions of his own. The use of alliteration emphasizes that the attacker does not simply 



whisper about the speaker‟s problems but flaunts them, suggesting he shows contempt for the 

debt, defying laws of decency. The speaker orders his assailant, “Take you a course, get you a 

place,” suggesting situations that at first glance seem to have high status, serving “his hounour, 

or his grace,” or a “King.” But Donne makes clear that these positions of “service” equate to 

simple toadyism, contemplating, for instance, the king‟s “real, or his stamped face,” with 

“stamped face” probably meaning that which appeared on currency of the realm. The speaker 

does not care what other occupations the antagonist chooses, as long as he will “let me love.” He 

concludes the first of his five nine-line stanzas having established himself as an innocent, set 

upon by undesirables who have no loves of their own. 

         The second stanza continues the speaker‟s application of logic, as he questions how his 

love injures or harms others. He contrasts small actions, such as a lover‟s sigh or tears shed, with 

grand events, such as the sinking of a “merchant‟s ships” and the floods that caused that sinking. 

The results escalate to the level of the absurd, with the speaker questioning, 

When did my colds a forward spring remove? 

When did the heats which my veins fill 

Add one more to the plaguy bill? 

        His love has not altered the seasons or killed anyone with infection; nor has it, he adds, 

affected soldiers or lawyers who will continue with their normal actions even “Though she and I 

do love.” Having reduced his attacker to the level of fool, the speaker moves into the next stanza 

inviting others to label him and his lover whatever they wish; labels do not alter the reality of 

their love: 

Call us what you will, we are made such by love; 

Call her one, me another fly, 

We‟re tapers too, and at our own cost die. 

      The taper metaphor invokes thoughts of burning candles, which eventually disappear, as he 

and his lover might eventually die, consumed by their passion. 

       Donne next compares the lovers to “the eagle and the dove,” alluding to the Renaissance 

idea of the Ptolemaic theory of the universe as concentric circles. Within those circles various 

creatures moved. While the eagle flew in the sublunar space, that of the sky above earth, doves 

ascended and descended to and from the upper heavens, according to biblical passages such as 

the one in which the Holy Spirit descends from heaven during the baptism of Christ by John the 

Baptist. Donne extends the metaphor of fire by using the phoenix, a mythological bird that 

recreated itself every 500 years, and suggesting its constant renewal as a riddle. The speaker 

proposes that the heat of passion may keep him young, despite his advancing age. The stanza 



concludes with an allusion to the Platonic notion that two lovers could join to form a perfect 

whole: “We die and rise the same, and prove / Mysterious by this love.” 

     Donne carries the idea of love and death into the penultimate stanza, his first line reading, 

“We can die by it, if not live by love,” suggesting that once dead, the lovers will become the 

subject of legend and chronicle, their story preserved as an example to others. If their story is not 

told in history, it will certainly be presented through art: 

 

We‟ll build in sonnets pretty rooms; 

As well a well wrought urn becomes 

The greatest ashes, as half-acre tombs. 

      His suggestion of the small urn‟s equality to the most lavish of tombs was made famous in 

the title of the 20th-century formalist critic Cleanth Brooks‟s seminal book The Well Wrought 

Urn: Studies in the Structure of Poetry. But Donne saves his most dramatic comparison for the 

final two lines of this stanza, writing, “And by these hymns, all shall approve / Us Canonized for 

love.” Here he broaches the blasphemous suggestion that his physical love bears an importance 

equal to that of the canonized saints. Not only do they provide an example, their names may be 

called upon in order to intercede with requests that their own passion be increased. 

 

        This suggestion supports the final stanza, in which the brazen speaker claims that the very 

antagonists attacking him, and others of his ilk, will call upon the speaker‟s love as a model for 

their own. Those for whom “love was peace that now is rage” once valued a quiet method for 

romance but now crave a far more passionate approach, signified by rage. Donne incorporates 

various words suggesting religion, including invoke and reverend, that would have scandalized 

Victorian readers. The speaker states that the You he addresses made the homes, or “hermitage,” 

of others their own through their intrusion or spying. Sketching a memorable metaphysical 

image, Donne writes, 

Who did the whole world‟s soul extract, and drove, 

Into the glasses of your eyes, 

So made such mirrors, and such spies, 

That they did all to you epitomize, 

Countries, towns, courts; beg from above 

A pattern of your love! 



 

      The speaker feels that those who spied upon others did so for vicarious needs and 

internalized what they observed. In the penultimate line, Donne adapts his frequent method for 

emphasis of an idea, expanding the individual concern or state to universal proportions. 
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The Deserted Village | Context  

English Neoclassical Movement 

The English neoclassical movement embodied certain ideals about correctness, decorum, restraint, 

and order that inspired artists, including writers, to reproduce the style of Greek and Roman art. 

Although there are no clearly defined dates, the neoclassical movement can be roughly divided into 

three eras: the Restoration Age (1660–1700), in which English poet John Milton (1608–74) was one 

of the primary influencers; the Augustan Age (1700–50), in which English poet Alexander Pope 

(1688–1744) mastered the heroic couplet; and the Age of Johnson (1750–98), characterized by the 

works of Dr. Samuel Johnson (1709–84), one of the century's most important literary figures. 

Neoclassical Literature 

Neoclassical literature is marked by imitation of the literature and technique of Roman poets such as 

Virgil (70–19 BCE) and Horace (65–8 BCE). "The Deserted Village" shows characteristics of 



neoclassical literature, such as the emphasis on rationality and the strict adherence to classical form 

and order. For example, the poem features classical heroic couplets—pairs of rhyming iambic 

pentameters in elevated style that form a unit in terms of both meter and rhetoric. Although most 

neoclassical poetry is written in highly regulated style, poets also explored self-expression. Among 

the primary personages of the period were Irish writer Jonathan Swift (1667–1745), English poet 

Alexander Pope (1688–1744), and English novelist Daniel Defoe (1660–1731). "The Deserted 

Village" was written in 1770, during the Age of Johnson. After 1750 writers became more concerned 

with the anti-rationalist themes that would lay the foundations for Romanticism, such as emotion, 

imagination, and the natural world. Sentimental novels like Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield (1766) 

became increasingly popular as the neoclassical era saw the rise of the novel as a genre, in addition 

to melodrama and satire. 

Pastoral Elegy 

https://www.coursehero.com/lit/The-Deserted-Village/author/


Pastoral literature of the later 18th century is a precursor to the Romantic literary movement. It 

idealized rural life and landscapes, portraying them as purer and generally superior to the city. The 

poem's title, "The Deserted Village," references the shift from rural to urban life, as entire 

populations, displaced from the land by economic shifts and wealthy landowners, left their 

agricultural lives behind during the British Industrial Revolution (1760–1840), the period of 

increased industrial and mechanized production that resulted in a move away from an agrarian 

(related to farming and agriculture) and handicraft economy. Goldsmith resented the coldhearted 

pursuit of money and wrote achingly nostalgic poetry that reminded audiences of the beauty of 

quaint villages and agrarian life. Moreover, pastoral literature suggests happiness can be found in 

nature while only corruption can be found in the city. The speaker in "The Deserted Village" 

espouses similar ideas when he says, "These round thy bowers their cheerful influence shed, / These 

were thy charms—But all these charms are fled." 

 



Additionally, "The Deserted Village" is an example of an elegy, a poem written to lament loss. 

Typically, elegies are written in first person to honor someone who has died. Rather than honoring a 

specific person, Goldsmith uses the form to lament a lost way of life. The elegy's characteristically 

lyric language and use of formal style is evident in lines such as "The country blooms—a garden, 

and a grave" and "Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey, / And savage men, more 

murderous still than they." Elegies often rely on memories to conjure emotion, such as Goldsmith's 

evocation of the schoolhouse from his youth and the happy, laboring swain. Because "The Deserted 

Village" idealizes rural life and landscapes, it can be defined as a pastoral elegy, which specifically 

uses an elegy's formal conventions against a pastoral backdrop. 

Literary Response 

In 1783 English poet George Crabbe (1754–1832) wrote the poem "The Village" in response to 

Goldsmith's poem. Crabbe believed Goldsmith's portrayal of rural life to be too idyllic and 



sentimental. Crabbe's poem attempts to realistically portray the miserable suffering of the rural poor. 

At times, Crabbe's poem seems to reference Goldsmith's middle-class upbringing directly with lines 

such as "Yes, thus the Muses sing of happy swains, / Because the Muses never knew their pains." He 

further reminds readers of the distance between a poet and farmhand with the line "And few amid 

the rural tribe have time / To number syllables and play with rhyme." Crabbe wonders why any poet 

should "dare these real ills to hide / In tinsel trappings of poetic pride" before speaking to the rural 

poor directly: "Can poets soothe you, when you pine for bread, / By winding myrtles round your 

ruined shed?" He wonders where Goldsmith's playful swain are now; then he suggests they're 

waiting on a cliff, "To fly in terror o'er the pathless waste" of their farmlands. Crabbe describes the 

miserable, suffering farmers, their joyless spouses, and their children huddling around a "feeble fire," 

and then he asks the reader to "Go, look within, and ask if peace be there." Although "The Village" 

remains Crabbe's most well-known poem, critical reviews at the time of its publication generally 

found it to be less effective than Goldsmith's "The Deserted Village." 



Industrialism 

Goldsmith's nostalgia is a response to the industrial age, which shifted emphasis from small, local 

economies to large, centralized ones. In England the Industrial Revolution, or the First Industrial 

Revolution, as it's sometimes called, occurred from 1760 to 1840. The advent of steam-powered 

technology led to the development of massive factories. The creation of these factories and the 

accompanying jobs meant that there was a surge in population in the cities as people moved there in 

pursuit of work. The population of England swelled from 9 million people at the start of the 1800s to 

36 million by 1911. 

In addition to population surges, the consequences of industrialization included pollution, the 

exploitation of natural resources, and the mistreatment of some classes of workers. Business owners 

realized how much money they could make in a short period of time through industrialization. A 

task that took one worker an hour could suddenly be completed much more quickly with the help of 



a machine. Business owners often abused their workers, demanding long hours for low pay and 

refusing to offer safety or health protections. But it didn't matter how horrific the work conditions, 

there were always hundreds of eager workers leaving their farms and traveling to the city with the 

hope of finding work in a factory. Many Victorian novelists, Charles Dickens (1812–70) most 

notably, captured the harsh realities of industrialization. 

Goldsmith starkly contrasts life in the village to life in the city. He opens the poem with images of 

happy villagers sharing a picnic, flirting innocently, and enjoying a neighborly gathering. He 

contrasts that scene of nostalgia with images of death and destruction in the city. 

Enclosure Acts 

During and after the Industrial Revolution, the government passed a series of Enclosure Acts (1750–

1850) that further isolated the peasantry from their land, thus forcing them into the cities for 

survival. Before the Enclosure Acts came into effect, villagers could access open fields and so-called 



wastes (unproductive areas such as marshes, rocky land, or moors) for personal use. This provision 

meant that villagers could graze their cattle in open fields, fish in the marshes, collect firewood, or 

harvest wild plants. For many poor agricultural workers, access to open fields and wastes 

(uncultivated lands) was the only means of staving off starvation. Enclosure Acts sought to make 

land more productive—and therefore more profitable. 

To prevent villagers from collecting resources from the land, the government started fencing, or 

enclosing, fields. The communal land was essentially seized from communities that relied on it for 

survival and divvied up to paying farmers. Often, small farmers couldn't afford the fees to access 

enclosed land, so it was given to wealthy companies or those with strong political connections. This 

situation left many poor agricultural workers with three options: work the land as tenant farmers for 

the wealthy landowner, emigrate to the New World, or move to the city to compete for limited jobs 

and thus drive down wages. 



 

 

 

The Deserted Village | Summary 

Lines 1–34 

The speaker describes Auburn, the village of his childhood. Each scene is constructed nostalgically, 

highlighting beauty in memory. The weather is always perfect; the people are filled with "humble 

happiness." The buildings are "never-failing ... busy ... and decent." He describes how everyone 

works hard and then enjoys their leisure time together on the rolling hills, playing sports or dancing. 

He also describes a heartwarming scene of young lovers flirting while a scolding matron watches 

https://www.coursehero.com/lit/The-Deserted-Village/symbols/#Auburn


with disapproval. The nostalgic scenes end suddenly with the statement "But all these are charms are 

fled." 

Lines 35–74 

Between the cozy houses the speaker sees the effect of the "tyrant" and the "master" on the "smiling 

plain." In the presence of such evil, everyone has left the now-"desolate" village. The only guests are 

bittern birds that guard their nests with "hollow-sounding" calls. The once-cozy houses have sunken 

and molded. The speaker laments that the village—once filled with "bold peasantry" that was the 

"country's pride"—is now deserted. Everyone has left to chase wealth in the city, which the speaker 

calls the place where "men decay." This, the speaker claims, is where "England's griefs began." 

People used to be happy simply when their needs were met, but with the rise of trade people longed 

for opulence and "unwieldy wealth." They longed to ease "every pang that folly pays to pride." This 

greed caused the decay of "rural mirth and manners." 



Lines 75–136 

The speaker describes returning home after years away, taking "solitary rounds" amid the dangled 

walkways and "ruined grounds." All around him he sees evidence of "the tyrant's power." Seeing 

how run-down the once-beautiful village has become fills the speaker's heart with emotion. He had 

long wished to return to Auburn as an old man, but it is his greatest grief to realize this will be 

impossible. Again, the speaker recounts images of the happy, bustling village where children came 

singing from school, and even the noisy watchdogs, geese, and nightingales sounded like "sweet 

confusion." Now, the population has been displaced, leaving behind only a feeble "wretched matron" 

who forages for food and cries herself to sleep each night. 

Lines 137–192 

The speaker recalls the village preacher. The place where his "modest mansion" once stood is now 

overgrown with wildflowers. He ran a "godly race" and was rewarded with a salary of £40 per year. 



The preacher never sought riches or fame—he only wanted to care for the wretched. He dedicated 

his life to easing others' pain, whether they were injured soldiers or ruined "spendthrifts." Regardless 

of the beggars' backgrounds, the preacher pitied and cared for them all: "He watched and wept, he 

prayed and felt, for all." His sermons were rousing—even fools who came to mock the church stayed 

to hear him. Everyone, from adults to children, longed to be near him. 

Lines 193–250 

Near the church was a noisy school where a stern schoolmaster ruled strictly. The speaker knew the 

schoolmaster well, as did the rest of the village truants. Despite the schoolmaster's stern appearance, 

he was kind and loved to teach. The children, in rapt attention, used to wonder how much knowledge 

could be crammed into one man's head. But now no one remembers the schoolmaster's wisdom. The 

school, once lovingly cared for with "white-washed wall" and a "nicely sanded floor," now sinks into 



obscurity. It lies unused and forgotten, alongside every other pleasure of the village where the barber 

told tales, the woodsmen swapped stories, and "coy maids" passed drinks. 

Lines 251–286 

The speaker knows the rich mock his nostalgia for home, but this cruelty only makes him fonder of 

the "simple blessings" of his "lowly" beginnings. Everyone else seems to love the "gloss of art," 

working hard to obtain its expensive beauty. The speaker much prefers the beautiful images of 

memory that "lightly ... frolic" over his "vacant mind." He goes on to blame the rich for chasing 

"wanton wealth," claiming their greed hastens "the poor's decay." The rich must decide where to 

draw the line between a "splendid," or opulent, land and a happy one. The land is rich, and men 

come from around the world to plunder her spoils. In doing so, the rich expand their boundaries. 

They push away the poor to make more room for their horses and dogs. The rich rob their neighbors 



of half the silk in their fields simply to make themselves another robe. The land had enough riches 

for everyone to enjoy, but the wealthy strip it barren for their own gain. 

Lines 287–340 

The speaker compares the land to a young woman who needs no "adornment" to show off her 

beauty. As time passes, however, the land needs such adornment to maintain its charm, but it has 

been betrayed. There's no way of covering up the "impotence" and "decline" of its splendors that 

transformed the "smiling land" into a "scourged," or tortured, place. It has been transformed from a 

blooming garden to a blooming grave. The speaker wonders where the poor should live if the rich 

push them off their native land. 

Lines 341–384 

The poor must travel through "dreary scenes" with "fainting steps." Eventually, they will arrive at 

"that horrid shore" that the speaker describes as if he were describing Hell: either some overcrowded 



city or some wilderness. To him, the city is a place where "birds forget to sing" and "the dark 

scorpion gathers death around." The speaker carefully contrasts this hellish scene with the "cooling 

brook" and "grassy vested green" of the village. He imagines what it might have been like for the 

traveling villagers to look upon their homes for the final time. He paints a heartbreaking scene of a 

family tearfully saying goodbye to each other. 

Lines 385–430 

The speaker curses luxury. People want luxury, so they leave their "pleasures" behind to seek its 

"insidious joy." Even as the speaker stands now, he can see "the rural virtues leave the land." He 

recalls days of "contented toil" and "hospitable care" when people worked hard and were kind to 

each other. They were pious, faithful, and loving, but now they are greedy and cruel. The speaker 

feels a sense of shame at the way the villagers have changed. Finally, he says goodbye to the village 



of his memory, with the hopes that time might "redress the rigors of the inclement clime" and bring 

both truth and humility back to the land. 

Analysis 

Poetic Elements and Form 

"The Deserted Village" is written in heroic couplets, which are pairs of rhyming lines of iambic 

pentameter. A line of verse written in iambic pentameter contains five feet; each foot comprises an 

unstressed and stressed syllable. Heroic couplets reached the height of their popularity during the 

Augustan Age of literature (1700–50). Oliver Goldsmith also used the following poetic elements: 

 Alliteration: repetition of the same consonant sound. In the first few stanzas the reader hears 

"humble happiness," "succeeding sports," "sweet succession," and "light labor." Later in the 

poem, Goldsmith writes "sweet confusion sought the shade" and "whitewashed walls." 



 Metaphor: indirect comparison of two objects, usually by describing one object as another. On a 

large scale, Goldsmith uses the fictional village of Auburn to represent all villages. By the end of 

the poem, the run-down, decrepit village becomes a metaphor for abandoned rural life and the 

effects of industrialization on society. On a smaller scale, Goldsmith uses the image of a woman 

as a metaphor for Auburn. First, the village is described as "some fair female, unadorned and 

plain." As people begin to leave, the metaphorical woman feels the loss: "Her friends, her virtue, 

fled." The fleeing "virtues" or "morals" signal the final transition, when that "wholesome" woman 

has now become a prostitute, leaving her "wheel and robes of country brown" in the place where 

"courtier[s] glitter in brocade." 

 Melodrama: sensationalism used for the purpose of appealing to an audience's emotions. Akin to 

sentimentality, melodrama uses over-the-top descriptions to make audiences feel a certain way. 

The descriptions aren't realistic or balanced but are completely one-sided and exaggerated. The 

best example of melodrama in "The Deserted Village" can be found in Goldsmith's descriptions of 



the big city, which he describes as a "bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe" filled with prostitution, 

crime, and suffering. Every description is harsh, from the glaring torches to clashing, rattling 

chariots and doorways filled with shivering, weeping peasants. There's no place to find peace or 

rest. In nine lines, Goldsmith describes the city as filled with "silent bats," "poisonous fields," 

"dark scorpion[s]," "rattling terrors," "vengeful snakes," "crouching tigers," "savage men," and 

"mad tornado[s]," and as a "ravaged landscape." Goldsmith immediately contrasts the city with 

the village, which he describes as having a "cooling brook," "grassy vested green," "breezy 

covert," "warbling grove," and "harmless love." 

Exaltation of Agrarian Economy 

Goldsmith's primary purpose in writing "The Deserted Village" is to evoke a strong sense of 

nostalgia for village life. He demonizes life in the city, suggesting that entire populations of 

villagers, or "poor exiles," as he calls them, are being lost to the "bloated mass of rank unwieldy 



woe": the city. To achieve this goal, Goldsmith uses idealized descriptions of people, buildings, and 

the village itself to evoke nostalgia. He models Auburn in part after his own childhood village of 

Lissoy, although some critics thought he conflated Irish and English culture in his portrayal of the 

fictional town. He even includes characters based on real-life members of his old hometown. 

Goldsmith's brother, Rev. Henry Goldsmith, is the inspiration for the poem's nurturing, riveting 

preacher. Thomas "Paddy" Byrne, Goldsmith's first-grade teacher, is the poem's stern but kind 

schoolmaster, and Catherine Giraghty, a suffering widow in Lissoy, is the poem's "wretched matron" 

hunting for watercress (an edible aquatic plant) for survival. 

In order to give the poem a nostalgic feel for all readers, Goldsmith uses type characters, which 

readers can easily recognize and identify with. He uses the swain, for example, as a symbol of a 

healthy, hardworking youth. He describes the "bashful virgin" in the same way—she isn't a specific 

young woman, but a young woman with the virtues any reader can recognize and respect. In this 



way, the author creates a sense of nostalgia in all his readers, not just those who can immediately 

identify with a country childhood. He describes the buildings in the same way, as filled with charm: 

"The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm ... the busy mill, / The decent church." No matter where 

readers grew up, they can recognize and feel nostalgia for the "smiling village" of Auburn and its 

inhabitants. When readers feel nostalgia, they also feel sorrow and indignation at the destruction 

Goldsmith describes. 

Social Criticism 

Goldsmith is not just idealizing a golden age of the past; he is issuing a warning that the nation of 

England is facing a crisis. By regularly juxtaposing nostalgic reminiscences with stark depictions of 

the present, Goldsmith effectively evokes both readers' sympathy for the displaced poor and the dark 

prospects of a future of unchecked commercialism. 



Goldsmith isn't concerned the displaced farmers will end up in cities only: he fears they will be 

blown to the far corners of the earth. In line 344 he mentions "Altama," also called Altamaha, a river 

in the state of Georgia. In Goldsmith's day, Georgia was used by England as a penal colony. Thus, 

Goldsmith hints at his fear that the displaced peasants may end up committing crimes in the city for 

which they will be "transported," or sent to America. Then in line 418 he mentions "Torno," the 

Torne River in northern Sweden, juxtaposing this with Pambamarca, one of the summits of the 

Andes Mountains in Ecuador. By mentioning these two places, Goldsmith gathers arctic and 

equatorial extremes, implying that displaced farmers could end up just about anywhere—and very 

likely in a climate more hostile than England's. 

In 1761 Goldsmith himself witnessed the displacement of villagers; he includes this experience in 

"The Deserted Village." All of these villagers must move not merely because of industrialization or 

because their farms are no longer lucrative, but because a rich man (the tyrant of the poem) has 



bought up all their land. Goldsmith calls him a tyrant, but he has accumulated all his land legally. 

Laws enacted by Parliament, including the Enclosure Acts, allowed the government to sell to the 

highest bidder what had previously been communal land. Wealthy people grabbed up land quickly, 

using their new property as the entertainment grounds Goldsmith points out in the poem: "Space for 

his lake, his parks' extended bounds, / Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds." The spreading 

luxury appears to signal an economic boom for society, but Goldsmith reminds readers that, as 

"splendors rise," peasants are "scourged by famine" from the land. He reminds readers again and 

again that "the rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay," and "the man of wealth and pride / Takes 

up a space that many poor supplied." 

Toward the end of the poem Goldsmith invokes Poetry, capitalized to accentuate its personification. 

It too has been evicted from traditional village life. "Farewell," Goldsmith bids Poetry; "still let thy 

voice ... aid slighted truth with thy persuasive strain." Unlike the farmers, Goldsmith did not grow up 



poor. He was raised in a wealthy family and attended an elite university, and he lived a relatively 

luxurious life as an adult. Yet by including Poetry as a loss to greed, he allows himself to be cast 

alongside the impoverished. As the speaker of the poem, he is rendered just as wretched by the 

destruction of old values and ways of life. 

 

The Deserted Village | Symbols 

 

Young Woman 

The young woman described in lines 326–340 symbolizes the damage Goldsmith believes has 

befallen rural life in the wake of industrialism. Before moving to the city, the young woman was 

innocent and as "sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn." She was as modest as the cottage 

where she once lived. Now she is in the city, all "her friends, her virtue fled." Hungry and alone, the 
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young woman is now described as "the poor houseless shivering female." She has no choice but to 

lie near "her betrayer's door" begging for food. Goldsmith notes the young woman's lost virtues and 

stories of "innocence distrest," suggesting she has no choice but prostitution. The young woman 

serves as a warning for anyone who heads "ambitious [to] the town." By leaving their "wheel and 

robes of country brown"—their rural roots—villagers will face the same abysmal fate. 

Auburn 

The village of Auburn symbolizes Goldsmith's sentimental views of rural life. Goldsmith uses a 

singular village to represent villages across Britain. In Goldsmith's imagery the lovely, picturesque 

villages are filled with happy farmhands. The young men swell with "health and plenty," and they 

are happy to work because it's "light labor." In the afternoons they picnic on the village green and 

play sports together, filling their air with songs and laughter. Every river, brook, building, and hill is 

described as busy, humble, never-failing, and decent. All social interactions are sweet, innocent, and 
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charming. Goldsmith uses Auburn to warn against the changes caused by industrialism. The once-

picturesque, happy village decays as the greedy landowners "steal" back land and force villagers to 

the city for survival. Goldsmith suggests that the decay of rural life equates to Britain's moral ruin. 

 

The Deserted Village | Themes 

 

Innocence of Rural Life 

"The Deserted Village" was written with the express purpose of evoking strong emotions in the 

readers. Goldsmith wanted his audience to feel a sense of longing for village life and to turn away 

from the corruption of city life. To accomplish this, Goldsmith describes everything in the village as 

lovely, peaceful, and innocent. He opens the poem with images of picnickers enjoying a beautiful 

day in the "loveliest village of the plain." The villagers are virtuous and innocent. They play sports 
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together on the village green; youths flirt chastely, and hardworking farmhands are filled with 

"humble happiness" as they complete their "light labor." Even the village itself is described as 

"sweet smiling," because everything in Auburn is idyllic, beautiful, and pure. 

The romantic, rosy view of rural life fails to consider the real reasons many chose to leave their 

agricultural lives behind. It was hard to make a living, even before the Enclosure Acts Goldsmith 

demonizes came into effect, yet all the villagers Goldsmith describes are happy, healthy, and 

content. They have enough food to cater village picnics and enough strength left over from their 

"light labor" to play sports and lounge on the common green. Of course, this was not the reality for 

most villagers at the time, many of whom worked long hours at backbreaking labor to avoid 

starvation. Modern readers may note, in fact, as some of Goldsmith's contemporary critics did, that 

in his idealization of Auburn the poet ignores the ignorance and poverty associated with rural life 

that might have contributed to the decline of farm towns. Just the same, the poem encourages readers 
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to turn away from luxury and greed, and to embrace simple happiness, or contentment in one's 

current situation, instead. 

Corruption and Greed 

The primary source of corruption in "The Deserted Village" is greed, especially that of the rich who 

covet fertile, rural land for their own moneymaking. Goldsmith also calls out the villagers who move 

to the city in search of luxury, although he notes that they have been "allured to brighter worlds" by 

tricksters, the "dark scorpions" and "vengeful snakes" he refers to later in the poem. 

Two primary sources of greed corrupt the idyllic village life: first, the landowners who took 

advantage of the Enclosure Acts. Goldsmith writes of "the man of wealth and pride" who uses his 

"tyrant's hand" to steal "a space that many poor supplied." In Goldsmith's account the landowners 

steal the land for their own entertainment. The rich man needs "space for his lake, his park's 

extended bounds / Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds." With nowhere left to turn, the 
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villagers must leave their humble homes in search of a new life in the big city, where businessmen 

further seek to exploit their labor. The "sons of pleasure" feel joy "extorted from his fellow-

creature's woe." The rich have been so corrupted by greed that they turn a blind eye to their fellow 

man's suffering. 

But they aren't the only ones to blame. Goldsmith also argues that greed corrupts the wholesome 

villager who seeks a new life. He uses an innocent village woman to symbolize this corruption. 

While living in the village, the woman was as "sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn," but 

in the city she becomes a "poor houseless shivering female." She casts aside her modesty and 

virtues, leaving behind her "wheel and robes of country brown" to beg at "proud men's doors." 

Resilience in a Changing World 

Goldsmith wrote "The Deserted Village" during the rapid industrialization of Britain. The poet notes 

in lines 63–64 that "times are altered; trade's unfeeling train / Usurp the land and dispossess the 
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swain." What he means is that times are changing. Commercialization and privatization—

moneymaking, in other words—have pushed hardworking young men off their land. Before the 

Enclosure Acts went into effect, Goldsmith argues, young men like this swain worked "light labor" 

for just enough to be happy "but no more." The men were wholesome, innocent, and healthy. Now, 

however, the young swain's contentment has been overtaken by greed, or as Goldsmith calls it, 

"unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp." Now, the young man has fallen into the grip of "the tyrant's 

power"; he no longer has "rural mirth and manners." Despite this changing world, Goldsmith 

reminds audiences that the hardworking poor, the "bold peasantry," are "their country's pride." 

Initially, Goldsmith suggests that this culture can never be repaired once commercialism destroys it, 

yet he offers hope of resilience at the poem's closing. He hopes his words spread his warning against 

industrialism and that the voice of his "sweet Poetry" will help "redress the rigors of the inclement 

clime." In the final lines he offers hope that his persuasive truth will "teach erring man to spurn the 

rage of gain." In short, if society can shun its greed, it "may still be very blest." 



The Deserted Village | Narrative Voice 

Written in neoclassical style, "The Deserted Village" is a reflective poem about the social inequities 

caused by changes in British agricultural policies. Neoclassical writers honored the epic grandeur of 

ancient Greeks and Romans by employing traditional form and style. Traditional narration 

influences the poem's narrative voice in both its first part, where the speaker idealizes the fictional 

town of Auburn with a nostalgic tone, and its latter parts, which describe the town's ruin and the 

exile of its original inhabitants. 

The first-person speaker communicates in traditional heroic couplets, or rhyming pairs of lines in 

iambic pentameter. The style gives the poem a sense of formality: 

"Sweet AUburn, LOVEliest VILlage OF the PLAIN / 

Where HEALTH and PLENty CHEERED the LAboring SWAIN." The use of sentimental images 

such as a "dancing pair that simply sought renown" and a "bashful virgin's sidelong looks of love" 
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contribute to the nostalgic mood of the poem's opening. Hyperbolic adjectives add to the rosy 

portrait of Auburn: "the sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, / The never-failing brook, the busy mill." 

The speaker's intention is revealed in line 34: "These were thy charms—But all these charms are 

fled." Now the formal language expresses the injustices of a policy that allows rich landowners to 

drive out poor farmers. Precise detail and hyperbole make the speaker's point. The rich man, for 

instance—now taking up the space "that many poor supplied"—uses that space for his lake, park, 

"horses, equipage and hounds." 

Having established the ruin of the town, the speaker turns to the future of its poor farmers. "If to the 

city sped," the speaker asks, what awaits the former occupants of Auburn? In answer he describes 

"various terrors" such as "savage men, more murderous still" than tigers. The personification of 

Auburn as an innocent woman turned to ruin conveys the speaker's sense of personal outrage. He 



speaks of it as a woman whose "modest looks" once adorned (decorated) a cottage as sweetly as a 

primrose but who is now a "poor houseless shivering female." 

As the town's exiles depart on ships for wildernesses unknown, a "melancholy band," Poetry leaves 

along with them. The speaker is made as wretched as his characters at the destruction of old ways of 

life. It is in Poetry that he places his last hope as he urges its "voice, prevailing over time," to "teach 

erring man to spurn the rage of gain"—that is, to right the wrongs he has described. As a 

contemporary reviewer wryly pointed out, if Poetry had fled the land, readers "should not have had 

the pleasure" of reading the poem. However, inserting himself—a fellow exile—into the poem 

contributes to what scholar Louise Pound has called the "sincere interest and genuine sorrow" that 

infuses the poem with its "sympathy and grace." 

Oliver Goldsmith | Biography 



Early Years and the Move to London 

Oliver Goldsmith was born in Ireland on November 10, 1730. His father was an Anglo-Irish minister 

serving at Kilkenny West, County Westmeath. The young Goldsmith studied at Trinity College, 

Dublin, and then moved to Edinburgh in Scotland to pursue a medical degree. This venture was not 

successful, however, even though he became popularly known thereafter as "Dr. Goldsmith." The 

young student toured Europe, and in 1756, he arrived in London, where he was to remain for the rest 

of his rather eccentric and colorful literary career. 

Literary Life 

In Goldsmith's time, "Grub Street" was the symbolic shorthand for indigent, or poor, authors: writers 

striving to make a living in an era of revolutionary change in the world of books. In the second half 

of the 18th century, serious reading began to grip the interest of the English public. Literary 

reputations were there to be made, yet at the same time competition was fierce and rewards often 



scant. Numerous writers began by "hack writing": projects that included compilations of the works 

of others, hastily knocked off biographies, reports on fashions and politics, and canned histories. 

Oliver Goldsmith, blessed with an untiring curiosity and appealing writing style, made the most of 

his gifts. By any standard, the diversity of his output is impressive. In the 1760s and early 1770s he 

composed minor classics in a variety of genres: essay-like letters in The Citizen of the World (1762), 

pastoral poetry in The Deserted Village (1770), a picaresque novel in The Vicar of Wakefield (1766), 

and comic drama in She Stoops to Conquer (1773). 

In the first of these works Goldsmith satirizes society by recording the experience of a Chinese 

visitor to London. In The Deserted Village, he creates picaresque, or rascally and dishonest, 

characters against the background of a declining way of life: the 1760s saw the peak of the enclosure 

movement in England, during which wealthy landlords evicted poor farmers and peasants in the 

name of agricultural efficiency. The Vicar of Wakefield also offers portraits of village life along with 



a certain amount of sentimentality. In She Stoops to Conquer, Goldsmith foreshadows in some ways 

his fellow dramatist Richard Brinsley Sheridan (1751–1816), who triumphed on the comic stage 

with such plays as The Rivals (1775) and The School for Scandal (1777). 

Final Years and Legacy 

By 1764 Goldsmith had made enough of a mark on the London literary scene to be included as a 

founding member of the Literary Club, known at the time as the "Club," a group of writers, artists, 

and statesmen who gathered weekly for supper and conversation under the guidance of Samuel 

Johnson (1709–84), the most eminent writer of the age. Goldsmith had especially cordial relations 

with Johnson and with several other Club members, such as the painter Joshua Reynolds (1723–92), 

the statesman Edmund Burke (1729–97), and the biographer James Boswell (1740–95). Johnson, a 

particularly energetic patron, later composed the inscription for Goldsmith's memorial in 



Westminster Abbey, which begins by describing him as one who left scarcely any kind of writing 

untouched and "touched nothing that he did not adorn." 

Paradoxically, however, Goldsmith's elegant style of writing clashed with incompetence and 

extravagance in his personal affairs. He tended toward the brash and even foolish in other people's 

company, striving for attention and admiration. A heavy gambler, he was often overwhelmed by 

debt. Johnson is also said to have remarked of him, "No man was more foolish when he had not a 

pen in his hand, or more wise when he had." Goldsmith died in London on April 4, 1774, at age 45. 

He is remembered and read largely for his vivid characters, elegant use of the rhymed couplet in 

verse, and sharp wit. 

 

 



 

The Deserted Village | Character Analysis 
Speaker 

Narrating in the first person, the speaker remembers Auburn, the village of his childhood, 

and he laments that he will never be able to retire and die there because it has changed 

too much. For most of the poem, the speaker addresses the changing world at large and 

returns to his personal views at the poem's closing. He says goodbye to his 

sentimentalized village, and in the poem's final lines hopes that his poem will stop similar 

villages from being consumed by the same greed that destroyed Auburn. 

 

 



Character Description 

Speaker 

The speaker is a middle-aged man who returns to his childhood village. He reminisces about the happy years of 

his childhood before blaming wealthy landowners and society's greed for destroying the happy village of his 

memory. Read More 

Preacher 
The speaker reminisces fondly about the village preacher, who was paid a modest salary and cared for everyone 

in the village equally. The preacher is likely based on Reverend Henry Goldsmith (d. 1768), the poet's brother. 

Rich man 

On a figurative level the rich man Goldsmith criticizes throughout the poem, whom he also calls "the tyrant," is 

a symbol for any man who values moneymaking over the lives of his neighbor. On a literal level the rich man is 

thought to reference General Robert Napper, the wealthy man who bought tracts of land around Lissoy, forcing 

Goldsmith's neighbors off their land. 

Schoolmaster 

The schoolmaster is a man the speaker thinks of fondly when returning to the village of his childhood. 

Described as stern but kind and intelligent, he is thought to be based on Thomas (Paddy) Byrne, Goldsmith's 

childhood teacher. 

Widow 
The widow is an old woman, a "wretched matron" who suffers terribly after the Enclosure Acts. She is thought 

to be based on Catherine Giraghty, an elderly woman Goldsmith knew from his childhood in Lissoy. 
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The Pulley by George Herbert 

George Herbert‟s metaphysical poem, „The Pulley‟ is one of his best-known. In it, he uses a 

conceit, a type of figurative language that is most commonly associated with John Donne (think 

„The Flea‟). 

In this poem, the conceit revolves around the pulley. He uses it to depict humanity‟s restless 

nature and the reason why human beings are incapable of being satisfied. When considering this 

conceit, think about the way that a pulley creates force and leverage. God kept “rest” to himself 

in order to always be able to pull mankind back. But, this choice means humankind is continually 

running from place to place seeking out satisfaction. 

Summary of The Pulley 

„The Pulley‟ by George Herbert speaks on one part of the Christian creation story in which God 

chose to imbue humanity with blessings. 

The poem begins with the speaker stating that he is retelling the story of creation. He is 

particularly interested in the part where God gives humankind knowledge, wisdom, beauty, and 

strength. These are important features of human existence that flowed easily from God to 

humankind. 

There is one blessing that God did not let out of his cup, rest. He chose to withhold an innate 

ability to rest from humankind in order to keep his creation close to him. When one gets weary, 

they turn to God. Or that is his reasoning. Herbert‟s speaker states that God did not want 

humanity to love Nature more than they love “the God of Nature.” 

Themes in The Pulley 

Herbert was interested in exploring themes of religion and human nature. This poem provides the 

reader with an image and idea of how God bestowed various traits on humanity. The speaker 

describes these traits, which are the best that humanity has to offer, flowing from God. But, 

human nature was also influenced by that which God did not give–rest. 

Structure and Form of The Pulley  

„The Pulley‟ by George Herbert is a four stanza poem that is separated into sets of five lines or 

quintains. Each of these quintains follows a structured rhyme scheme. They conform to a pattern 

of ABABA, alternating end sounds as the poet saw fit. The consistent repetition in the rhyme 

helps to give the poem an overwhelming feeling of unity. This makes sense as the entirety of this 

piece is dialogue spoken by God or about God.  

A reader should also take note of the moments of repetition in the starting words of „The Pulley.‟ 

There are a few moments in which these words rhyme. One notable instance in stanza two with 



the words “Then” and “When” at the beginning of lines two and three. There is also an example 

in stanza three with “So” and “Bestow” in lines two and five.  

 

In regards to the meter, the lines are also very consistent. The first and fifth lines of each stanza 

conform to a pattern of iambic trimeter. This means that there are three sets of two beats per line. 

The first of these is unstressed and the second stressed.  

The stresses remain the same in lines two, three, and four, but they mostly contain five sets of 

two beats. This means they are written in iambic pentameter. The regularity of the rhyme 

scheme, in tandem with the meter, gives the poem a very structured feeling. A reader learns what 

to expect from line to line, and at least in regards to structure, there are no surprises.  

Literary Devices in The Pulley  

 

In „The Pulley‟ Herbert makes use of several literary devices. These include but are not limited 

to alliteration, metaphor, and imagery. The latter is seen through the creative images that Herbert 

describes of the lightly personified forces making their way out of God‟s belonging and into 

humankind. The last, rest, lay on the bottom when all the rest of the treasures had departed. 

Alliteration is a common technique that helps to increase the overall rhyme and rhythm of a 

poem. For example, “Let” and “lie” in line four of the first stanza as well as the repetition of 

“nature” in stanza three. 

Throughout this poem, as stated in the introduction, Herbert makes use of a metaphysical 

conceit. This technique is comparable to a metaphor but is much more complex and original in 

nature. In this case, Herbert uses a pulley to describe the relationship between humanity and 

God/religion. 

 

Analysis of The Pulley  

Stanza One  

When God at first made man,  

Having a glass of blessings standing by,  

 “Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can.  

Let the world‟s riches, which dispersèd lie,  



Contract into a span.”  

 

In the first stanza of „The Pulley,‟ the speaker begins by describing the creation of humankind. 

Herbert‟s speaker is seeking to retell the Christian story of creation with a  few added details. 

The speaker is able to describe what God was thinking and feeling when he decided to make 

humanity. God saw what he had made, and decided to pour “a glass of blessings” on humankind.  

These “blessings” were just “standing by” in a cup, waiting to be used. This speaks to the ease of 

God‟s access to forces separate from human understanding. This fact will become important later 

on in the text when God decides to withhold a blessing without a second thought.  

The speaker relays God‟s words at the moment as he addresses all of creation. He decides to 

“„Pour on [humankind] all that we can.” The “world‟s riches,” everything from strength to 

beauty is bestowed. They have come together into a “span.”  

Stanza Two  

So strength first made a way;  

Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, pleasure.  

When almost all was out, God made a stay,  

Perceiving that, alone of all his treasure,  

Rest in the bottom lay.  

The first of the blessings in „The Pulley‟ that came to humanity was “strength.” It “made away.” 

Next came beauty. It was soon followed by “wisdom, honour” and lastly “pleasure.” These are 

all incredibly important parts of the human experience. There is one more element though that in 

this retelling of creation Herbert‟s speaker chose not to include. That was “Rest.”  

“Rest” as a blessing equal to beauty and strength is interesting. It is not something that one might 

immediately think of as a feature of life that can be given or granted. But in this narrative, it is 

the “treasure” that remains at the bottom of God‟s cup. He chooses not to give it to humanity. 

His reasoning behind this choice is contained within the next two stanzas.  

Stanza Three  

“For if I should,” said he,  

“Bestow this jewel also on my creature,  

He would adore my gifts instead of me,  



And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature;  

So both should losers be.  

 

In the next five lines, the speaker describes how it was God‟s choice to not bestow “rest” on 

humanity. He knew that if he did so, then “He would adore my gifts instead of me.” Herbert‟s 

speaker thinks that God made this choice because he didn‟t want humankind spending their days 

worshiping nature. Instead, they should be appreciating “the God of Nature.”  

Rest is not something that is an integral part of human life and God made an informed, at least to 

him, the choice to withhold it.  

Stanza Four  

“Yet let him keep the rest,  

But keep them with repining restlessness;  

Let him be rich and weary, that at least,  

If goodness lead him not, yet weariness  

May toss him to my breast.”  

In the final lines of „The Pulley,‟ the speaker finishes up God‟s reasoning behind his choice not 

to give humanity a complete life of rest. He doesn‟t want humanity to never rest, but there should 

be different periods. It is ideal for everyone to rest only until they feel restless, then they should 

get back to their lives. God believes that if there is “weariness” in one‟s everyday life then that 

feeling of exhaustion will “toss” humankind to his “breast.”  

These different periods of activity, exhaustion, rest, and rejuvenation are just as integral to 

human existence as are strength and wisdom. It seems that Herbert‟s God has chosen to add them 

for a reason that appears entirely selfish though. It is not clear, at least through these few lines of 

reasoning, how “weariness” helps humanity, aside from forcing them closer to God.  

Similar Poems 

Religion is one of the most popular themes of all time, stretching through every genre of poetry, 

and touching on every type of religion in existence. Therefore, readers are certainly not at a loss 

for poems of a similar nature. This poem, which describes a story of creation is not dissimilar 

from James Weldon Johnson„s „The Creation‟. John Donne„s Holy Sonnets are also good 

examples of similar content, style, and time period. Readers might also be interested in „Religio 

Laici‟ by John Dryden. 



 

 

 Poetic  Elements 

Allusion - This whole poem is an allusion to the Bible, the creation story specifically.   

Diction - The word choice is very majestic. He uses terms such as "bestow" and "dispersèd." He 

used terms that bring out thought and a sense of deep feelings.   

Narrative - This poem tells the story about God creating man so it's considered a narrative. 

Persona - The way the author speaks is very fluid and free formed. The poem is also written 

with a relatively high level of intelligence. 

 

Tone - The tone of this poem is reflective and ponder-some. The author uses God's thoughts to 

lead the poem and govern the tone of it. It also has a soft, smooth feeling to it. 

 

Imagery - "glass of blessings" makes you picture a literal glass with words or different things in 

it representing blessings. "Then beauty flowed..." leads you to picture God pouring the glass of 

blessings onto man.  

Alliteration - Phrases such as "repining restlessness" and "made man" are examples of 

alliteration. I think the alliteration puts emphasis on. 

Metaphor - The glass of blessings referenced throughout the poem is the amount of gifts that 

God gave man. The blessings flowing is the time when God gave them all to man. 

 


