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have had the cruelty to relate it?) that my
father, my own dear father . . .

Asop. Say not the rest: I know it: his day
was come.

Rhodope. . . . sold me, sold me. You
start: you did not at the lightning last night,
nor at the rolling sounds above. And do you,
generous /Esop! do you also call a misfortune
a disgrace?

Aisop. If it is, I am among the most dis-
graceful of men. Didst thou dearly love thy
father?

Rhodope. All loved him. He was very fond
of me.

Asop. And yet sold theel sold thee to a
stranger !

Rhodopeé. He was the kindest of all kind
fathers, nevertheless. Nine summers ago, you
may have heard perhaps, there was a grievous
famine in our land of Thrace.

Asop. 1 remember it perfectly.

Rhodopé. O poor Asop! and were you too
famishing in your native Phrygia?

Aisop. The calamity extended beyond the
narrow sea that separates our countries, My
appetite was sharpened; but the appetite
and the wits are equally set on the same
grindstone.

Rhodope. 1 was then scarcely five yearsold:
my mother died the year before: my father
sighed at every funereal, but he sighed more
deeply at every bridal, song. He loved me
because he loved her who bore me: and yet
I made him sorrowful whether 1 cried or
smiled. If ever I vexed him, it was because
I would not play when he told me, but made
him, by my weeping, weep again.

Asop. And yet he could endure to lose thee!
he, thy father! Could any other? could any
who lives on the fruits of the earth, endure
it? O age, that art incumbent over me! blessed
be thou; thrice blessed! Not that thou stillest
the tumults of the heart, and promisest eternal
calm, but that, prevented by thy beneficence,
I never shall experience this only intolerable
wretchedness,

Rhodopé. Alas! alas!

Asop. Thou art now happy, and shouldst
not utter that useless exclamation.

Rhodopé. You said something angrily and
vehemently when you stepped aside. Is it
not enough that the handmaidens doubt the
kindness of my father? Must so virtuous and
s0 wise a man as Asop blame him also?

Asop. Perhaps he is little to be blamed;
certainly he is much to be pitied,

Rhodopé. Kind heart! onwhich mine must
never rest !

Zsop. Rest on it for comfort and for counsel
when they fail thee: rest on it, as the deities
on the breast of mortals, to console and purify
1t.

Rhodopé. Could T remove any sorrow from
it, I should be contented.

Aisop. Then be so; and proceed in thy nar-
rative.

Rhodopé. Bear with me a little yet. My
thoughts have overpowered my words, and now
themselves are overpowered and scattered.

Forty-seven days ago (this is only the forty-
eighth since I beheld you first) I was a child;
I was ignorant, I was careless.

Aisop. If these qualities are signs of child-
hood, the universe is a nursery. :

Rhodopé. Affliction, which makes many
wiser, had no such effect on me. But rever-
ence and love (why should I hesitate at the one
avowal more than at the other?) came over
me, to ripen my understanding,

Asop. O Rhodope! we must loiter no longer
upon this discourse,

Rhodopé. Why not?

Aisop. Pleasant is yonder beanfield, seen
over the high papyrus when it waves and
bends: deep laden with the sweet heaviness of
its odour is the listless air that palpitates diz-
zily above it: but Death is lurking for the
slumberer beneath its blossoms.

Rhodopé. You must not love then! ...
but may not I?

Asop. Wewill . . . but. ..

Rhodopé. We! O sound that is to vibrate
on my breast forever! O hour! happier than
all other hours since time began! O gracious
Gods! who brought me into bondage !

Asop. Be calm, be composed, be circum-
spect. We must hide our treasure that we
may not lose it.

Rhodope. 1 do not think that you can love
me; and I fear and tremble to hope so. Ah,
yes; you have said you did. But again you
only look at me, and sigh as if you repented.

Asop. Unworthy as I may be of thy fond
regard, I am not unworthy of thy fullest con-
fidénce: why distrust me? :

Rhodope. Never will I . . . never, never.
To know that T possess your love, surpasses all
other knowledge, dear as is all that I receive
from you. I should be tired of my own voice
if I heard it on aught beside: and, even yours
is less melodious in any other sound than
Rhodope,
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Asop. Do such little girls learn to flatter?

Rhodopé. Teach me how to speak, since you
could not teach me how to be silent.

Aisop. Speak no longer of me, but of thy-
self; and only of things that never pain thee.

Rhodopé. Nothing can pain me now.

Asop. Relate thy story then, from infancy.

Rhodopé. 1 must hold your hand: I am
afraid of losing you again.

Asop. Now begin. Why silent so long?

Rhodopé. 1 have dropped all memory of
what is told by me and what is untold.

Asop. Recollect a little. I can be patient
with this hand in mine.

Rhodopé. 1 am not certain that yours is any
help to recollection.

Asop. Shall I remove it?

Rhodopé. O! now I think I can recall the
whole story. What did you say? did you ask
any question?

Aisop. None, excepting what thou hast an-
swered.

Rhodopé. Never shall I forget the morning
when my father, sitting in the coolest part of
the house, exchanged his last measure of grain
for a chlamys of scarlet cloth fringed with
silver. He watched the merchant out of the
door, and then looked wistfully into the corn-
chest. I, who thought there was something
worth seeing, looked in also, and, finding it
empty, expressed my disappointment, not
thinking however about the corn. A faint and
transient smile came over his countenance at
the sight of mine. He unfolded the chlamys,
stretched it out with both hands before me, and
then cast it over my shoulders. I looked down
on the glittering fringe and screamed with
joy. He then went out; and I know not what
flowers he gathered, but he gathered many;
and some he placed in my bosom, and some in
my hair. But I told him with captious pride,
first that I could arrange them better, and again
that I would have only the white. However,
when he had selected all the white, and I had
placed a few of them according to my fancy,
I told him (rising in my slipper) he might
crown me with the remainder. The splen-
dour of my apparel gave me a sensation of au-
thority. Soon as the flowers had taken their
station on my head, I expressed a dignified
satisfaction at the taste digplayed by my father,
just as if I could have seen how they appeared !
But he knew that there was at least as much
pleasure as pride in it, and perhaps we divided
the latter (alas! not both) pretty equally.
He now took me into the market-place, where

a concourse of people wa: waiting for the pur-
chase of slaves. Merchants came and looked
at me; some commending, others disparaging;
but all agreeing that I was slender and delicate,
that I could not live long, and that I should
give much trouble. Many would have bought
the chlamys, but there was something less
salable in the child and flowers.

Zsop. Had thy features been coarse and
thy voice rustic, they would all have patted
thy cheeks and found no fault in thee,

Rhodopé. As it was, every one had bought
exactly such another in time past, and been a
loser by it. At these speeches I perceived the
flowers tremble slightly on my bosom, from
my father’s agitation. Although he scoffed at
them, knowing my healthiness, he was troubled
internally, and said many short- prayers, not
very unlike imprecations, turning his head aside.
Proud was I, prouder than ever, when at last
several talents were offered for me, and by the
very man who in the beginning had under-
valued me the most, and prophesied the worst
of me. My father scowled at him, and re-
fused the money. I thought he was playing a
game, and began to wonder what it could be,
since I never had seen it played before. Then
I fancied it might be some celebration because
plenty had returned to the city, insomuch that
my father had bartered the last of the corn he
hoarded. I grew more and more delighted
at the sport. But soon there advanced an
elderly man, who said gravely, “Thou hast
stolen this child: her vesture alone is worth
above a hundred drachmas. Carry her home
again to her parents, and do it directly, or
Nemesis and the Eumenides will overtake thee.”
Knowing the estimation in which my father
had always been holden by his fellow-citizens,
I laughed again, and pinched his ear. He,
although naturally choleric, burst forth into
no resentment at these reproaches, but said
calmly, “I think I know thee by name, O
guest! Surely thou art Xanthus the Samian,
Deliver this child from famine.”

Again I laughed aloud and heartily; and,
thinking it was now my part of the game, I
held out both my arms and protruded my
whole body towards the stranger. He would
not receive me from my father’s neck, but
he asked me with benignity and solicitude
if I was hungry: at which I laughed again,
and more than ever: for it was early in the
morning, soon after the first meal, and my
father had nourished me most carefully and
plentifully in all the days of the famine. But
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Xanthus, waiting for no answer, took out of
a sack, which one of his slaves carried at his
side, a cake of wheaten bread and a piece of
honey-comb, and gave them tome. I held the
honey-comb to my father's mouth, thinking it
the most of a dainty. He dashed it to the
ground; but, seizing the bread, he began to
devour it ferociously. This also I thought was
in play; and I clapped my hands at his dis-
tortions. But Xanthus looked on him like one
afraid, and smote the cake from him, crying
aloud, ‘““Name the price.” My father, now
placed me in his arms, naming a price much
below what the other had offered, saying,
“The gods are ever with thee, O Xanthus;
therefore to thee do I consign my child.” But
while Xanthus was counting out the silver,
my father seized the cake again, which the
slave had taken up and was about to replace
in the wallet. His hunger was exasperated
by the taste and the delay. Suddenly there
arose much tumult. Turning round in the
old woman’s bosom who had received me from
Xanthus, I saw my beloved father struggling
on the ground, livid and speechless. The
more violent my cries, the more rapidly they
hurried me away; and many were soon between
us. Little was I suspicious that he had suf-
fered the pangs of famine long before: alas!
and he had suffered them for me. Do I weep
while T am telling you they ended? I could
not have closed his eyes; I was too young;
but I might have received his last breath; the
only comfort of an orphan’s bosom. Do you
now think him blamable, O Asop?

Asop. It was sublime humanity: it was for-
bearance and self-denial which even the im-
mortal gods have never shown us. He could
endure to perish by those torments which alone
are both acute and slow; he could number
the steps of death and miss not one: but he
could never see thy tears, nor let thee see his.
O weakness above all fortitude! Glory to the
man who rather bears a grief corroding his
breast, than permits it to prowl beyond, and
to prey on the tender and compassionate!
Women commiserate the brave, and men the
beautiful. The dominion of Pity has usually
this extent, no wider. Thy father was ex-
posed to the obloquy not only of the malicious,
but also of the ignorant and thoughtless,
who condemn in the unfortunate what they ap-
plaud in the prosperous. There is no shame
in poverty or in slavery, if we neither make
ourselves poor by our improvidence nor slaves
by our venality, The lowest and highest of

the human race are sold: most of the inter-
mediate are also slaves, but slaves who bring
no money in the market.

Rhodopé. Surely the great and powerful
are never to be purchased: are they?

Aisop. It may be a defect in my vision, but
I cannot see greatness on the earth. What
they tell me is great and aspiring, to me seems
little and crawling. Let me meet thy question
withanother. What monarch gives his daughter
for nothing? Either he receives stone walls
and unwilling cities in return, or he barters her
for a parcel of spears and horses and horse-
men, waving away from his declining and help-
less age young joyous life, and trampling down
the freshest and the sweetest memories. Midas
in the highth of prosperity would have given
his daughter to Lycaon, rather than to the
gentlest, the most virtuous, the most intelligent
of his subjects. Thy father threw wealth aside,
andy placing thee under the protection of Virtue,
rose up from the house of Famine to partake
in the festivals of the Gods.

Release my neck, O Rhodope! for I have
other questions to ask of thee about him.

Rhedopé. To hear thee converse on him in
such a manner, I can do even that.

Asop. Before the day of separation was he
never sorrowful? Did he never by tears or
silence reveal the secret of his soul?

Rhodopé. 1 was too infantine to perceive
or imagine his intention. The night before
I became the slave of Xanthus, he sat on the
edge of my bed. 1 pretended to be asleep: he
moved away silently and softly. I saw him
collect in the hollow of his hand the crumbs I
had wasted on the floor, and then eat them, and
then look if any were remaining. I thought he
did so out of fondness for me, remembering
that, even before the famine, he had often swept
up off the table the bread I had broken, and
had made me put it between his lips. I would
not dissemble very long, but said:

“Come, now you have wakened me, you must
sing me asleep again, as you did when I was
little.”

He smiled faintly at this, and, after some
delay, when he had walked up and down the
chamber, thus began:

“T will sing to thee one song more, my wake-
ful Rhodopé! my chirping bird! over whom
is no mother’s wing! That it may lull thee
asleep, I will celebrate no longer, as in the
days of wine and plenteousness, the glory of
Mars, guiding in their invisibly rapid onset the
dappled steeds of Rhesus. What hast thou
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to do, my little one, with arrows tired of clus-
tering in the quiver? How much quieter is
thy pallet than the tents which whitened the
plain of Simais! What knowest thou about
the river Eurgtas? What knowest thou about
its ancient palace, once trodden by assembled
Gods, and then polluted by the Phrygian?
What knowest thou of perfidious men or of
sanguinary deeds?

“Pardon me, O goddess who presidest in
Cythera! Tam not irreverent to thee, but ever
grateful. May she upon whose brow I lay my
hand, praise and bless thee for evermore !

“Ah yes! continue to hold up above the
coverlet those fresh and rosy palms clasped
together: her benefits have descended on thy
beauteous head, my child! The Fates also
have sung, beyond thy hearing, of pleasanter
scenes than snow-fed Hebrus; of more than dim
grottos and sky-bright waters. Even now a
low murmur swells upward to my ear: and
not from the spindle comes the sound, but from
those who sing slowly over it, bending all three
their tremulous heads together. I wish thou
couldst hear it; for seldom are their voices so
sweet. Thy pillow intercepts the song per-
haps: lie down again, lie down, my Rhodopg!
I will repeat what they are saying:

“‘Happier shalt thou be, nor less glorious,
than even she, the truly beloved, for whose
return to the distaff and.the lyre the portals
of Tenarus flew open. In the woody dells of
Ismarus, and when she bathed among the swans
of Strymon, the nymphs called her Eurydice.
Thou shalt behold that fairest and that fond-
est one hereafter. But first thou must go
unto the land of the lotos, where famine never
cometh, and where alone the works of man are
immortal.’

“O my child! the undeceiving Fates have
uttered this. Other powers have visited me,
and have strengthened my heart with dreams
and visions. We shall meet again, my Rhodopg,
in shady groves and verdant meadows, and we
shall sit by the side of those who loved us.”

He was rising: I threw my arms about his
neck, and, before I would let him go, T made
him promise to place me, not by the side, but
between them: for I thought of her who had
left us. At that time there were but two, O
Asop.

You ponder: you are about to reprove my
assurance in having thus repeated my own
praises. I would have omitted some of the
words, only that it might have disturbed the
measure and cadences, and have put me out.
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They are the very words my dearest father
sang; and they are the last: yet, shame upon
me! the nurse (the same who stood listening
near, who attended me into this country)
could remember them more perfectly: it is
from her I have learnt them since; she often
sings them, even by herself.

Aisop. Soshall others. There is much both
in them and in thee to render them memorable.

Rhodopé. Who flatters now?

Zsop. Flattery often runs beyond Truth,
in a hurry to embrace her; but not here.
The dullest of mortals, seeing and hearing thee, -
would never misinterpret the prophecy of the
Fates.

If, turning back, I could overpass the vale
of years, and could stand on the mountain-top,
and could look again far before me at the bright
ascending morn, we would enjoy the prospect
together; we would walk along the summit
hand in hand, O Rhodopg, and we would only
sigh at last when we found ourselves below
with others.

WILLIAM HAZLITT (1778-1830)
MR. COLERIDGE

The present is an age of talkers, and not
of doers; and the reason is, that the world is
growing old. We are so far advanced in the
Arts and Sciences, that we live in retrospect,
and doat on past achievements. The accumula-
tion of knowledge has been so great, that we
are lost in wonder at the height it has reached,
instead of attempting to climb or add to it;
while the variety of objects distracts and daz-
zles the looker-on. What niche remains unoc-
cupied? What path untried? What is the
use of doing anything, unless we could do bet-
ter than all those who have gone before us?
What hope is there of this? We are like those
who have been to see some noble monument
of art, who are content to admire without
thinking of rivalling it; or like guests after a
feast, who praise the hospitality of the donor
“and thank the bounteoys Pan” — perhaps
carrying away some trifling fragments; or
like the spectators of a mighty battle, who still
hear its sound afar off, and the clashing of
armour and the neighing of the war-horse
and the shout of victory is in their ears, like
the rushing of innumerable waters! :

Mr. Coleridge has “a mind reflecting ages
past™; his voice is like the echo of the con-
gregated roar of the “dark rearward and
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abyss” of thought. He who has seen a mould-
ering tower by the side of a crystal lake, hid
by the mist, but glittering in the wave below,
may conceive the dim, gleaming, uncertain
intelligence of his eye; he who has marked the
evening clouds uprolled (a world of vapours)
has seen the picture of his mind, unearthly,
unsubstantial, with gorgeous tints and ever-
varying forms —

“That which was now a horse, even with a thought
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct
As water is in water.”

Our author’s mind is (as he himself might
express it) fangential. There is no subject on
which he has not touched, none on which
he has rested. With an understanding fertile,
subtle, expansive, “quick, forgetive, appre-
hensive,” beyond all living precedent, few
traces of it will perhaps remain. He lends
himself to all impressions alike; he gives up
his mind and liberty of thought to none. He is
a general lover of art and science, and wedded
tono one in particular, He pursues knowledge
as a mistress, with outstretched hands and
winged speed; but as he is about to embrace
her, his Daphne turns —alas! not to a lau-
rel! Hardly a speculation has been left on
record from the earliest time, but it is loosely
folded up in Mr. Coleridge’s memory, like a
rich, but somewhat tattered piece of tapestry:
we might add (with more seeming than real
extravagance) that scarce a thought can pass
through the mind of man, but its sound has at
some time or other passed over his head with
rustling pinions,

On whatever question or author you speak,
he is prepared to take up the theme with ad-
vantage — from Peter Abelard down to Thomas
Moore, from the subtlest metaphysics to the
politics of the Courier. There is no man of
genius, in whose praise he descants, but the
critic seems to stand above the author, and
“what in him is weak, to strengthen, what is
low, to raise and support”: nor is there any
work of genius that, does not come out of his
hands like an illuminated Missal, sparkling
even in its defects. If Mr. Coleridge had not
been the most impressive talker of his age, he
would probably have been the finest writer;
but he lays down his pen to make sure of
an auditor, and mortgages the admiration of
posterity for the stare of an idler. If he had
not been a poet, he would have been a power-
ful logician; if he had not dipped his wing in
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the Unitarian controversy, he might have soared
to the very summit of fancy. But, in writing
verse, he is trying to subject the Muse to fran-
scendental theories: in his abstract reasoning,
he misses his way by strewing it with flowers.
All that he has done of moment, he had
done twenty years ago: since then, he may be
said to have lived on the sound of his own
voice. Mr. Coleridge is too rich in intellectual
wealth, to need to task himself to any drudg-
ery: he has only to draw the slides of his
imagination, and a thousand subjects expand
before him, startling him with their brilliancy,
or losing themselves in endless obscurity —

“And by the force of blear illusion,
They draw him on to his confusion.”

What is the little he could add to the stock,
compared with the countless stores that lie
about him, that he should stoop to pick up
a name, or to polish an idle fancy? He walks
abroad in the majesty of an universal under-
standing, eying the “rich strond” or golden sky
above him, and “goes sounding on his way,”
in eloquent accents, uncompelled and free !

Persons of the greatest capacity are often
those whe for this reason do the least; for
surveying themselves from the highest point of
view, amidst the infinite variety of the universe,
their own share in it seems trifling, and scarce
worth a thought; and they prefer the contem-
plation of all that is, or has been, or can be, to
the making a coil about doing what, when done,
is no better than vanity. It is hard to con-
centrate all our attention and efforts on one
pursuit, except from ignorance of others; and
without this concentration of our faculties no
great progress can be made in any one thing.
It is not merely that the mind is not capable of
the effort; it does not think the effort worth
making. Action is one; but thought is mani-
fold. He whose restless eye glances through the
wide compass of nature and art, will not con-
sent to have “his own nothings monstered”:
but he must do this before he can give his whole
soul to them. The mind, after “letting con-
templation have its fill,” or

*Sailing with supreme dominion
Through the azure deep of air,”

sinks down on the ground, breathless, ex-
hausted, powerless, inactive; or if it must have
some vent to its feelings, seeks the most easy and
obvious; is soothed by friendly flattery, lulled
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by the murmur of immediate applause: thinks,
as it were, aloud, and babbles in its dreams!

A scholar (so to speak) is a more disinterested
and abstracted character than a mere author.
The first looks at the numberless volumes
of a library, and says, “All these are mine”:
the other points to a single volume (perhaps it
may be an immortal one) and says, “‘ My name
is written on the back of it.” This isa puny
and grovelling ambition, beneath the lofty
amplitude of Mr. Coleridge’s mind. No, he
revolves in his wayward soul, or utters to the
passing wind, or discourses to his own shadow,
things mightier and more various! — Let us
draw the curtain, and unlock the shrine.

Learning rocked him in his cradle, and while
yet a child,

““He lisped in numbers, for the numbers came.”

At sixteen he wrote his Ode on Chatlerton, and
he still reverts to that period with delight, not
so much as it relates to himself (for that string
of his own early promise of fame rather jars
than otherwise) but as exemplifying the youth

of a poet. Mr. Coleridge talks of himself with- -

out being an egotist; for in him the individual
is always merged in the abstract and general,
He distinguished himself at school and at the
University by his knowledge of the classics,
and gained several prizes for Greek epigrams,
How many men are there (great scholars,
celebrated names in literature) who, having
done the same thing in their youth, have no
other idea all the rest of their lives but of this
achievement, of a fellowship and dinner, and
who, installed in academic honours, would
look down on our author as a mere strolling
bard! At Christ's Hospital, where he was
brought up, he was the idol of those among his
schoolfellows who mingled with their bookish
studies the music of thought and of humanity;
and he was usually attended round the cloisters
by a group of these (inspiring and inspired)
whose hearts even then burnt within them as he
talked, and where the sounds yet linger to mock
Elia on his way, still turning pensive to the past!

One of the finest and rarest parts of Mr.
Coleridge’s conversation is, when he expatiates
on the Greek tragedians (not that he is not
well acquainted, when he pleases, with the epic
poets, or the philosophers, or orators; or histo-
rians of antiquity) —on the subtle reasonings
and melting pathos of Euripides, on the har-
monious gracefulness of Sophocles, tuning
his love-laboured song, like sweetest warblings

from a sacred grove; on the high-wrought,
trumpet-tongued eloquence of Aschylus, whose
Prometheus, above all, is like an Ode to Fate
and a pleading with Providence, his thoughts
being let loose as his body is chained on his
solitary rock, and his afflicted will (the emblem
of mortality)

*“Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny.”

As the impassioned critic speaks and rises in
his theme, you would think you heard the voice
of the Man hated by the Gods, contending with
the wild winds as they roar; and his eye glitters
with the spirit of Antiquity!

Next, he was engaged with Hartley’s tribes
of mind, “etherial braid, thought-woven,” —
and he busied himself for a year or two with
vibrations and vibratiuncles, and the great law
of association that binds all things in its mys-
tic chain, and the doctrine of Necessity (the
mild teacher of Charity) and the Millennium,
anticipative of a life to come; and he plunged
deep into the controversy on Matter and Spirit,
and, as an escape from Dr. Priestley’s Material-
ism, where he felt himself imprisoned by the
logician’s spell, like Ariel in the cloven pine-
tree, he became suddenly enamoured of Bishop
Berkeley’s fairy-world, and used in all com-
panies to build the universe, like a brave poet-
ical fiction, of fine words. And he was deep-
read in Malebranche, and in Cudworth’s
Intellectual System (a huge pile of learing,
unwieldy, enormous) and in Lord Brook’s
hieroglyphic theories, and in Bishop Butler’s
Sermons, and in the Duchess of Newcastle’s
fantastic folios, and in Clarke and South, and
Tillotson, and all the fine thinkers and mascu-
line reasoners of that age; and Leibnitz’s Pre-
established Harmony reared its arch above his
head, like the rainbow in the cloud, covenanting
with the hopes of man.

And then he fell plumb, ten thousand fath-
oms down (but his wings saved him harm-
less) into the hortus siccus of Dissent, where he
pared religion down to the standard of reason,
and stripped faith of mystery, and preached
Christ crucified and the Unity of the Godhead,
and so dwelt for a while in the spirit with John
Huss and Jerome of Prague and Socinus and
old John Zisca, and ran through Neal's History
of the Puritans and Calamy’s Non-Conform-
i5ts’ Memorial, having like thoughts and pas-
sions with them. But then Spinoza became his
God, and he took up the vast chain of being
in his hand, and the round world became the
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centre and the soul of all things in some shad-
owy sense, forlorn of meaning, and around
him he beheld the living traces and the sky-
pointing proportions of the mighty Pan; but
poetry redeemed him from this spectral phi-
losophy, and he bathed his heart in beauty,
and gazed at the golden light of heaven, and
drank of the spirit of the universe, and wandered
at eve by fairy-stream or fountain,

“— When he saw nought but beauty,
When he heard the voice of that Almighty One
In every breeze that blew, or wave that mur-
mured " —

and wedded withtruth in Plato’s shade, and in
the writings of Proclus and Plotinus saw the
ideas of things in the eternal mind, and un-
folded all mysteries with the Schoolmen and
fathomed the depths of Duns Scotus and
Thomas Aquinas, and entered the third heaven
with Jacob Behmen, and walked hand in hand
with Swedenborg through the pavilions of
the New Jerusalem, and sang his faith in the
promise and in the word in his Religious Mus-
ngs.

And lowering himself from that dizzy height,
he poised himself on Milton’s wings, and
spread out his thoughts in charity with the glad
prose of Jeremy Taylor, and wept over Bowles’s
Sonnets, and studied Cowper's blank verse,
and betogk himself to Thomson’s Castle
of Indolence, and sported with the wits of
Charles the Second’s days and of Queen Anne,
and relished Swift’s style and that of the John
Bull (Arbuthnot's we mean, not Mr. Croker’s),
and dallied with the British Essayists and
Novelists, and knew all qualities of more mod-
ern writers with a learned spirit: Johnson, and
Goldsmith, and Junius, and Burke, and God-
win, and the Sorrows of Werler, and Jean
Jacques Rousseau, and Voltaire, and Mari-
vaux, and Crebillon, and thousands more: now
“laughed with Rabelais in his easy chair”
or pointed to Hogarth, or afterwards dwelt on
Claude’s classic scenes, or spoke with rapture
of Raphael, and compared the women at Rome
to figures that had walked out of his pictures,
or visited the Oratory of Pisa, and described
the works of Giotto and Ghirlandaio and
Masaccio, and gave the moral of the picture
of the Triumph of Death, where the beggars and
the wretched invoke his dreadful dart, but the
rich and mighty of the earth quail and shrink
before it; and in that land of siren sights and
sounds, saw a dance of peasant girls, and was
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charmed with lutes and gondolas, — or wan.
dered into Germany and lost himself in the laby-
rinths of the Hartz Forest and of the Kantean
philosophy, and amongst the cabalistic names
of Fichte and Schelling and Lessing, and God
knows who. This was long after; but all the
former while he had nerved his heart and filled
his eyes with tears, as he hailed the rising orb
of liberty, since quenched in darkness and in
blood, and had kindled his affections at the
blaze of the French Revolution, and sang for
joy, when the towers of the Bastille and the
proud places of the insolent and the oppressor
fell, and would have floated his bark, freighted
with fondest fancies, across the Atlantic wave
with Southey and others to seek for peace and
freedom —

“In Philharmonia’s undivided dale!”

Alas! “Frailty, thy name is Gemius/” —
What is become of all this mighty heap of hope,
of thought, of learning and humanity? It has
ended in swallowing doses of oblivion and in
writing paragraphs in the Courier. Such and
«s0 little is the mind of man!

It was not to be supposed that Mr. Coleridge
could keep on at the rate he set off. He could
not realise all he knew or thought, and less
could not fix his desultory ambition. Other
stimulants supplied the place, and kept up the
intoxicating dream, the fever and the madness
of his early impressions. Liberty (the phi-
losopher’s and the poet’s bride) had fallen a
victim, meanwhile, to the murderous practices
of the hag Legitimacy. Proscribed by court-
hirelings, too romantic for the herd of vulgar
politicians, our enthusiast stood at bay, and at
last turned on the pivot of a subtle casuistry
to the unclean side: but his discursive reason
would not let him trammel himself into a poet-
laureate or stamp-distributor; and he stopped,
ere he had quite passed that well-known “ bourne
from whence no traveller returns” — and so has
sunk into torpid, uneasy repose, tantalised by
useless resources, haunted by vain imaginings,
his lips idly moving, but his heart forever still,
or, as the shattered chords vibrate of them-
selves, making melancholy music to the ear of
memory! Such is the fate of genius in an age
when, in the unequal contest with sovereign
wrong, every man is ground to powder who is
not either a born slave, or who does not willingly
and at once offer up the yearnings of humanity
and the dictates of reason as a welcome sacrifice
to besotted prejudice and loathsome power.
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Of all Mr. Coleridge's productions, the Aun-
cieni Mariner is the only one that we could
with confidence put into any person’s hands,
on whom we wished to impress a favourable
idea of his extraordinary powers. Let what-
ever other objections be made to it, it is un-
questionably a work of genius—of wild,
irregular, overwhelming imagination, and has
that rich, varied movement in the verse, which
gives a distant idea of the lofty or changeful
tones of Mr. Coleridge's voice. In the Chris-
{abel, there is one splendid passage on divided
friendship. The Translation of Schiller’s Wai-
lensiein is also a masterly production in its kind,
faithful and spirited. Among his smaller
pieces there are occasional bursts of pathos and
fancy, equal to what we might expect from him;
but these form the exception, and not the rule.
Such, for instance, is his affecting Sonnet to the
author of the Robbers.

“Schiller! that hour I would have wish'd to die,
If through the shudd'ring midnight I had sent
From the dark dungeon of the tower time-rent,
That fearful voice, a famish'd father’s cry —
That in no after-moment aught less vast
Might stamp me mortal! A triumphant shout
Black horror scream’d, and all her goblin rout
From the more with'ring scene diminish’d pass'd.

“Ah! Bard tremendous in sublimity !
Could I behold thee in thy loftier mood,
Wand'ring at eve, with finely frenzied eye,
Beneath some vast old tempest-swinging wood !
Awhile, with mute awe gazing, I would brood,
Then weep aloud in a wild ecstasy.”

His Tragedy, entitled Remorse, is full of
beautiful and striking passages; but it does not
place the author in the first rank of dramatic
writers. But if Mr. Coleridge’s works do not
place him in that rank, they injure instead of
conveying a just idea of the man; for he him-
self is certainly in the first class of general
intellect.

If our author’s poetry is inferior to his con-
versation, his prose is utterly abortive. Hardly
a gleam is to be found in it of the brilliancy and
richness of those stores of thought and language
that he pours out incessantly, when they are
lost like drops of water in the ground. The
principal work, in which he has attempted
to embody his general views of things, is the
Friend, of which, though it contains some noble
passages and fine trains of thought, prolixity and
obscurity are the most frequent characteristics.

No two persons can be conceived more
opposite in character or genius than the sub-

ject of the present and of the preceding sketch.
Mr. Godwin, with less natural capacity and
with fewer acquired advantages, by concen-
trating his mind on some given object, and
doing what he had to do with all his might,
has accomplished much, and will leave more
than one monument of a powerful intellect
behind him; Mr. Coleridge, by dissipating his,
and dallying with every subject by turns, has
done little or nothing to justify to the world
or to posterity the high opinion which all who
have ever heard him converse, or known him
intimately, with one accord entertain of him.
Mr. Godwin’s faculties have kept at home, and
plied their task in the workshop of the brain,
diligently and effectually:~ Mr. Coleridge’s
have gossiped away their time, and gadded
about from house to house, as if life’s business
were to melt the hours in listless talk. Mr.
Godwin is intent on a subject, only as it con-
cerns himself and his reputation; he works it
out as a matter of duty, and discards from
his mind whatever does not forward his main
object as impertinent and vain.

Mr. Coleridge, on the other hand, delights
in nothing but episodes and digressions,
neglects whatever he undertakes to perform,
and can act only on spontaneous impulses
without object or method. “He cannot be
constrained by mastery.” While he should be
occupied with a given pursuit, he is thinking
of a thousand other things: a thousand tastes,
a thousand objects tempt him, and distract his
mind, which keeps open house, and entertains
all comers; and after being fatigued and
amused with morning calls from idle visitors,
he finds the day consumed and its business
unconcluded. Mr. Godwin, on the contrary,
is somewhat exclusive and unsocial in his hab-
its of mind, entertains no company but what
he gives his whole time and attention to, and
wisely writes over the doors of his understand-
ing, his fancy, and his senses — ““No admittance
except on business.” He has none of that fas-
tidious refinement and false delicacy, which
might lead him to balance between the endless
variety of modern attainments. He does not
throw away his life (nor a single half hour of it)
in adjusting the claims of different accom-
plishments, and in choosing between them or
making himself master of them all. He sets
about his task (whatever it may be), and goes
through it with spirit and fortitude. He has
the happiness to think an author the greatest
character in the world, and himself the greatest
author in it.
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Mr. Coleridge, in writing an harmonious
stanza, would stop to consider whether there
was not more grace and beauty in a Pas de
irois, and would not proceed till he had re-
solved this question by a chain of metaphysical
reasoning without end. Not so Mr. Godwin.
That is best to him, which he can do best. He
does not waste himself in vain aspirations
and effeminate sympathies. He is blind, deaf,
insensible to all but the trump of Fame. Plays,
operas, painting, music, ball-rooms, wealth,
fashion, titles, lords, ladies, touch him not.
All these are no more to him than to the magi-
cian in his cell, and he writeson to the end of the
chapter through good report and evil report.
Pingo in eternitatem is his motto. He neither
envies nor admires what others are, but is
contented to be what he is, and strives to do the
utmost he can. Mr, Coleridge has flirted with
the Muses as with a set of mistresses: Mr.
Godwin has been married twice, to Reason
and to Fancy, and has to boast no short-lived
progeny by each,

So to speak, he has valves belonging to his
mind, to regulate the quantity of gas admitted
into it, so that like the bare, unsightly, but well-
compacted steam-vessel, it cuts its liquid way,
and arrives at its promised end: while M.
Coleridge’s bark, “taught with the little nauti-
lus to sail,” the sport of every breath, dancing
to every wave,

“Youth at its prow, and Pleasure at its helm,”

flutters its gaudy pennons in the air, glitters in
the sun, but we wait in vain to hear of its arrival
in the destined harbour. Mr. Godwin, with
less variety and vividness, with less subtlety
and susceptibility both of thought and feeling,
has had firmer nerves, a more determined pur-
pose, a more comprehensive grasp of his sub-
ject; and the results are as we find them.
Each has met with his reward: for justice
has, after all, been done to the pretensions
of each; and we must, in all cases, use means
to ends!

It was a misfortune to any man of talent to
be born in the latter end of the last century.
Genius stopped the way of Legitimacy, and
therefore it was to be abated, crushed, or set
aside as a nuisance. The spirit of the mon-
archy was at variance with the spirit of the age.
The flame of liberty, the light of intellect, was
to be extinguished with the sword —or with
slander, whose edge is sharper than the sword.
I'he war between power and reason was carried
on by the first of these abroad, by the last at
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home. No quarter was given (then or now)
by the Government-critics, the authorised cen-
sors of the press, to those who followed the
dictates of independence, who listened to the
voice of the tempter Fancy. Instead of gath-
ering fruits and flowers, immortal fruits and
amaranthine flowers, they soon found them:
selves beset not only by a host of prejudices,
but assailed with all the engines of power: by
nicknames, by lies, by all the arts of malice,
interest, and hypocrisy, without. the possibility
of their defending themselves ‘“from the pelting
of the pitiless storm,” that poured down upon
them from the strongholds of corruption and
authority.

The philosophers, the dry abstract reason-
ers, submitted to this reverse pretty well, and
armed themselves with patience “as with triple
steel,” to bear discomfiture, persecution, and
disgrace. But the poets, the creatures of
sympathy, could not stand the frowns both
of king and people. They did not like to be
shut out when places and pensions, when the
critic’s praises, and the laurel wreath were
about to be distributed. They did not stom-
ach being sent to Coventry, and Mr. Coleridge
sounded a retreat for them by the help of
casuistry and a musical voice. — “His words
were hollow, but they pleased the ear” of his
friends of the Lake School, who turned back
disgusted and panic-struck from the dry des-
ert of unpopularity, like Hassan the camel-
driver,

*“ And curs'd the hour, and curs'd the luckless day,
When first from Shiraz' walls they bent their way.”

They are safely enclosed there. But Mr.
Coleridge did nor enter with them; pitching
his tent upon the barren waste without, and
having no abiding place nor city of refuge !

LEIGH HUNT (1784-1859)
THE DAUGHTER OF HIPPOCRATES !

In the time of the Norman reign in Sicily,
a vessel bound from that island for Smyrna
was driven by a westerly wind upon the island
of Cos. The crew did not know where they
were, though they had often visited the island;
for the trading towns lay in other quarters, and

1 Compare the other versions of this story, one by
Mandeville (p. 6, above), the other by William Morris
(English Poetry, p. 551).
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they saw nothing before them but woods and
solitudes. They found, however, a comfort-
able harbour; and the wind having fallen in
the night, they went on shore next morning for
water. The country proved as solitary as they
thought it; which was the more extraordinary,
inasmuch as it was very luxuriant, full of wild
figs and grapes, with a rich uneven ground,
and stocked with goats and other animals,
who fled whenever they appeared. The bees
were remarkably numerous; so that the wild
honey, fruits, and delicious water, especially
one spring which fell into a beautiful marble
basin, made them more and more wonder,
at every step, that they could see no human
inhabitants.

Thus idling about and wondering, stretching
themselves nowand then among the wild thyme
and grass, and now getting up to look at some
specially fertile place which another called them
to see, and which they thought might be turned
to fine trading purpose, they came upon a
mound covered with trees, which looked into a
flat, wide lawn of rank grass, with a house at
the end of it. They crept nearer towards the
house along the mound, still continuing among
the trees, for fear they were trespassing at last
upon somebody’s property. It had a large
garden wall at the back, as much covered with
ivy as if it had been built of it. Fruit-trees
looked over the wall with an unpruned thick-
ness; and neither at the back nor front of the
house were there any signs of humanity. It
was an ancient marble building, where glass
was not to be expected in the windows; but
it was much dilapidated, and the grass grew up
over the steps. They listened again and again;
but nothing was to be heard like a sound of
men; nor scarcely of anything else. 'There was
an intense noonday silence. Only the hares
made a rustling noise as they ran about the
long hiding grass. The house looked like the
tomb of human nature amidst the vitality of
earth.

“Did you see?” said one of the crew, turning
pale, and hastening to go. “See what?” said
the others. *““What looked out of the window.”
They all turned their faces towards the house,
but saw nothing. Upon this they laughed at
their companion, who persisted, however, with
great earnestness, and with great reluctance at
stopping, to say that he saw a strange, hideous
kind of face look out of the window. “Let us
go, sir,”’ said he, to the Captain; — “for I tell
ye what: I know this place now: and you,
Signor Gualtier,” continued he, turning to a

OF HIPPOCRATES 355

young man, “may now follow that adventure
I have often heard you wish to be engaged in.”
The crew turned pale, and Gualtier among
them, ‘“Yes,” added the man, “we are fallen
upon the enchanted part of the island of Cos,
where the daughter of — Hush! Look there!”
They turned their faces again, and beheld the
head of a large serpent looking out of the win-
dow. Its eyes were direct upon them; and
stretching out of the window, it lifted back its
head with little sharp jerks like a fowl; and
so stood keenly gazing.

The terrified sailors would have begun to
depart quicklier than they did, had not fear
itself made them move slowly. Their legs
seemed melting from under them. Gualtier
tried to rally his voice. ‘“They say,” said he,
“it is a gentle creature, The hares that feed
right in front of the house are a proof of it; —
let us all stay.” The others shook their heads,
and spoke in whispers, still continuing to de-
scend the mound as well as they could, “There
is something unnatural in that very thing,”
said the Captain: “but we will wait for you in
the vessel, if you stay. We will, by St. Ermo.”
The Captain had not supposed that Gualtier
would stay an instant; but seeing him linger
more than the rest, he added the oath in ques-
tion, and in the meantime was hastening with
the others to get away. The truth is, Gualtier
was, in one respect, more frightened than any
of them. His legs were more rooted to the
spot. But the same force of imagination that
helped to detain him, enabled him to muster
up courage beyond those who found their will
more powerful: and in the midst of his terror
he could not help thinking what a fine adven-
ture this would be to tell in Salerno, even if he
did but conceal himself a little, and stay a few
minutes longer than the rest. The thought,
however, had hardly come upon him, when it
was succeeded by a fear still more lively; and
he was preparing to follow the others with all
the expedition he could contrive, when a fierce
rustling took place in the trees behind him, and
in an instant the serpent’s head was at his feet.
Gualtier's brain as well as heart seemed fo
sicken, as he thought the monstrous object
scented him like a bear; but despair coming in
aid of a courage naturally fanciful and chival-
rous, he bent his eyes more steadily, and found
the huge jaws and fangs not only abstaining
from hurting him, but crouching and fawning
at his feet like a spaniel. At the same time
he called to mind the old legend respecting the
creature, and, corroborated as he now saw it,
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he ejaculated with good firmness, “In the name
of God and his saints, what art thou?”

“Hast thou not heard of me?” answered
the serpent in a voice whose singular human
slenderness made it seem the more horrible.
“T guess who thou art,” answered Gualtier; —
“the fearful thing in the island of Cos.”

“1 am that loathly thing,” replied the ser-
pent; ‘“‘once not s0.” And Gualtier thought
that its voice trembled sorrowfully.

The monster told Gualtier that what was said
of her was true; that she had been a serpent
hundreds of years, feeling old age and renewing
her youth at the end of each century; that it
was a curse of Diana’s which had changed her;
and that she was never to resume a human form,
till somebody was found kind and bold enough
to kiss her on the mouth. As she spoke this
word, she raised her crest, and sparkled so with
her fiery green eyes, dilating at the same time
the corners of her jaws, that the young man
thrilled through his very scalp. He stepped
back, with a look of the utmost horror and
loathing. The creature gave a sharp groan
inwardly, and after rolling her neck frantically
on the ground, withdrew a little back likewise,
and seemed to be looking another way. Gual-
tier heard two or three little sounds as of a per-
son weeping piteously, yet trying to subdue its
voice; and looking with breathless curiosity,
he saw the side of the loathly creature’s face
bathed in tears.

“Why speakest thou, lady,” said he, “if
lady thou art, of the curse of the false goddess
Diana, who never was, or only a devil? 1
cannot kiss thee,” — and he shuddered with
a horrible shudder as he spoke, “but I will
bless thee in the name of the true God, and even
mark thee with his cross.”

The serpent shook her head mournfully,
still keeping it turned round. She then faced
him again, hanging her head in a dreary and
desponding manner. “Thou knowest not,”
said she, “what I know. Diana both was and
never was; and there are many other things on
earth which are and yet are not. Thou canst
not comprehend it, even though thou art
kind. But the heavens alter not, neither the
sun nor the strength of nature; and if thou
wert kinder, I should be as I once was, happy
and human. Suffice it, that nothing can change
me but what I said.”

“Why wert thou changed, thou fearful and
mysterious thing?” said Gualtier.

“Because I denied Diana, as thou dost,”
answered the serpent; ‘“‘and it was pronounced
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an awful crime in me, though it is none in thee;
and I was to be made a thing loathsome in
men’s eyes. Let me not catch thine eye, I
beseech thee; but go thy way and be safe;
for I feel a cruel thought coming on me, which
will shake my innermost soul, though it shall
not harm thee. But I could make thee sufier
for the pleasure of seeing thine anguish; even
as some tyrants do: and is not that dreadful?”
And the monster openly shed tears, and sobbed.

There was something in this mixture of
avowed cruelty, and weeping contradiction to
it, which made Gualtier remain in spite of
himself. But fear was still uppermost in his
mind when he looked upon the mouth that was
to be kissed; and he held fast round the tree
with one hand, and his sword as fast in the
other, watching the movements of her neck as
he conversed. “How did thy father, the sage
Hippocrates,” asked he, “‘suffer thee to come
to this?” “My father,” replied she, “sage
and good as he was, was but a Greek mortal;
and the great Virgin was a worshipped Goddess.
I pray thee, go.” She uttered the last word in
a tone of loud anguish; but the very horror of
it made Gualtier hesitate, and he said, ‘“How
can I know that it is not thy destiny to
deceive the merciful into this horrible kiss,
that then and then only thou mayest devour
them?”

But the serpent rose higher at this; and
looking around loftily, said, in a mild and
majestic tone of voice, *‘O ye green and happy
woods, breathing like sleep! O safe and
quiet population of these leafy places, dying
brief deaths! O sea! O earth! O heavens,
never uttering syllable to man! Is there no
way to make better known the meaning of your
gentle silence, of your long basking pleasures
and brief pains? And must the want of what
is beautiful and kind from others, ever remain
different from what is beautiful and kind in
itself? And must form obscure essence; and
human confidence in good from within never
be bolder than suspicion of evil from without?
O ye large-looking and grand benignities of
creation, is it that we are atoms in a dream, or
that your largeness and benignity are in those
only who see them, and that it is for us to hang
over ye till we wake you into a voice with our
kisses? 1 yearn to be made beautiful by one
kin;i,aclion, and beauty itself will not believe
me!’

Gualtier, though not a foolish youth, under-
stood little or nothing of this mystic apostrophe;
but something made him bear in mind, and
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really incline to believe, that it was a trans-
formed woman speaking to him; and he was
making a violent internal effort to conquer his
repugnance to the kiss, when some hares,
starting from him as they passed, ran and
cowered behind the folds of the monster:
and she stooped her head, and licked them.
“By Christ,” exclaimed he, “whom the wormy
grave gathered into its arms to save us from our
corruptions, I will do this thing; so may he
have mercy on my soul, whether I live or die:
for the very hares take refuge in her shadow.”
And shuddering and shutting his eyes, he put
his mouth out for her to meet; and he seemed
to feel, in his blindness, that dreadful mouth
approaching; and he made the sign of the
cross; and he murmured internally the name
of him who cast seven devils out of Mary
Magdalen, that afterwards anointed his feet;
and in the midst of his courageous agony he
felt a small mouth fast and warm upon his, and
a hand about his neck, and another on his left
hand; and opening his eyes, he dropped them
upon two of the sweetest that ever looked into
the eye of man. But the hares fled; for they
had loved the serpent, but knew not the beau-
tiful human being.

Great was the fame of Gualtier, not only
throughout the Grecian islands, but on both
continents; and most of all in Sicily, where
every one of his countrymen thought he had
had a hand in the enterprise, for being born on
the same soil. The Captain and his crew never
came again; for, alas! they had gone off with-
out waiting as they promised. But Tancred,
Prince of Salerno, came himself with a knightly
train to see Gualtier, who lived with his lady
in the same place, all her past sufferings ap-
pearing as nothing to her before a month of
love; and even sorrowful habit had endeared
it to her. Tancred, and his knights and
learned clerks, came in a noble ship, every oar
having a painted scutcheon over the rowlock;
and Gualtier and his lady feasted them nobly,
and drank to them amidst music in cups of
Hippocras — that knightly liquor afterwards
so renowned, which she retained the secret of
making from her sage father, whose name it
bore, And when King Tancred, with a gentle
gravity in the midst of his mirth, expressed a

‘hope that the beautiful lady no longer wor-

shipped Diana, Gualtier said, “No, indeed,
sir;” and she looked in Gualtier’s face, as she
sat next him, with the sweetest look in the
world, as who should say, “No, indeed: —1I
worship thee and thy kind heart.”

THOMAS DE QUINCEY (1785-1859)

From CONFESSIONS OF AN ENGLISH
OPIUM-EATER

INTRODUCTION TO THE PAINS OF
OPIUM

1f any man, poor or rich, were to say that he
would tell us what had been the happiest day
in his life, and the why and the wherefore, I
suppose that we should all cry out, Hear him!
hear him! As to the happiest day, that must be
very difficult for any wise man to name; be-
cause any event, that could occupy so distin-
guished a place in a man’s retrospect of his life,
or be entitled to have shed a special felicity on
any one day, ought to be of such anenduring
character, as that (accidents apart) it should
have continued to shed the same felicity, or
one not distinguishably less, on many years
together. To the happiest lustrum, however,
or even to the happiest year, it may be allowed
to any man to point without discountenance
from wisdom. This year, in my case, reader,
was the one which we have now reached;
though it stood, I confess, as a parenthesis
between years of a gloomier character. It was
a year of brilliant water (to speak after the
manner of jewellers), set, as it were, and in-
sulated, in the gloom and cloudy melancholy
of opium. Strange as it may sound, I had a
little before this time descended suddenly, and
without any considerable effort, from three
hundred and twenty grains of opium (that is,
eight thousand drops of laudanum) per day,
to forty grains, or one-eighth part. Instanta-
neously, and as if by magic, the cloud of pro-
foundest melancholy which rested upon my
brain, like some black vapours that I have seen
roll away from the summits of mountains,
drew off in one day; passed off with its murky
banners as simultaneously as a ship that has
been stranded, and is floated off by a spring
tide, —

That moveth altogether, if it move at all.

Now, then, I was again happy: I now took
only one thousand drops of laudanum per day,
—and what was that? A latter spring had
come to close up the season of youth: my brain
performed its functions as healthily as ever
before. 1 read Kant again, and again I under-
stood him, or fancied that I did. Again my
feelings of pleasure expanded themselves to all
around me; and, if any man from Oxford or




