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Cambridge, orfrom neither, had been announced 
to me in my unpretending cottage, I should have 
welcomed him with as sumptuous a reception as 
so poor a man could offer. Whatever else was 
wanting to a wise man's happiness, of laudanum 
I would have given him as much as he wished, 
and in a golden cup. And, by the way, now 
that I speak of giving laudanum away, I re
member, about this time, a little incident, which 
I mention, because, trifling as it was, the reader 
will soon meet it again in my dreams, which it 
influenced more tearfully than could be im
agined. One day a Mala y knocked at my door. 
What business a Malay could have to transact 
amongst English mountains, I cannot conjec
ture; but possibly he was on bis road to a 
seaport about forty miles distant. 

The servant who opened the door to him 
was a young girl, born and bred amongst the 
mountains, who had never seen an Asiatic 
dress of any sort: bis turban, therefore, con
founded her not a little; and as it turned out 
that his attainments in English were exactly 
of the same extent as hers in the Malay, there 
seemed to be an impassable gulf fixed between 
ali communication of ideas, if either party had 
happened to possess any. In this dilemma, 
the girl, recollecting the reputed learning of her 
master (and, doubtless, giving me credit for a 
knowledge of ali the languagcs of the earth, 
besides, perhaps, a few of the lunar ones), 
carne and gave me to understand that there 
was a sort of demon below, whom she clearly 
imagined that my art could exorcise from 
the house. I did not immediately go down; but 
when I did, the group which presented itself, 
arranged as it was by accident, though not very 
elaborate, took hold of my fancy and my eye 
in a way that none of the statuesque attitudes ex
hibited in the ballets at the opera-house, though 
so ostentatiously complex, had ever done. 
In a cottage kitchen, but panelled on the wall 
with dark wood, that from age and rubbing 
resembled oak, and looking more like a rus
tic hall of entrance than a kitchen, stood the 
Malay, bis turban and loose trousers of dingy 
white relieved upon the dark panelling; he 
had placed himself nearer to the girl than she 
seemed to rclish, though her native spirit of 
mountain intrepidity contended with the feeling 
of simple awe which her countenance expressed, 
as she gazed upon the tiger-cat before her. 
And a more striking picture there could not be 
imagined, than the beautiful English face of the 
girl, and its exquisite fairness, together with 
her erect and independent attitude, contrasted 

with the sallow and bilious skin of the Malay, 
enamelled or veneered with mahogany by 
marine air, his small, fierce, restless eyes, thin 
lips, slavish gestures, and adorations. Half 
hidden by the ferocious-looking Malay, was 
a little child from a neighbouring cottage, who 
had crept in after him, and was now in the act 
of reverting its head and gazing upwards 
at the turban and the fiery eyes beneath it, 
whilst with one hand he caught at the dress of 
the young woman for protection. 

My knowledge of the Oriental tongues is not 
remarkably extensive, being, indeed, confined to 
two words, - the Arabic word for barley, and 
the Turkish foropium (madjoon), which I have 
learnt from Anastasius. And, as I had neither 
a Malay dictionary, nor even Adelung's 1tfilh
ridates, which might have helped me to a few 
words, I addressed him in sorne lines from 
the Iliad; considering that, of such language as 
I possessed, the Greek, in point of longitude, 
carne geographically nearest to an Oriental 
one. He worshipped me in a devout manner, 
and replied in what I suppose was Malay. In 
this way I saved my reputation with my neigh
bours; for the Mala y had no meaos of betraying 
the secret. He lay down u pon the floor for about 
an hour, and then pursued his journey. On 
his departure, I presented him with a piece of 
opium. To him, as an Orientalist, I concluded 
that opium must be familiar, and the expression 
of his face convinced me that it was. Never
theless, I was struck with sorne little consterna
tion whcn I saw him suddenly raise his hand 
to his rnouth, and (in the school-boy phrase) 
bolt the whole, divided into three pieces, at 
one mouthful. The quantity was enough 
to kili three dragoons and their horses, and I 
felt sorne alarm for the poor creature; but what 
could be done? I had given him the opium in 
compassion for his solitary life, on recollecting 
that, if he had travelled on foot from London, 
it must be nearly three weeks since he could 
have exchanged a thought with any human 
being. I could not think of violating the laws 
of hospitality by having hirn seized and drenched 
with an emetic, and thus frightening him into 
a notion that we were going to sacrifice him to 
sorne English idol. No; there was clearly no 
help for it. He took his leave, and for sorne 
days I felt anxious; but, as I never heard of any 
Malay being found dead, I became convinced 
that he was used to opium, and that I must have 
done him the service I designed, by giving him 
one night of respite from the pains of wander
ing. 
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This incident I have digressed to mention, 
because this Mala y (partly from the picturesque 
exhibition he assisted to frame, partly from the 
anxiety I connected with his image for sorne 
days) fastened afterwards upon my dreams, 
and brought other Malays with him worse than 
himself, that ran "a-muck" at me, and led me 
into a world of troubles. But, to quit this 
episode, and to return to my intercalary year 
of happiness. I have said already, that on a 
subject so important to us ali as happiness, we 
should listen with pleasure to any man's ex
perience or experiments, even though he were 
but a ploughboy, who cannot be supposed to 
have ploughed very deep in such an intractable 
soil as that of human pains and pleasures, or 
to have conducted bis researches upon any very 
enlightened principies. But I, who have taken 
happiness, both in a solid and a liquid sha~, 
both boiled and unboiled, both East India 
and Turkey, - who have conducted my ex
periments upon this interesting subject with a 
sort of galvanic battery, - and have, for the 
general benefi_t of the w~rld, inoc~lated myself, 
as it were, w1th the po1son of e1ght hundred 
drops of laudanum per day (just for the same 
reason as a French surgeon inoculated himsclf 
lately with a cancer, - an English one, twenty 
years ago, with plague, - and a third, I 
know not of what nation, with hydrophobia), -
I, it will be admitted, must surely know what 
happiness is, if anybody does .. And the~efore 
I will here lay down an analys,s of happmess; 
and as the most interesting mode of com
mu~icating it, I will give it, not didactically, 
but wrapt up and involved in a_picture. of one 
evening, as I spent every evenmg dunng the 
intercalary year when laudanum, though taken 
daily, was to me no more than_ the elixii: of 
pleasure. This done, I shall qu1t the subJect 
of happiness altogether, and pass to a very 
different one, - the pains of opium. 

Let there be a cottage, standing in a valley, 
eighteen miles from any town; no spacious 
valley, but about two miles long by three 
quarters of a mile in average width, - the 
benefit of which provision is, that ali the fam
ilies resident within its circuit will compose, 
as it were, one larger household, personally 
familiar to your eye, and more or less interest
ing to your affections. Lrt the mountains be 
real mountains, between three and four thou
sand feet high, and the cottage a real cottage, 
not (as a witty author has it) "a cottage with 
a double coach-house"; let it be, in fact (for 
I must abide by the actual scene), a white 

cottage, embowered with flowering shrubs, so 
chosen 'lS to unfold a succession of flowers upon 
the walls, and clustering around the windows, 
through ali the months of spring, summer, and 
autumn; beginning, in fact, with May roses, 
and ending with jasmine. Let it, however, 
not be spring, nor summer, nor autumn; but 
winter, in its sternest shape. This is a most 
important point in the science of happiness. 
And I am surprised to see people overlook it, 
and think it matter of congratulation that 
winter is going, or, if corning, is not likely to 
be a severe one. On the contrary, I put up 
a petition, annually, for as much snow, hail, 
frost, or storm of one kind or other, as the skies 
can possibly afford us. Surely everybody is 
aware of the divine pleasures which attend 
a winter ti.reside, - candles at four o'clock, 
warm hearth-rugs, tea, a fair tea-maker, 
shutters closed, curtains flowing in ample 
draperies on the floor, whilst the wind and rain 
are raging audibly without. 

And at the doors and windows seem to call 
As heaven and earth thcy would together mell¡ 
Yet the least entrance 6.nd they none at ali¡ 
Whence sweeter grows our rest secure in massy hall. 

-Castl~ oj Indolmce. 

All these are items in the description of a 
winter evening which must surely be familiar 
to everybody born in a high latitude. And it 
is evident that most of these delicacies, like ice
cream, require a very low temperature of the 
atmosphere to produce them: they are fruits 
which cannot be ripened withoutweather stormy 
or inclement, in sorne way or other. I am not 
"particular," as people say, whether it be snow, 
or black frost, or wind so strong that (as 
Mr. - -says) "youmay lean your back against 
it like a post." I can put up even with rain, pro
vided tbat it rains cats and dogs; but something 
of the sort I must have; and if I have not, I 
think myself in a rnanner ill used: for why am 
I called on to pay so beavily for winter, in coals, 
and candles, and various privations that will 
occur even to gentlemen, if I am not to h~ve 
the article good of its kind? No: a Canad1an 
winter, for my money; ora Russian one, where 
every man is but a co-proprietor with the north 
wind in the fee-simple of his own ears. Indeed, 
so great an epicure am I in this matter, that I 
cannot relish a winter night fully, if it be much 
past St. Thomas' day, and have degenerated 
into disgusting tendencies to vernal appear
ances; - no, it must be divided by a thick wall 
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of dark nights from ali retum of light and 
sunshine. From the latter weeks of October 
to Christmas-eve, therefore, is the period dur
ing which happiness is in season, which, in my 
judgment, enters the room with the tea-tray¡ 
for tea, though ridiculed by those who aie 
naturally of coarse nerves, or are become so 
from wine-drinking, and are not susceptible 
of influence from so refined a stimulant, will 
always be the favourite beverage oí the 
intellectual; and, for my part, I would have 
joined Dr. Johnson in a bellmn i11lcmecitmm 
against Jonas Hanway, or any other im
pious person who should presume to dispar
age it. But here, to save myself the trouble 
of too much verbal description, I will intro
duce a painter, and give him directions for 
the rest of the picture. Painters do not l~e 
white cottages, unless a good deal weather
stained; but, as the reader now understands 
that it is a winter night, his services will 
not be required except for the inside of the 
house. 

Paint me, then, a room seventeen feet by 
twelve, and not more than seven and a half 
feet high. This, reader, is somewhat am
bitiously styled, in my family, the drawing
room; but being contrived "a double debt to 
pay," it is also, and more justly, termed the 
library; for it happens that books are the only 
article oí property in which I am richer than 
my neighbours. Of these I have about five 
thousand, collected gradually since my eigh
teenth year. Therefore, painter, put as many 
as you can into this room. Make it populous 
with books, and, furthermore, paint me a good 
fire; and furniture plain and modest, befitting 
the unpretending cottage of a scholar. And 
near the fire paint me a tea-table; and (as it is 
clear that no creature can come to see one, such 
a stormy night) place only two cups and saucers 
on the tea-tray; and, ií you know how lo paint 
such a thing symbolically, or othenvise, paint 
me an eternal tea-pot, - eternal a parle ante, 
and a parte post; for I usually drink tea from 
eight o'clock at nigbt to four in the morning. 
And, as it is very unpleasant to make tea, or to 
pour it out for one's seli, paint me a lo,·ely 
young woman, sitting at the table. Paint her 
arms like Aurora's, and her smiles like Hebe's¡ 
- but no, dear M., not even in jest !et me in
sinuate that thy power to illuminate my cottage 
resls upon a tenurc so perishable as mere per
sonal beauty; or that the witchcraft of angelic 
smiles lies within the empire of any earthly 
pencil. Pass, then, my good painter, to sorne-

thing more within its power; and the next 
article brought forward should naturally be 
myself, a picture of the Opium-eater, with 
his "little golden receptacle of the pemicious 
drug" lying beside him on the table. As to the 
opium, I have no objection to see a picture of 
that, though I would rather see the original; 
you may paint it, if you choose¡ but I apprise 
you tbat no "little" receptacle would, even in 
1816, answer my purpose, who was ata distance 
from the "stately Pantheon," and ali druggists 
(mortal or otherwise). No: you may as well 
paint the real receptacle, which was not of 
gold, but of glass, and as much like a wine
decanter as possible. Into this you may put 
a quart of ruby-coloured laudanum; that, and a 
book of German metaphysics placed by its 
side, will sufficiently attest my being in the 
neigbbourhood; but as to myself, there I demur. 
I admit tbat, naturally, I ought to occupy the 
foreground of the picture; that being the hero 
of the piece, or (if you choose) the criminal at 
the bar, my body should be had into court. 
This seems reasonable¡ but why should I 
confess, on this point, to a painter? or, why 
confess at ali? If the pubtic (into whose private 
ear I am confidentially whispering my confes
sions, and not into any painter's) sbould chance 
to have framed sorne agreeable picture for itself 
of thc Opium-eater's exterior, - should have 
ascribed to hlm, romantically, an elegant person, 
or a handsome face, why sbould I barbarously 
tear from it so pleasing a delusion, - pleasing 
both to the public and to me? No: paint me, 
if at ali, according to your own fancy¡ and, as 
a painter's fancy should teem with beautiful 
creations, I cannot fail, in that way, to be a 
gainer. And now, reader, we have run 
through ali the categories of my condition, 
as it stood about 1816-1817, up to the mid
dle of which latter year I judge myself to 
have been a happy man; and the elements 
of that happiness I have endeavoured to 
place before you, in the above sketch of 
the interior of a scholar's library, - in a 
cottage arnong the mountains, on a stormy 
winter evening. 

But now farewell, a long farewcll, to happiness, 
winter or summer ! farcwell to smiles and 
laughter ! farewell to peace of mind ! farewell 
to hope and to tranquil dreams, and to the 
blessed consolations of sleep ! For more 
than three years and a half I am sum
moned away from these; I am now arrived 
at an Iliad of woes: for I have now to 
record 
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I now pass to what is the main subject of 
these latter confessions, to the history and 
journal of what took place in my dreams¡ 
for these were the immediate and proximate 
cause of my acutest suffering. 

The first notice I had of any important 
change going on in tbis part of my physical 
economy, was from tbe re-awaking of a state 
of eye generally inciden! to childhood, or 
exalted states of irritability. I know not 
whetber my reader is aware that many children, 
perhaps most, have a power of painting, as it 
were, upon the darkness, ali sorts of pbantoms: 
in sorne tbat power is simply a mechanic affec
tion of the eye¡ others have a voluntary or semi
voluntary power to dismiss or sumrnon them; 
or, as a child once said to me, when I questioned 
him on this matter, "I can tell them to go, and 
they go; but sometimes they come when I don't 
tell them to come." Whereupon I told him 
that he had almost as unlimited a command 
over apparitions as a Roman centurion over 
his soldiers. In the middle of 1817, I think 
it was, that tliis faculty became positively 
distressing to me: at night, when I lay awake 
in bed, vast processions passed along in mourn
ful pomp¡ friezes of never-ending stories, that 
to my feelings were as sad and solemn as if 
they were stories drawn from times beforc 
CEdipus or Priam, before Tyre, before Memphis. 
And, at the same time, a corresponding change 
took place in my dreams¡ a theatre seemed 
suddenlyopened and lighted up within my brain, 
which presented, nightly, spectacles of more 
than earthly splendour. And the four following 
facts may bementioned, as noticeable at this time: 

l. That, as the creative state of the eye 
increased, a sympathy seemed to arise between 
the waking and the dreaming states of the brain 
in one point, - that whatsoever I happened 
to call up and to trace by a voluntary act upon 
the darkness was very apt to transfer itself to 
my dreams¡ so that I feared to exercise this 
faculty; for, as Midas turned ali things to gold, 
that yet baffled his hopes and defrauded his 
human desires, so whatsoever things capable 
of being visually represented I did but think oí 
in the darkness, immediately shaped themselves 
into phantoms of the eye¡ and, by a process 
apparently no less inevitable, when thus once 
traced in faint and visionary colours, like writings 
in sympathetic ink, they were drawn out, by 
the fierce chemistry of my dreams, into insuf
ferable splendour that fretted my beart. 

II. For this, and ali other changes in my 
dreams, were accompanied by deep-seated 
anxiety and gloomy melancholy, such as are 
wholly incommunicable by words. I seemed 
every night to descend - not metapborically, 
but literally to descend - into chasms and 
sunless abysses, depths below depths, from 
whicb it seemed hopeless that I could ever re
ascend. Nor did I, by waking, feel that I liad 
re-ascended. This Ido not dwell u pon; beca use 
the state of gloom which attended these gor
geous spectacles, amounting at last to utter 
darkness, as of sorne suicida! despondency, 
cannot be approached by words. 

III. The sense of space, and in the end the 
sense of time, were both poweríully affected. 
Buildings, landscapes, etc., were exhibited in 
proportions so vast as the bodily eye is not 
fitted to receive. Space swelled, and was 
amplified to an extent of unutterable infinity. 
This, however, did not disturb me so much 
as the vast expansion of time. I sometimes 
seemed to have lived for seventy or one hundred 
years in one night; nay, sometimes had feelings 
representative of a millennium, passed in that 
time, or, however, of a duration far beyond the 
limits of any human experience. 

IV. The minutest incidents of childhood, or 
forgotten scenes of later years, were often 
revived. I could not be said to recollect 
them; for if I had been told of them when 
waking, I should not bave been able to ac
knowledge them as parts of my past experi
ence. But placed as they were before me, in 
dreams like intuitions, and clothed in ali their 
evanescent circurnstances and accompanying 
feelings, I recognised them instantaneously. I 
was once told by a near relative of mine, that 
having in her childhood fallen into a river, and 
being on the veiy verge of death but for the 
critical assistance which reached her, she saw 
in a moment her whole life, in its minutest 
incidents, arrayed before her simultaneously as 
in a mirror¡ and she had a faculty developed 
as suddenly for comprehending the whole and 
evcry part. This, from sorne opiurn experi
ences of mine, I can believe¡ I have, indeed, 
seen the same thing asserted twice in modem 
books, and accompanied by a remark which I 
am convinced is true, namely, that the dread 
book of account, which the Scriptures speak 
of, is, in fact, the mind oí each individual. 
Of this, at least, I feel assured, that there is 
no such thing as forgetti1ig possible to the 
mind¡ a thousand accidents may and will 
interpose a veil between our present conscious 
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nes.s and tbe secret inscriptions on the mind. 
Accidents of tbe same sort will also rend away 
this veil; but ali.ke, whether veiled or unveiled, 
the inscription remains forever; just as the 
stars seem to witbdraw before the common 
light of day, wbereas, in fact, we all know 
that it is tbe light wbich is drawn over tbem 
as a veil; and tbat they are waiting to be re. 
vealed, wben the obscuring dayligbt sball have 
withdrawn. 

Having noticed these four facts as memor
ably distinguishing my dreams from those 
of bealth, I sball now cite a case illus
trative of the first fact; and shall then 
cite any others that I remember, either in 
their chronological order, or any olher tbat 
may give them more efiect as pictures to the 
reader. 

I had been in youth, and even since, for 
occasional amusement, a great reader of Livy, 
whom I confes.s that I prefer, both for style 
and matter, to any other of the Roman his
torians; and I bad often felt as most solemn 
and appalling sounds, and most emphatically 
representative of the majesty of the Roman 
people, the two words so often occurring in 
Livy - Consul R1mumus; especially when tbe 
consul is introduced in his military cbaracter. 
I mean to say, tbat tbe words king, sultan, 
regent, etc., or any other titles of those who 
embody in their own persons the collective 
majesty of a great people, bad less power over 
my reverential fee!ings. I had, also, tbough no 
great reader of history, made myself minutely 
and critically familiar with one period of 
English history, namely, the period of the 
Parliamentary War, having been attracted by 
the moral grandeur of sorne who figured in 
that day, and by the many interesting memoirs 
which survive those unquiet times. Both these 
parts of my lighter reading, having fumished 
me often with matter of reflection, now fumished 
me with matter for my dreams. Often I used 
to see, after painting upon the blank darknes.s, 
a sort of rehearsal whilst waking, a crowd of 
ladies, and perhaps a festival and dances. 
And I heard it said, or I said to myself, "These 
are English ladies from the unhappy times of 
Charles l. These are the wives and daughters 
of !hose who met in peace, and sat at the 
same tables, and were allied by marriage or 
by blood; and yet, after a certain day in 
August, 16421 never smiled upon each other 
again, nor met but in the tield of battle; and 
at Marston Moor, at Newbury, or at Nasehy, 
cut asunder ali· ties of !ove by the cruel sabre, 

and wasbed away in blood the memory of 
ancient friendship." The ladies danced, and 
looked as lovely as the court of George IV. 
Yet I knew, even in my dream, that they bad 
been in the grave for nearly two centuries. 
Tbis pageant would suddenly dis.solve; and, 
at a clapping of hands, would be heard the 
heart-quaking sound of Consul Romanus; 
and immediately carne "sweeping by," in 
gorgeous paludaments, Paulus or Marius, 
girt around by a company of centurions, 
witb the crimson tunic hoisted on a spear, 
and followed by the alalagmos of tbe Roman 
legions. ~ 

Many years ago, wben I was looking over 
Piranesi's Antiquities of Rome, Mr. Coleridge, 
wbo was standing by, described to me a set 
of plates by that artist, called bis Dreams, and 
which record tbe scenery of bis own visions 
during the delirium of a fever. Sorne of them 
(I describe only from memory of Mr. Coleridge's 
account) represented vast Gothic halls; on tbe 
floor of which stood ali sorts of engines and 
machinery, wheels, cables, pulleys, levers, 
catapults, etc., expressive of enormous power 
put forth, and resistance overcome. Creeping 
aloiig the sides of tbe walls, you perceived a 
staircase; and u pon it, groping bis way up
wards, was Piranesi himself. Follow the stairs 
a little furtber, and you perceive it to come to 
a sudden, abrupt tennination, without any bal
ustrade, and allowing no step onwards to bim 
who bad reacbed the extremity, except into the 
depths below. Whatever is to become of poor 
Piranesi, you suppose, at least, tbat bis labours 
must in sorne way termínate here. But raise 
your eyes, and behold a second fligbt of stairs 
still higher; on which again Piranesi is per
ceived, by this time standing on the very brink 
of the abys.s. Again elevate your eye, and a 
still more aerial flight of stairs is beheld; and 
again is poor Piranesi busy on bis aspiring 
labours; and so on, until the unfinished stairs 
and Piranesi both are lost in tbe upper gloom 
of the hall. With the same power of endless 
growth and self-reproduction did my arcbi
tecture proceed in dreams. In the early stage 
of my malady, the splendours of my dreams 
were indeed chiefly architectural; and I be
held such pomp of cities and palaces as was 
nevcr y(t beheld by the waking eye, unles.s in 
the clouds. From a great modem poet I cite 
the part of a passage which describes, as an 
appcarance actually beheld in the clouds, what 
in mary of its circumstances I saw frequently 
in sleep: 
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Tht appearance, instantaneously disclosed 
Was_ of a mighty city-boldly say ' 
A wilderness of building, sinking far 
And ~elf~wit!idrawn into a wondrous depth, 
Far smking mto spleodour-without eod l 
F~bric it seemed of diamond, and of gold, 
W1th alabaster domes and silver spires 
An~ blaz.iog terrace upon terrace, high' 
Uplifted¡ he~e, serene pavilions bright, 
In_ avenues disposed¡ there towers begirt 
W1th battlemeots that oo their restless fronts 
Bore stars-illumination of ali gems 1 
By earthly nature had the ellect been wrought 
U pon the dark materials of the storm 
N ow pacified ¡ on them, and oo the coves, 
And mountain-steel)fl and summits, whereunto 
The vapours had receded - taking there 
Their statioo under a cerulean sky, etc., etc. 

The sublime circumstance - "battlements 
that on their restless fronts bore stars" -
might have been copied from my architectu
ral dreams, for it often occurred. We hear it 
reported of Drydea, and of Fuselli in modem 
times, that they thought proper to eat raw 
meat for the sake of obtaining splendid dreams: 
how much belter, for such a purpose to have 
eaten opium, which yet 1 do not r~member 
that any ~t is recorded to have done, except 
the dramat1St Shadwell; and in ancient days 
Homer is, I think, rightly reputed to hav~ 
known the virtues of opium. 

To my architecture succeeded dreams of 
lakes, and silvery expanses of water: these 
ha~ted !lle _so much, tha_t I feared (though 
poss1bly 1t will appear lud1crous to a medica! 
man) ~at 5?me dropsical st~te or tendency of 
the bram m1ght thus be makmg itself (to use a 
metaphysical word) objective, and the sentient 
organ project itself as its own object. For two 
months I ~ufiered greatly _in my head - a part 
of my bodily structure wh1ch bad hitherto been 
so clear from ali touch or taint of weakness 
(physically1 I mean), that I used to say of it 
as the last Lord Orford said of his stomach

1 

that it seemed likely to survive the rest of 
my person. TiU now I had never felt a head
ache even, or any the slightest pain except 
rheumatic pains caused by my ow~ folly. 
However, I got over. this attack, though it 
must have been vergmg on something very 
dangerous. 

The waters now changed their character, -
from translucent lakes, shining like mirrors 
they now became seas and oceans. And no~ 
~ame a tremendous change, which, unfolding 
1tself ~lowly like .ª ~croll, through many months, 
oromISed an ab1dmg tonnent; and, in fact, it 

ne.ver left me until the winding up of my case. 
Httherto the human face had often mixed in 
my ~s, but not despotically, nor with any 
spec1al power of tormenting. But now that 
which I have called the tyranny of the human 
face, began to unfold itself. Perhaps sorne 
part ~f my London lüe might be answerable 
for th1s. Be ~at as it may, now it was that 
upon the rockmg waters of the ocean the 
human f~ce .began to appear; the sea appeared 
paved w1th mnumerable faces, upturned to the 
~eavens; faces, imploring, wrathful, despair
mg, surge~ upwards by thousands, by myriads, 
~y g~nerat1ons,. by centuries: my agitation was 
infimte, my mmd tossed and surged with the 
ocean. 

May, 1818. -The Malay has been a fear
f~ enemy for m?nths. I have been every 
m&ht! through h1s means, transported into 
As1attc scenes. I know not whether others 
share in my feelings ~n this point; but I have 
often thought tbat if I were compelled to 
forego England, and to live in China and 
among Chinese manners and modes ~f life 
and scenery, I should go mad. The causes 
of my horror lie deep, and sorne of them must 
be common to others. Southem Asia in 
g~n~ral, is the seat of awful images aad ~
c1at1ons. As the cradle of the human race it 
would alone have a dim and reverential f~l
ing connected witb it. But there are other 
reasons. No man can pretend that the wild, 
bar~arous, and capricious superstitions of 
A.fn~, . or of savage tribes elsewhere, afiect 
h~ m the way that he is affected by the 
anc1ent, monumental, cruel, and elaborate 
n:Hgions of_ 1?dostan, etc. The mere antiq
u~ty ~f As1atic things, of their institutions, 
~1Stones, modes of faith, etc., is so impres
s1ve, that to me the vast age of the race and 
!1~~ overpowers the sense of youth in the 
md1v1dual. A young Chinese seems to me 
an antediluvian man renewed. Even English• 
men, _tho~gh. not bred in any knowledge of 
such mshtut1ons1 cannot but shudder at the 
mystic sublimity of castes that have flowed 
apart, and refused to mix, through such im
memorial tracts of time; nor can any man 
fail to be awed by the names of the Ganges 
or the Euphrates. It contributes much t~ 
these feelings, that Southem Asia is, and has 
been for thousands of years, the part of the 
earth most swarming witb human life the 
great ojficina gentittm. Man is a we;d in 
tho;SC regions. The vast empires, also, into 
wh1ch the enormous populatiort of Asia has 
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always been cast, give a further sublimity to 
the feelings associated with ali oriental names 
or images. In China, over and above what it 
has in common with the rest of Southem 
Asia, I am terrified by the modes of life, by 
the manners, and the barrier of utter abhor
rence, and want of sympathy, placed between 
us by feelings deeper than I can analyse. I 
could sooner live with lunatics, or brute 
animals. Ali this, and much more than I 
can say, or have time to say, the reader must 
enter into, befare he can comprehend the 
unimaginable horror which these dreams of 
oriental imagery, and mythological tortures, 
impressed upon me. Under the connecting 
feeling of tropical heat and vertical sunlights, 
I brought together ali creatures, birds, beasts, 
reptiles, ali trees and plants, usages and ap• 
pearances, that are faund in ali tropical 
regions, and assembled them together in China 
or lndostan. From kindred feelings, I soon 
brought Egypt and ali her gods under the 
same law. I was stared at, hooted at, grinned 
at, chattered at, by monkeys, by paroquets, 
by cockatoos. I ran into pagodas, and was 
fixed, for centuries, at the summit, or in secret 
rooms: I was the ido!; I was the priest; I 
was worsbipped; I was sacrificed. I fled 
from the wrath of Brama through ali the 
farests of Asia: Vishnu hated me; Seeva laid 
wait for me. I carne suddenly upon Isis and 
Osiris: I had done a deed, they said, which 
the ibis and the crocodile trembled at. I was 
buried, far a thousand years, in stone . coffins, 
with mummies and sphinxes, in narrow cham
bers at the heart of eternal pyramids. I was 
kissed, with cancerous kisses, by crocodiles; and 
laid, confounded with ali unutterable slimy 
things, amongst reeds and Nilotic mud. 

I thus give the reader sorne slight abstrac
tion oí my oriental dreams, which always 
filled me with such amazement at the mon
strous scenery, that horror seemed absorbed, 
for a while, in sheer astonishment. Sooner or 
later carne a reflu.'< of íeeling that swallowed 
up the astonishment, and leít me, not so 
much in terror, as in hatred and abomination 
of what I saw. Over every farm, and threat, 
and punishment, and dim sightless incarcera
tion, brooded a sense of etemity and inJinity 
that drove me into an oppression as oí mad
ness. Into these dreams only, it was, with 
one or two slight exceptions, that any circum
stances of physical horror entered. Ali befare 
had been moral and spiritual terrors. But 
here the main agents were ugly birds, or 

snakes, or crocodiles, especially the Jast. The 
cursed crocodile became to me the object o' 
more horror than almost ali the rest. I was 
compelled to live with him; and (as was 
always the case, almost, in my dreams) for 
centuries. I escaped sometimes, and found 
myself in Chinese houses with cane tables, etc. 
Ali the feet of the tables, sofas, etc., soon 
became instinct with life: the abominable 
head of the crocodile, and bis leering eyes, 
looked out at me, multiplied into a thousand 
repetitions; and I stood loathing and fasci
nated. And so often did this hideous reptile 
haunt my dreams, that many times the very 
same dream was broken up in the very same 
way: I heard gentle voices speaking to me 
(I hear everything when I aro sleeping), and 
instantly I awoke: it was broad noon, and 
my children were standing, hand in hand, at 
my bedside; come to show me their coloured 
shoes, or new frocks, or to let me see them 
dressed for going out. I protest that so aw!ul 
was the transition from the damned crocod1le, 
and the other unutterable monsters and abor
tions of my dreams, to the sight of innocent 
human natures and of infancy, that, in the 
mighty and sudden revulsion of mind, I wept, 
and could not forbear it, as I kissed their 
faces. 

June, 1819. - I have had occasion to re
mark, at various periods of my life, that the 
deaths of those whom we !ove, and, indeed, 
the contemplation of death generally, is (caeteris 
paribus) more affecting in summer than in any 
other season of the year. And the reasons are 
these three, I think: Jirst, that the visible 
heavens in summer appear far higher, more 
distant, and (if such a solecism may be ex
cused) more inJinite; the clouds by which 
chiefly the eye expounds the distan ce of the blue 
pavilion stretched over our heads are in sum
mer more voluminous, more massed, and accu
mulated in far grander and more towering piles: 
secondly, the light and the appearances of the 
declining and the setting sun are much more 
fitted to be types and characters of the infinite: 
and, thirdly (which is the main reason), the 
exuberant and riotous prodigality oí life 
naturally forces the mind more powerfully 
upon the antagonist thought of death, and the 
wintry sterility of the grave. For it may be 
observed, generally, that wherever two thoughts 
stand related to each other by a law of an
tagonism, and exist, as it were, by mutual 
repulsion, they are apt to suggest each other. 
On these accounts it is that I Jind it impossible 
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to banish the thought of death when I am 
walking alone in the endless days of summer; 
and any particular death, if not more affecting, 
at least haunts my mind more obstinately and 
besiegingly, in that season. Perhaps this 
cause, and a slight incident which I omit, 
might have been the immediate occasions of 
the following dream, to whicb, however, a pre
disposition must always have existed in my 
rnind; but having been once roused, it never 
left me, and split into a thousand fantastic 
varieties, which often suddenly reunited, and 
composed again the original dream. 

I thought that it was a Sunday moming in 
May; that it was Easter Sunday, and as yet 
Yery early in the moming. I was standing, 
as it seemed to me, at the <loor of my own 
cottage. Right befare me lay the very scene 
which could really be commanded from that 
situation, but exalted, as was usual, and 
solemnised by the power of dreams. There 
were the same mountains, and the same lovely 
valley at their feet; but the mountains were 
raised to more than Alpine height, and there 
was interspace far larger between them of 
rneadows and forest lawns; the hedges were 
rich with white roses; and no living creature 
was to be seen, excepting that in the green 
church-yard there were cattle tranquilly repos
ing upon the verdant graves, and particularly 
round about the grave of a child whom I had 
tenderly loved, just as I had really beheld 
thern, a little before sunrise, in the same 
summer, when that child died. I gazed upon 
the well-known scene, and I said aloud (as I 
thought) to myself, "It yet wants much of 
sunrise; and it is Easter Sunday; and that is 
the day on which they celebrate the first fruits 
of resurrection. I will walk abroad; old 
griefs shall be forgotten to-da y; for the air 
is cool and still, and the bilis are high, and 
stretch away to heaven; and the forest glades 
are as quietas the church-yard; and with the 
dew I can wash the fever from my forehead, 
and then I shall be unhappy no longer." And 
I tumed, as if to open my garden gate; and 
immediately I saw upon the left a scene far 
different; but which yet the power of dreams 
had reconciled into harmony with the other. 
The scene was an oriental one; and there also 
it was Easter Sunday, and very early in the 
moming. And at a vast distance were visible, 
as a stain upon the horizon, the domes and 
cupolas of a great city - an image or faint 
abstraction, caught, perhaps, in childhood, 
from sorne picture of Jerusalem. And not a 

bow-shot from me, upon a stone, and shaded 
by J udean palms, there sat a woman; and I 
looked, and it was - Ann ! She fixed her 
eyes u pon me eamestly; and I said to her, 
at length, "So, then, I have found you, at 
last." I waited; but she answered me not a 
word. Her face was the same as when I saw 
it last, and yet, again, how different ! Seven
leen years ago, when the larnp light fell upon 
her face, as for the last time I kissed her lips 
(lips, Ann, that to me were not polluted !), 
her eyes were streaming with tears; - her 
tears were now wiped away; she seerned more 
beautiful t~an she was at that time, but in 
ali other pomts the same, and not older. Her 
looks were tranquil, but with unusual solem
nity of expression, and I now gazed upon her 
with sorne awe; but suddenly her countenance 
grew dim, and, turning to the mountains, I 
perceived vapours rolling between us; in a 
moment, ali had vanished; thick darkness 
carne on; and in the twinkling of an eye I 
was far away from mountains, and by lamp
light in Oxford-street, walking again with Ano 
- just as we walked seventeen years before, 
when we were both children. 

As a final specimen, I cite one of a different 
character, frorn 1820. 

The dream commenced with a music which 
now I often heard in dreams - a rnusic of 
preparation and of awakening suspense; a 
music like the opening oí the Coronation 
Anthem, and which, Jike that, gave the feeling 
of a vast march, of infinite cavalcades filing 
off, and the tread of innumerable armies. 
The moming was come of a mighty day- a 
<lay of crisis and oí final hope for human 
nature, then suffering sorne mysterious eclipse, 
and labouring in sorne dread extremity. Some
where, I knew not where - somehow, I knew 
not how - by sorne beings, I knew not whom 
- a battle-, a strife, an agony, was conducting, 
- was evolving like a great drama, or piecc 
of music; with which my syrnpathy was the 
more insupportable frorn my confusion as to 
its place, its cause, its nature, and its possi
ble issue. I, as is usual in dreams (where, of 
necessity, we make ourselves central to every 
movement), had the power, and yct had not 
the power, to decide it. I had the power, if 
I could raise myself, to will it; and yet again 
had not the power, for the weight oí twenty 
Atlantics was upon me, or the oppression of 
inexpiable guilt. "Deeper than ever plummet 
sounded," I lay inactive. Then, like a chorus, 
the passion deepened. Sorne greater interest 
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was at stake; sorne mightier cause than ever 
yet the sword had pleaded, ar trumpet had pro
claimed. Then carne sudden alarms; hurry
ings to and fro; trepidations oi innumerable 
fugitives. I knew not whether from the good 
cause ar the bad; darkness and lights; tempest 
and human faces; and at last, with the sense 
that ali was lost, female farms, and the features 
that were worth ali the world to me, and but 
a moment allowed, - and clasped bands, and 
heart-breaking partings, and then - everlast
ing farewells I and, with a sigh, such as tbe 
caves of hell sighed when the incestuous mother 
uttered the abhorred name of death, the sound 
was reverberated - everlasting farewells I and 
again, and yet again reverberated - everlast
ing farewells 1 

And I awoke in struggles, and cried aloud 
- "I will sleep no more I" 

THOMAS CARLYLE (1795-1881) 

SARTOR RESARTUS 

CHAPTER VI 

SORROWS OF TEUFELSDROCRH 

We have long felt that, with a man like our 
Professor, matters rnust often be expected to 
take a course of their own; that in so rnulti
plex, intricate a nature, there might be channels, 
both for admitting and emitting, such as the 
Psychologist had seldom noted; in short, that 
on no grand occasion and convulsion, neither 
in the joy-storm nor in the woe-storm, could 
you predict bis demeanour. 

To our less philosophical readers, for ex
ample, it is now clear that the so passionate 
Teufelsdrockh, precipitated through "a shivered 
Universe" in this extraordinary way, has only 
one of three things which he can next do: 
Establish hirnself in Bedlam; begin writing 
Satanic Poetry; ar blow-out his brains. In 
the progress towards any of which consumma
tions, do not such readers anticipate extrava
gance enough; breast-beating, brow-beating 
(against walls), lion-bellowings of blasphemy 
and the like, stampings, smitings, breakages 
of fumiture, if not arson itself? 

Nowise so does Teufelsdrockh depart bim. 
He quietly lifts his Pügerstab (Pilgrim-staff), 
"old business being soon wound-up"; and 
begins a perambulation and circumambulation 
of the terraqueous Globe I Curious it is, in
deed, how with such vivacity of conception, 
such intensity of feeling; above ali, with these 

unconscionable habits of Exaggeration in 
speech, he combines that wonderful stillness 
of his, that stoicism in externa! procedure. 
Thus, if bis sudden bereavement, in this 
matter of the Flower-goddess, is talked of as 
a real Doomsday and Dissolution of Nature, 
in which light doubtless it partly appeared to 
himself, his own nature is nowise dissolved 
thereby; but rather is compressed closer. 
Far once, as we might say, a Blumine by 
magic appliances has unlocked that shut heart 
of his, and its bidden things rush-out tu
multuous, boundless, like genii enfranchised 
from their glass phial: but no sooner are 
your magic appliances withdrawn, than the 
strange casket of a heart springs-to again ; 
and perhaps there is now no key extant that 
will open it; far a Teufelsdrockh, as we re
marked, will not !ove a second time. Singular 
Diogenes I No sooner has that heart-rending 
occurrence fairly taken place, than be affects 
to regard it as a thing natural, of wbich there 
is nothing more to be said. "One bighest 
hope, seemingly legible in the eyes of an 
Angel, had recalled him as out of Death
sbadows into celestial life: but a gleam of 
Tophet passed over the face of his Angel; 
he was rapt away in whirlwinds, and heard 
the laughter of Demons. It was a Calenture," 
adds be, "whereby the Youth saw green 
Paradise-groves in tbe waste Ocean-waters: 
a lying vision, yet not wholly a lie, far he saw 
it." But what things soever passed in him, 
when be ceased to see it; what ragings and 
despairings soeverTeufelsdrockh's soul was the 
scene of, he has the goodness to conceal under 
a quite opaque cover of Silence. We know it 
well; the first mad paroxysm past, our brave 
Gneschen collected bis dismembered philoso
phies, and buttoned himself together; he was 
meek, silent, or spoke of the weather and the 
Journals: only by a transient ~itting of 
those shaggy brows, by sorne deep flash of 
those eyes, glancing one knew not whether 
with tear-dew or with fierce fire, - might you 
have guessed what a Gehenna was within; 
that a whole Satanic School were spouting, 
though inaudibly, there. To consume your 
own choler, as sorne chirnneys consume their 
own srnoke; to keep a whole Satanic School 
spouting, if it must spout, inaudibly, is a 
negative yet no slight virtue, nor one of the 
cornmonest in these times. 

Nevertheless, we will not take upan us to 
say, that in the strange rneasure he fell upan, 
there was not a touch of latent Insanity¡ 
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whereof indeed the actual condition of these 
Documents in Capricornus and Aquaritts is no 
b~d emblem. His so unlimited Wanderings, 
to1lsome enough, are without assigned or per
haps assignable aim ¡ interna! Unrest seems 
his sole guidance; he wanders, wanders, as if 
that curse of the Prophet had fallen on him, 
and he were "made like unto a wheel." Doubt
less, too, the chaotic nature of these Paper
bags aggravates our obscurity. Quite without 
note of preparation, far example, we come 
upan the fallowing slip: "A peculiar feeling 
it is that will rise in" the Traveller, when tum
ing sorne hill-range in bis desert road, he 
descríes lying far below, embosomed arnong 
its graves a11d green natural bulwarks, and ali 
diminished to a toybox, the fair Town, where 
so many souls, as it were seen and yet unseen, 
are driving L'1eir multifarious traffic. Its 
white steeple is then truly a starward-pointing 
finger; tbe canopy of blue srnoke seems like 
a sort of Life-breath: for always, of its own 
unity, the soul gives unity to whatsoever it 
looks on with !ove; thus does the little Dwell
ingplace of men, in itself a congeries of houses 
and huts, become far us an individual, almost 
a person. But what thousand other thoughts 
unite thereto, if the place has to ourselves been 
~he arena of joyous or mournful experiences; 
if perhaps the cradle we were rocked in still 
stands there, if our Loving ones still dwell 
there, if our Buried ones there slumber ! " 
Does Teufelsdrockh, as the wounded eagle is 
said to make far its own eyrie, and indeed 
military deserters, and all hunted outcast 
creatures, tum as if by instinct in the direction 
of their birth-land, - fly first, in this extrernity, 
towards his native Entepfuhl; but reflecting 
that there no help awaits him, takes but one 
wistful look from the distance, and then wend 
elsewhither? 

Little happier seems to be bis next flight: 
into the wilds of Nature; as if in her mother
bosom he would seek healing. So at least we 
incline to interpret the fallowing Notice, 
separated from the farmer by sorne consider
able space, wherein, bowever, is nothing note
worthy. 

"Mountains were not new to him; but 
rarely are Mountains seen in such combined 
majesty and grace as here. The rocks are of 
that sort called Primitive by the mineralogists, 
which always arrange themselves in masses of 
a rugged, gigantic character; which rugged
n~, howe\'er, is here tempered by a singular 
amness of form, and softness of environment: 

in a climate favourabk to vegetation, the gray 
cliff, itself covered with lichens, shoots-up 
through a garment of foliage or verdure · 
and white, bright cottages, tree-shaded, cluste; 
round the everlasting granite. In fine vicissi
tude, Beauty alternates with Grandeur: you 
ride through stony hollows, along strait passes 
traversed by torrents, overhung by high walls 
of rock; now winding amid broken shaggy 
chasms, and huge fragments; now suddenly 
emerging into sorne emerald valley, where the 
streamlet collects itself into a Lake, and man 
has again faund a fair dwelling, and it seems 
as if Peace had establisbed herself in the 
bosom of Strength. 

"To Peace, however, in this vortex oí exist
ence, can the Son of Time not pretend: still 
less if sorne Spectre haunt him from the Past · 
and the Future is wholly a Stygian darkness' 
spectre-bearing. Reasonably might the \Van'. 
derer exclaim to hirnself: Are not the gates of 
this world's Happiness inexorably shut against 
thee; hast thou a hope that is not mad? 
Nevertheless, one may still murmur audibly 
or in the original Greek if that suit tbee bette/ 
'\Vhoso can look on Death will start at no 
shadows.' 

"From such meditations is the Wanderer's 
attention called outwards¡ far now the Valley 
doses-in abruptly, intersected by a huge moun
tain mass, the stony water-wom ascent of 
which is not to be accomplished on horseback. 
Arrived aloft, he finds himself again lifted into 
the evening sunset light; and cannot but 
pause, and gaze round hirn, sorne moments 
there. An upland irregular expanse of wold 
where valleys in cornplex branchings are sul 
denly or slowly arranging their descent towards 
every quarter of the sky. The mountain
ranges are beneath your feet, and falded 
together: only the loftier sumrnits look down 
here and there as on a second plain; lakes 
also líe clear and eamest in their solitude. 
Ne trace oí man now visible; unless indeed it 
were he who íashioned that little visible link 
oí Highway, here, as would seem, scaling the 
inaccessible, to unite Province with Province. 
But sunwards, lo you ! how it towers sheer 
up, a world of Mountains, the diadem and 
centre of the rnountain region I A hundred 
and a hundred savage peaks, in the last light 
of Day; ali glowing, of gold and arnethyst, 
like giant spirits of the wilderness ¡ there in 
their silence, in their solitude, even as on the 
night when Noah's Deluge first dried I Beauti
ful, nay solemn, was the sudden aspect to our 
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\\'anderer. He gazed over those _stupend~us 
miwes with wonder, alrnost w1th longmg 
desire · never till this hour had he known 
Katur~, that sbe was One, that she was bis 
Mother and divine. And as the ruddy glow 
was fading into cleamess in the sky, and tbe 
Sun had now departed, a munnur of Etemity 
and Immensity, of Death and ~f Lile, stole 
through bis soul; and he felt as tf Death and 
Life were one as if the Earth were not dead, 
as if the Spirit of the Earth had its throne in 
thlt splendour, and bis own spirit were there
with holding communion. 

"The spell was broken by a sound of car
riage-whcels. Emerging frorn the hidden 
Northward, to sink soon into the hidden 
Soutbward, carne a gay Barou~e:and-four: 
it was open; servants .and pos!11l1ons wore 
wedding-favours: that bappy pa1.r, then, bad 
found each other, it was tbeir marriage even
ing ! Few moments brought them near: Du 
Himmell It was HerrTowgood and-Blu
mine ! With slight unrecognising salutation 
they passed me; plunged down amid the neigb
bouring thickets, onwards, to Heaven, and to 
England; and I, in ~y friend R!chter's ":'º~: 
I rcmai,ied alo11e belm1d llum, with the Night. ' . Were it not cruel in these c1rcumstances, 
bere rnight be the place to insert an observa
tion gleaned long ago from tbe great Clolhes
Vo/~m, wbere it stands with quite otber 
intent: 

1

"Some time before Small-pox was ex
tirpated," says the Profcssor, "there carne a 
new rnalady of the spiritual sort on Europe: 
I mean tbe epidemic, now endemical, of View
hunting Pocts of old date, being privileged 
witb Scnses, had also enjoyed externa! Natll!e; 
but chiefiy as we cnjoy the crystal cup wh1ch 
holds good or bad l_iq uo~ for . us; that is to 
say in silencc or w1th shgbt mc1dental com
me;1tary: nev~r, as I compute, till after the 
Sorruws of IJ'rrlcr, was there man found who 
would say: Come Jet us make a Description 1 
Having drunk tbe liquor, come Jet us eat the 
glass ! Of which endemic the Jenner is un
happily still to seek." Too true! 

We n•ckon it more important to remark 
that the Professor's Wanderings, so far as bis 
stoical and cynical envelopment _admits us to 
clcar insigbt here lirst take the1r permanent 
character, f~tuous or not. That Basilisk
glance of the Barouche-and-four seems to have 
withered-up what little remnant of a purpose 
may have still lurked in him: Life has bccome 
wholly a dark labyrinth; wherein, through 
long years, our Friend, flying from spectrl!s, 

has to stumble about at random, and naturally 
with more baste than progres.s. 

Foolish were it in us to attempt following 
hirn even frorn afar, in this extraordinary 
worÍd-pilgrimage of bis; the s!mplest record 
of which were clear record posstble, would fill 
volumes.' Hopeless is the obscurity, unspeak
al,le tbe confusion. He glides from country• 
to country frorn condition to condition; vanish
ing and ~appearing, no man can calculate 
how or where. Tbrough ali quarters of tbe 
world be wanders, and apparently tbrough all 
circles of society. If in any scene, perhaps 
difficult to fü geographically, he settles for a 
time and fonns connections, be sure he will 
snap thern abruptly asunder. 1:,et _h!m sink 
out of sight as Prívate Schola~ (Privalmrcndn), 
living by the grace of God, m_ sorne Eu~pe~n 
capital, you may next find htm as. HadJ~ m 
thc neighbourhood of ~fecca. A 1s an ~ex
plicable Phantasmagona, capnc1ous, qu1ck
changing; as if our Traveller, in_stead of lirnbs 
and highways, had transported htmself by sorne 
wishing carpet, or Fortunatus: Hat: T_he 
whole, too, imparted emblematically, ~n d1m 
multifarious tokens (as that collecllon of 
Strect-Advertisements); witb only sorne touch 
of direct historical notice sparingly interspersed: 
little light-islets in the world of baze ! So that, 
from this point, tbe Professor is more of an 
enigma tban ever. In figiu:ative lang~~e, we 
might say be becomes, not mdeed a spmt, yet 
spiritualised, vapourised. F~ct _unparalle!cd 
in Biography: The river of hts Htstory, wh1ch 
we bave traced from its tiniest fountains, and 
hoped to see flow onward, with incre~ '.ng 
current, into tbe ocean, here dashes 1tself 
over that terrific Lover's Leap; and, as a 
mad-foaming cataract, flies wholly" int~ ~u
multuous clouds of spray! Low down 1t m
deed collects again into pools and plashes; 
yet only ata great distance, and with difficulty, 
if at ali; into a general stream. To cast a 
glance into certain of those pools and plashes, 
and trace whither they run, must, for a chap
ter or two form the lirnit of our endeavour. 

For which end doubtlcss those direct his
torical Notices, where they can be rnet with, 
are tbe best. Ncvertheles.s, of this sort too 
there occurs much, which, with our present 
light, it were questionable to emit. Teu~els
drockh, vibrating everywhere bctween_ the h1gh
est and the lowest levels, comes mto con
tact with public History itself. For exarnple, 
those conversations and relations with illus
trious Perseos, as Sultan Mahmoud, the Em, 
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puor Napoleon, and others, are they not as 
)'et rather of a diplomatic character than of 
a biographic? The Editor, appreciating the 
sacredness of crowned heads, nay perhaps sus
pecting the possible trickeries of a Clothes
Philosopher, will eschew this province for the 
present; a new time may bring new insight 
and a different du,y. 

If we ask now, not indeed with what ulterior 
Purpose, for there was none, yet with what 
immediatc outlooks; at ali events, in what 
mood of mind, the Professor undertook and 
prosccuted this world-pilgrimage, - the an
swer is more distinct than favourable. "A 
nameless Unrest," says he, "urged me for
ward; to which the outward rnotion was sorne 
momentary lying solace. Whither should I 
go? l\f y Loadstars were blotted out; in that 
canopy of grim fire shone no star. Yet for
ward must I; the ground bumt under me; 
there was no rest for the sole of my foot. I 
was alone, alone I E ver too the strong inward 
longing shaped Fantasms for itself: towards 
these, one after the other, must I fruitlessly 
wander. A feeling I had, that for my fever
thirst there was and rnust be somewhere a 
healing Fountain. To rnany fondly imagined 
Fountains, the Saints' Wells of these days, 
did I pilgrirn; to great Men, to great Cities, 
to great Events: but found there no healing. 
In strange countries, as in the well-known; 
in savage deserts, as in the pre:.s of corrupt 
civilisation, it was ever the same: how could 
your Wanderer escape from - his oum 
Shaduw? Nevertheles.s still Forward ! I felt 
as if in great baste; to do I saw not what. 
Frorn the dcpths of my own heart, it called to 
me, Forwards ! The winds and the streams, 
and ali Nature sounded to me, Forwards ! 
Ach Goll, I was even, once for ali, a Son of 
Time." 

From which is it not clear that the interna! 
Satanic School was still active enough? lle 
says el~where: "The Enchiridion of Epicte
lus I had ever with me, often as my sole rational 
companion; and regret to mention that the 
nourishment it yielded was trifling." Thou 
foolish Teufelsdrockh ! Ilow could it else? 
lladst thou not Greek enough to understand 
thus much: The erid of Man is an Aclio,i, 
and not a Thought, though it were the noblest? 

"How I lived?" writes he once: "Friend,. 
hast thou considered the 'rugged all-nourishing 
Earth,' as Sophocles wcll names her; how she 
feeds the sparrow on the house-top, much 
more her darling, man? While thou stirrest 

and livest, thou hast a probability of victual. 
My breakfast of tea has been cooked by a 
Tartar woman, with water of the Amur, who 
wiped her earthen kettle with a horse-tail. I 
have roasted wild~ggs in tbe sand of Sabara; 
I have awakened in París Estrapadts and 
Vienna l,/ alzkins, with no¡rospect of break
fast beyond elemental liqui . That I had my 
Living to seek saved me from Dying, - by 
suicide. In our busy Europe, is there not an 
everlasting demand for Intellect, in the chemi
cal, mechanical, political, religious, educational, 
commercial departrnents? In Pagan countries, 
cannot one write Fetiches? Living! Little 
knowest thou what alcherny is in an im·entive 
Soul; how, as with its little finger, it can 
create provision enough for the body (of a 
Philosopher); and then, as with both hands, 
crea te quite other than provision; namely, 
spectres to tonnent itself withal." 

Poor Teufelsdrockh ! Flying with Hunger 
always parallel to him; and a whole Infernal 
Chase in his rear; so that the countenance 
of Hunger is comparatively a friend's ! Thus 
must he, in the temper of ancient Cain, or of 
the modem Wandering Jew, - save only that 
he feels himself not guilty and but suffering 
the pains of guilt, - wend to and fro with 
aimless speed. Thus must he, over the whole 
surface of the earth (by foot-prints), write his 
Sorrows of Te11Jelsdriickh.; even as the great 
Goethe, in pas.sionate words, had to write his 
Sorruws of IV erler, bcfore the spirit freed her
sclf, and he could bccome a Man. Vain truly 
is the hope of your swiftest Runner to escape 
"from his own Shadow ! " Neverthelcss, in 
these sick days, when the Bom of IIeaven first 
dcscries himsclf (about the age of twenty) in a 
world such as ours, richer than usual in two 
things, in Truths grown obsolete, and Trades 
grown obsolete, - what can the fool think but 
that it is ali a Den of Líes, wherein whoso will 
not speak Lies and act Lies, must stand idle 
and d~pair? Whereby it happens that, for 
your nobler minds the publishing of sorne 
such Work of Art, in one or the other dialect, 
becomes almost a necessity. For what is it 
properly but an Altercation with the De,·il, 
before you bcgin honestly Fighting him ? 
Your Byron publishes his Sorruws of Lord 
Grorge, in verse and in prose, and copiously 
otherwisc: your Bonaparte represcnts his Sor
rows of Napoleo11 Opera, in ali-too stupcndous 
style; with music of cannon-volleys, and mur 
dcr-shrieks of a world; bis stage-Iights are the 
fires of Conflagration; his rhyme and recitative 


