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Preface

This anthology is intended as an initial contribu-
tion to fill the gap in availability of source texts by
women political theorists. The collection is designed
for classroom use in courses in intellectual history,
political theory, and women’s studies, but we hope it
may also be of use to scholars in many disciplines and
of interest to a broad range of readers.

The collection developed out of a National En-
dowment for the Humanities Institute for college and
university faculty held at the University of Cincinnati
in the summer of 1991, entitled “Re-reading Intellec-
tual History: Integrating Women'’s Social and Political
Thought into the Undergraduate Curriculum.” The
Institute originated from our experience that courses
in intellectual history and social and political theory
included few works by women, that feminist scholar-
ship in those two areas was not devoted primarily to
discussions of women’s works, and that even women’s
studies courses often neglected women as intellectuals
or thinkers across a broad range of viewpoints. Thus,
we conducted an institute for faculty from across the
United States and beyond, focusing on selected politi-
cal writings by women and discussing how they fit
into traditional intellectual history and political theory
courses, as well as into women’s studies classes. In our
efforts to locate appropriate works (both in our teach-
ing and for the Institute), we had the frustrating expe-
rience of finding the great majority of works of even the
most prominent women thinkers out of print or not
readily available for classroom use. Hence, we felt that
an anthology of such writings was urgently needed.

The coeditors came to these interests from differ-

ing but related intellectual backgrounds and interests.
Berenice A. Carroll has taught courses in political
thought including ancient, medieval, and modern west-
ern theory, as well as socialist, feminist, and pacifist
theory. She began teaching courses and lecturing on
women’s political and social thought in 1974. Her
interest in this area dates back to her early reassess-
ment of the work of Mary Beard (1972) and of the
political thought of Virginia Woolf (1978). Her study
“The Politics of ‘Originality’: Women and the Class
System of the Intellect” appeared in the Journal of
Women'’s History in the fall of 1990. Hilda L. Smith
came to the project from her work in women’s intellec-
tual history, especially the history of feminist ideas and
women’s writings, both feminist and more broadly, in
seventeenth-century England. During the early 1970s
when Smith was completing her study of seventeenth-
century English feminists, Reason’s Disciples: Seven-
teenth-Century English Feminists, social history domi-
nated the interests of those focusing on the history of
women. Thus the small attention often paid to women’s
writings while they were alive, as well as the resistance
of both traditional intellectual historians and histori-
ans of women to exhibit interest after their death, has
been an important motivation behind her interest in
editing this collection.

In recent years, there has been a marked growth of
interest in the history of women’s contributions to sci-
ence and philosophy, and a growing number of spe-
cialized studies relating to women in social and politi-
cal theory. But the need for a collection presenting
selected writings from a broad range of theorists across
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Preface

boundaries of time, geography, discipline, and ideol-
ogy remains undiminished.

It may be well to emphasize that this is not an
anthology of feminist theory. While many of the writ-
ers have been claimed as feminists or feminist precur-
sors, and many of the writings included are explicitly
feminist, many are not, and the varieties of “feminism”
expressed have been open to vigorous challenge from
contemporary feminist and womanist perspectives.

We have reached far back in time but have ex-
cluded (with one exception) selections from the sec-
ond half of the twentieth century. We have chosen a
varied selection of writings, diverse in form and con-
tent, by well-known and little-known writers. In gen-
eral, we have omitted writings by the best-known con-
temporary political theorists, such as Hannah Arendt
and Simone de Beauvoir, as well as by contemporary
feminist theorists, mainly on the ground that their
works are more readily available and more often stud-
ied today than those we have selected. For the same
reasons, we have sometimes omitted the best-known
writings of a given theorist, so as to bring to attention

and make available other of her works. Thus, for ex-
ample, we excluded here Mary Wollstonecraft’s Vindi-
cation of the Rights of Woman (1792) in favor of her
earlier and more neglected Vindication of the Rights of
Men (1790), in which she had already signaled some
of the central arguments of the later work. We have
also chosen to provide relatively long selections. This
offers a better sense of the work of the writer but limits
us sharply in the number of authors we are able to
include.

We are conscious that our selections are biased by
our own training, knowledge, standpoints, and inter-
ests, as well as by the limitations of space, and that we
omit hundreds, indeed thousands, of brilliant and in-
fluential theorists who deserve to be better known.
Nevertheless, we have sought to convey in these selec-
tions some sense of the broad range of women'’s politi-
cal and social thought across time, geographic area,
class, race, culture, ideology, and genre. We offer this
collection in hopes that the writings included will
prove useful, illuminating, provocative, and delightful
to others, as they have to us.
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Notes on the Text

The readings in this collection are presented in
chronological order of author’s birth date and date of
writing, with some exceptions where several selections
by one author overlap with those of another. When
necessary to distinguish dates in ancient history, we
use the secular designation B.C.E. (Before the Com-
mon Era), rather than “B.c.” (Before Christ). The book
is divided into four parts: Ancient and Medieval Writ-
ings, Seventeenth- and Eighteenth-Century Writings,
Nineteenth-Century Writings, and Twentieth-Century
Writings.

For each writer, we have included an introduction
to the selections and a brief list of suggested readings
and citations of the sources from which the selections
are drawn. Citations within the introductions or the
texts of readings are given in “social science” format
(author, year: page), with the full reference listed in
the “Sources and Suggested Readings” for the indi-
vidual writer or in the bibliography at the end of the
volume.

To maximize space for readings, we have omitted
most discursive notes by the authors of the selections
and have refrained from adding explanatory notes of
our own. Where explanations or translations of unfa-
miliar terms seemed essential, we have included them
in the introductions or in square brackets in the text.

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Downloadgghon behalf of Unknown Institution

Some brief footnotes and citations by the authors have
been retained in the selections, including citations to
the Judeo-Christian Bible, which are given in standard
form (book, chapter number: verse).

In order to convey a better sense of the ideas and
style of each writer, we have avoided very brief or ab-
breviated excerpts in favor of longer excerpts or full
text of the selections. In general we have attempted to
follow exactly the text as given in the source rather
than to modernize spelling, punctuation, and usage.
In some cases this has meant adoption of forms and
spellings rather strange to many readers today, but
which we hope give a truer flavor of the writer than
would modern language. In a few cases, we have taken
the liberty of breaking up very long paragraphs in order
to give emphasis to points which might otherwise be
obscured.

The development of this collection has been a
collaborative work, but each of the coeditors has un-
dertaken primary responsibility for individual selec-
tions and for the brief introductions to the readings.
The initials at the end of each of these introductions,
BAC for Berenice A. Carroll or HLS for Hilda L.
Smith, indicate the responsible editor for each of the
selections and introductions.



Introduction

BERENICE A. CARROLL

In the mid-nineteenth century, Sarah Grimké
wrote:

Thus far woman has struggled through life with
bandaged eyes, accepting the dogma of her
weakness and inability to take care of herself
not only physically but intellectually. She has
held out a trembling hand and received
gratefully the proffered aid. She has foregone
her right to study, to know the laws and
purposes of government to which she is subject.
But now there is awakened in her a conscious-
ness that she is defrauded of her legitimate
Rights and that she never can fulfil her mission
until she is placed in that position to which she
feels herself called by the divinity within. . . .
There is now predominant in the minds of
intelligent women to an extent never known
before a struggling after freedom, an intense

desire after a higher life. (Grimké, [1852] 1975:
254)

Nearly a century and a half later, these words still have
an uncomfortably familiar ring. In the persistent ste-
reotypes, science, reason, and intellect are still male.
In the elite halls of academe, women are still a rela-
tively small minority; in the recognized annals of intel-
lectual history, a yet smaller minority.

But today there is growing recognition that the
image of woman with bandaged eyes is as limited as
the image of woman with trembling hand—that nei-
ther is true to the complex realities of women’s partici-
pation in history. As Mary Daly put it: “[I]t is necessary

to grasp the fundamental fact that women have had
the power of naming stolen from us” (Daly, 1973: 8).
“Stolen”: that is, not that women never had the power,
nor even that we are without it now, but that women
have been denied the free and full exercise—and re-
wards—of this essential function of human intellect.

There is a compelling exploration of the power
of naming in Ursula Le Guin’s fantasy, A Wizard of
Earthsea. The apprentice wizard sees there “that in
this dusty and fathomless matter of learning the true
name of every place, thing, and being, the power he
wanted lay like a jewel at the bottom of a dry well. For
magic consists in this, the true naming of a thing.”
Substitute “science” for “magic” (bearing in mind that
this novel is an allegory on modem science) and we
will understand better the meaning of this remark
in contemporary terms. The power of naming is the
power to define, comprehend, and seek to control
reality.

Naming has appeared to be in the hands of men in
the realm of social reality as much as in the realm of
natural science, and a large proportion of feminist
scholarship has focused on exposing the distortions
and false consciousness arising from the oligopoly of
what has been called “masculist” or “phallocratic”
knowledge and the techniques by which it is main-
tained —discouraging, repressing, and ultimately sup-
pressing namings by women and other unwelcome
aspirants.

But if the power of naming has been stolen from
women, some, unquestionably —like Sarah Grimké —
have wrested it back, in every time and place, from
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Berenice A. Carroll

Enheduanna in the third millennium B.C.E. to the
present. Some have always refused to forego the “right
to study, to know the laws and purposes of govern-
ment.” Notall have been equally daring in questioning
the dominant consciousness, but many have insisted
on the right to formulate and put forward their own
conceptions of political reality.

The readings in this anthology were selected to
represent contributions of women specifically in the
field of political and social theory, rather than the
more general realm of women writers or intellectuals,
though it is often difficult to draw the boundaries.
Over the past three decades there has been explosive
growth in the study of women in literature —women as
poets, dramatists, and novelists. Women'’s education,
“learned women,” women in science, and women aca-
demics have also received attention. A project to re-
store the history of women philosophers has produced
a four-volume collaborative history, and several other
studies of women philosophers in particular periods
have appeared in recent years. Substantial work has
also been done on women as political activists, revolu-
tionaries, and social reformers. The extensive intellec-
tual tradition of feminist thought in particular has been
explored in many works in recent decades. A select-
ed list of studies of these kinds, such as the bibliogra-
phy at the end of this volume, can only be suggestive of
the impressive growth of knowledge in these areas.

Yet this rapidly growing scholarly literature has not
produced a widespread awareness of women as cre-
ators of diverse theoretical contributions throughout
the long history of social and political theory.

This has been almost as true of feminist scholar-
ship as it is of “malestream” scholarship and educa-
tion. The defensiveness of many feminists concerning
the intellectual work of women is reflected, for exam-
ple, in the title of Nancy J. Holland’s book, Is Women'’s
Philosophy Possible? (1990), or in Kate Fullbrook’s
remark that “It is no longer heretical to discuss [Simone
de] Beauvoir as a philosopher” (quoted in Chronicle of
Higher Education, September 4, 1998: A22). Holland
acknowledges that “there is philosophy done by women”
but passes over the history of their work in favor of
secking a new body of “women’s philosophy” defined
as “philosophical work (i.e., discussion of traditional
philosophical issues) that arises from, explicitly refers
to, and attempts to account for the experience of wom-
en” (p. 1). Of this, Holland finds that there is very little,
and she directs her attention to the search for “what
women’s philosophy might be.”

Gerda Lerner wrote in 1986: “Women have not
only been educationally deprived throughout histori-
cal time in every known society, they have been ex-
cluded from theory-formation” (Lerner, 1986: 5). In-
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deed there is no question that there have been pro-
cesses of systematic exclusion of women from the insti-
tutions and recognized bodies of literature dominant
in “the enterprise of creating symbol systems, philoso-
phies, science, and law” (ibid.). But there exists none-
theless an extensive history of women’s participation in
the enterprise of theory-formation. It is not exclusively
a history of feminist thought but ranges over the entire
spectrum of political and social theory.

Ironically, this very diversity of perspectives has
bolstered resistance to serious assessment of women as
political theorists. The traditions of women’s political
thought do not fit neatly into contemporary ideologi-
cal frames and therefore lack an assured base of recog-
nition, acceptance, and adherents.

One problem is that women identified as “intellec-
tuals” are generally of a small privileged class, and
often “exceptional” even in that class; hence they are
isolated from and unrepresentative of the overwhelm-
ing majority of women. The latter, even in middle and
upper classes, have generally been denied the educa-
tional and occupational opportunities to produce rec-
ognized works of political and social theory, atleast on
the model of the male classics. Women of less privi-
leged class, race, or ethnic groups experience even
greater obstacles and isolation in asserting claims to
formulate theory. Thus those who managed to pro-
duce written works of theory were often seen as “out-
siders” in their own communities and lacked a follow-
ing of admiring supporters. Those who did acquire
such a following were generally perceived less as cre-
ators of social theory than as religious leaders (e.g., St.
Catherine of Siena), popular reformers (e.g., Jane Ad-
dams, Ida B. Wells), or revolutionaries (e.g., Vera Fig-
ner, Rosa Luxemburg).

At the same time, women of all groups have been
seen as marginal in the male-dominated arenas of in-
tellectual and political activity, even where they suc-
ceeded in breaking barriers to enter those arenas. This
“outsider” status often stamps their work with an inno-
vative or dissimulating character that may seem devi-
ant or dissenting even in the intellectual and political
movements with which they are associated, making
them appear on the periphery rather than at the center
of the movement'’s intellectual tradition. For Virginia
Woolf and others, this outsider status became a plat-
form and badge of honor, but even for Woolf, it hid her
message in the shadows of obscurity.

Women have adopted a remarkable diversity of
responses to their status as intellectual outsiders, from
appearing to ignore it to drawing on it as inspiration
for their theoretical doctrines. Those who adopt the
former model are often, particularly if successful and
famous, heavily imbued with male attitudes, male doc-



trines, male “wisdom.” They may have internalized
and conformed to tradition, the “malestream” as Mary
O'Brien named it (O'Brien, 1981: 21), more com-
pletely than other women, in order to gain a hearing
in the male intellectual oligopoly, not to be locked
out of the recognized realm of intellectual discourse.
Thus some women who have written extensively on
social and political questions have ignored or at times
even demeaned women and have adopted the goals,
values, and methods of the patriarchy. From the Neo-
Pythagoreans of the ancient world to a Melanie Klein
or Ayn Rand of the twentieth century, many women
have adopted this stance in their works.

Feminist scholars today, not surprisingly, find these
(and many other) women’s writings troubling and have
preferred to seek out those of our foremothers who
anticipated or approximated what we now consider a
correct “line,” leaving the rest in an obscurity which
admittedly saves us many discomforts. On the other
hand, this practice leaves us in ignorance or near-
ignorance of an enormous body of works constituting
an integral part of the collective product of human
consciousness. These works are important to restore to
light and subject to analysis.

When we embark on this endeavor, seeking to find
the women who contributed to the varied traditions of
political thought and to explore and assess their works,
we encounter many obstacles. The furst, and still the
most widespread and destructive obstacle, is their omis-
sion from standard courses, texts, and reference works
in political theory and philosophy. Most clder stan-
dard histories and anthologies of political theory, po-
litical and social philosophy, or intellectual history
simply omit all women. This remains true of some
today, but recent collections may include one woman
theorist, such as Hannah Arendt, or a few, such as
Arendt, Simone de Beauvoir, and Simone Weil. A
striking advance is the introduction of a series of works
by women among the Cambridge Texts in the History
of Political Thought (now including works by Chris-
tine de Pizan, Mary Astell, and Mary Wollstonecraft).

The long-standing pattern of omission and neglect
of women theorists has been addressed in the field of
sociology and social theory by two outstanding works
of the 1990s: The Women Founders of the Social Sci-
ences, by Lynn McDonald (1994), and The Women
Founders: Sociology and Social Theory, 1830-1930—
A Text/Reader, edited by Patricia Madoo Lengermann
and Jill Niebrugge-Brantley (1998). Lynn McDon-
ald describes well the experience of discovering “the
women founders” in the course of a study of the history
of sociology, in which she set out to look for wom-
en’s contributions and found far more than she anti-
cipated:

Introduction

The exercise of recovery was not easy, for there
was so much to unlearn. It often took me a long
time simply to believe what I was reading, to
give full value to the original observations,
insights, theories, propositions, and practical
research examples provided by these women.

I would frequently tell myself that what the
woman had said reminded me of work by some
other, prominent, male theorist, only to realize
that her work predated his by years, even
decades. (McDonald, 1994, 1996: x)

McDonald mentions and includes early political theo-
rists among the women she discusses, but her empha-
sis is upon the founders and shapers of empirical social
science in the period from the late sixteenth century
to the beginning of the twentieth century. She defends
empiricism against some contemporary feminist at-
tacks and is chiefly concerned with recovering the im-
portant contributions of women to the methodology of
sociology and empirical social research. Lengermann
and Niebrugge-Brantley, like McDonald, address the
contributions of women as sociologists and “the pol-
itics of erasure” but provide also selections from the
writings of the “founders”: Harriet Martineau, Jane Ad-
dams, Charlotte Perkins Gilman, Anna Julia Cooper,
Ida B. Wells-Barnett, Marianne Weber, the Chicago
women’s school, and Beatrice Potter Webb. These are
both very welcome and important contributions.

These works focus on a particular area of women’s
political and social thought. Methodology and social
research are grounded in theory, but the range of
women's political theory, as reflected in small part in
the present volume, is much broader, more diverse,
and often contrary to empiricist approaches. More-
over, as Lynn McDonald herself notes, there is reason
to wonder about the security of such gains. Awareness
of women’s intellectual contributions is not entirely
new today but rather a revival of knowledge that has
been recovered and lost, recovered and lost again,
repeatedly over time. This pattern of repeated loss and
suppression may be discerned in the historical ac-
counts given in such works as Joanna Russ, How to
Suppress Women’s Writing (1983); Dale Spender, Wom-
en of Ideas and What Men Have Done to Them (1982,
1988); Mary Ellen Waithe, ed., A History of Women
Philosophers (4 vols., 1987-95), and others.

In this sense, it may be misleading to say, as stated
above, that “most of the older standard histories” sim-
ply omit women altogether. While this may be true for
general introductory texts, it is possible to find some
older specialized works that give more attention to
women than many recent texts. For example, Henry
Osborn Taylor’s The Medieval Mind (4th ed., 1930)
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devoted a chapter in volume 1 to five women (Eliza-
beth of Schénau, Hildegard of Bingen, Mary of Og-
nies, Liutgard of Tongern, and Mechtild of Magde-
burg), and a chapter in volume 2 to Heloise. Since
Taylor concludes with the thirteenth century, he does
not deal with such important figures as Catherine of
Siena and Christine de Pizan. We might also find
some grounds for regret or criticism concerning Tay-
lor’s presentation of these women'’s ideas. But two full
chapters on medieval women writers goes beyond any-
thing in even the most recent textbooks on intellectual
history and philosophy, other than works in women’s
studies.

Taylor’s work reflected a revival of knowledge con-
cerning women’s intellectual contributions that coin-
cided with the development of the women’s movement
in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries,
and we owe a great deal to that period. Henry Steele
Commager’s The American Mind (1949), now five de-
cades old, marked a kind of turning point between that
era and the regressive anti-feminism of the middle
decades of the twentieth century, a reactionary era
described for example by Kate Millett in Sexual Poli-
tics (1978) and Marilyn French in Beyond Power (1985).
Commager, like Taylor, accorded some extended con-
sideration to women writers, giving particular atten-
tion to a few novelists, above all Willa Cather and
Ellen Glasgow. However, Commager’s treatment of
women as intellectuals was uneven. Mary Baker Eddy
and Margaret Sanger appear, but no mention is made
of Mercy Otis Warren, Emma Willard, Frances Wright,
Angelina and Sarah Grimké, Catharine Beecher, Har-
riet Beecher Stowe, Margaret Fuller, Elizabeth Cady
Stanton, Susan B. Anthony, Charlotte Perkins Gil-
man, Emma Goldman, or Eleanor Roosevelt. Mary
Beard is not mentioned even when Commager dis-
cusses the Rise of American Civilization, which he
treats as though it were solely the work of Charles
Beard. No mention is made of Jane Addams except
for the title of one of her books, included in passing.
Even so, Commager gave more attention to women
writers than many successors, and the decades of the
1950s and 1960s were singularly barren. Only since
the 1970s has the cycle of recognition and recovery of
women’s intellectual work moved again into an up-
ward path.

Insofar as the power of naming has been stolen
from women, it has been mainly by this process of
omission from general works of intellectual and social
history, which makes inaccessible what women have
named in the past, and implies its unimportance. To-
tal omission is probably the most frequent approach
and most effective in creating a void of silence from
which the work of women is especially difficult to
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rescue. But where the presence of women has been
noted, their contributions to political and social theory
have often been obscured by distortion, derision, and
depreciation—to which we return below--which ra-
tionalize the omission of their work in later collections
and studies, and eventually the loss or deliberate de-
struction of the works themselves.

Outright destruction and physical loss of the body
of works appears to have been the fate of the vast
majority of women’s writings from ancient times to the
period of the Renaissance in Europe, and of many
works since then. The entire writings of Sappho, as
well as those of Hypatia and other women, have been
lost to such destruction, with the exception of frag-
ments and perhaps some works that survived under the
names of male authors. Selective destruction to suit
the predilections of male associates has also been prac-
ticed. Margaret Fuller’s writings were heavily “edited”
(or rather: censored) after her death by her friends (1)
James Freeman Clarke, Ralph Waldo Emerson, and
W. H. Channing, who went so far as to destroy the
original manuscripts after editing to their taste (see
Chevigny, 1976: 9).

A modified form of omission of women’s work is
neglect or inattention to their intellectual work as such,
particularly in the case of women well known as politi-
cal activists or social reformers, such as Jane Addams,
Ida B. Wells, or Eleanor Roosevelt. The case of Jane
Addams is particularly salient in view of Christopher
Lasch’s effort to rescue her intellectual contributions
from obscurity in his anthology, The Social Thought of
Jane Addams, where he describes Addams as “a thinker
of originality and daring” (1965: xv). Unfortunately, in
his treatment of her elsewhere, Lasch was not entirely
without fault in the failure of this rescue mission. We
are left, even in the late 1990s, without a comprehen-
sive, full-length critical study of the political and social
thought of Jane Addams.

The same must be said for the overwhelming ma-
jority of significant women theorists in the political
and social realm. We have biographies, essays, an-
thologies, but still few full-length critical analyses.
Some biographies contain incisive discussion of their
subjects’ ideas. But for purposes of intellectual history
and the critique of political theory, a biography cannot
substitute for a systematic critical study.

To the extent that women’s intellectual work es-
capes from total invisibility or neglect, it is often sub-
ject to a pattern of distorted representations ranging
from blatant depreciation and derision to wasteful de-
fensiveness and uncritical apologetics. The analysis of
women’s political thought is often clouded also by
judgments on their personal lives and motives. It is
true that this is the case for men as well, and that on the



positive side, a careful interweaving of biographical
information with critical analysis may provide the rich-
est comprehension of a writer’s work. But too often the
process degenerates into a focus on the personal char-
acteristics and motivations of the writers rather than on
their ideas as such.

In seeking to restore the body of works expressing
the political and social theories of women, we must
recognize that their ideas are more likely to be ex-
pressed in vehicles other than formal treatises. Women,
excluded for centuries from the academies, the cham-
bers of law, the divinity schools, and similar institu-
tions, had fewer opportunities to learn, practice, and
publish in the conventional style of the political trea-
tise. This does not mean that they thought less, nor less
rigorously and systematically, than men, but that the
forms of expression open to them were more likely to
be of other types: essays, letters, diaries, autobiogra-
phies, histories, speeches, pamphlets, textbooks for the
school or the home, reviews, periodical articles, po-
etry, drama, and novels.

Poetry and drama have often been vehicles of
political expression, particularly under repressive re-
gimes. Works in these forms by male writers have often
been recognized as “political theory,” as in the case of
Greek tragedy, the dialogues of Plato, and epic poetry
by John Milton and Dante Alighieri. In such works,
theory may be implicit rather than explicit, and the
problems of interpretation and assessment are mul-
tiplied. But if we are not to accept an exclusionary
double standard, we must search a wide range of mate-
rials for the political philosophy of women who were
excluded from the recognized channels of theoretical
discourse. We have therefore included in this collec-
tion examples of works by women in diverse genres,
including poetry, drama, autobiography, letters, fic-
tion, and others.

Similarly, in order to discern the political theory of
ancient times we must turn to a variety of literary,
historical, and religious sources in which the early
ideas are embodied. Epic poetry and scriptures, temple
hymns, fragments, and aphorisms quoted by later writ-
ers or rediscovered in cuneiform tablets, stone inscrip-
tions or shreds of ancient papyri are among the sources
from which we derive knowledge of the ideas and
influence of the ancient theorists. Secular political
philosophy emerges only in modern and contempo-
rary times, and the mixing of political with religious or
spiritual beliefs, especially the explanation and jus-
tification of political principles through religious doc-
trines, persists from ancient times throughout the his-
tory of political philosophy.

Finally, there is a need for balance in assessing the
place of women'’s writings about women in their over-

Introduction

all social philosophy. There has been a tendency to
give attention to those writings which relate to women
and gender, to the neglect of writings offering observa-
tions and theory on other questions. For example,
Mary Wollstonecraft’s Vindication of the Rights of
Woman (1792) is well known today, but her Vindica-
tion of the Rights of Men (1790) is so little known and
used that it is sometimes confused with the later work.
For purposes of research and scholarship, what is cru-
cial is not to dichotomize these areas of thought. Rath-
er, we need to see them in the context of the writer and
her time. Where the role of women in social action is
seen by the writer as a central concern, as in the case of
Angelina Grimké, we should consider it as such —that
is, neither focus exclusively on her ideas on women’s
roles nor try to excise them from our examination of
her ideas on other matters. On the other hand, where
the roles and experiences of women are seldom di-
rectly addressed, as in the writings of Rosa Luxemburg,
we must consider why that was so but give our atten-
tion mainly to understanding what she saw as essential
to write about.

In seeking to achieve a better naming of political
reality, feminist scholars have adopted two main ap-
proaches to the history of social thought: first, critical
analysis of the traditional canon of political theory
from a feminist perspective; and second, recovery and
development of feminist theory both as an autono-
mous tradition in the history of political theory and in
dialogue with other traditions both within and outside
the accepted canon.

The first approach has produced a large body of
scholarly literature. Some of the studies presenting
critical analysis of the traditional literature also en-
compass exposition and critique of contemporary fem-
inist theory. Almost all give at least brief attention to
feminist writers, though the chapter titles or content
may focus mainly on male theorists. Yet the emphasis
is still upon the male theorists of the traditional canon.
Indeed, attention often remains focused on the famil-
iar names of the most authoritative “Fathers”; Plato,
Aristotle, Cicero, St. Augustine, St. Thomas Aquinas,
Machiavelli, Luther, Hobbes, Locke, Rousseau, Kant,
Mill, Hegel, Nietzsche, Marx, Freud, and Sartre. Some
recent works in this genre address an updated male
canon, including critique of currently more popular
intellectual heroes: Heidegger, Merleau-Ponty, Barthes,
Lacan, Foucault, Derrida (see, for example, Holland,
1990). The lists could be used for the syllabi in con-
ventional courses in the history of political theory. In
content such a course, taught from a variety of critical
feminist perspectives, would be by no means conven-
tional, but to the extent that dominance rests on a
mystique of authority and control, the persistence of
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primary attention to the Fathers may have the unin-
tended and undesired consequences of reinforcing this
mystique.

The second approach escapes this difficulty by turn-
ing attention fully to the history and current develop-
ment of feminist theory. While this body of theory does
encompass the works of some male writers (such as
John Stuart Mill or Friedrich Engels), the overwhelm-
ing majority of the literature of feminist theory has
been written by women. This approach has produced
alarge, growing, and important body of literature deal-
ing with the history and critical interpretation of femi-
nist thought. However, this literature has been com-
partmentalized, so that feminist thought has been
treated as though it were outside the body of political
theory.

A third approach to the goal of transforming politi-
cal theory and intellectual history is that of efforts to
open up the traditional canon itself to works not usu-
ally represented in it, including works by people of
subordinated races, cultures, or classes; works by advo-
cates of marginalized philosophies such as utopianism,
pacifism, and gay and lesbian identity; and works by
women — of all races, cultures, classes, sexual orienta-
tions, and ideologies. These efforts are not yet far ad-
vanced, and as suggested above, the range and rich-
ness of women'’s political thought is little recognized.

This volume is offered as a contribution to the
third approach to the goal of transforming political
theory and intellectual history. It is divided into four
sections, by historical era, designed to illustrate the
presence and varied contributions of women in the
political and social thought of their time. The editors
hope that the volume will provoke discussion and
provide material for exploration of questions hardly
touched on to date concerning the continuities and
discontinuities, consistencies and inconsistencies, of
women’s political thought over time and difference.

Itis not possible to examine these substantive ques-
tions here, but one may venture the observation that,
to varying degrees and in widely differing ways, wom-
en’s political writings fall most often on the side of
challenge to authority and the search for alternatives
to relations of hierarchical dominance. These chal-
lenges may be embedded even in a conservative fram-
ing, as in the instances of seventeenth-century royalists
Margaret Cavendish and Mary Astell. One may specu-
late that the outsider status of women theorists—even
those most closely associated with ruling groups, such
as Enheduanna —gives them an edge of indignation, a
critical vision, provoking challenge to particular forms
of dominant authority. As Hannah Arendt wrote: “It is
only after one ceases to reduce public affairs to the

da, and Berenice Carroll. Won
loomington IN USA: Indiana U
ded on behalf of Unknown Instit

versity
ution

business of dominion that the original data in the
realm of human affairs will appear, or rather, reappear,
in their authentic diversity” (Arendt, 1972: 142-43).
In this context, we may note the example of an-
other theorist not included in this volume, Mary Park-
er Follett. Follett is little remembered today, and there
is no full-length biography of her, though she is in-
cluded in Notable American Women. She is not well
known in feminist circles, for the good reasons that she
apparently never dealt with the situation of women in
her writings, and in the labor-management issues to
which she addressed herself later in life, she spoke
more to corporate management than to labor. Never-
theless, Follett’s early writings provided an analysis of
power that bears a striking resemblance to some con-
temporary feminist concepts, distinguishing “power-
over” from “power-with.” In The New State (1918) and
Creative Experience (1924), Follett argued that genu-
ine power is “coactive” rather than “coercive” and that
both power and creativity are interactive functions of
group processes: “Out of the intermingling, interact-
ing activities of men and women surge up the forces of
life: powers are born which we had not dreamed of,
ideas take shape and grow, forces are generated which
act and react on each other. . . .” (Follett, 1920: 149).
So itis, we may suggest, in our quest for the history
of women’s political and social thought. Taking a lib-
erty with Follett’s words, I would suggest that out of our
recovery of works previously unknown or obscured to
our understanding, out of the collective process of
learning and naming, “forces are generated which act
and react on each other, ideas take shape and grow,
powers are born which we had not dreamed of.”
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Ancient and Medieval Writings
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Enheduanna (ca. 2300 B.C.E.)

Enheduanna was the high priestess (en) of the moon
god Nanna and his consort, Ningal, at the ancient
Mesopotamian city-state of Ur, and later also of the god
of heaven, An, at Uruk. Ur and Uruk were leading city-
states of ancient Sumer, in what is now the modern state
of Iraq. It is not possible to date exactly Enheduanna’s
birth and death, but it is likely that she lived and wrote
around 2300 B.C.E. The surviving texts of her works date,
however, from a period some five hundred years later.
She was apparently the first of a long succession of royal
high priestesses and priests of Ur whose names have
been documented from contemporary inscriptions and
seals. She is thought to have been appointed by her
father, Sargon of Akkad, and to have held her office as
high priestess for more than two decades, into the reign
of Naram-Sin, her nephew. Sometime during this pe-
riod she lived through a time of crisis, recounted in the
selection below, in which she was driven into exile but
later restored to her position.

Enheduanna’s writings are the earliest significant
body of literary-political works by a named author, male
or female, that have survived to the present. Princess and
priestess, her name was recorded as author-compiler of a
major collection of Sumerian temple hymns and as
author of poetic works including the “Myth of Inanna
and Ebih” and “The Exaltation of Inanna.” The latter,
“Nin-me-sar-ra” (Lady of all the me’s), is the selection
presented below. The importance of this work is attested
in part by the fact that it has survived over four millen-
nia in nearly fifty tablets or fragments, an unusually
large number for such ancient works. Enheduannd’s
works were models for scribes, poets, and priests for
centuries after her death.

As noted in the Introduction to this volume, it is
necessary to seek the political theory of ancient times in
a variety of genres, such as epic poetry and temple
hymns, in which religious or spiritual ideas are inter-
mingled with political concepts. The selection below ex-
emplifies this in the form of an epic poem, in which we
find explicit and implicit rendering of concepts of politi-
cal authority and legitimacy, justice, retribution, just
war and rebellion, and right order in society.

Ancient religious texts, scriptures, and epics men-
tion women as rulers and lawgivers, judges, seers, proph-
ets, priestesses, poets, and philosophers. The images of
women and men, human and divine, in these texts defy
later stereotypes of dichotomous femininity and mas-
culinity. In ancient Israel, the Old Testament tells us,
Deborah was a judge, that is, a woman of wisdom, a
law-giver, and a leader of the people (“and the people of
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Israel came up to her for judgment”—Judges 4: 4-5).
The judges were also military leaders, and the story of
Deborah (about twelfth century B.C.E.) makes clear that
she directed Barak to raise an army to fight against the
Canaanites of Hazor, laid out the strategy of the cam-
paign, went herself with Barak to lead the battle, and
like Enheduanna a thousand years earlier, wrote a
hymn exulting in the victory (The Song of Deborah,
Judges 5).

Enheduanna’s works have been portrayed as pro-
moting a royal political theology directed primarily to
serve her father, Sargon, in establishing the hegemony
of Akkad, through elevating the cult of the goddess
Ishtar over those of the other city-states of ancient Su-
mer. Sargon is reputedly the first to have established a
form of imperial primacy of one city-state over others.
The “Exaltation of Inanna” does clearly reflect an in-
tense political struggle, which some scholars identify
with a rebellion against Sargon in the later years of his
reign, or perhaps a still later rebellion against Naram-
Sin. The poem concludes with an assertion of the su-
premacy of Inanna, hence of Ishtar, later identified with
Inanna.

We may question, however, whether the struggle in
which Enheduanna was engaged was for the primacy of
her father’s political rule or for her own dignity as a
woman, for her prerogatives as high priestess, and for the
authority of the great goddess as against male priests
seeking to establish the preeminence of their male gods.
Perhaps the struggles were intertwined, but the por-
trayal of Enheduannd’s theology as merely an instru-
ment of the designs of her male relatives is open to doubt
on the evidence of the text.

We learn from the poem that Enheduanna was in-
sulted and sexually importuned by Lugalanne, a king or
priest of Uruk, whom she accuses of having altered the
traditional rites which were properly her own function
as high priestess. Enheduanna calls upon the moon god
Nanna for help, but he “takes no heed” of her appeal
and, in fact, “has driven me out of the sanctuary. . .. He
made me walk in the bramble of the mountain. He
stripped me of the crown appropriate for the high priest-
hood.” Enheduanna thus turns to Inanna for aid.

Inanna is described as possessor and guardian of
“the me’s,” a concept not easily translated. The term is
used variously to refer to cosmic powers or divine at-
tributes which regulate the universe as well as human
life. They may be held by or transferred to a particular
deity. In this poem, Inanna is said to be endowed with
the me’s by An, but elsewhere she is said to have received
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Enheduanna

them from Enki, god of wisdom and the waters. An, god
of heaven, is often referred to as the supreme deity of
ancient Sumer. However, Inanna is described here and
elsewhere as “Lady supreme over An” (line 59), or as his
equal, and other gods, such as Enlil (An’s son), are also
referred to as “supreme.” The pantheon of Sumerian
gods and goddesses shows a pattern of shifting relation-
ships between and among each other that may reflect
both shifting patterns of relationships among the city-
states and shifting patterns of gender relations, as well
as an ancient form of egalitarianism that could accom-
modate competing claims of deities appearing under
varying names and guises. Thus “Suen” and “Ashim-
babbar” in this poem are other names or manifestations
of Nanna.

The poem celebrates Inanna’s defeat of Nanna, or
the defeat of Lugalanne at the hands of Enheduanna
and Sargon or Naram-Sin, and the elevation of Inanna
over Nanna (significantly, her father!). The “magnifi-
cat” of the poem explicitly counterposes Inanna’s mag-
nificent and terrible powers (“be it known!”) against the
conscious assertion “That one has not recited (this) of
Nanna,” repeated both at the beginning and end of the
liturgy (lines 122 and 133). Yet it should be remembered
that the defeat of Nanna represented not extirpation of
worship of the moon god or destruction of his temple but
restoration of Enheduanna to her rightful place (“I am
the brilliant high priestess of Nanna,” lines 67 and 120)
and of right order in society.

The version of “Nin-me-sar-ra” presented below is
from The Exaltation of Inanna, translated and edited
by William W. Hallo and ]. ]. A. Van Dijk (1968). Note
that the section headings and parenthetical insertions
within the text of the poem are attributions by the trans-

lators.
BAC
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P,

Nin-me-sar-ra [Lady of All the Me’s]

A. Exordium

(i) Inanna and the me’s
Lady of all the me’s, resplendent light, 1
Righteous woman clothed in radiance, beloved of
Heaven and Earth,

Hierodule of An (you) of all the great ornaments,
Enamored of the appropriate tiara, suitable for the
high priesthood

Whose hand has attained (all) the “seven” me’s,
Oh my lady, you are the guardian of all the great
me’s!

You have picked up the me’s, you have hung the
me’s on your hand,

You have gathered up the me’s, you have clasped the
me’s to your breast.

(i) Inanna and An
Like a dragon you have deposited venom on the land
When you roar at the earth like Thunder, no
vegetation can stand up to you. 10

A flood descending from its mountain,
Oh foremost one, you are the Inanna of heaven and
earth!

Raining the fanned fire down upon the nation,
Endowed with me’s by An, lady mounted on a beast,

Who makes decisions at the holy command of An.
(You) of all the great rites, who can fathom what is
yours?

(iii) Inanna and Enlil
Devastatrix of the lands, you are lent wings by the
storm.
Beloved of Enlil, you fly about in the nation.

You are at the service of the decrees of An.
Oh my lady, at the sound of you the lands bow
down. 20



When mankind comes before you

In fear and trembling at (your) tempestuous
radiance,

They receive from you their just deserts.

Proffering a song of lamentation, they weep before
you,

They walk toward you along the path of the house of
all the great sighs.

(iv) Inanna and Iskur
In the van of battle everything is struck down by you.
Oh my lady, (propelled) on your own wings, you
peck away (at the land).

In the guise of a charging storm you charge.
With a roaring storm you roar.

With Thunder [Iskur] you continually thunder. 30
With all the evil winds you snort.

Your feet are filled with restlessness.
To (the accompaniment of) the harp of sighs you
give vent to a dirge.

(v) Inanna and the Anunna
Oh my lady, the Anunna, the great gods,
Fluttering like bats fly off from before you to the
clefts,

They who dare not walk(?) in your terrible glance,
Who dare not proceed before your terrible
countenarnce.

Who can temper your raging heart?
Your malevolent heart is beyond tempering.

Lady (who) soothes the reins, lady (who) gladdens
the heart, 40

Whose rage is not tempered, oh eldest daughter of
Suen [Nanna]!

Lady supreme over the land, who has (ever) denied
{you) homage?

(vi) Inanna and [Mt.] Ebih(?)
In the mountain where homage is withheld from
you vegetation is accursed.
Its grand entrance you have reduced to ashes.

Blood rises in its rivers for you, its people have
nought to drink.

It leads its army captive before you of its own accord.

It disbands its regiments before you of its own accord.

Nin-me-sar-ra [Lady of All the Me’s]

It makes its able-bodied young men parade before
you of their own accord.

A tempest has filled the dancing of its city.
It drives its young adults before you as captives. 50

(vii) Inanna and Uruk
Over the city which has not declared “The land is
yours,”
Which has not declared “It is your father’s, your
begettor’s”

You have spoken your holy command, have verily
turned it back from your path
Have verily removed your foot from out of its byre.

Its woman no longer speaks of love with her
husband.

At night they no longer have intercourse.

She no longer reveals to him her inmost treasures.

Impetuous wild cow, great daughter of Suen,
Lady supreme over An who has (ever) denied (you)
homage?

(viii) Invocation of Inanna
You of the appropriate me’s, great queen of
queens, 60
Issued from the holy womb, supreme over the
mother who bore you,

Omniscient sage, lady of all the lands,
Sustenance of the multitudes, I have verily recited
your sacred song!

True goddess, fit for the me’s, it is exalting to
acclaim you.

Merciful one, brilliantly righteous woman, I have
verily recited your me’s for you!

B. The Argument

(ix) The Banishment from Ur
Verily I had entered my holy giparu at your behest,
I, the high priestess, I, Enheduannal

I carried the ritual basket, I intoned the acclaim.
(But now) I am placed in the lepers’ ward I, even I,
can no longer live with you!

They approach the light of day, the light is obscured
about me, 70

The shadows approach the light of day, it is covered
with a (sand)storm.
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Enheduanna

My mellifluous mouth is cast into confusion.
My choicest features are turned to dust.

(x) The Appeal to Nanna-Suen
What is he to me, oh Suen, this Lugalanne!
Say thus to An: “May An release me!”

Say but to An “Now!” and An will release me.
This woman will carry off the manhood of
Lugalanne.

Mountain (and?) flood lie at her feet.

That woman is as exalted (as he)—she will make the
city divorce him.

Surely she will assuage her heartfelt rage for me. 80

Let me, Enheduanna, recite a prayer to her.

Let me give free vent to my tears like sweet drink for
the holy Inanna!

Let me say “Hail!” to her!

(xi) The Indictment of Lugalanne(?)
I cannot appease Ashimbabbar.
(Lugalanne) has altered the lustrations of holy An
and all his (other rites).

He has stripped An of (his temple) Eanna.
He has not stood in awe of An-lugal

That sanctuary whose attractions are irresistible,
whose beauty is endless,
That sanctuary he has verily brought to destruction.

Having entered before you as a partner, he has even
approached his sister-in-law. 90

Oh my divine impetuous wild cow, drive out this
man, capture this man!

(xii) The Curse of Uruk
In the place of sustenance what am I, even I?
(Uruk) is a malevolent rebel against your Nanna—
may An make it surrender!

This city—may it be sundered by An!

May it be cursed by Enlil!

May its plaintive child not be placated by his
mother!

Oh lady, the (harp of ) mourning is placed on the
ground.

One had verily beached your ship of mourning on a
hostile shore.

At (the sound of ) my sacred song they are ready to
die.

en's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.

{xiii) The Indictment of Nanna
As for me, my Nanna takes no heed of me. 100
He has verily given me over to destruction in
murderous straits.

Ashimbabbar has not pronounced my judgment.
Had he pronounced it: what is it to me? Had he not
pronounced it: what is it to me?

(Me) who once sat triumphant he has driven out of
the sanctuary.

Like a swallow he made me fly from the window, my
life is consumed.

He made me walk in the bramble of the mountain.

He stripped me of the crown appropriate for the
high priesthood.

He gave me dagger and sword—“it becomes you,”he
said to me.

(xiv) The Appeal to Inanna
Maost precious lady, beloved of An,
Your holy heart is lofty, may it be assuaged on my
behalf! 110

Beloved bride of Ushumgalanna,
You are the senior queen of the heavenly founda-
tions and zenith.

The Anunna have submitted to you.
From birth on you were the “junior” queen.

How supreme you are over the great gods, the
Anunna!

The Anunna kiss the ground with their lips (in
obeisance) to you.

(But) my own sentence is not concluded, a hostile
judgment appears before my eyes as my judgment.

(My) hands are no longer folded on the ritual couch,

I may no longer reveal the pronouncements of
Ningal to man.

(Yet) I am the brilliant high priestess of Nanna, 120
Oh my queen beloved of An, may your heart take
pity on mel

(xv) The Exaltation of Inanna
That one has not recited as a “Known! Be it known!”
of Nanna, that one has recited as a “’Tis Thine!™:

“That you are lofty as Heaven (An)—be it known!
That you are broad as the earth—be it known!
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That you devastate the rebellious land—be it known!

That you roar at the land—be it known! 125a

That you smite the heads—be it known!

That you devour cadavers like a dog—be it known!

That your glance is terrible—be it known!

That you lift your terrible glance—be it known!

That your glance is flashing—be it known!

That you are ill-disposed toward the . . . —be it
known!

That you attain victory—be it known

130
!’7

That one has not recited (this) of Nanna, that one
has recited it as a “’Tis Thine”—

(That,) oh my lady, has made you great, you alone
are exalted!

Oh my lady beloved of An, I have verily recounted
your fury!

C. Peroration

(xvi) The Composition of the Hymn
One has heaped up the coals (in the censer)
prepared the lustration
The nuptial chamber awaits you, let your heart be
appeased!

With “It is enough for me, it is too much for me!” 1
have given birth, oh exalted lady, (to this song)
for you.

Nin-me-sar-ra [Lady of All the Me’s]

That which I recited to you at (mid)night

May the singer repeat it to you at noon! 140

(Only) on account of your captive spouse, on
account of your captive child,

Your rage is increased, your heart unassuaged.

(xvii) The Restoration of Enheduanna
The first lady, the reliance of the throne room,
Has accepted her offerings
Inanna’s heart has been restored.

The day was favorable for her, she was clothed
sumptuously, she was garbed in womanly beauty.

Like the light of the rising moon, how she was
sumptuously attired!

When Nanna appeared in proper view,

They (all) blessed her (Inanna’s) mother Ningal.

The (heavenly) doorsill called “Hail!” 150

(xviii) Doxology

For that her (Enheduanna’s) speaking to the
Hierodule was exalted,

Praise be (to) the devastatrix of the lands, endowed
with me’s from An,

(To) my lady wrapped in beauty, (to) Inannal
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Sappho (ca. 612-555 B.C.E.)

Of women intellectuals in the ancient world, Sap-
pho (or Psappho, in her own Aeolian dialect) is cer-
tainly best known. Her poetry was famed in her own
time, and for centuries after she was regarded as the
equal of Homer, even as the Tenth Muse. In 1850 Philip
Smith wrote in the Dictionary of Greek and Roman
Biography and Mythology: “It is almost superfluous to
refer to the numerous passages in which the ancient
writers have expressed their unbounded admiration of
the poetry of Sappho. . . . It may safely be affirmed that
the loss of Sappho’s poems is the greatest over which we
have to mourn in the whole range of Greek literature.”
Rae Dalven, in her introduction to her collection of
contemporary Greek women poets, offers tribute to Sap-
pho’s inspiration: “By means of her rhythmic lyricism,
her faith in the poetic idea, and the free expression of her
emotions, Sappho broke through the patriarchal struc-
ture of society and the moral authority of the male” (17).
Her influence has been felt for more than two millennia
and remains powerful today.

Little is known with certainty of the life of Sappho,
whose birth and death dates have been set variously by
scholars at about 612 (or 630) to 555 (or 570) B.C.E. To
paraphrase Mary Barnard, the biographical tradition is
full of contradictions: it is held that Sappho was born on
the island of Lesbos in the city of Mytilene, or perhaps
in Eresus; that she married a man named Kerkylas, or
that this name is a crude pun and that she never mar-
ried; that she had a daughter named Cleis, or that Cleis
was not really her daughter; that she was a prostitute, or
that she was not; that she committed suicide throwing
herself off a cliff for love of Phaon, a ferryman, or that
she did no such thing; that she taught a school for girls
on Lesbos, or that she did not; that the women named in
her poems, such as Atthis and Anaktoria, were her stu-
dents, or that they were simply her friends, or that they
were her lovers, or that they were not; that her flight from
Lesbos to Sicily was a political banishment, or that it
was not.

Sappho’s poetry was collected in nine volumes in
Hellenistic Alexandria, around the second century B.C.E.
They appear to have been preserved in Europe through
at least the early middle ages, despite public condemna-
tions, burnings, and orders that they be destroyed wher-
ever found— for example by St. Gregory, Bishop of Con-
stantinople, about the year 380 and by Pope Gregory
VII in 1073. The persistence of quotations from her
poems in later works suggests that not all copies were
destroyed, but today only one complete poem and nu-
merous fragments are known to have survived, culled in

part from the works of later grammarians and histori-
ans, in part from papyri found in Egypt, many in shreds
used for wrapping the dead in tombs.

There are numerous editions of the surviving frag-
ments, in Greek or in translation, often along with com-
pilations of testimonia or biographical references and
commentaries on Sappho in ancient Greek and Latin
literature. Modern English versions are available either
in literal translation or in verse. David A. Campbell’s
Greek Lyric, vol. 1 (1982), provides the most complete
compilation of poems and fragments, in Greek and
literal English translation, together with biographical
references.

Most of the English verse translations, from Swin-
burne in the nineteenth century to the present, are elabo-
rate reconstructions that often owe more to the poetic
imagination and predilections of the translator than to
the Sapphic remnants. Some are compelling poetry in
their own right and many seek to be faithful to the spirit
of Sappho’s own words, but most present significant
distortions, particularly by the introduction of ethno-
centric substitutions (e.g., “God” for “Zeus”) and patri-
archal or misogynistic interpolations (e.g., the portrayal
of Helen, in selection 1.C. below). Jane McIntosh Sny-
der, however, in Lesbian Desire in the Lyrics of Sappho
(1997), provides an excellent collection of 192 poems
and fragments in her own “relatively literal” verse trans-
lation, with both Greek text and transliteration in the
Roman alphabet, to give a sense of the original lyric
sound.

Sappho is generally thought of today as a lyric poet
who wrote primarily about the private love between
individuals, in particular between women. |. B. Bury in
the Cambridge Ancient History in 1926 contrasted her
work with that of her friend and colleague, Alcaeus:
“Politics, war, his own exile, sea voyages were the lead-
ing themes of Alcaeus . . ., while Sappho confined her
muse within a narrower circle of feminine interests”
(1926: 4, 494-95). Yet Sappho’s fame rested on her
wisdom as well as on her eloquence. Plato in the Phae-
drus reported that Socrates classed her with Anacreon
among the “ancient sages, men and women.”

The difficulties of translating the fragmentary re-
mains of Sappho’s poetry often leave us in doubt con-
cerning their political context. A fragment cited by Heph-
aestion in the Handbook on Metres (second century) is
translated by David A. Campbell as a somewhat petu-
lant personal remark: “. . . having never yet found you
more annoying, Irana” (Campbell, GL 91). But Mary
Barnard, agreeing with |. M. Edmonds in interpreting
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the name to refer to Irene, goddess of peace, sets the
fragment in the context of Sappho’s experience of politi-
cal exile: “As for the exiles: I think they had never found
you, Peace, more difficult to endure!” (Barnard, # 90).

Sappho is thought to have been exiled twice from
Lesbos for opposition to the populist tyrants Myrsilus
and Pittacus of Mytilene, her home. Whether this makes
her a partisan of liberty or merely an ally of Alcaeus in
aristocratic conspiracies against democratic rule re-
mains in dispute. There are few echoes of these events in
the surviving fragments of Sappho’s poetry—little more
than a hostile reference fo “ladies of the house of Pen-
thilus,” into which Pittacus had married. But the poems
and fragments below give intimations of a wider-rang-
ing political outlook that rejects military values, merges
the sensuallerotic with the political, and asserts the
freedom and primacy of love in human society.

Few modem treatments of Sappho have been with-
out some commentary on her love relationships with
women. Some deny their physical eroticism, claiming to
maintain academic distance or defend (from a homo-
phobic perspective) Sappho’s “virtuous character.” Oth-
ers insist upon it as an issue of critical scholarship,
historical accuracy, or contemporary leshian politics.
That the debate has persisted for more than a thousand
years and retains its intensity today is sufficient testi-
mony to the depth and importance of the political impli-
cations attached to Sappho’s homoerotic poetry. The
fragments available today remain open to conflicting
interpretations, of which two of the most probing analy-
ses are provided by Joan Dejean in Fictions of Sappho
(1989) and Jane McIntosh Snyder, in Lesbian Desire
in the Lyrics of Sappho (1997).

Sappho was sometimes described as small and dark,
as in the Oxyrhynchus papyrus of the late second or
early third century (Campbell, 3). Ovid’s poem “Sap-
pho to Phaon,” which may have been partly based on
poems of her own now lost, suggests she may have been

black:

Brown as I am, an Aethiopian dame

Inspired young Perseus with a generous flame:
Turtles and doves of different hue unite,

And glossy jet is paired with shining white.

(trans. Alexander Pope, 1707: in Barnstone, 1965: 181)

This tradition, as well as the association of Sappho
with same-sex desire between women, may have had
reverberations in the works of twentieth-century African
American writers, as in the case of Pauline E. Hopkins
in the portrayal of Sappho Clark in Contending Forces
(see Somerville, 1997).

The description of Sappho in the Oxyrhynchus pa-
pyrus as “quite ugly, being dark in complexion and of

Sappho

very small stature” has been linked with other hints that
Sappho felt herself an outsider, visibly different from the
people of the Aeolian and lonian cultures in which she
was situated. Jack Winkler, for example, has argued that
Sappho’s expressions of intense longing for the love of
beautiful women reflected an underlying sense of alien-
ation in her life.

In contrast with this view, Judy Grahn draws on the
tradition of literature, history, and criticism that places
Sappho in a matrilineal culture with a long matriarchal
history, in which Lesbos figures as a protected island
with a female-centered history. Grahn’s vision of Sappho
rejects the image of a privatized voice forced to conceal
its meaning in hidden phrases, isolated in a hostile
world, for that of a consciously public voice, addressed
to a welcoming audience, and met with praise and even
accolades in her own lifetime and for centuries after. For
Grahn, the power of Sappho’s public voice was so great
that her memory and words were preserved for millen-
nia, overcoming repeated efforts to eradicate them and
surviving to be heard over the clamor of silencing mis-
constructions (The Highest Apple, 1985; see fragment
GL 105, below).

The selections included in this volume are generally
given in literal translation from the Greek. Two verse
translations of the first selection (GL 16} are included to
illustrate the diverse representations of Sappho’s work
in contemporary literature. The first, by Guy Davenport,
provides a graphic image of the gaps in even the better
preserved fragments; the second, by Willis Barnstone, is
an example of significant interpolations by Sappho’s
translators.

In interpreting the selections provided here, it may
be helpful to recall that in Sappho’s time, Lydia was one
of four major kingdoms in Asia Minor, particularly
famed for its wealth and military glory; Sardis was its
capital. The first two selections (GL 16, 132) are the
most directly “political” in challenging the appeal of
military and imperial values. The third (GL 1) reflects
the centrality of the goddess Aphrodite in Sappho’s po-
etry and the boldness of her summons to Aphrodite to be
her “fellow-fighter,” her ally, as Jane Snyder suggests, in
winning a love founded in “reciprocity and exchange,
not rejection or alienation” (Snyder, 14). Selections 4
through 10 exemplify Sappho’s woman-centered love
poems. Selections 11-17 reflect other significant values
and concepts: the independence and greatness of an-
other female model, Artemis; the importance of forth-
right speech in a good cause; the dependence of beauty
on the good; the need to link wealth with virtue; the
value of education in the search for immortality; the
challenge of reaching “the highest apple”; and Sappho’s
confidence in continuity with the future.

The selections below are, except as noted, literal
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Sappho

translations by David A. Campbell in Greek Lyric, vol.
1, 1982. The poems and fragments are identified by
Campbell’s numeration, for example, “GL 16.”
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Selected fragments and
verse renditions

1.A. From a second-century papyrus

Some say a host of cavalry, others of infantry, and
others of ships, is the most beautiful thing on the black
earth, but [ say it is whatsoever a person loves. It is
perfectly easy to make this understood by everyone: for
she who far surpassed mankind in beauty, Helen, left
her most noble husband and went sailing off to Troy
with no thought atall for her child or dear parents, but
(love) led her astray . . . lightly . . . (and she?) has
reminded me now of Anactoria who is not here; I
would rather see her lovely walk and the bright sparkle
of her face than the Lydians’ chariots and armed infan-
try...impossible to happen . .. mankind. . . butto pray
to share . . . unexpectedly.

GL 16, p. 67

1.B. [Verse translation of GL 16 by Guy
Davenport, #25, I]

A company of horsemen or of infantry
Or a fleet of ships, some say,

Is the black earth’s finest sight,

But to me it is what you love.

This can be understood in its round truth

By all, clearly, for she who in her beauty
Surpassed all mankind, Elena, left her husband,
The best of men,

And sailed to Troia, mindless of her daughter,
And of her parents whom she loved.

But| ]
[ Jled her astray.

[ ]
[ Jlightness in her heart] ]

That I remember Anaktoria now

So far away.

I would rather see the fetching way she walks
And the smiling brightness of her eyes
Than the chariots and charioteers of Lydia

Breach, 1981. In full armor charging.
[ }cannot become
[ ]man( |approach with sacrifice
and pray
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1.C. [Verse translation of GL 16 by
Willis Barnstone, p. 7]

To Anaktoria

Some say cavalry and others claim

infantry or a fleet of long oars

is the supreme sight on the black earth.
Isayit is

the one you love. And easily proved.

Did not Helen, who was queen of mortal

beauty, choose as first among mankind
the very scourge

of Trojan honor? Haunted by Love
she forgot kinsmen, her own dear child,
and wandered off to a remote country.

Weak and fitful

woman bending before any man!

So Anaktoria, although you are

far, do not forget your loving friends.
And I for one

would rather listen to your soft step

and see your radiant face— than watch

all the dazzling chariots and armored
hoplites of Lydia.

2. from Hephaestion, second century

I have a beautiful child who looks like golden
flowers, my darling Cleis, for whom I would not (take)
all Lydia or lovely . . .

GL132,p. 149

3. from Dionysius of Halicarnassus,
first century B.C.E.

Ornate-throned immortal Aphrodite, wile-weav-
ing daughter of Zeus, I entreat you: do not overpower
my heart, mistress, with ache and anguish, but come
here, if ever in the past you heard my voice from afar
and acquiesced and came, leaving your father’s golden
house, with chariot yoked: beautiful swift sparrows
whirring fast-beating wings brought you above the dark
earth down from heaven through the mid-air, and soon
they arrived; and you, blessed one, with a smile on your
immortal face asked what was the matter with me this
time and why I was calling this time and what in my
maddened heart I most wished to happen for myself:
“Whom am I to persuade this time to lead you back to
her love? Who wrongs you, Sappho? If she runs away,
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Selected fragments and verse reditions

soon she shall pursue; if she does not accept gifts, why,
she shall give them instead; and if she does not love,
soon she shall love even against her will.” Come to me
now again and deliver me from oppressive anxieties;
fulfil all that my heart longs to fulfil, and you yourself

be my fellow-fighter.
GL 1, pp. 53-55

4. from Hephaestion

I oved you, Atthis, once long ago.
GL 49, p. 95

5. from “Longinus,” first century

He seems as fortunate as the gods to me, the man
who sits opposite you and listens nearby to your sweet
voice and lovely laughter. Truly that sets my heart
trembling in my breast. For when I look at you for a
moment, then it is no longer possible for me to speak;
my tongue has snapped, at once a subtle fire has stolen
beneath my flesh, I see nothing with my eyes, my ears
hum, sweat pours from me, a trembling seizes me all
over, ] am greener than grass, and it seems to me that
Iam little short of dying. But all can be endured, since
... €evenapoorman. ..

GL 31, pp. 79-81

6. from Hephaestion

Once again limb-loosening Love makes me trem-
ble, the bitter-sweet, irresistible creature.

GL 130, p. 147

7. from Hephaestion

(But?), Atthis, the thought of me has grown hateful
to you, and you fly off to Andromeda.
GL 131, p. 149

8. from Hephaestion

The moon has set and the Pleiades; it is midnight,
and time goes by, and I lie alone.
GL 168B, pp. 171-73

9. sixth century parchment

.. and honestly I wish I were dead. She was
leaving me with many tears and said this: “Oh what
bad luck has been ours, Sappho; truly I leave you
against my will.” I replied to her thus:

“Go and fare well and remember me, for you know
how we cared for you. If not, why then I want to remind
you . .. and the good times we had. You put on many
wreaths of violets and roses and (crocuses?) together by

11
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Sappho

my side, and round your tender neck you put many
woven garlands made from flowers and . . . with much
flowery perfume, fit for a queen, you anointed yourself
...and on soft beds . . . you would satisfy your longing
(for?) tender . . .

GL %4, pp. 117-19

10. from the same parchment

... Sardis . . . often turning her thoughts in this
direction . . . (she honoured) you as being like a god-
dess for all to see and took most delight in your song.
Now she stands outamong Lydian women like the rosy-
fingered moon after sunset, surpassing all the stars,
and its light spreads alike over the salt sea and flowery
fields; the dew is shed in beauty, and roses bloom and
tender chervil and flowery melilot. Often as she goes to
and from she remembers gentle Atthis and doubtless
her tender heart is consumed because of your fate . . .

to go there .. . this. .. mind ... much...sings...
GL 96, p. 121

11. papyrus fragment written in
second or third century

.. . (golden-haired Phoebus), whom the daughter
of Coeus bore, having lain with Cronus’ son, (god of
high clouds), whose name is great; but Artemis swore
the (gods’) great oath; “By your head, I shall always be
a virgin (unwed), (hunting) on the peaks of the (lone-
ly) mountains; come, grant this for my sake.” So she
spoke, and the father of the blessed gods nodded his
consent; and gods (and men) call her (the virgin,
shooter of deer), huntress, a great title. Love, (loosener

of limbs), never approaches her . ..
GL 44A,p. 91

12. from Aristotle, Rhetoric,
fourth century B.C.E.

[Alcaeus said:] “I wish to say something to you, but
shame prevents me.”

en's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.

[Sappho replied:] “. .. but if you had a desire for
what is honourable or good, and your tongue were not
stirring up something evil to say, shame would not
cover your eyes, but you would state your claim.”

GL 137, p. 153

13. from Galen, second century

for he that is beautiful is beautiful as far as appear-
ances go, while he that is good will consequently also

be beautiful.
GL 50,p. 97

14. from the Scholiast, fifth century?

Wealth without virtue is no harmless neighbour.
[The blending of both brings the height] of happiness.
GL 148, p. 161

15. from Stobaeus, early fifth century

{Sappho to an uneducated woman]: But when you
die you will lie there, and afterwards there will never
be any recollection of you or any longing for you since
you have no share in the roses of Pieria; unseen in the
house of Hades also, flown from our midst, you will go
to and fro among the shadowy corpses.

GL55,p. 99

16. from Syrianus, second century

As the sweet-apple reddens on the bough-top, on
the top of the topmost bough; the apple-gatherers have
forgotten it—no they have not forgotten it entirely, but
they could not reach it.

GL 105, p. 131
17. Dio Chrysostom, first century

Someone, I say, will remember us in the future . . .

GL 147, p. 159



Diotima (ca. 400 B.C.E.)

Diotima is known to us primarily through Plato’s
Symposium, in which Socrates recounts in dialogue
form how she instructed him in the philosophical under-
standing of Eros, exposing the fallacies of his own youth-
ful misconceptions about love and those of other speak-
ers at the banquet. Diotima is described there and in
other sources as a priestess of Mantinea and as a Py-
thagorean philosopher of the fifth century B.C.E., who
lived for a time in Athens and was Socrates’ teacher.

In the twentieth century the historical existence
of Diotima has often been questioned, though earlier
sources accepted that she was a historical person and no
new evidence has been adduced. Classicist Robert G.
Bury asserted flatly that “Diotima is a fictitious person-
age,” but he offered no historical grounds for this conclu-
sion. More recently, David M. Halperin has devoted a
lengthy essay to the view that “Diotima’s ‘femininity’ is
illusory—a projection of male fantasy.”

Mary Ellen Waithe (1987) and Susan Hawthorne
(1994), however, argue persuasively on historical and
internal textual grounds that there is good reason to
accept the historical existence of Diotima as a real per-
son, a philosopher whose ideas shaped those of Socrates
and Plato. Andrea Nye (1994: 206-207) and Louis
Ruprecht, Jr. (1992: 103-105) also call upon the history
and cultural traditions of the Minoan past, and espe-
cially of Mantinea, to suggest the verisimilitude of Soc-
rates having such a teacher and of Diotima having
taught the ideas attributed to her by Plato.

The conception of Eros attributed to Diotima in the
Symposium reappears in other dialogues of Plato, in-
cluding the Republic, and has had profound and con-
tinuing influence on the history of political thought. At
its core, it elevates love to a preeminent place in the soul
and hence (as developed in the Republic) in the body
politic. Viewed in this light, Diotima appears to carry
forward the tradition of Sappho.

There is considerable debate today, however, as to
the correct interpretation to be placed on Diotima’s
conception of love, or Eros. Some scholars maintain
that Diotima rejects fleshly love in favor of the love of
beauty and goodness, primarily the beauty and good-
ness of the creations of the mind. In this view, the argu-
ment which Plato portrays as the teaching of Diotima
epitomizes a dualistic vision which separates the soul
from the body, reason from emotion, and politics from
compassion—subordinating the body, emotion, and com-
passion to the soul, reason, and state policy. With this
conception of love, we may well understand Socrates’
concluding comment, in the selection below: “And now

and ever do I praise the energy and manliness of Eros
with all the might I have” (emphasis added).

Other scholars, however, reject this view of Dio-
tima’s teaching. Christine Downing, for example, ar-
gues that Diotima’s philosophy of love, set in the homo-
erotic ambience of Socrates and his male companions,
emphasized relations of mutuality and offered a “femi-
nine’ dimension to male love” in the form of analogies to
birthing: the creation or procreation of beauty and good-
ness. Susan Hawthorne, in “Diotima Speaks through
the Body,” argues that Diotima’s language and meta-
phors offer a distinctively “feminine” vision (with cave-
ats on this term). Hawthorne emphasizes the metaphors
of pregnancy, birth, and connectedness in Diotima’s
ideas, linking them to later women philosophers such as
Simone Weil and Luce Irigaray, and concludes that
Diotima may be “the earliest named woman philoso-
pher to ‘think through the body,’ or to ‘write the body.”

Martha Nussbaum, who views Diotima as fictional,
portrays the ideas attributed to Diotima as simply those
of Plato himself, emphasizing passages that direct the
concepts of love and beauty toward abstraction, unity,
purity, even uniformity, in a life of contemplation of
truth (1986: 177-83). But others, such as Susan Haw-
thorne, have argued that Diotima raised challenges to
Socrates’” “absolutist dualistic divisions,” questioning
dualist oppositions between beauty and ugliness, good
and evil, wisdom and ignorance. Andrea Nye also de-
nies that Diotima’s concept of love would lead to politi-
cal quietism. On the contrary, Nye finds in Diotima a
vision of love as creating community, generating the
goods that lead to human happiness, and “continually
foment the kind of change which breaks up the old and
creates new knowledge and virtues” (Nye, 1990: 150).

These contrary interpretations reflect underlying
changes and contradictions in ideas of masculinity, fem-
ininity, procreation, love, and so forth, from Diotima’s
time to the present. But they may also stem from internal
contradictions in the text of the Symposium itself. Dio-
tima’s words are reported by Plato at fifth hand, through
various tellings by Socrates and others who attended or
heard of his account. It is reasonable to accept Plato’s
representation that Socrates regarded Diotima’s teach-
ings as important, that they dealt generally with the
subject of Eros, and that Socrates credited Diotima with
certain key philosophical ideas of his own. It is also
likely that Plato, writing in the lifetime of some who
were present at the gathering, would have tried to render
a version of Diotima’s views approximating Socrates’
telling. But internal inconsistencies in the dialogue sug-
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Diotima

gest that Plato sought to put his own ideas on bodyless
love into the mouth of Diotima, the wise woman and
priestess, “honoured of Zeus,” while retaining at least a
core of her actual teachings. It is thus a challenge to
discern that core, and the dialogue between Diotima
and Socrates remains an intriguing puzzle, open to
ongoing speculation and debate.
The selection presented here is from Lane Cooper’s
1938 translation of Plato’s Symposium.
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5,

The Discourse on Eros
(FrROM PrATO, THE SYMPOSIUM)

[Socrates and Diotima.] . . . Now for the speech
concerning Eros. It is one I heard from Diotima, a
woman of Mantinea, who was wise on this and many
another theme, and once, through sacrifice by the
Athenians against the plague, she brought about a ten-
years’ respite from the sickness. And she it was who
taught me on the theme of love. Accordingly, the
speech that woman made to me I will attempt to give
again to you, starting from the premises which Agathon
and I agreed on; I will do it by myself, as well as I am
able. The right procedure, Agathon, as you explained,
is first to tell what Eros is, and what he is like, and then
to tell of his works. I think the easiest way will be to
follow through as she, the visitant, once did in answer-
ing me; for actually I said pretty much the same to her
as Agathon just now said to me —that Eros was a mighty
god, and was a thing of beauty; and she refuted me
with just the arguments I used with him —that, by my
reasoning, Eros was not beautiful, nor was he good.
AndIsaid: “How mean you, Diotima? You mean to say
that Eros must be ugly and bad?” And she replied: “No
blasphemy! Or do you hold that anything that is not
beautiful must then perforce be ugly?” “Yes, certainlyt”
“And similarly that he who is not wise must of necessity
be ignorant? Or are you not aware that there is some-
thing midway between ignorance and knowledge?”
“What is that?” “Holding a correct opinion while yet
unable to give a reason for it. Don’t you know that this
is neither understanding (for how could anything with-
outa reason be called science?), nor is it ignorance (for
when it tallies with reality, then how could it be non-
sense?) Right opinion doubtless is some such thing as
that, midway between intelligence and folly.”

[Socrates.] That is true (said I).
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[Diotima.] So you must not demand that that
which is not beautiful must perforce be ugly, nor yet
that that which is not good is evil. And so with Eros.
When you personally admit that he is neither good nor
beautiful, no more need you suppose that he is ugly
and bad, but rather something intermediate (said she)
between the two.

[Socrates and Diotima.] “And yet,” said I, “it is
agreed by all thathe is a mighty god.” “You mean, by all
who do not know?” said she, “or by all who know as
well?” “Absolutely all.” At that she laughed, and said:
“And how can that be, Socrates? How can it be admit-
ted that he is a mighty god by those who hold that Eros
is no god at all?” “And who are they?” said 1. “You, for
one,” said she; “and I am one.” And I rejoined: “What
do you mean by that?” said 1. “That is easy; tell me,
now,” said she, “do you not hold that all the gods are
beautiful and happy? Or would you dare to say that any
one of them is neither beautiful nor happy?” “By Heav-
en, notI!” said I. “But those whom you call happy, they
are those who have the good and beautiful in their
possession?” “Certainly.” “But it is precisely Eros, you
admitted, who, because he lacks the good and beauti-
ful, desires these very things of which he stands in
need.” “I have admitted that.” “How, then, could he be
god, who is bereft of what is beautiful and good?” “In
no way, it would seem.” “So you see,” said she, “that
you yourself do not consider Eros god.” “Well,” said I,
“and what is Eros, then? A mortal?” “Not at all.” “But
what, then?” “As in the previous cases, he is intermedi-
ate: between the mortal and immortal.” “And so, what?
Diotima!” “He is a mighty genius [daimon, spirit],
Socrates, and hence, like all the race of spirits is mid-
way between divine and mortal.” “What function has
it?” I inquired.

[Diotima.] It has for its office to interpret between
gods and men, to fetch and carry to the gods from men,
and to men from the gods—from the one side prayer
and sacrifice, from the other their behests and recom-
pense for worship; being central, it fills the gap be-
tween the two, and thus the universe is bound together
in one whole. Through it proceeds all divination, to-
gether with the priestly art of such as are concerned
with sacrifices, with initiations, with prophecy in gen-
eral, and with magic. Divinity does not mingle with
humanity; but through it is carried on the intercourse
and converse of the gods with men, in waking hours as
well as sleep. And he who is wise in matters of the sort
is a spiritual man [daimonios); but he who is wise in
any other matter, about arts or handicrafts, is but an
artisan. Now these spirits [daimones] are many and
diverse; and one of them is Eros.

[Socrates.] What about his father and his mother?
(I demanded). Who are they?

- An Antho

The Discourse on Eros

[Diotima.] The story is a rather long one (she re-
plied), but I will tell you all the same. When Aphrodite
was born, you see, that day the gods had a feast, and
among the company was Plenty, son of Metis. When
they had finished dinner, along came Poverty to beg,
there being ample cheer, and hung about the door.
Well, Plenty had got tipsy on the nectar (for wine did
not yet exist), and went into the garden of Zeus, and
sank down and went to sleep. So Poverty by reason of
her want made a scheme to get herself with child by
Plenty, and lay down beside him, and got Eros. And
that is why Eros follows Aphrodite, and is her atten-
dant: because he was begotten at her birthday festival,
and is also by his nature a lover of the beautiful, and
since Aphrodite is a lovely goddess.

Inasmuch, then, as he is the son of Plenty and
Poverty, the state of Eros’ fortune is like this. In the first
place, he is for ever poor, and anything but delicate
and beautiful, as the many think; no, he is rough,
unkempt, unshod, and homeless, ever couching on
the ground uncovered, sleeping beneath the open sky
by doors and in the streets, because he has the nature
of his mother, and is the constant mate of indigence.
But again, in keeping with his father, he has designs
upon the beautiful and good, for he is bold, headlong,
and intense, a mighty hunter, always weaving some
device or other, eager in invention and resourceful,
searching after wisdom all through life, terrible as a
magician, sorcerer, and sophist. Further, in his nature
he is not immortal, nor yet mortal. No, on a given day,
now he flourishes and lives, when things go well with
him, and again he dies, but through the nature of his
sire revives again. Yet his gain for ever slips away from
him, so that Eros never is without resources, nor is ever
rich.

As for ignorance and knowledge, here again he is
midway between them. The case stands thus. No god
seeks after wisdom, or wishes to grow wise (for he
already is so), no more than anybody else seeks after
wisdom if he has it. Nor, again, do ignorant folk seek
after wisdom or long to grow wise; for here is just the
trouble about ignorance, that what is neither beautiful
and good, nor yet intelligent, to itself seems good
enough. Accordingly, the man who does not think
himself in need has no desire for what he does not
think himself in need of.

[Socrates.] The seekers after knowledge, Diotima
If they are not the wise, nor yet the ignorant (said ),
who are they, then?

[Diotima.] The point (said she) is obvious even to
a child, that they are persons intermediate between
these two, and that Eros is among them; for wisdom
falls within the class of the most beautiful, while Eros
is an eros for the beautiful. And hence it follows neces-
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Diotima

sarily that Eros is a seeker after wisdom [a philoso-
pher], and, being a philosopher, is midway between
wise and ignorant. And the cause thereof in him lies in
his birth, his father being wise and gifted, his mother
lacking wisdom and ability. So there, dear Socrates,
you have the nature of the spirit [daimon). There is
nothing strange about your taking Eros to be what you
thought him. Judging by the evidence of what you say,
I think that you took Eros for the object of desire, and
not that which desires. That is why to you, I fancy, Eros
appeared to be all beautiful. And indeed the lovable is
that which in reality is beautiful, tender, perfect, and
accounted blest; whereas desiring has another form, a
nature such as I explained.

[Socrates and Diotima.] And I said: “So be it,
stranger-friend, for you speak well. Yet if Eros is like
that, what value has he for mankind?” “That is the next
thing, Socrates,” said she, “that I will try to show you.
Eros is like that, and his origin was such; just so. And,
as you say, he loves the beautiful. Now suppose that
some one were to ask us: ‘What actually is the love of
beauty, Socrates and Diotima?’ Or, to make it clearer,
thus: ‘He loves who is enamoured of the beautiful;
what is it he desires?” And 1 answered: “That the
object may be his.” “But the answer,” said she, “de-
mands a further question, namely: ‘What happens to
the man when the beauty becomes his?”” I replied that,
for this question, I by no means had an answer ready.
“But suppose,” said she, “that one made a substitu-
tion, using ‘good’ instead of ‘beautiful,’ and inquired:
‘Come, Socrates, he loves who is enamoured of the
good; what is it he desires?”” “That the good,” said I,
“may be his.” ““And what happens to the man when the
good things become his?”” “On this,” said I, “I am
more ready with an answer: that he will be happy.” “It
is, in fact, by the possession of good things,” said she,
“that the happy man is happy, and there is no need of
asking, further, about what he wishes to be happy
when he wishes it. No, the question seems to have
attained its final answer.” “You are right,” said 1.

“Now this wish and eros, do you think that they are
common to mankind, and that everybody wishes that
the good shall be for ever theirs? Or would you put it
otherwise?” “No, thus,” said [—“that they are com-
mon to mankind.” “Well then, why is it, Socrates,” said
she, “that we do not say that everybody is in love, if itbe
true that all are eager for the same things, and eter-
nally? Why do we say, instead, that some love, and that
some do not?” “I too,” said I, “am wondering at that.”
“You need not wonder,” said she; “for we begin by
separating off a certain kind of love, to which, applying
the inclusive term, we give the name of ‘Eros,’ while
for the other species we use other names.” “For in-
stance, what?” said I. “For instance, this. You are aware

that poiesis [creation, poetry] is a term of wide extent.
Thus, in every case, when anything whatever passes
from not-being into being, the cause is poiesis. And
hence the works produced by all the arts are acts of
poiesis, and all the makers of them, poets.” “You are
right” “But nevertheless,” said she, “you know that
they are not called poets, but go by other names. But
from poetry as a whole one section is marked off, the
part concerned with music and with metre, and gets
the designation of the whole; this part alone it is that is
called ‘poetry,” and only they who share this realm of
poetry are known as ‘poets.” “You are right,” said I.
“Well then, it is just the same with Love. The universal
concept is all the longing for the good, and to be
happy:

The all-inclusive and the subtle Love in every heart.

Some, however, though in numerous other ways
they are concerned therewith, whether in pecuniary
thrift, or in pursuit of the gymnastic art, or in philoso-
phy, are not spoken of as ‘loving, nor called ‘lovers’;
whereas others, following one special form of love, and
eager in it, monopolize the general term, ‘love, ‘lov-
ing,’ ‘lovers.” “I dare say you are right,” said I. “There
is a theory, too,” said she, “that it is they that seek their
other half who love. My theory asserts that love is
neither of the half nor of the whole, unless, my friend,
the object happens somehow to be good; since men
are willing actually to have their feet and hands cut off,
if they think their own members offend them. It is not
to his own, methinks, that each one cleaves, unless
some one calls the good his proper nature and his own,
and the evil alien to him; so true is it that there is
nothing that men love except the good. Do you think
otherwise of them?” “By Heaven! not I,” said I. “Well
then,” said she, “may one thus simply say that men love
what is good?” “Yes,” I replied. “But what! Must one
not add,” said she, “that they desire besides to have
possession of the good?” “That must be added.” “And,”
said she, “not only the possession, but to possess the
good for ever?” “This also must be added.” “Accord-
ingly,” said she, “all put together, Eros is the longing
that the good shall be one’s own for ever.” “Your state-
ment is most eminently true,” said I.

“Granted that love is always this,” said she, “by
what manner of pursuit and in what activity does the
eagerness and straining for the object get the name of
Eros? What may this action really be? Can you say?”
“If I could do so, Diotima, I should not,” said I, “be in
amazement at your wisdom, or come to school to you
for information on these very matters.” “In that case, 1,
said she, “will teach you. This action is engendering in
beauty, with relation both to body and to soul.” “One
needs,” said I, “the power of divination in order to get
your meaning, and I do not understand.” “Come,” she
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answered, “I will speak more plainly. All human be-
ings, Socrates,” she said, “are fecund, fecund both in
body and in soul; and when they reach a certain age,
our nature yearns to generate. But generate in ugliness
it cannot; it must generate in beauty. The union of a
man and a woman, is in fact, a generation; this is a
thing divine; in a living creature that is mortal, it is an
element of immortality, this fecundity and generation.
But these things cannot occur in what is inharmoni-
ous; and the ugly is out of harmony with all that is
divine, whereas beauty is harmonious with it. There-
fore Beauty is the Moira and the Ilithyia [goddess of
parturition] presiding over genesis. That is why the
fecund, whenever it comes near a thing of beauty,
becomes tranquil, expands with joy, and begets and
generates. But when it draws near to the ugly, the
fecund is depressed, in affliction shrouds itself, turns
away, and shrivels up, and does not generate, but with
pain endures the load of its fecundity. And hence there
comes to the fecund, ripe and already swelling, the
mighty transport over the beautiful, because possess-
ing it frees the possessor from the cruel pain; for,
Socrates,” said she, “the aim of love is not the beau-
tiful, as you suppose.” “But, what, then, is it?” “It is
generating and producing in the beautiful.” “Let it be
that,” said I. “Yes, absolutely,” she replied; “yet why
precisely generation? Because, so far as may be to a
mortal, generation is perpetual existence and eternal
life. The bond between desiring immortality and the
good arises necessarily from the premises, if it be true
that eros means desire to have the good oneself for
ever.”

All this she taught me on the various occasions
when she made discourse of love; and once she asked:
“What do you imagine, Socrates, to be the cause of this
desire and longing? Do you not mark how powerfully
all the animals are affected when they desire to procre-
ate, they that walk and they that fly, all frantic, and all
amorously disposed, first for commerce, and then for
the rearing of the progeny; and prepared to fight for
these, the weakest even with the strongest, and to die
for them, racking themselves with hunger, doing ev-
erything, in order that the offspring may be adequately
nourished? With men,” said she, “one might imagine
that they acted thus from reason; but, in the beasts,
what is the cause of this passionate behavior? Can you
say?” And I said once more that I did not know. But she
rejoined: “And so you think you will be competent
some day upon the theme of love, when you are not
aware of this?” “But, Diotima, there you have the very
reason, as | just now said, why I come to you; it is
because I know that I have need of masters. Do you,
rather, tell me what the cause is of the things you
mention, and of the other matters touching love.”

The Discourse on Eros

“Well now,” said she, “if you are convinced that the
aim of love is by nature what we repeatedly have admit-
ted it to be, you need not be astonished; for here the
line of reasoning is the same as it was before: the
mortal nature seeks, as far as it is able, to perpetuate
itself and be immortal. But it can do so only by this
means of generation, because thus it always leaves
behind another individual, a new one, to replace the
old. In proof of that, take what they call the lifetime of
the individual creature and its identity; the fact, for
instance, that one is said to be the same from child-
hood il old age comes on. This person is, in truth, still
called the same, although he never has the same mate-
rials in him, but, on the contrary, is ever being formed
anew, with certain losses, alike in hair, flesh, bones,
and blood—in his body as a whole.

“And that is true not merely of the body, but also of
the soul; true of our ways, our character, our notions,
longings, pleasures, pains, and fears; not one of these
remains the same in any individual, but some of them
are being born while others are passing away. Yet a
change that is odder by far than that takes place in our
knowledge; for not only do some patts of it come to be
while others are lost, so that we never remain the same
with respect to the things we know, but even the single
piece of knowledge has this very lot. Thus the act
called ‘recollection’ implies that knowledge has de-
parted; forgetting is, in fact, a departing of knowledge,
and recollecting again is implanting a newborn mem-
ory in place of that which is leaving, thereby preserving
knowledge, so that it seems to be the same. This is the
fashion in which everything mortal is preserved, notin
being always perfectly identical, as is divinity, but in
that the disappearing and decaying object leaves be-
hind it another new one such as it was. By this arrange-
ment, Socrates,” said she, “the mortal partakes of im-
mortality, both in body and all else; the immortal does
so in another way. So do not marvel if everything by
nature prizes its own offspring; it is for the sake of
immortality that every being has this urgency and
love.”

As for me, when [ had listened to her words, I was
amazed, and said: “Come, wisest Diotima, is that the
way things really are?” said I. And she, replying like a
finished Sophist:

[Diotima.] Socrates (said she), you may rest as-
sured of it; and, for proof, only look, if you will, at
men’s ambition. You would marvel at their want of
reason, if you did not keep in mind what I have said,
when reflecting on the vehemence with which they
are disposed by love to win a name,

And to lay up for endless time imperishable glory.

And for this they are prepared to encounter every
peril, even more than for their children, to pour out all
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Diotima

their money, to submit to any toils whatever, and to die
for it. Because (said she), do you imagine that Alcestis
would have died for Admetus, or that Achilles would
have followed Patroclus in death, or that your Codrus
would have perished in advance for the kingdom of his
children, if they had not supposed that there would be
the deathless memory of them, for their virtue, which
we now possess? Far from it (said she). No, methinks
they all do all they can for an eternity of virtue and for
glorious renown like that, and the better men they are,
the more they do it. The reason is that they love im-
mortality.

Well then (said she), when men’s fecundity is of
the body, they turn rather to the women, and the
fashion of their love is this: through begetting children
to provide themselves with immortality, renown, and
happiness, as they imagine—

Securing them for all time to come.

Butwhen fecundity is of the soul —for indeed there
are (said she) those persons who are fecund in their
souls, even more than in their bodies, fecund in what
it is the function of the soul to conceive and also to
bring forth—what is this proper offspring? It is wis-
dom, along with every other spiritual value. Of these,
the poets, all of them, are generators, and, among the
artists, as many are called “original.” By far the greatest
and most beautiful form of wisdom (said she) is that
which has to do with regulating states and households,
and has the name, no doubt, of “temperance” and
“justice.” Now, when a person from his youth bears the
germ of these within his soul, a godlike person, and
with the coming of maturity desires to generate and
procreate, he goes about, he too, in quest of the beauty
in which he may beget, for never will he do it in
deformity. And hence in his fecundity he is more
drawn to bodies that are beautiful than to ugly ones;
and if in one of them he meets a soul that is beautiful,
high-minded, and well-born, he is powerfully attracted
to this union of the two, and in the presence of this
man he straightway becomes ready in discourse on
virtue, and on the sort of things the good man ought to
be concerned with, and be doing, and sets out to teach
him. At the touch, methinks, of beauty, and in com-
munion with it, he begets what he has long been fe-
cund with, and brings it forth; present or absent, he has
in mind the lovely being, and rears the progeny in
common with that being; and thus such persons are
united by a bond far closer than the tie through chil-
dren, and continue in a firmer mutual affection, be-
cause their common offspring are more beautiful and
deathless. Further, every one would rather have such
children born to him than human offspring; and, when
he considers Homer, Hesiod, and the other able poets,
he is envious of such posterity as they have left behind

them, a posterity that confers on them immortal fame
and memory, being itself immortal; such offspring, if
you will (said she), as Lycurgus left behind in La-
cedaemon, [the laws] which were the saviors of Lace-
daemon, and, we may say, of Greece. With you [Athe-
nians] Solon, too, has honor for the engendering of
laws; as other men in many another place, alike among
the Greeks and the barbarians, have brought many a
noble work to light, engendering every kind of worth;
for whom there have been, also, many shrines erected
because of offspring of the sort, but never a shrine for
any one because of human offspring.

The mysteries of love so far, I take it, Socrates, are
such as even you may enter. To the complete initiation
and final revelation which are the goal of these, if one
follows the proper way, I do not know if you are fitted
to attain. I will proceed (said she); I will do my utmost
to instruct you. Do you try to follow as much as in you
lies.

He who pursues the proper road to this result (said
she) must in youth begin to visit beautiful forms, and
first, if he be led aright by him who leads, must love
one single object [physical form of beauty], and there-
of must engender fair discourses. Then, however, he
must come to see that the beauty in a given object is
brother to the beauty of the next one, and, if he must
hunt for beauty in the visible form, what folly if he
failed to judge that the beauty in all objects is single
and the same! But when he reflects on that, he will
abate his violent love of one, disdaining this and deem-
ing ita trifle, and will become a lover of all fair objects.
Thereafter he must recognize that beauty in the soul is
of a higher worth than beauty in the body [physical
object], until, if perchance a person with a gentle soul
should have butlittle comeliness of body, he is content
to love that person, and to care for him, and to engen-
der and discover such discourses as will improve the
young. And thus, in turn, he will be forced to view the
beauty in the pursuits of life, and in the law, and to see
that it is all one self-consistent genus, till he takes the
beauty of the body for a trifle. After occupations, he
must needs be led to forms of knowledge, to behold, in
turn, the beauty of the sciences, and, gazing at the
realm, now vast, of beauty, no longer will he, like a
menial, cleave to the individual form, to the beauty of
a stripling or some man, or of some one pursuit, living
in a wretched slavery and talking tattle; no, turned
about towards the vast sea of beauty, and contemplat-
ing it, he will give birth to manifold and beautiful
discourse of lofty import, and concepts born in bound-
less love of wisdom; till there, with powers implanted
and augmented, he has the vision of one single sci-
ence, the science of that beauty I go on to.

Try with all your might (continued she) to give
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your mind to what I say. He who has been instructed
thus far in the things of love, and who has come to see
the beautiful in successive stages and in order due,
when now he nears the goal of the initiation, will
suddenly behold a beauty of wondrous nature, and,
Socrates, this is that for which all the former labors
were undertaken; a beauty, first of all, which is eternal,
not growing up or perishing, increasing or decreasing;
secondly, not beautiful in one point and ugly in an-
other, not sometimes beautiful and sometimes not,
nor beautiful in one relation and ugly in another, nor
beautiful in this place and ugly in that, as if beautiful
to some, to others ugly; again, this beauty will not be
revealed to him in the semblance of a face, or hands, or
any other element of the body, nor in any form of
speech or knowledge, nor yet as if it appertained to any
other being, a creature, for example, upon earth, or in
the sky, or elsewhere; no, it will be seen as beauty in
and for itself, consistent with itself in uniformity for
ever, whereas all other beauties share it in such fashion
that, while they are ever born and perish, that eternal
beauty, never waxing, never waning, never is impaired.
Now when a man, beginning with these transitory
beauties, and through the rightful love of youths as-
cending, comes to have a sight of that eternal beauty,
he is not far short of the goal. This is indeed the rightful
way of going, or of being guided by another, to the
things of love: starting from these transitory beauties,
with that beauty yonder as a goal, ever to mount up-
wards, using these as rungs, from one going on to two,
and from two to all fair bodies, and from beautiful
bodies to beautiful pursuits, and from beautiful pur-
suits to beautiful domains of science, until, mounting
from the sciences, he finally attains to yonder science
which has no other object save eternal beauty in itself,
and knows at last the beauty absolute.

There you have the life, dear Socrates (said the
visitant from Mantinea), there if anywhere the life that
is worth living by a man, in contemplation of the

The Discourse on Eros

beauty absolute. If one day you behold it, it will not
appear to you to be according to the measure of gold
and raiment, or of lovely boys and striplings, at the
sight of whom you now are entranced, and are ready,
you along with many others, if you can gaze at your
beloved and be for ever with them, to go (supposing it
were somehow possible) without your food and drink,
and only look at them and stay with them! What in-
deed (said she) do we think it would mean to a man to
see the beauty absolute, authentic, pure, without al-
loy? Not beauty clogged with human flesh and hues
and a vast deal of other mortal trumpery, but, instead,
to be able to behold beauty divine in its own single
nature? Do you believe (said she) that life can be
ignoble for the man who looks up yonder, and with the
rightful instrument beholds that beauty, and abides
with it? Do you not conclude (said she) that then alone
it will be his, when he sees the beautiful with that by
which it can be seen, to bring to birth, not images of
virtue, since what he holds to is no image, but real
virtue, because he has laid hold on truth? And will it
not be the lot of him who brings forth real virtue, and
nourishes it, to be the friend of God, and to become, if
it can come to any of mankind, immortal?

[Socrates.] There, Phaedrus and the rest of you,
you have what Diotima said to me, and by it she con-
vinced me. Once convinced, I labor to convince oth-
ers also that, in order to attain this good, our human
nature could not find a more efficient aid than Eros.
And therefore it is my express opinion that every man
should honor Eros; and, for myself, I prize the things of
love, and train myself in them exceedingly, and urge
the same on others. And now and ever do I praise the
energy and manliness of Eros with all the mightI have.

Accept then, Phaedrus, this discourse, if you are
willing, as an encomium spoken upon Eros; at all
events, whatever and however you are pleased to call it,
call it so.

>
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Sei Shonagon (ca. 965-?)

The Pillow Book of Sei Shonagon is one of the
classics of Japanese literature, and its author has been
described as “one of the greatest writers of prose in the
long history of Japanese literature.” She was born about
965 and wrote the notes that comprise The Pillow Book
during the time she was in service to Empress Sadako in
the last decade of the tenth century, probably beginning
about the year 994.

We know little about the details of Sei Shonagon’s
life outside of her experiences and observations at court
around the turn of the tenth century. She was of the
Kiyohara family, but the name by which we know her is
simply the first character (Sei) of the family name and
an honorary title (Shonagon = “lesser counsellor”). Her
writings give little information about her personal life,
and we have no more than speculation about her pos-
sible marriage(s), children, private relationships, and
later years.

The Pillow Book has been paired with Murasaki
Shikibu’s The Tale of Geniji as the two most outstand-
ing works of Japanese prose literature of the mid-Heian
period. In contrast with the situation in Europe around
the year 1000, literature and scholarship held a promi-
nent place in aristocratic circles in Japan, and women
were leading figures in the literary life of the time. The
poetic quality of The Pillow Book led Arthur Waley to
describe Sei Shonagon as “incomparably the best poet
of her time” (Morris). The Pillow Book, a kind of diary,
initiated a genre of Japanese writing known as zuihitsu
(“to follow the brush”), a seemingly unstructured type of
work allowing free rein to the writer’s spirit and inclina-
tions. The Pillow Book itself incorporated a variety of
prose forms including tales, narratives, reflections, lists,
word pictures, and commentaries.

Shonagon has been admired and imitated for the
style, beauty, and originality of her writings, her wit and
satire, her self-critical honesty, and the historical value
of her accounts of court life. But she is reproached for her
“scorn for the lower orders,” her “adoration of the Impe-
rial family,” and her attitude toward men (“even those of
a somewhat higher class than hers”), which has been
described as “competitive . . . to the point of overt hostil-
ity” (Morris, xiv). In her own time, she was vilified by
Murasaki Shikibu as “the very picture of conceit and
arrogance” (Cranston), but Murasaki borrowed from
Sei Shonagon in writing The Tale of Geniji (Keene).
Murasaki Shikibu served in the court of Akiko, literary
and political rival to Empress Sadako, and there is

doubt whether to accept her attacks on Sei Shonagon at
face value.

The Pillow Book of Sei Shonagon poses for us
many key questions about the history of women's writ-
ings on political and social issues. It reports and reflects
features of the political and social institutions, assump-
tions, interactions, and ideas of her time, but its varied
forms are not easily recognized today as “political the-
ory.” One must ask whether this doubt arises because
The Pillow Book does not meet essential criteria for
what constitutes political theory, or rather because our
assumptions and notions (stated or unstated) of politi-
cal theory’s forms are too limited. Indeed there was little
of what we would identify as formal political theory in
Sei Shonagon’s time, yet there was certainly thought
and writing on issues of governance, class and gender
relations, right order in society, and other “political”
questions.

The selections included here were chosen to illus-
trate the stylistic variety of the Pillow Book entries, Sei
Shanagon’s observations of court life and politics, her
social attitudes and values, the importance of learning
and literary activities to women of her class, and her
incisive comments on male-female relations and other
matters. The latter are sometimes embodied in the brief
lists scattered through the book, such as “Different Ways
of Speaking” or “Words That Look Commonplace but
That Become Impressive When Written in Chinese
Characters.”

It is interesting to note that Sei Shonagon, a thou-
sand years ago, was aware of and interested in differ-
ences between the speech of men and women. But the
differences did not deter her from conversing with men.
As Donald Keene points out: “She not only associated
with them as equals, but did not hesitate to assert her
superiority when a man seemed an unworthy adversary”
(1993: 426). She loved the court life of her time for those
very opportunities to cross wits with both male and
female associates—opportunities which became more
limited for women in later centuries.

The following selections are from the translation of
The Pillow Book (vol. 1, 1967) by Ivan Morris.
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The Pillow Book of Sei Shonagon
(ca. 994)

In Spring It Is the Dawn

Inspringitis the dawn that is most beautiful. As the
light creeps over the hills, their outlines are dyed a
faint red and wisps of purplish cloud trail over them.

In summer the nights. Not only when the moon
shines, but on dark nights too, as the fireflies flit to and
fro, and even when it rains, how beautiful it is!

In autumn the evenings, when the glittering sun
sinks close to the edge of the hills and the crows fly
back to their nests in threes and fours and twos; more
charming still is a file of wild geese, like specks in the
distant sky. When the sun has set, one’s heart is moved
by the sound of the wind and the hum of the insects.

In winter the early mornings. It is beautiful indeed
when snow has fallen during the night, but splendid
too when the ground is white with frost; or even when
there is no snow or frost, but it is simply very cold and
the attendants hurry from room to room stirring up the
fires and bringing charcoal, how well this fits the
season’s mood! But as noon approaches and the cold
wears off, no one bothers to keep the braziers alight,
and soon nothing remains but piles of white ashes. . . .

Different Ways of Speaking

A priest’s language.
The speech of men and of women.

The Pillow Book of Sei Shonagon (ca. 994)

The common people always tend to add extra syl-
lables to their words. . . .

The Sliding Screen in the Back of the Hall

The sliding screen in the back of the hall in the
north-east corner of Seiryd is decorated with paintings
of the stormy sea and of the terrifying creatures with
long arms and long legs that live there. When the doors
of the Empress’s room were open, we could always see
this screen. One day we were sitting in the room,
laughing at the paintings and remarking how unpleas-
ant they were. By the balustrade of the veranda stood a
large celadon vase, full of magnificent cherry branch-
es; some of them were as much as five foot long, and
their blossoms overflowed to the very foot of the rail-
ing. Towards noon the Major Counsellor, Fujiwara no
Korechika, arrived. He was dressed in a cherry-col-
oured Court cloak, sufficiently worn to have lost its
stiffness, a white under-robe, and loose trousers of dark
purple; from beneath the cloak shone the pattern of
another robe of dark red damask. Since His Majesty
was present, Korechika knelt on the narrow wooden
platform before the door and reported to him on of-
ficial matters.

A group of ladies-in-waiting was seated behind the
bamboo blinds. Their cherry-coloured Chinese jack-
ets hung loosely over their shoulders with the collars
pulled back; they wore robes of wistaria, golden yel-
low, and other colours, many of which showed be-
neath the blind covering the half-shutter. Presently the
noise of the attendants’ feet told us that dinner was
about to be served in the Daytime Chamber, and we
heard cries of “Make way. Make way.”

The bright, serene day delighted me. When the
Chamberlains had brought all the dishes into the
Chamber, they came to announce that dinner was
ready, and His Majesty left by the middle door. After
accompanying the Emperor, Korechika returned to
his previous place on the veranda beside the cherry
blossoms. The Empress pushed aside her curtain of
state and came forward as far as the threshold. We were
overwhelmed by the whole delightful scene. It was
then that Korechika slowly intoned the words of the
old poem,

The days and the months flow by,
But Mount Mimoro lasts forever.

Deeply impressed, I wished that all this might indeed
continue for a thousand years.

As soon as the ladies serving in the Daytime Cham-
ber had called for the gentlemen-in-waiting to remove
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the trays, His Majesty returned to the Empress’s room.
Then he told me to rub some ink on the inkstone.
Dazzled, I felt that I should never be able to take my
eyes off his radiant countenance. Next he folded a
piece of white paper. “I should like each of you,” he
said, “to copy down on this paper the first ancient
poem that comes into your head.”

“How am I going to manage this?” I asked Kore-
chika, who was still out on the veranda.

“Write your poem quickly,” he said, “and show it to
His Majesty. We men must not interfere in this.” Or-
dering an attendant to take the Emperor’s inkstone to
each of the women in the room, he told us to make
haste. “Write down any poem you happen to remem-
ber,” he said. “The Naniwazu or whatever else you can
think of.”

For some reason I was overcome with timidity; 1
flushed and had no idea what to do. Some of the other
women managed to put down poems about the spring,
the blossoms, and such suitable subjects; then they
handed me the paper and said, “Now it’s your turn.”
Picking up the brush, I wrote the poem that goes,

The years have passed

And age has come my way.

Yet I need only look at this fair flower
For all my cares to melt away.

I altered the third line, however, to read, “Yet I need
only look upon my lord.”

When he had finished reading, the Emperor said,
“I asked you to write these poems because I wanted to
find out how quick you really were.

“A few years ago,” he continued, “Emperor Enya
ordered all his courtiers to write poems in a notebook.
Some excused themselves on the grounds that their
handwriting was poor; but the Emperor insisted, say-
ing that he did not care in the slightest about their
handwriting or even whether their poems were suit-
able for the season. So they all had to swallow their
embarrassment and produce something for the occa-
sion. Among them was His Excellency, our present
Chancellor, who was then Middle Captain of the
Third Rank. He wrote down the old poem,

Like the sea that beats

Upon the shores of Izumo

As the tide sweeps in,

Deeper it grows and deeper—
The love I bear for you.

But he changed the last line to read, “The love I bear
my lord!” and the Emperor was full of praise.”

When I heard His Majesty tell this story, I was so
overcome that I felt myself perspiring. It occurred to

me that no younger woman would have been able to
use my poem and I felt very lucky. This sort of test can
be a terrible ordeal: it often happens that people who
usually write fluently are so overawed that they actu-
ally make mistakes in their characters.

Next the Empress placed a notebook of Kokin Shiz
poems before her and started reading out the first three
lines of each one, asking us to supply the remainder.
Among them were several famous poems that we had
in our minds day and night; yet for some strange reason
we were often unable to fill in the missing lines. Lady
Saishd, for example, could manage only ten, which
hardly qualified her as knowing her Kokin Shir. Some
of the other women, even less successful, could re-
member only about half-a-dozen poems. They would
have done better to tell the Empress quite simply that
they had forgotten the lines; instead they came out
with great lamentations like “Oh dear, how could we
have done so badly in answering the questions that
Your Majesty was pleased to put to us?” —all of which
I found rather absurd.

When no one could complete a particular poem,
the Empress continued reading to the end. This pro-
duced further wails from the women: “Oh, we all knew
that one! How could we be so stupid?”

“Those of you,” said the Empress, “who had taken
the trouble to copy out the Kokin Shii several times
would have been able to complete every single poem I
have read. In the reign of Emperor Murakami there
was a woman at Court known as the Imperial Lady of
Senyd Palace. She was the daughter of the Minister of
the Left who lived in the Smaller Palace of the First
Ward, and of course you have all heard of her. When
she was still a young girl, her father gave her this
advice: ‘First you must study penmanship. Next you
must learn to play the seven-string zither better than
anyone else. And also you must memorize all the po-
ems in the twenty volumes of the Kokin Shi.’

“Emperor Murakami,” continued Her Majesty,
“had heard this story and remembered it years later
when the girl had grown up and become an Imperial
Concubine. Once, on a day of abstinence, he came
into her room, hiding a notebook of Kokin Shit poems
in the folds of his robe. He surprised her by seatirg
himself behind a curtain of state; then, opening the
book, he asked, ‘Tell me the verse written by such-and-
such a poet, in such-and-such a year and on such-and-
such an occasion.’ The lady understood what was afoot
and that it was all in fun, yet the possibility of making
a mistake or forgetting one of the poems must have
worried her greatly. Before beginning the test, the
Emperor had summoned a couple of ladies-in-waiting
who were particularly adept in poetry and told them to
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mark each incorrect reply by a go stone. What a splen-
did scene it must have been! You know, I really envy
anyone who attended that Emperor even as a lady-in-
waiting.

“Well,” Her Majesty went on, “he then began ques-
tioning her. She answered without any hesitation, just
giving a few words or phrases to show that she knew
each poem. And never once did she make a mistake.
After a time the Emperor began to resent the lady’s
flawless memory and decided to stop as soon as he
detected any error or vagueness in her replies. Yet,
after he had gone through ten books of the Kokin Shi,
he had still not caught her out. At this stage he de-
clared that it would be useless to continue. Marking
where he had left off, he went to bed. What a triumph
for the lady!

“He slept for some time. On waking, he decided
that he must have a final verdict and that if he waited
until the following day to examine her on the other ten
volumes, she might use the time to refresh her mem-
ory. So he would have to settle the matter that very
night. Ordering his attendants to bring up the bed-
room lamp, he resumed his questions. By the time he
had finished all twenty volumes, the night was well
advanced; and still the lady had not made a mistake.

“During all this time His Excellency, the lady’s
father, was in a state of great agitation. As soon as he
was informed that the Emperor was testing his daugh-
ter, he sent his attendants to various temples to ar-
range for special recitations of the Scriptures. Then he
turned in the direction of the Imperial Palace and
spent a long time in prayer. Such enthusiasm for po-
etry is really rather moving.”

The Emperor, who had been listening to the whole
story, was much impressed. “How can he possibly have
read so many poems?” he remarked when Her Majesty
had finished. “I doubt whether I could get through
three or four volumes. But of course things have
changed. In the old days even people of humble sta-
tion had a taste for the arts and were interested in
elegant pastimes. Such a story would hardly be pos-
sible nowadays, would it?”

The ladies in attendance on Her Majesty and the
Emperor’s own ladies-in-waiting who had been admit-
ted into Her Majesty’s presence began chatting ea-
gerly, and as I listened I felt that my cares had really
“melted away.”

When I Make Myself Imagine

When I make myself imagine what it is like to be
one of those women who live at home, faithfully serv-
ing their husbands—women who have not a single

The Pillow Book of Sei Shonagon (ca. 994)

exciting prospect in life yet who believe that they are
perfectly happy—1Iam filled with scorn. Often they are
of quite good birth, yet have had no opportunity to find
out what the world is like. I wish they could live for a
while in our society, even if it should mean taking
service as Attendants, so that they might come to know
the delights it has to offer.

I cannot bear men who believe that women serv-
ing in the Palace are bound to be frivolous and wicked.
Yet I suppose their prejudice is understandable. After
all, women at court do not spend their time hiding
modestly behind fans and screens, but walk about,
looking openly at people they chance to meet. Yes,
they see everyone face to face, not only ladies-in-wait-
ing like themselves, but even Their Imperial Majesties
(whose august names I hardly dare mention), High
Court Nobles, senior courtiers, and other gentlemen
of high rank. In the presence of such exalted person-
ages the women in the Palace are all equally brazen,
whether they be the maids of ladies-in-waiting, or the
relations of Court ladies who have come to visit them,
or housekeepers, or latrine-cleaners, or women who
are of no more value than a roof-tile or a pebble. Small
wonder that the young men regard them as immodest!
Yetare the gentlemen themselves any less so? They are
not exactly bashful when it comes to looking at the
great people in the Palace. No, everyone at Court is
much the same in this respect.

Women who have served in the Palace, but who
later get married and live at home, are called Madam
and receive the most respectful treatment. To be sure,
people often consider that these women, who have
displayed their faces to all and sundry during their
years at Court, are lacking in feminine grace. How
proud they must be, nevertheless, when they are styled
Assistant Attendants, or summoned to the Palace for
occasional duty, or ordered to serve as Imperial envoys
during the Kamo Festival! Even those who stay at
home lose nothing by having served at Court. In fact
they make very good wives. For example, if they are
married to a provincial governor and their daughter is
chosen to take part in the Gosechi dances, they do not
have to disgrace themselves by acting like provincials
and asking other people about procedure. They them-
selves are well versed in the formalities, which is just as

it should be. . . .

Things That People Despise

The north side of a house.

Someone with an excessive reputation for good-
ness.

An old man who has lived to be too old.
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A frivolous woman.
A mud wall that has started to crumble.

Hateful Things

One is in a hurry to leave, but one’s visitor keeps
chattering away. If it is someone of no importance, one
can get rid of him by saying, “You must tell me all
about it next time”; but, should it be the sort of visitor
whose presence commands one’s best behaviour, the
situation is hateful indeed.

One finds that a hair has got caught in the stone on
which one is rubbing one’s inkstick, or again that
gravel is lodged in the inkstick, making a nasty, grating
sound.

Someone has suddenly fallen ill and one sum-
mons the exorcist. Since he is not at home, one has to
send messengers to look for him. After one has had a
long fretful wait, the exorcist finally arrives, and with a
sigh of relief one asks him to start his incantations. But
perhaps he has been exorcizing too many evil spirits
recently; for hardly has he installed himself and begun
praying when his voice becomes drowsy. Oh, how
hateful!

A man who has nothing in particular to recom-
mend him discusses all sorts of subjects at random as
though he knew everything.

An elderly person warms the palms of his hands
over a brazier and stretches out the wrinkles. No young
man would dream of behaving in such a fashion; old
people can really be quite shameless.  have seen some
dreary old creatures actually resting their feet on the
brazier and rubbing them against the edge while they
speak. These are the kind of people who in visiting
someone’s house first use their fans to wipe away the
dust from the mat and, when they finally sit on it,
cannot stay still but are forever spreading out the front
of their hunting costume or even tucking it up under
their knees. One might suppose that such behaviour
was restricted to people of humble station; but I have
observed it in quite well-bred people, including a Se-
nior Secretary of the Fifth Rank in the Ministry of
Ceremonial and a former Governor of Suruga.

I hate the sight of men in their cups who shout,
poke their fingers in their mouths, stroke their beards,
and pass on the wine to their neighbors with great cries
of “Have some more! Drink up!” They tremble, shake
their heads, twist their faces, and gesticulate like chil-
dren who are singing, “We're off to see the Governor.”
I have seen really well-bred people behave like this and
I find it most distasteful.

To envy others and to complain about one’s own
lot; to speak badly about people; to be inquisitive about
the most trivial matters and to resent and abuse people

some facts, to inform everyone in the most detailed
fashion as if one had known all from the beginning—
oh, how hateful!

One is just about to be told some interesting piece
of news when a baby starts crying.

A flight of crows circle about with loud caws.

An admirer has come on a clandestine visit, but a
dog catches sight of him and starts barking. One feels
like killing the beast.

One has been foolish enough to invite a man to
spend the night in an unsuitable place—and then he
starts snoring.

A gentleman has visited one secretly. Though he is
wearing a tall, lacquered hat, he nevertheless wants no
one to see him. He is so flurried, in fact, that upon
leaving he bangs into something with his hat. Most
hateful! It is annoying too when he lifts up the Iyo
blind that hangs at the entrance of the room, then lets
it fall with a great rattle. If it is a head-blind, things are
still worse, for being more solid it makes a terrible
noise when it is dropped. There is no excuse for such
carelessness. Even a head-blind does not make any
noise if one lifts it up gently on entering and leaving
the room,; the same applies to sliding-doors. If one’s
movements are rough, even a paper door will bend
and resonate when opened; but, if one lifts the door a
little while pushing it, there need be no sound.

One has gone to bed and is about to doze off when
a mosquito appears, announcing himself in a reedy
voice. One can actually feel the wind made by his
wings and, slight though it is, one finds it hateful in the
extreme.

A carriage passes with a nasty, creaking noise. An-
noying to think that the passengers may not even be
aware of this! If I am travelling in someone’s carriage
and I hear it creaking, I dislike not only the noise but
also the owner of the carriage.

One is in the middle of a story when someone butts
in and tries to show that he is the only clever person in
the room. Such a person is hateful, and so, indeed, is
anyone, child or adult, who tries to push himself for-
ward.

One is telling a story about old times when some-
one breaks in with a little detail that he happens to
know, implying that one’s own version is inaccurate—
disgusting behaviour!

Very hateful is a mouse that scurries all over the
place.

Some children have called at one’s house. One
makes a great fuss of them and gives them toys to play
with. The children become accustomed to this treat-
ment and start to come regularly, forcing their way into
one’s inner rooms and scattering one’s furnishings and
possessions. Hateful!

A certain gentleman whom one does not want to
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see visits one at home or in the Palace, and one pre-
tends to be asleep. But a maid comes to tell one and
shakes one awake, with a look on her face that says,
“What a sleepyhead!” Very hateful.

A newcomer pushes ahead of the other members
in a group; with a knowing look, this person starts
laying down the law and forcing advice upon every-
one—most hateful.

A man with whom one is having an affair keeps
singing the praises of some woman he used to know.
Even if it is a thing of the past, this can be very annoy-
ing. How much more so if he is still seeing the woman!
(Yet sometimes I find that it is not as unpleasant as all
that.)

A person who recites a spell himself after sneezing.
In fact I detest anyone who sneezes, except the master
of the house.

Fleas, too, are very hateful. When they dance about
under someone’s clothes, they really seem to be lifting
them up.

The sound of dogs when they bark a long time in
chorus is ominous and hateful.

I cannot stand people who leave without closing
the panel behind them.

How I detest the husbands of nurse-maids! It is not
so bad if the child in the maid’s charge is a girl, because
then the man will keep his distance. But, if it is a boy,
he will behave as though he were the father. Never
letting the boy out of his sight, he insists on managing
everything. He regards the other attendants in the
house as less than human, and, if anyone tries to scold
the child, he slanders him to the master. Despite this
disgraceful behaviour, no one dare accuse the hus-
band; so he strides about the house with a proud, self-
important look, giving all the orders.

I hate people whose letters show that they lack
respect for worldly civilities, whether by discourtesy in
the phrasing or by extreme politeness to someone who
does not deserve it. This sort of thing is, of course,
particularly odious should the letter be addressed to
oneself.

As a matter of fact, most people are too casual, not
only in their letters but in their direct conversation.
Sometimes I am quite disgusted at noting how little
decorum people observe when talking to each other. It
is particularly unpleasant to hear some foolish man or
woman omit the proper marks of respect when addres-
sing a person of quality; and, when servants fail to use
honorific forms of speech in referring to their masters,
itisvery bad indeed. No less odious, however, are those
masters who, in addressing their servants, use such
phrases as “When you were good enough to do such-
and-such” or “As you so kindly remarked.” No doubt
there are some masters who, in describing their own
actions to a servant, say, “I presumed to do so-and-so”!

1d Social Thought: An Anthology.
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Sometimes a person who is utterly devoid of charm
will try to create a good impression by using very el-
egant language; yet he only succeeds in being ridicu-
lous. No doubt he believes this refined language to be
just what the occasion demands, but, when it goes so
far that everyone bursts out laughing, surely some-
thing must be wrong.

It is most improper to address high-ranking court-
iers, Imperial Advisers, and the like simply by using
their names without any titles or marks of respect; but
such mistakes are fortunately rare.

If one refers to the maid who is in attendance on
some lady-in-waiting as “Madam” or “that lady,” she
will be surprised, delighted, and lavish in her praise.

When speaking to young noblemen and courtiers
of high rank, one should always (unless Their Majes-
ties are present) refer to them by their official posts.
Incidentally, I have been very shocked to hear impor-
tant people use the word “I” while conversing in Their
Majesties’ presence. Such a breach of etiquette is re-
ally distressing, and I fail to see why people cannot
avoid it.

A man who has nothing in particular to recom-
mend him but who speaks in an affected tone and
poses as being elegant.

An inkstone with such a hard, smooth surface that
the stick glides over it without leaving any deposit of
ink.

Ladies-in-waiting who want to know everything
that is going on.

Sometimes one greatly dislikes a person for no
particular reason —and then that person goes and does
something hateful.

A gentleman who travels alone in his carriage to
see a procession or some other spectacle. What sort of
aman is he? Even though he may be a person of the
greatest quality, surely he should have taken along a
few of the many young men who are anxious to see the
sights. But no, there he sits by himself (one can see his
silhouette through the blinds), with a proud look on
his face, keeping all his impressions to himself. . . .

Rare Things

A son-in-law who is praised by his adoptive father;
a young bride who is loved by her mother-in-law.

A silver tweezer that is good at plucking out the
hair.

A servant who does not speak badly about his mas-
ter.

A person who is in no way eccentric or imperfect,
who is superior in both mind and body, and who re-
mains flawless all his life.

People who live together and still manage to behave
with reserve towards each other. However much these
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people may try to hide their weaknesses, they usually
fail.

To avoid getting ink stains on the notebook into
which one is copying stories, poems, or the like. If it is
a very fine notebook, one takes the greatest care not to
make a blot; yet somehow one never seems to succeed.

When people, whether they be men or women or
priests, have promised each other eternal friendship, it
is rare for them to stay on good terms until the end.

A servant who is pleasant to his master.

One has given some silk to the fuller and, when he
sends it back, it is so beautiful that one cries out in
admiration. . . .

Gloomy-Looking Things

A shabby carriage jogging along on a summer af-
ternoon behind a wretched pair of oxen.

A carriage with the rain-mats spread out on a dry
day; or a carriage without them when it is raining.

An old beggar on a very cold day or on a very hot
one.

A woman of the lower classes, poorly dressed and
with a child on her back.

Alittle, shingle-roofed cottage, dark, dirty and rain-
spattered.

In a heavy downpour an outrider passes on a small
horse; his head-dress has been squashed by the rain
and his bedraggled robes are stuck together. What a
gloomy sight! But in the summer I do not mind if it
rains. . . .

Things without Merit

An ugly person with a bad character.

Rice starch that has become mixed with water. . . .
I know that this is a very vulgar item and everyone will
dislike my mentioning it. But that should not stop me.
In fact I must feel free to include anything, even tongs
used for the parting-fires. After all, these objects do
exist in our world and people all know about them. I
admit they do not belong to a list that others will see.
But I never thought that these notes would be read by
anyone else, and so [ included everything that came
into my head, however strange or unpleasant. . . .

When His Excellency, the Chancellor,
Had Departed

When His Excellency, the Chancellor, had de-
parted from among us, there was much stir and move-
ment in the world. Her Majesty, who no longer came
to the Imperial Palace, lived in the Smaller Palace of
the Second Ward. Though I had done nothing to de-
serve it, things became very difficult for me and I spent

along time at home. One day, when I was particularly
concerned about Her Majesty and felt I could not
allow our separation to continue, the Captain of the
Left Guards Division came to see me. “I called on Her
Majesty today,” he said, “and found it very moving.
Her ladies were dressed as elegantly as ever, with their
robes, skirts, and Chinese jackets perfectly matching
the season. The blind was open at the side and, when
I looked in, I saw a group of about eight ladies, el-
egantly seated next to each other. They wore Chi-
nese jackets of tawny yellow, light violet skirts, and
robes of purple and dark red. Noticing that the grass in
the garden outside the palace had been allowed to
grow very high and thick, I told them they should have
it cut. ‘We've left it like this on purpose so that we
might admire the dew when it settles on the blades.’
The voice was Lady Saishd’s and I found her reply
delightful.

“Several of the ladies spoke about you and said it
was a shame you were staying at home. ‘Now that Her
Majesty is living in a place like this, they told me, ‘she
feels that Shonagon should come back into waiting
regardless of what business she may have at home.
Why won't she return when Her Majesty wants her so
much?’ [ definitely had the impression that they want-
ed me to pass this on to you. So please go. There’s a
charm about the place that will stir you deeply. The
peonies in front of the terrace have a delightful Chi-
nese air.”

“No,” I replied. “Since they dislike me so much,
I've come to dislike them.”

“You must try to be generous,” he said with a smile.

Shortly afterwards I visited the Empress. I had no
way of telling what she thought about it all; but I did
hear some of her ladies-in-waiting whisper, “She is on
close terms with people who are attached to the Min-
ister of the Left.” I was coming from my room when I
saw them all standing there muttering to each other.
Noticing me, they became silent and each of them
went about her own business. I was not used to being
treated like this and found it most galling. Thereafter
Her Majesty summoned me on several occasions, but
I paid no attention, and a long time passed without my
visiting her. No doubt the ladies-in-waiting made out
that I belonged to the enemy camp and told all sorts of
lies about me.

One day, when there had been an unaccustomed
silence from the Empress and I was sitting at home
sunk in gloomy thoughts, a housekeeper brought me a
letter. “Her Majesty ordered that this should be sent to
you secretly by Lady Sakyd,” she told me. Yet there
could be no reason for such secrecy when I was living
at home. Examining the letter, I gathered that it was a
personal message from Her Majesty and my heart was
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pounding as I opened it. There was nothing written
on the paper. It had been used to wrap up a single pet-
al of mountain rose, on which I read the words, “He
who does not speak his love.” I was overjoyed; what a
relief after the long, anxious days of silence! My eyes
filled with “the things that one knows first of all.”
“The ladies-in-waiting are all wondering why you have
stayed away so long,” said the housekeeper, who had
been watching me. “They consider it very strange,
especially since you know how much Her Majesty is
always thinking of you. Why don’t you go?” Then she
added, “I have a short errand near by. I'll be back for
your answer presently.”

Butas 1 prepared to write my answer, I realized that
I had completely forgotten the next line of the poem.
“Amazing!” I muttered. “How can one possibly forget
an old poem like that? I know it perfectly well and yet
it just won’t come.” Hearing this a small page-boy who
happened to be in the room said, “Yet feels its waters
seething underneath’ —those are the words, Madam.”
Of course! How on earth could they have slipped my
mind? To think that I should have to be taught by a
mere child!

Shortly after sending my reply, I visited the Em-
press. Not knowing how she would receive me, I felt
unusually nervous and remained half hidden behind a
curtain of state. “Are you a newcomer?” asked Her
Majesty with a laugh. “I am afraid it was not much of
apoem,” she went on, “but I felt it was the sort of thing
I'should write. When I do not see you, Shonagon, I am
wretched all the time.”

Her Majesty had not changed. When I told her
about the page-boy who had reminded me of the miss-
ing words, she was most amused. “That’s just the sort of
thing that can happen,” she said, laughing, “especially
with old poems that one considers too familiar to take
seriously.”

Then she told me the following story: “Some peo-
ple were organizing a game of riddles when one of
them, a clever man and a good player, said that he
would like to set the first riddle presented by the team
of the left, to which he belonged. His teammates cheer-
fully agreed, feeling confident that he would produce
something good.

“When all the people in the team of the left had
made up their riddles, they began to select the ones
that would actually be used. ‘Please tell us what yours
is going to be?” they said to the man. ‘No, he replied.
‘You must simply trust me. After speaking as I did, [ am
hardly likely to come out with something that will
disappoint you.” His team-mates assumed that he must
be right; but, when the day of the game drew near, they
again asked him to let them know his riddle. ‘What if
you should have produced something very strange?’
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they said. ‘Well,” he said angrily, ‘T don’t know. If you
are so uncertain about my riddle, you had better not
depend on me at all” When the day arrived, his part-
ners were very worried about what he would do.

“The participants, men and women of quality in-
cluding several senior courtiers, were divided into two
teams and seated in rows. The time came to present
the first set of riddles, and our man was chosen to lead
off for the team of the left. He looked as if he had
prepared his entry with great care, and all the players
gazed at him anxiously, wondering what they would
hear. ‘Your riddle! Your riddle’ they said impatiently.

“Finally he came out with ‘A bow drawn in the sky,
which delighted the members of the opposing team.
His partners were dumbfounded and disgusted with
him. Surely, they thought, he must be working for the
other side and trying to make his own team lose.

“Meanwhile his opponent on the team of the right
was laughing at him. ‘Dear me!” he said, beginning to
pout. ‘T haven't the slightest idea.’ And, instead of an-
swering the riddle, he began making jokes.

“Tve won!” cried the man who had posed the
riddle. ‘A point for our side!’ A token was duly given to
the team of the left.

“Disgraceful!’ said the members of the other team.
‘Everyone knows the answer to that riddle. They cer-
tainly shouldn’t get a point.’

“But he said he did not know,” replied the man.
‘How can you claim he hasn’t lost?’ In this and in each
of the subsequent contests he argued so effectively that
his side won.

“Later the player who had failed to answer the first
riddle was being taken to task by his team-mates. ‘We
admit, they said, ‘that people can forget the answers to

+ the most obvious questions and have to concede de-

feat. But what possible reason could you have to say
you didn’t know?” And they made him pay a forfeit.”

When the Empress had finished her story, all the
ladies burst out laughing. “The people on the team of
the right had good reason to be annoyed with their
man,” said one of them. “I can see why they were
disappointed. And how furious the other team must
have been to hear their candidate lead off with such a
silly riddle!”

“Indeed,” I thought, “how could anyone possibly
forget something so simple and commonplace?” . . .

Words That Look Commonplace but That
Become Impressive When Written
in Chinese Characters
Strawberries.

A dew-plant.
A prickly water-lily.
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A walnut.

A Doctor of Literature.

A Provisional Senior Steward in the Office of the
Empress’s Household.

Red myrtle.

Knotweed is a particularly striking example, since
it is written with the characters for “tiger’s stick.” From
the look on a tiger’s face one would imagine that he
could do without a stick.

Words Written in Chinese Characters for
Which There Must Be a Reason though One
Cannot Really Understand It

Baked salt.

Short under-jackets.
Curtains.
Lacquered clogs.
Starch.

Abucket boat. . . .

When I First Went into Waiting

When 1 first went into waiting at Her Majesty’s
Court, so many different things embarrassed me that I
could not even reckon them up and I was always on the
verge of tears. As a result I tried to avoid appearing
before the Empress except at night, and even then I
stayed hidden behind a three-foot curtain of state.

On one occasion Her Majesty brought out some
pictures and showed them to me, but I was so ill at ease
that [ could hardly stretch out my hand to take them.
She pointed to one picture after another, explaining
what each represented. Since the lamp had been put
on a high stand, one could view the pictures even
better than in the daytime, and every hair of the wom-
an in one of them was clearly visible. I managed to
control my embarrassment and had a proper look. It
was a very cold time of the year and when Her Majesty
gave me the paintings I could hardly see her hands;
but, from what I made out, they were of a light pink
hue that I found extraordinarily attractive. I gazed at
the Empress with amazement. Simple as I was and
unaccustomed to such wonderful sights, I did not un-
derstand how a being like this could possibly exist in
our world.

At dawn [ was about to hurry back to my room
when Her Majesty said, “Even the God of Kazuraki
would stay a little longer.” So I sat down again, but I
leant forward sideways in such a way that Her Majesty
could not see me directly, and kept the lattice shut.
One of the ladies who came into the room noticed this
and said that it should be opened. A servant heard her
and started towards it, but her Majesty said, “Wait.

Leave the lattice as it is.” The two women went out,
laughing to each other.

Her Majesty then asked me various questions and
finally said, “I am sure you want to return to your room.
So offyou go! But be sure to come again this evening—
and early too.”

As soon as | had crept out of Her Majesty’s pres-
ence and was back in my room, I threw open all the
lattices and looked out at the magnificent snow.

During the day I received several notes from Her
Majesty telling me to come while it was still light.
“The sky is clouded with snow,” she wrote, “and no one
will be able to see you clearly.”

Noticing my hesitation, the lady in charge of my
room urged me, saying, “I don’tknow how you can stay
shut up like this all day long. Her Majesty has granted
you the extraordinary good fortune of being admitted
into her presence, and she must certainly have her
reasons. To be unresponsive to another person’s kind-
ness is a most hateful way to behave.” This was enough
to make me hurry back to the Empress; but I was over-
come with embarrassment, and it was not easy for me.

On my way I was delighted to see the snow beauti-
fully piled on top of the fire huts. When I entered Her
Majesty’s room, I noticed that the usual square brazier
was full to the brim with burning charcoal and that no
one was sitting next to it. The Empress herself was
seated in front of a round brazier made of Shen wood
and decorated with pear-skin lacquer. She was sur-
rounded by a group of high-ranking ladies who were in
constant attendance upon her. In the next part of the
room a tightly packed row of ladies-in-waiting sat in
front of a long, rectangular brazier, with their Chinese
jackets worn in such a way that they trailed on the
floor. Observing how experienced they were in their
duties and how easily they carried them out, I could
not help feeling envious. There was not a trace of
awkwardness in any of their movements as they got up
to deliver notes to Her Majesty from the outside and sat
down again by the brazier, talking and laughing to
each other. When would I ever be able to manage like
that, I wondered nervously. Still further in the back of
the room sat a small group of ladies who were looking
at pictures together.

After a while I heard the voices of outrunners
loudly ordering people to make way. “His Excellency,
the Chancellor, is coming,” said one of the ladies, and
they all cleared away their scattered belongings. I re-
tired to the back of the room; but despite my modesty,
I was curious to see the great man in person and I
peeped through a crack at the bottom of the curtain of
state where I was sitting. It turned out that it was not
Michitaka, but his son, Korechika, the Major Coun-
sellor. The purple of his Court cloak and trousers
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looked magnificent against the white snow. “I should
not have come,” he said, standing next to one of the
pillars, “because both yesterday and today are days of
abstinence. But it has been snowing so hard that I felt
bound to call and find out whether all was well with
you.”

“How did you manage?” said Her Majesty. “I
thought that all the paths were buried.”

“Well,” replied Korechika, “it occurred to me that
I might move your heart.”

Could anything surpass this conversation between
the Empress and her brother? This was the sort of
exchange that is so eloquently described in romances;
and the Empress herself, arrayed in a white dress, a
robe of white Chinese damask, and two more layers of
scarlet damask over which her hair hung down loosely
at the back, had a beauty that I had seen in paintings
but never in real life: it was all like a dream.

Korechika joked with the ladies-in-waiting, and
they replied without the slightest embarrassment, free-
ly arguing with him and contradicting his remarks
when they disagreed. I was absolutely dazzled by it all
and found myself blushing without any particular rea-
son. Korechika ate a few fruits and told one of the
servants to offer some to the Empress. He must have
asked who was behind the curtain of state and one of
the ladies must have told him that it was I; for he stood
up and walked to the back of the room. At first I
thought he was leaving, but instead he came and sat
very close to me; he began to talk about various things
he had heard about me before I came into waiting and
asked whether they were true. I had been embarrassed
enough when I had been looking at him from a dis-
tance with the curtain of state between us; now that we
were actually facing each other I felt extremely stupid
and could hardly believe that this was really happen-
ing to me.

In the past, when I had gone to watch Imperial
Processions and the like, Korechika had sometimes
glanced in the direction of my carriage; but I had
always pulled the inner blinds close together, and hid-
den my face behind a fan for fear that he might see my
silhouette through the blinds. I wondered how I could
ever have chosen to embark on a career for which  was
so ill-suited by nature. What on earth should I say to
him? I was bathed in sweat and altogether in a terrible
state. To make matters worse, Korechika now seized
the fan behind which I had prudently hidden myself,
and I realized that my hair must be scattered all over
my forehead in a terrible mess; no doubt everything
about my appearance bespoke the embarrassment I
felt at that moment.

Ihad hoped Korechika would leave quickly, but he
showed no sign of doing so; instead he sat there, toying
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with my fan and asking who had done the paintings on
it.  kept my head lowered and pressed the sleeve of my
Chinese jacket to my face —so tightly indeed, that bits
of powder must have stuck to it, making my complex-
ion all mottled.

The Empress, who no doubt realized how desper-
ately I wanted Korechika to leave, turned to him and
said, “Look at this notebook. Whose writing do you
suppose it is?” | was relieved to think that now he
would finally go; but instead he asked her to have the
book brought to him so that he could examine it.
“Really,” she said. “You can perfectly well come here
yourself and have a look.” “No I can’t,” he replied.
“Shonagon has got hold of me and won’tlet go.” It was
a very fashionable sort of joke but hardly suited to my
rank or age, and [ felt terribly ill at ease. Her Majesty
held up the book, in which something had been writ-
ten in a cursive script, and looked at it. “Well indeed,”
said Korechika, “whose can it be? Let’s show it to
Shénagon. I am sure she can recognize the handwrit-
ing of anyone in the world.” The aim of all these
absurd remarks, of course, was to draw me out.

As if a single gentleman were not enough to em-
barrass me, another one now arrived, preceded by
outrunners who cleared the way for him. This gentle-
man too was wearing a Court cloak, and he looked
even more splendid than Korechika. He sat down and
started telling some amusing stories, which delighted
the ladies-in-waiting. “Oh yes,” they said, laughing,
“we saw Lord So-and-so when he was 7 As1
heard them mention the names of one senior courtier
after another, I felt they must be talking about spirits or
heavenly beings who had descended to earth. Yet, after
some time had passed and I had grown accustomed to
Court service, | realized that there had been nothing
very impressive about their conversation. No doubt
these same ladies, who talked so casually to Lord Kore-
chika, had been just as embarrassed as  when they first
came into waiting, but had little by little become used
to Court society until their shyness had naturally disap-
peared.

The Empress spoke to me for a while and then
asked, “Are you really fond of me?” “But Your Maj-
esty,” I replied, “how could I possibly not be fond of
you?” Just then someone sneezed loudly in the Table
Room. “Oh dear!” said the Empress. “So you're telling
alie. Well, so be it.” And she retired into the back of the
room.

To think that Her Majesty believed I was lying! If I
had said that I was fairly fond of her, that would have
been untrue. The real liar, I thought, was the sneezer’s
nose. Who could have done such a terrible thing? |
dislike sneezes at the best of times, and whenever I feel
like sneezing myself I deliberately smother it. All the
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more hateful was it that someone should have sneezed
at this moment. But I was still far too inexperienced to
say anything that might have repaired the damage;
and, since the day was dawning, I retired to my room.
As soon as I arrived, a servant brought me an elegant-
looking letter, written on fine, smooth paper of light
green. “This is what Her Majesty feels,” I read.

How, if there were no God Tadasu in the sky,
And none to judge what is the truth and what a
lie,

How should I know which words were falsely
said?

My emotions were a jumble of delight and dismay,
and once again [ wished I could find out who had
sneezed on the previous night. “Please give Her Maj-
esty the following reply,” I said, “and help me to make
up for the harm that has been done.

‘A simple sneeze might give the lie

To one whose love is small,

But sad indeed that she who truly loves,
Should suffer from so slight a thing!

”

The curse of God Shiki is of course very terrible.

Even after I had sent my reply I still felt most un-
happy and wondered why someone should have had to
sneeze at such an inopportune moment. . . .

Scriptures

I need hardly mention the Lotus Sutra. The Sutra
of the Thousand Hands. The Ten Vows of Fugen. The
Sutra of the Request. The Incantation of the Holy and
Victorious. The Great Spell of Amida. The Incanta-
tion of the Thousand Hands.

Writings in Chinese

The collected works of Po Chii-i. The Anthology.
Requests for promotion written by Doctors of Lit-
erature.

Buddhas

Grieved by what she perceives in people’s hearts,
the Bounteous One sits with her cheek resting on her
hand. Seeing her, one is overcome with sorrow and
with shame.

The Goddess of the Thousand Hands and all the
other Six Kannons.

The Great Immovable One.

Yakushiji Buddha.

Gautama Buddha.

Miroku.

Fugen.
Jizo.
Monju.

Tales

Tales like Sumiyoshi and The Hollow Tree. The
Change of Palaces. The Lady who Awaited the Moon.
The Captain of Katano. The Captain of Umetsubo. The
Eyes of Men. The Yielding of the Land. The Buried
Trees. The Pine Branch that Inspired Faith.

In the Tale of Komano I enjoy the passage in which
the hero leaves after presenting an old bat-fan. . . .

Things Worth Seeing

The Chancellor’s pilgrimage to Kamo.

The Special Festival at Kamo. On one cold, over-
cast day the snow began to come down in scattered
flakes, falling on the blue and white robes of the
people in the procession and on the flowers that they
wore in their head-dress. I found the sight immensely
delightful. The sheaths of the dancers” swords shone
magnificently, and the cords of their jackets, which
hung over the sheaths, were so bright that they might
have been polished. Beneath the printed material of
their trouser-skirts I could see the brilliant, glossy silk
of their under-robes, and for a moment I wondered
whether they were made of ice. I was relishing the
beauty of the procession when the envoys appeared.
They were certainly a most undistinguished lot, hav-
ing been chosen from among provincial governors and
the like, common-looking men not worth one’s atten-
tion. Yet so long as their faces were hidden by the
sprays of wistaria in their head-dress, it was not too
unpleasant to see them go by. While we were still
watching the dancers, the musicians appeared, wear-
ing willow-coloured robes and yellow roses in their
head-dress. They were insignificant men of low rank,
but it was delightful to hear them chanting,

The princess pines that grow outside
All-powerful Kamo Shrine.

and beating the measure loudly with their fans.

What can compare with an Imperial Progress?
When the Emperor passes in his palanquin, he is as
impressive as a God and I forget that my work in the
Palace constantly brings me into his presence. Not
only His Majesty himself, but even people like Ladies
of the Escort who usually are of no importance, over-
awe me when [ see them in an Imperial Progress. I
particularly enjoy watching the Assistant Directors of
the Bureau of Imperial Attendants as they walk past
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holding the cords of the Imperial palanquin, and also
the Captains of the Inner Palace Guards, who serve as
its escorts.

The Return Procession of the High Priestess from
Kamo is a magnificent sight. I recall one year when
everything was especially beautiful. On the day of the
Festival itself we had stopped our carriage on that
splendidly wide road, the First Avenue, and had sat
there for a long time, hiding our faces behind our fans
and waiting for the procession to arrive. A hot sun
shone through the carriage blinds, dazzling us and
making us perspire in a most unsightly fashion. On the
following day we set out very early to see the High
Priestess’s procession. Though the sun had risen, the
sky was overcast. As we reached the gates of Urin and
Chisoku Temples, we noticed a number of carriages
decorated with branches of faded hollyhock and ma-
ple. We could hear a loud chorus of hototogisu. This
was the bird whose song so fascinated me that I would
lie awake at night waiting for it. [ was just thinking how
delightful it was that I could now hear great numbers
of these birds without making the slightest effort when
an uguisu joined in with his rather croaky voice. He
sounded as if he were trying to imitate the beautiful
song of the hototogisu, and I found this unpleasant
though at the same time rather amusing.

While we sat in our carriage waiting impatient-
ly for the procession, we saw a group of men in red
coming from the Upper Shrine. “What’s happening?
Is the procession on its way?” we asked them; but
they replied that they had no idea and continued down
the road, carrying the High Priestess’s empty palan-
quins. It impressed me deeply that the High Priestess
herself had travelled in one of these palanquins; but
I was rather disturbed at the thought that low fellows
like these could have come close to her sacred pres-
ence.

Though we had been told that there might be a
long wait, the High Priestess and her retinue soon
arrived from the Upper Shrine. First we could see the
fans come into sight, then the yellow-green robes of
the gentlemen from the Emperor’s Private Office. It
was a splendid sight. The men wure their under-robes
in such a way that the white material stood out against
the yellowish-green of their outer robes, and I was
reminded so much of white u no hana blossoms in a
green hedge that I almost expected to find a hototogisu
lurking there.

On the previous day I had noticed several of these
young noblemen crowded together in a carriage. They
had taken down the blinds, and I could see that they
were messily dressed in hunting costumes and violet
cloaks; altogether they had made a very bizarre impres-
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sion. Today these same young men were beautifully
attired in full Court costume and ready to take part in
the High Priestess’s banquet, to which they had been
invited as extra guests. They looked extremely demure
as one by one they passed, each in his own carriage;
and the young Palace pages who followed were also
very attractive.

After the Procession had gone, things got out of
hand. Everyone wanted to be the first to leave and
there was a great crush of carriages, which I found
rather frightening, I stuck my fan out of the window to
summon my attendants. “Don’t be in such a hurry,”
scolded them. “Go slowly.” Since they paid not the
slightest attention and continued to push ahead, I be-
came very flustered and ordered them to pull up the
carriage in a place where the road was a little wider.
The men were very impatient and it annoyed them to
have to stop.

I enjoyed watching the carriages as they hurried
along the road, each one trying to forge ahead of an-
other. I allowed them all to get a good start before
letting my men continue. It was a delightful road,
rather like the paths that lead up to mountain villages.
The thick hedges on both sides looked rough and
shaggy; they were covered with u no hana, but the
flowers had not yet come into bloom. I told my men to
break off some of the branches and stuck them here
and there in the carriage; they looked very pretty, all
the more so since the decorations of maple and holly-
hock had unfortunately begun to fade.

When I had glanced down the road from the dis-
tance, it had seemed impossible that all the carriages
would get through, but now as we gradually advanced
I was pleased to see it was not as crowded as I had
thought. I noticed that the carriage of one man—I
have no idea who he can have been—was following
close behind mine, and I decided that this was much
more pleasant than being alone on the road. When we
came to a fork where our paths separated, he leaned

out and recited the line, “That scatter on the peak,”
which I found delightful. . ..

Things That Should Be Large

Priests. Fruit. Houses. Provision bags. Inksticks for
inkstones.

Men’s eyes: when they are too narrow, they look
feminine. On the other hand, if they were as large as
metal bowls, I should find them rather frightening.

Round braziers. Winter cherries. Pine trees. The
petals of yellow roses.

Horses as well as oxen should be large.
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Things That Should Be Short

A piece of thread when one wants to sew some-
thing in a hurry.

Alamp stand.

The hair of a woman of the lower classes should be
neat and short.

The speech of a young girl.

Things That Belong in a House

Akitchen.

A servants” hall.

A new broom.

Small tables.

Young maids and under-servants.
Sliding screens on stands.

Three-foot curtains of state.

A nicely decorated bag for carrying provisions.
Umbrellas.

A blackboard.

Small cupboards with shelves.

Vessels for warming and pouring wine.
Medium-sized tables.

Round straw cushions.

A corridor that turns at a right angle.

A brazier decorated with a painting. . . .

Letters Are Commonplace

Letters are commonplace enough, yet what splen-
did things they are! When someone is in a distant
province and one is worried about him, and then a
letter suddenly arrives, one feels as though one were
seeing him face to face. Again, it is a great comfort to
have expressed one’s feelings in a letter even though
one knows it cannot yet have arrived. If letters did not
exist, what dark depressions would come over one!
When one has been worrying about something and
wants to tell a certain person about it, what a relief it is
to put it all down in a letter! Still greater is one’s joy
when a reply arrives. At that moment a letter really
seems like an elixir of life. . . .

Shrines

Furu, Ikuta, Tatsuta, Hanafuchi, and Mikuri. The
sacred shrine of the cryptomeria. It is interesting that
this tree should be a sign of virtue.

The deity of Koto no Mama deserves the trust that
people put in him. I enjoy knowing that this is the
shrine “where every prayer’s been glibly answered by
the God.”

The deity of Aridashi. It was past his shrine that
Tsurayuki was riding when his horse was taken ill and

he was told that this was due to the anger of the God,
he then dedicated a poem to the God whereupon his
horse was cured—a delightful incident.

I wonder whether the usual explanation for the
name Aridashi is correct. Long ago there was an Em-
peror who liked only young people and who ordered
that everyone over forty should be put to death. The
older people therefore went and hid in remote prov-
inces, leaving the capital to their juniors. Now there
was a Captain of the Guards whose parents were both
almost seventy. They were absolutely terrified, realiz-
ing that, if even people of forty were proscribed, their
own position was precarious indeed. The Captain,
however, a most devoted son, who could not live with-
out seeing his parents at least once a day, refused to let
them go off to some distant hiding-place. Instead he
spent night after night secretly digging a hole under his
house and, when it was finished, he made it into a
room where he installed his parents and went to visit
them frequently, informing the Imperial authorities
and everyone else that they had disappeared.

(Why should His Majesty have decided on this
policy? After all, he had no need to concern himself
with people who lived quietly at home and minded
their own business.)

Since his son was a Captain, I imagine that the
father was a High Court Noble or something of the
sort. In any case he was a very clever, knowing old
gentleman, and the Captain, despite his youth, was
also able and intelligent, so that His Majesty regarded
him as the outstanding young man of the day.

At this time the Emperor of China was planning to
capture our country by tricking His Majesty, and for
this purpose he was constantly sending puzzles to test
His Majesty’s ability. On one occasion he senta round,
glossy, beautifully planed log about two feet long and
asked, “Which is the base and which is the top?” Since
there was absolutely no way of telling, His Majesty was
in great distress—so much so that the young Captain
felt sorry for him and told his father what had hap-
pened. “All you need do,” said the old man, “is to go to
a rapid river, hold the log straight up, and throw it
sideways into the water. It will then turn round by itself
and the end that faces downstream will be the top.
Mark the wood accordingly and return it to the Chi-
nese Emperor.” The Captain went to the Palace and,
pretending to have thought of a plan by himself, told
His Majesty that he would try to solve the puzzle.
Accompanied by a group of people he proceeded to a
river, threw in the log, and made a mark on the end
that faced downstream. The log was then sent back
and turned out to be correctly marked.

On another occasion the Chinese Emperor senta
pair of identical snakes, each about two feet in length,
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and the test was to tell which was male and which fe-
male. Since no one had the faintest idea, the Captain
again consulted his father, who told him to place the
snakes next to each other and to hold a long, straight
twig near their tails. “The one that moves its tail,” he
said, “will be the female.” The son followed this advice
and, as predicted, one of the snakes remained still
while the other one moved; the Captain marked them
accordingly and sent them back to China.

A long time afterwards the Chinese Emperor dis-
patched to His Majesty a small jewel with seven curves
and a passage that ran right through all the curves and
was open at both ends. “Please pass a thread through
the jewel,” he wrote. “This is something that everyone
in our country knows how to do.” Outstanding crafts-
men were summoned, but their skill was of no avail;
everyone, from the High Court Nobles down, admit-
ted defeat. Once more the Captain went to his father.
“You must capture two large ants,” said the old man.
“Tie narrow threads round their middles and attach
slightly thicker threads to the ends. Then smear some
honey opposite one of the openings and place the ants
at the opposite end.” The Captain told this to His
Majesty and two ants were duly put next to the open-
ing. As soon as they smelt the honey, they started
crawling through the passage and rapidly emerged at
the other end. The threaded jewel was then returned
to China, where it was decided that, after all, the in-
habitants of Japan were clever people and there was
no point in sending them any more puzzles.

Greatly impressed by the Captain’s achievement,
His Majesty asked what he could do for him and what
rank he desired. “I want no rank or office at all,” de-
clared the young man. “Grant only that all the old
people who have gone and hidden themselves be
searched out and told that they may safely return to the
capital.” “That is a simple matter,” said the Emperor.
The old people were delighted when they heard the
news and the Captain was appointed Great Minister.
Evidently the Captain’s father became a God; for it is
said that the deity of Aridoshi appeared in a dream one
night to someone who had come on a pilgrimage and
that he recited the following poem:

Who is there who does not know

That the God of Aridoshi was so named
From the passage of the ants through a seven-
curved jewel? . . .

If a Servant Girl

If a servant girl says about someone, “What a de-
lightful gentleman he is!” one immediately looks down
on him, whereas if she insulted the person in question

The Pillow Book of Sei Shonagon {ca. 994)

it would have the opposite effect. Praise from a ser-
vant can also damage a woman’s reputation. Besides,
people of that class always manage to express them-
selves badly when they are trying to say something
nice. . ..

It Is Very Annoying

It is very annoying, when one has visited Hase
Temple and has retired into one’s enclosure, to be
disturbed by a herd of common people who come and
sit outside in a row, crowded so close together that the
tails of their robes fall over each other in utter disarray.
I remember that once I was overcome by a great desire
to go on a pilgrimage. Having made my way up the log
steps, deafened by the fearful roar of the river, L hurried
into my enclosure, longing to gaze upon the sacred
countenance of Buddha. To my dismay I found that a
throng of commoners had settled themselves directly
in front of me, where they were incessantly standing
up, prostrating themselves, and squatting down again.
They looked like so many basket-worms as they crowd-
ed together in their hideous clothes, leaving hardly an
inch of space between themselves and me. I really felt
like pushing them all over sideways.

Important visitors always have attendants to clear
such pests from their enclosures; but it is not so easy for
ordinary people like me. If one summons one of the
priests who is responsible for looking after the pil-
grims, he simply says something like “You there, move
back a little, won’t you?” and, as soon as he has left,
things are as bad as before.

Things That Are Hard to Say

I find it difficult to transmit a long message accu-
rately from beginning to end; and the reply is no easier.

Itis very hard to frame a reply to a message one has
received from a person with whom one feels ill at ease.

A father hears that his grown-up son has done
something that he would not have expected of him.
How hard it is to reprimand him to his face! . . .

When the Middle Captain
When the Middle Captain of the Left Guards Di-

vision was still Governor of Ise, he visited me one day
at my home. There was a straw mat at the edge of the
veranda, and I pulled it out for him. This notebook of
mine happened to be lying on the mat, but I did not
notice it in time. I snatched at the book and made a
desperate effort to get it back; but the Captain instantly
took it off with him and did not return it until much
later. I suppose it was from this time that my book
began to be passed about at Court.
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Sei Shonagon

It Is Getting So Dark

It is getting so dark that I can scarcely go on writ-
ing; and my brush is all worn out. Yet I should like to
add a few things before I end.

I wrote these notes at home, when I had a good
deal of time to myself and thought no one would no-
tice what I was doing. Everything that I have seen and
felt is included. Since much of it might appear mali-
cious and even harmful to other people, I was careful
to keep my book hidden. But now it has become pub-
lic, which is the last thing I expected.

One day Lord Korechika, the Minister of the
Centre, brought the Empress a bundle of notebooks.
“What shall we do with them?” Her Majesty asked me.
“The Emperor has already made arrangements for
copying the ‘Records of the Historian.”

“Let me make them into a pillow,” I said.

“Very well,” said Her Majesty. “You may have them.”

I now had a vast quantity of paper at my disposal,

and I set about filling the notebooks with odd facts,
stories from the past, and all sorts of other things, often
including the most trivial material. On the whole I
concentrated on things and people that I found charm-
ing and splendid; my notes are also full of poems and
observations on trees and plants, birds, and insects. |
was sure that when people saw my book they would say,
“It’s even worse than I expected. Now one can really
tell what she is like.” After all, it is written entirely for
my own amusement and I put things down exactly as
they came to me. How could my casual jottings possi-
bly bear comparison with the many impressive books
that exist in our time? Readers have declared, however,
that I can be proud of my work. This has surprised me
greatly; yet [ suppose it is not so strange that people
should like it, for, as will be gathered from these notes
of mine, I am the sort of person who approves of what
others abhor and detests the things they like.

Whatever people may think of my book, I still
regret that it ever came to light.
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St. Catherine of Siena (1347?-80)

Catherine Benincasa was canonized d saint of the
Catholic Church in 1461 and named a Doctor of the
Church in 1970—a rare distinction, placing her in the
company of such men as Augustine and Aquinas. She
was born about 1347, the twenty-fourth child of a family
of the artisan class. Her father, a wool dyer, was a
prosperous member of the popolo minore, or populist
faction which for a time held political power in Siena.
Catherine died in 1380, at thirty-three years of age.

From a very early age Catherine experienced visions
of Christ and conceived a passionate commitment to
devote her life to her understanding of truth and God. At
age fifteen she cut off her hair to symbolize her determi-
nation not to marry, and at about eighteen she joined
the Sisters of Penance of St. Dominic, a non-cloistered
order of Mantellate (cloaked sisters), mainly older wom-
en and widows, devoted to service to the poor and the
sick. After a period of seclusion, she emerged into her life
of public service, at first through charities and spiritual
healing, later through teaching, correspondence, mis-
sions of mediation and diplomacy, and providing coun-
sel even to those at the highest levels of church and state.

The compelling qualities of Catherine’s life and
mind, personal asceticism, commitment to truth, and
visionary exaltation, won her a large following across
lines of class and politics. She offered advice, solace,
correction, and exhortation to the poor and the rich
alike. We have about 380 of Catherine’s letters, directed
to popes, cardinals, bishops, priests, queens, despots,
and citizens—men and women—of the ltalian city-
states, prisoners and prostitutes, critics and suppliants,
relatives and friends. Though she encountered substan-
tial opposition and hostility to her public role, particu-
larly on the ground that it was unacceptable for a
woman, she drew strength, as Karen Scott has shown,
from neighborhood friends and networks of lay religious
women in Siena. She claimed the authorization of God
to leave her cell and even her city, to “forget her sex” and
mingle with men as well as women for the salvation of
souls, and God'’s promise that “I will give you a mouth
and a wisdom that no one will be able to resist” (Scott,
109).

From about 1372 until her death in 1380, Cath-
erine engaged actively in the political struggles of her
time. She was particularly concerned with the wars
of the city-states against each other and against the
papacy, with the “Babylonian Exile” of the Pope in
Avignon and later the Great Schism, and with the ur-
gent need for reform in the church and for justice and
charity in the state. She urged peace and reconciliation

among the Christian states, but this was not a fully
pacifist stance, since she advocated that they turn their
military exploits to the service of a Crusade against
“the infidels.” To Bernabo Visconti of Milan she wrote:
“What a shame and disgrace it is for Christians to allow
the base unbelievers to possess what is rightfully ours
[the Holy Land]” (Letters, no. 17, p. 71). She helped to
persuade Gregory XI to return from Avignon to Rome in
hopes of reuniting Italy and the church, but she eventu-
ally found herself enmeshed in the struggles surround-
ing Urban VI, to whom she gave her full support in the
Great Schism.

Catherine had no formal education, and it appears
that she learned to read only during the years of her
solitude after she joined the Dominican sisters. She did
not learn to write until she was about thirty years old.
Hervoluminous correspondence and other writings were
dictated to various companions and scribes, especially
her close friend and confessor, Raymond of Capua. Her
writings were in her Tuscan dialect, not the traditional
Latin of the church, though they were later translated
and published in Latin by her followers. The power and
intensity of her writings reflect her own visionary ideas,
but her reading of Scriptures and church writings is also
evident. The fact that her works were largely dictated to
others, and later subject to excisions and revisions in the
various copies that have survived, has occasioned de-
bate, but contemporary scholarly editions and transla-
tions accept their basic authenticity.

Catherine’s writings include her letters, her prayers,
and a theological work, The Dialogue, written in 1377-
78. At present, only The Dialogue and selections from
her letters and other writings are available in English.
The Dialogue is a conversation with God, in which
Catherine sets forth a series of questions and issues on
which she seeks divine guidance. The temerity of both
her questions and her claim to render the divine re-
sponses is striking. Though set, like her letters, in re-
peated assertions of her own humility, it is rather the
image of her soul as “restless and aflame with tremen-
dous desire” that she draws on to embolden her in this
dialogue. Referring to herself in the third person, she
declares (chap. 13): “more hungry than ever in her hope
for the salvation of the whole world and the reform of
holy Church, she stood up with confidence in the pres-
ence of the supreme Father.” Both the letters and the
Dialogue reflect what Edmund Gardner has called
her “spiritualized political doctrine,” the application to
both Church and State of her philosophy of love, peace,
justice, and charity.
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St. Catherine of Siena

The first two selections below are letters, written
about the year 1376, in which Catherine urges the po-
litical leaders of Florence to make their peace with the
Pope and urges the Pope to return to Rome. They are
from volume 1 of the Letters, translated by Suzanne
Noffke (1988). These are followed by selections from
The Dialogue, in the 1980 translation by Suzanne Noff-
ke; the chapter numbers are as given in that edition.
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Letter 68

To the Signori of Florence
[Probably directed to the leaders of the Parte Guelfa
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of Florence, seeking reconciliation between them and
Pope Gregory XI, written about April 1376.)

In the name of Jesus Christ crucified and of gentle
Mary, mother of God’s Son.

Dearest, very loved brothers in Christ Jesus,

[ Caterina, servant and slave of the servants of Jesus
Christ, am writing to you in his precious blood. I am
thinking of our Savior’s words to his disciples, “With
desire have I desired to celebrate the Pasch with you
before I die.” Now our Savior had been celebrating the
Pasch with them for a long time, so what Pasch was he
referring to? He was speaking of the very last Pasch
which he was celebrating by communicating to them
his very self. He shows clearly how in love he is with
our salvation. He does not say, “I desire,” but “with
desire have [ desired,” as if to say, “For a long time |
have desired to accomplish your redemption, to give
myself to you as food, and to give myself up to death to
restore life to you.” This is the Pasch he was desiring,
and so he is happy, rejoices, and celebrates within
himself because he is seeing his desire fulfilled that he
has so longed for. And as a sign that this makes him
happy, he calls it a Pasch. Then he leaves them peace and
unity and the command to love one another. He leaves
this to them as a testament and as a sign by which people
can recognize Chirist’s children and true disciples.

This true Father is leaving this to us as a testament.
And we his children must not renounce our Father’s
testament, for whoever renounces the testament is not
entitled to the inheritance. This is why I desire with
tremendous desire to see you true children, not rebel-
lious against your Father, not renouncing the testa-
ment of peace but realizing that peace by being bound
and united in the bond, the love, of blazing charity. If
you live in this love he will give himself to you as food,
and you will receive the fruit of the blood of God’s Son,
through which we receive eternal life as our inherit-
ance. For before his blood was shed eternal life was
closed to us. None of us could journey to our goal,
God—though this is why we were created. But death
entered the picture because humankind would not
live under the yoke of obedience but disobediently
rebelled against God’s commandment. Then God,
moved by the fire of his divine charity, gave us the
Word, his only-begotten Son. And he, in obedience to
his Father, gave us his blood with such warm love that
any proud foolish heart should be ashamed not to
acknowledge such an enormous favor. His blood be-
came a bath to wash away our weaknesses, and the
nails became keys that unlocked the door to heaven.
So, my sons and brothers, I don’t want you to be un-
grateful or unappreciative for all the boundless love



God is showing you—for you are well aware that in-
gratitude dries up the fountain of piety.

This is the Pasch my soul longs to celebrate with
you: your becoming peaceable children, not rebel-
lious against your head but submissive and obedient
even to the point of death. You know well that Christ
left us his vicar, and he left him as a help for our souls.
There is nowhere we can have salvation except in the
mystic body of holy Church, whose head is Christ and
whose members we are. Whoever disobeys Christ on
earth, who takes the place of Christ in heaven, will
have no share in the fruit of the blood of God’s Son.
For God has decreed that through his hands this blood
will be communicated and given to us, as well as all the
sacraments of holy Church, which receive life from
this blood. We cannot journey by any other road, nor
can we enter through any other door, for First Truth
said, “I am way and truth and life.” Whoever keeps to
this road is walking by way of truth, not falsehood. This
isa way of hatred for the sin of selfish love of self, which
is the cause of all evil. This way gives us love for the
virtues, which give life to our souls and through which
we are blessed with love and unity with our neighbors,
so that we would rather die than sin against them. It
becomes clear that if we sin against other creatures
we sin against their Creator. So this is the way of truth.
And it seems to me it is also the door through which
we must enter once we have completed our journey,
for he said, “No one can come to the Father except
through me.”

So you see, my dearest sons, that whoever like a gan-
grenous limb rebels against holy Church and against
our father, Christ on earth, has fallen under the sen-
tence of death, because whatever we do to him we are
doing to Christ in heaven, whether it is reverence or
dishonor. It is clear that by your disobedience and
persecution (believe me, my brothers, I am saying this
with heartfelt sorrow and tears), you have fallen into
death and into hatred and contempt for God. And
nothing worse could happen to you than to be de-
prived of his grace.

Human power would be oflittle use without divine
power. Alas, those who guard the city are wearing
themselves out for nothing unless God is guarding the
city! If God has declared war on you because of the
wrong you have done your father, his vicar, you are
weak indeed, having lost his help. It's true that many
do not believe they are offending God by this. It seems
to them they are offering sacrifice to him. If they perse-
cute the Church and its pastors they defend them-
selves by saying, “They are bad, and they are doing
all kinds of evil.” But I'm telling you that God wills,
and has so commanded, that even if the pastors and

Letter 68

Christ on earth were devils incarnate (rather than good
kind fathers), we must be submissive and obedient to
them —not for what they are in themselves but out of
obedience to God, because they take the place of
Christ, who wants us to obey them. You know that a
son never has a just case against his father, no matter
how bad and unjust the latter may be, for the gift the
son has received from his father, his very being, is so
great that nothing can ever repay so great a debt. Now
reflect that in the same way the being, the gift of grace,
that we draw from the mystic body of holy Church is so
great that no reverence or works we might offer could
be sufficient to pay back this debt.

Ah, ah, my sons, I tell you weeping: [ beg you, I
urge you, in the name of Christ crucified, to be recon-
ciled and make peace with him. Continue the war no
longer. Don’t wait for God’s wrath to descend on you—
for I tell you, he considers this wrong as done to him,
and so it is. Make your decision to take shelter under
the wings of love and fear of God, humbling yourselves
and being willing to seek peace and unity with your
father. Open, open the eye of your understanding, and
don’t walk so blindly! For we are not Jews or Saracens,
but Christians baptized and ransomed in the blood of
Christ. So we must not go against our head, no matter
what injustice may have been done us. Nor must one
Christian go against another. No, we should be going
together against the unbelievers who are doing us an
injustice because they are holding what is not theirs
but ours.

Now, for love of God, no more sleeping in such
unenlightened foolish obstinacy! Get up and run to
your father’s arms! If you do, he will receive you kindly,
and you will have spiritual as well as material peace
and tranquility, you and all of Tuscany. All this war-
ring here will be turned against the unbelievers, by the
raising of the standard of the most holy cross. But if you
do not make any effort toward a wholesome peace, you
and all of Tuscany will have a worse time than our
ancestors ever had. Don’t think that God is sleeping
while his bride is being wronged. No, he is watching!
It may not seem so to us, because we see things going
well—but under the prosperity is hidden the disci-
pline of God’s powerful hand. Since God is ready to
offer us his mercy, my brothers, don’t be unyielding
any more. Humble yourselves now, while you have
time. For those who humble themselves will always be
exalted (so said Christ), and those who exalt them-
selves will be humbled by God'’s discipline and whip-
pings and beatings.

Walk in peace and unity: this is the Pasch I long to
celebrate with you. And the only court in which we
can celebrate this Pasch is the body of holy Church,
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St. Catherine of Siena

because there we have the blood of God’s Son as a bath
to wash away the filth of our sins. There is the food that
nourishes and satisfies our soul. And there is found the
wedding garment we must have if we want to get into
the wedding feast of eternal life, to which we are in-
vited by the Lamb who was abandoned and slain on
the cross for us. This is the garment of peace that calms
our heart and covers the shame of our nakedness (I
mean all our wretchedness and sin and divisiveness,
which are the things that strip us of the garment of
grace). Once God’s gentle goodness gives us back this
garment, don’t be slow to put it on and go bravely and
earnestly to your head, so that death won’t find you
naked. For we must die, but we don’t know when.
Don’t wait for time, for time isn’t waiting for you. It
would be great folly to wait and rely on what I don’t
have and am not sure of having.

I'll say no more. Pardon my presumption, and
blame it on my love for your well-being, physical as
well as spiritual, and on my sorrow over the spiritual
and temporal harm you are suffering. Keep in mind
that I would rather say these things to you in person
than by letter. If I can be of any use in advancing the
honor of God and your reconciliation with holy
Church, I am ready if necessary to give my life.

Keep living in God’s holy and tender love.

Gentle Jesus! Jesus!

e

Letter 69

To Pope Gregory XI, at Avignon

[Urging Gregory to return to Rome without bring-
ing troops, written about April 1376.]

In the name of Christ crucified and of gentle Mary.

Revered father in Christ gentle Jesus,

I Caterina, your unworthy daughter, servant and
slave of the servants of Jesus Christ, am writing to you
in his precious blood. I long to see you a courageous
man, free of slavish fear, learning from the good gentle
Jesus, whose vicar you are. Such was his boundless
love for us that he ran to the shameful death of the
cross heedless of torment, shame, insult, and outrage.
He suffered them all, totally free of fear, such was his
hungry desire for the Father’s honor and our salvation.
For love had made him completely let go of himself,
humanly speaking. Now this is just what I want you to
do, father. Let go of yourself wherever selfish love is
concerned. Do not love yourself selfishly, nor others
selfishly, but love yourself and your neighbors for God’s
sake and God for his own sake, since he is worthy of
love, and since he is supreme eternal good. Take as

your example this slain Lamb, for the blood of this
Lamb will give you courage for every battle. In the
blood you will lose all fear, and you will become a
good shepherd who will lay down your life for your
little sheep.

Up then, father; don't sit still any longer! Fire
yourself with tremendous desire, expecting divine help
and providence. For it seems to me that divine Good-
ness is about to turn the great wolves into lambs. This
is why  am coming there soon, to lay them in your lap,
humbled. I am certain that you, as their father, will
receive them in spite of their persecution and injustice
against you. You will learn from gentle First Truth,
who says that the good shepherd, once he has found
the little lost sheep, will put it on his shoulders and
take it back to the fold. So do that, father. Once your
little lost sheep has been found, take it on love’s shoul-
ders and put it in the fold of holy Church. And right
after that our gentle Savior wants and commands you
to raise the standard of the most holy cross over the
unbelievers, and let this whole war be picked up and
directed against them. As for the soldiers you have
hired to come here, hold them back and don’tlet them
come, for they would ruin everything instead of setting
things right.

My dear father, you ask me about your coming. I
answer you in the name of Christ crucified: come as
soon as you can. If you can, come before September,
and if you cannot come eatlier, don’t delay beyond the
end of September. Pay no attention to any opposition,
but like a courageous and fearless man, come! And, as
you value your life, see that you don’t come with an
army, but with the cross in your hand, as a meek lamb.
If you do, you will fulfill God’s will. But if you come in
any other way you will be violating that will rather than
fulfilling it. Be glad, father! Be jubilant! Come! Come!

I'll say no more. Keep living in God’s holy and
tender love.

Gentle Jesus! Jesus love!

Pardon me, father. I humbly ask your dear blessing.

s

The Dialogue (1378)

Prologue

In the Name of Christ Crucified and of Gentle
Mary
1.

A soul rises up, restless with tremendous desire for
God’s honor and the salvation of souls. She has for
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some time exercised herself in virtue and has become
accustomed to dwelling in the cell of self-knowledge
in order to know better God’s goodness toward her,
since upon knowledge follows love. And loving, she
seeks to pursue truth and clothe herself in it.

But there is no way she can so savor and be enlight-
ened by this truth as in continual humble prayer,
grounded in the knowledge of herself and of God. For
by such prayer the soul is united with God, following
in the footsteps of Christ crucified, and through desire
and affection and the union of love he makes of her
another himself. So Christ seems to have meant when
he said, “If you will love me and keep my word, I will
show myself to you, and you will be one thing with me
and I with you.” And we find similar words in other
places from which we can see it is the truth that by
love’s affection the soul becomes another himself.

To make this clearersstill, I remember having heard
from a certain servant of God that, when she was at
prayer, lifted high in spirit, God would not hide from
her mind’s eye his love for his servants. No, he would
reveal it, saying among other things, “Open your mind’s
eye and look within me, and you will see the dignity
and beauty of my reasoning creature. But beyond the
beauty I have given the soul by creating her in my
image and likeness, look at those who are clothed in
the wedding garment of charity, adorned with many
true virtues: They are united with me through love. So
I say, if you should ask me who they are, I would an-
swer,” said the gentle loving Word, “that they are an-
other me; for they have lost and drowned their own will
and have clothed themselves and united themselves
and conformed themselves with mine.”

It is true, then, that the soul is united to God
through love’s affection.

Now this soul’s will was to know and follow truth
more courageously. So she addressed four petitions to
the most high and eternal Father, holding up her de-
sire for herself first of all —for she knew that she could
be of no service to her neighbors in teaching or ex-
ample or prayer without first doing herself the service
of attaining and possessing virtue.

Her first petition, therefore, was for herself. The
second was for the reform of holy Church. The third
was for the whole world in general, and in particular
for the peace of Christians who are rebelling against
holy Church with great disrespect and persecution. In
her fourth petition she asked divine providence to
supply in general and in particular for a certain case
which had arisen.

2.

This desire of hers was great and continuous. But it
grew even more when First Truth showed her the
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world’s need and how storm-tossed and offensive to
God it is. And she had on her mind, besides, a letter
she had received from her spiritual father, a letter in
which he expressed pain and unbearable sadness over
the offense against God, the damnation of souls, and
persecutions against holy Church. All of this stirred up
the flame of her holy desire with grief for the offense
but with gladness in the hope by which she waited for
God to provide against such great evils. . . .

From her deep knowledge of herself, a holy justice
gave birth to hatred and displeasure against herself,
ashamed as she was of her imperfection, which seemed
to her to be the cause of all the evils in the world. In this
knowledge and hatred and justice she washed away the
stains of guilt, which it seemed to her were, and which
indeed were, in her own soul, saying, “O eternal Fa-
ther, I accuse myself before you, asking that you pun-
ish my sins in this life. And since I by my sins am the
cause of the sufferings my neighbors must endure, I
beg you in mercy to punish me for them.”

The Way of Perfection

Then eternal Truth seized her desire and drew it
more strongly to himself. Just as in the Old Testament
when sacrifice was offered to God a fire came and drew
to himself the sacrifice that was acceptable to him, so
gentle Truth did to that soul. He sent the fiery mercy of
the Holy Spirit and seized the sacrifice of desire she had
made of herself to him, saying:

Do you not know, my daughter, that all the suffer-
ings the soul bears or can bear in this life are not
enough to punish one smallest sin? For an offense
against me, infinite Good, demands infinite satisfac-
tion. So I want you to know that not all sufferings given
in this life are given for punishment, but rather for
correction, to chastise the child who offends. How-
ever, itis true that a soul’s desire, that is, true contrition
and sorrow for sin, can make satisfaction. True contri-
tion satisfies for sin and its penalty not by virtue of any
finite suffering you may bear, but by virtue of your
infinite desire. For God, who is infinite, would have
infinite love and infinite sorrow. . . .

So the glorious apostle Paul taught: “If I had an
angelic tongue, knew the future, gave what is mine to
the poor, and gave my body to be burned, but did not
have charity, it would be worth nothing to me.” Finite
works are not enough either to punish or to atone
unless they are seasoned with loving charity. . . .

5.

The willing desire to suffer every pain and hard-
ship even to the point of death for the salvation of souls
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is very pleasing to me. The more you bear, the more
you show your love for me. In loving me you come to
know more of my truth, and the more you know, the
more intolerable pain and sorrow you will feel when |
am offended.

You asked for suffering, and you asked me to pun-
ish you for the sins of others. What you were not aware
of was that you were, in effect, asking for love and light
and knowledge of the truth. For  have already told you
that suffering and sorrow increase in proportion to
love: When love grows, so does sorrow. So I say to you:
Ask and it shall be given to you; I will not say no to
anyone who asks in truth. Consider that the soul’s love
in divine charity is so joined with perfect patience that
the one cannot leave without the other. The soul,
therefore, who chooses to love me must also choose to
suffer for me anything at all that I give her. Patience is
not proved except in suffering, and patience is one
with charity, as has been said. Endure courageously,
then. Otherwise you will not show yourselves to be—
nor will you be —faithful spouses and children of my
Truth, nor will you show that your delight is in my
honor and in the salvation of souls.

6.

I would have you know that every virtue of yours
and every vice is put into action by means of your
neighbors. If you hate me, you harm your neighbors
and yourself as well (for you are your chief neighbor),
and the harm is both general and particular.

I say general because it is your duty to love your
neighbors as your own self. In love you ought to help
them spiritually with prayer and counsel, and assist
them spiritually and materially in their need —at least
with your good will if you have nothing else. If you do
not love me you do not love your neighbors, nor will
you help those you do not love. But it is yourself you
harm most, because you deprive yourself of grace. And
you harm your neighbors by depriving them of the
prayer and loving desires you should be offering to me
on their behalf. Every help you give them ought to
come from the affection you bear them for love of me.

In the same way, every evil is done by means of
your neighbors, for you cannot love them if you do not
love me. This lack of charity for me and for your
neighbors is the source of all evils, for if you are not
doing good you are necessarily doing evil. And to
whom is this evil shown and done? First of all to your-
self and then to your neighbors—not to me, for you
cannot harm me except insofar as I count whatever
you do to them as done to me. You do yourself the
harm of sin itself, depriving yourself of grace, and there
is nothing worse you can do. You harm your neighbors
by not giving them the pleasure of the love and charity

you owe them, the love with which you ought to be
helping them by offering me your prayer and holy
desire on their behalf. Such is the general help that
you ought to give to every reasoning creature.

More particular are the services done to those near-
est you, under your very eyes. Here you owe each other
help in word and teaching and good example, indeed
in every need of which you are aware, giving counsel as
sincerely as you would to yourself, without selfishness.
Ifyou do not do this because you have no love for your
neighbors, you do them special harm, and this as per-
sistently as you refuse them the good you could do.
How? In this Way:

Sin is both in the mind and in the act. You have
already sinned in your mind when you have conceived
aliking for sin and hatred for virtue. (This is the fruit of
that sensual selfishness which has driven out the lov-
ing charity you ought to have for me and your neigh-
bors.) And once you have conceived you give birth to
one sin after another against your neighbors, however
it pleases your perverse sensual will. Sometimes we see
cruelty, general or particular, born. It is a general sort
of cruelty to see yourself and others damned and in
danger of death for having lost grace. What cruelty, to
refuse to help either oneself or others by loving virtue
and hating vice! But some actually extend their cruelty
even further, not only refusing the good example of
virtue but in their wickedness assuming the role of the
devil by dragging others as much as they can from
virtue and leading them to vice. This is spiritual cru-
elty: to make oneself the instrument for depriving oth-
ers of life and dealing out death.

Bodily cruelty springs from greed, which not only
refuses to share what is one’s own but takes what be-
longs to others, robbing the poor, playing the over-
lord, cheating, defrauding, putting up one’s neighbors’
goods—and often their very persons—for ransom.

O wretched cruelty! You will ind yourself deprived
of my mercy unless you turn to compassion and kind-
ness! At times you give birth to hurtful words, followed
often enough by murder. At other times you give birth
to indecency toward others, and the sinner becomes a
stinking beast, poisoning not only one or two but any-
one who might approach in love or fellowship.

And who is hurt by the offspring of pride? Only
your neighbors. For you harm them when your exalted
opinion of yourself leads you to consider yourself supe-
rior and therefore to despise them. And if pride is in a
position of authority, it gives birth to injustice and
cruelty, and becomes a dealer in human flesh.

O dearest daughter, grieve that I am so offended,
and weep over these dead so that your prayer may
destroy their death! For you see that everywhere, on
every level of society, all are giving birth to sin on their
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neighbors’ heads. For there is no sin that does not
touch others, whether secretly by refusing them what
is due them, or openly by giving birth to the vices of
which [ have told you.

It is indeed true, then, that every sin committed
against me is done by means of your neighbors.

7.

I have told you how every sin is done by means of
your neighbors, because it deprives them of your lov-
ing charity, and it is charity that gives life to all virtue.
So that selfish love which deprives your neighbors of
your charity and affection is the principle and founda-
tion of all evil.

Every scandal, hatred, cruelty, and everything un-
becoming springs from this root of selfish love. It has
poisoned the whole world and sickened the mystic
body of holy Church and the universal body of Chris-
tianity. For all virtues are built on charity for your
neighbors. So I have told you, and such is the truth:
Charity gives life to all the virtues, nor can any virtue
exist without charity. In other words, virtue is attained
only through love of me.

After the soul has come to know herself she finds
humility and hatred for her selfish sensual passion,
recognizing the perverse law that is bound up in her
members and is always fighting against the spirit. So
she rises up with hatred and contempt for that sensual-
ity and crushes it firmly under the foot of reason. And
through all the blessings she has received from me she
discovers within her very self the breadth of my good-
ness. She humbly attributes to me her discovery of this
self-knowledge, because she knows that my grace has
drawn her from darkness and carried her into the light
of true knowledge. Having come to know my good-
ness, the soul loves it both with and without intermedi-
ary. | mean she loves it without the intermediary of
herself or her own advantage. But she does have as
intermediary that virtue which is conceived through
love of me, for she sees that she cannot be pleasing or
acceptable to me except by conceiving hatred of sin
and love of virtue.

Virtue, once conceived, must come to birth. There-
fore, as soon as the soul has conceived through loving
affection, she gives birth for her neighbors’ sake. And
just as she loves me in truth, so also she serves her
neighbors in truth. Nor could she do otherwise, for
love of me and love of neighbor are one and the same
thing: Since love of neighbor has its source in me, the
more the soul loves me, the more she loves her neigh-
bors.

Such is the means I have given you to practice and
prove your virtue. The service you cannot render me
you must do for your neighbors. Thus it will be evident
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that you have me within your soul by grace, when with
tender loving desire you are looking out for my honor
and the salvation of your neighbors by bearing fruit for
them in many holy prayers.

I showed you earlier how suffering alone, without
desire, cannot atone for sin. Just so, the soul in love
with my truth never ceases doing service for all the
world, universally and in particular, in proportion to
her own burning desire and to the disposition of those
who receive. Her loving charity benefits herself first of
all, as I have told you, when she conceives that virtue
from which she draws the life of grace. Blessed with
this unitive love she reaches out in loving charity to the
whole world’s need for salvation. But beyond a general
love for all people she sets her eye on the specific needs
of her neighbors and comes to the aid of those nearest
her according to the graces I have given her for minis-
try: Some she teaches by word, giving sincere and
impartial counsel; others she teaches by her exam-
ple—as everyone ought to—edifying her neighbors by
her good, holy, honorable life.

These are the virtues, with innumerable others,
that are brought to birth in love of neighbor. But why
have | established such differences? Why do I give this
person one virtue and that person another, rather than
giving them all to one person? It is true that all the
virtues are bound together, and it is impossible to have
one without having them all. But I give them in differ-
ent ways so that one virtue might be, as it were, the
source of all the others. So to one person I give charity
as the primary virtue, to another justice, to another
humility, to another a lively faith or prudence or tem-
perance or patience, and to still another courage.

These and many other virtues I give differently to
different souls, and the soul is most at ease with that vir-
tue which has been made primary for her. But through
her love of that virtue she atiracts all the other virtues
to herself, since they are all bound together in loving
charity.

The same is true of many of my gifts and graces,
virtue and other spiritual gifts, and those things neces-
sary for the body and human life. I have distributed
them all in such a way that no one has all of them.
Thus have I given you reason—necessity, in fact—to
practice mutual charity. For I could well have supplied
each of you with all your needs, both spiritual and
material. But I wanted to make you dependent on one
another so that each of you would be my minister,
dispensing the graces and gifts you have received from
me. So whether you will it or not, you cannot escape
the exercise of charity! Yet, unless you do it for love of
me, it is worth nothing to you in the realm of grace.

So you see, I have made you my ministers, setting
you in different positions and in different ranks to
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exercise the virtue of charity. For there are many rooms
in my house. All I want is love. In loving me you will
realize love for your neighbors, and if you love your
neighbors you have kept the law. If you are bound by
this love you will do everything you can to be of service
wherever you are. . . .

10.

Do you know how these three virtues [charity, hu-
mility, discernment] exist?

Imagine a circle traced on the ground, and in its
center a tree sprouting with a shoot grafted into its
side. The tree finds its nourishment in the soil within
the expanse of the circle, but uprooted from the soil it
would die fruitless. So think of the soul as a tree made
for love and living only by love. Indeed, without this
divine love, which is true and perfect charity, death
would be her fruit instead of life. The circle in which
this tree’s root, the soul’s love, must grow is true knowl-
edge of herself, knowledge that is joined to me, who
like the circle have neither beginning nor end. You
can go round and round within this circle, inding
neither end nor beginning, yet never leaving the circle.
This knowledge of yourself, and of me within yourself,
is grounded in the soil of true humility, which is as
great as the expanse of the circle (which is the knowl-
edge of yourself united with me, as I have said). But if
your knowledge of yourself were isolated from me
there would be no full circle at all. Instead, there
would be a beginning in self-knowledge, but apart
from me it would end in confusion.

So the tree of charity is nurtured in humility and
branches out in true discernment. The marrow of the
tree (that is, loving charity within the soul) is patience,
a sure sign that I am in her and that she is united with
me.
This tree, so delightfully planted, bears many-frag-
ranced blossoms of virtue. Its fruit is grace for the soul
herself and blessing for her neighbors in proportion to
the conscientiousness of those who would share my
servants’ fruits. To me this tree yields the fragrance of
glory and praise to my name, and so it does what I
created it for and comes at last to its goal, to me,
everlasting Life, life that cannot be taken from you
against your will.

And every fruit produced by this tree is seasoned
with discernment, and this unites them all, as [ have
told you. . . .

Dialogue
13.

Then the soul was restless and aflame with tremen-
dous desire because of the unspeakable love she had

conceived in God’s great goodness when she had come to
see and know the expanse of his charity. How tenderly
he had deigned to answer her petition and give her hope
in her bitterness— bitterness over God’s being offended
and holy Church’s being ravaged, and bitterness over
her own wretchedness, which she saw through knowl-
edge of herself! Her bitterness was softened and at the
same time grew, for the supreme eternal Father, now
that he had shown her the way of perfection, was show-
ing her in a new light how he was being offended and
souls were being harmed.

As the soul comes to know herself she also knows
God better, for she sees how good he has been to her. In
the gentle mirror of God she sees her own dignity: that
through no merit of hers but by his creation she is the
image of God. And in the mirror of God’s goodness she
sees as well her own unworthiness, the work of her own
sin. For just as you can better see the blemish on your
face when you look at yourself in a mirror, so the soul
who in true self-knowledge rises up with desire to look at
herself in the gentle mirror of God with the eye of under-
standing sees all the more clearly her own defects be-
cause of the purity she sees in him.

Now as light and knowledge grew more intense in
this soul, a sweet bitterness was both heightened and
mellowed. The hope that first Truth had given her mel-
lowed it. But as a flame burns higher the more fuel is fed
it, the fire in this soul grew so great that her body could
not have contained it. She could not, in fact, have
survived had she not been encircled by the strength of
him who is strength itself.

Thus cleansed by the fire of divine charity, which she
had found in coming to know herself and God, and
more hungry than ever in her hope for the salvation of
the whole world and the reform of holy Church, she
stood up with confidence in the presence of the supreme
Father. She showed him the leprosy of holy Church and
the wretchedness of the world, speaking to him as with
the words of Moses:

My Lord, turn the eye of your mercy on your
people and on your mystic body, holy Church. How
much greater would be your glory if you would pardon
so many and give them the light of knowledge! For
then they would surely all praise you, when they see
that your infinite goodness has saved them from dead-
ly sin and eternal damnation. How much greater this
than to have praise only from my wretched self, who
have sinned so much and am the cause and instrument
of every evil! So I beg you, divine eternal Love, to take
your revenge on me, and be merciful to your people. I
will not leave your presence till I see that you have
been merciful to them.

For what would it mean to me to have eternal life
if death were the lot of your people, or if my faults
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especially and those of your other creatures should
bring darkness upon your bride, who is light itself? It is
my will, then, and I beg it as a favor, that you have
mercy on your people with the same eternal love that
led you to create us in your image and likeness. You
said, “Let us make humankind in our image and like-
ness.” And this you did, eternal Trinity, willing that
we should share all that you are, high eternal Trinity!
You, eternal Father, gave us memory to hold your gifts
and share your power. You gave us understanding so
that, seeing your goodness, we might share the wis-
dom of your only-begotten Son. And you gave us free
will to love what our understanding sees and knows
of your truth, and so share the mercy of your Holy
Spirit.

Why did you so dignify us? With unimaginable
love you looked upon your creatures within your very
self, and you fell in love with us. So it was love that
made you create us and give us being just so that we
might taste your supreme eternal good.

Then I see how by our sin we lost the dignity you
had given us. Rebels that we were, we declared war on
your mercy and became your enemies. But stirred by
the same fire that made you create us, you decided to
give this warring human race a way to reconciliation,
bringing great peace out of our war. So you gave us
your only-begotten Son, your Word, to be mediator
between us and you. He became our justice taking on
himself the punishment for our injustices. He offered
you the obedience you required of him in clothing
him with our humanity, eternal Father, taking on our
likeness and our human nature!

O depth of love! What heart could keep from
breaking at the sight of your greatness descending to
the lowliness of our humanity? We are your image, and
now by making yourself one with us you have become
our image, veiling your eternal divinity in the wretched
cloud and dung heap of Adam. And why? For love!
You, God, became human and we have been made
divine! In the name of this unspeakable love, then, I
beg you—I would force you even! —to have mercy on
your creatures. . . .

16.

Then that soul stood before the divine majesty deep-
ly joyful and strengthened in her new knowledge. What
hope she had found in the divine mercy! What unspeak-
able love she had experienced! For she had seen how
God, in his love and his desire to be merciful to human-
kind in spite of their enmity toward him, had given his
servants a way to force his goodness and calm his wrath.
So she was glad and fearless in the face of the world’s
persecution, knowing that God was on her side. And the
fire of her holy longing grew so strong that she would not
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rest there, but with holy confidence made her plea for
the whole world.

In her second petition she had concerned herself
with the good that both Christians and unbelievers
would reap from the reform of holy Church. But as if
that were not enough, she now stretched out her prayer,
like one starved, to the whole world, and as if he himself
were making her ask it, she cried out:

Have mercy, eternal God, on your little sheep,
good shepherd that you are! Do not delay with your
mercy for the world for already it almost seems they
can no longer survive! Everyone seems bereft of any
oneness in charity with you, eternal Truth, or even
with each other: I mean, whatever love they have for
each other has no grounding in you. . . .

25.

O immeasurably tender love! Who would not be
set afire with such love? What heart could keep from
breaking? You, deep well of charity, it seems you are so
madly in love with your creatures that you could not
live without us! Yet you are our God, and have no need
of us. Your greatness is no greater for our well-being,
nor are you harmed by any harm that comes to us, for
you are supreme eternal Goodness. What could move
you to such mercy? Neither duty nor any need you
have of us (we are sinful and wicked debtors!)—but
only love!

If I see clearly at all, supreme eternal Truth, it is I
who am the thief, and you have been executed in my
place. For I see the Word, your Son, nailed to a cross.
And you have made him a bridge for me, as you have
shown me, wretched servant that I am! My heart is
breaking and yet cannot break for the hungry longing
it has conceived for you!

I remember that you wanted to show me who are
those who cross over the bridge and those who do not.
So, if it would please your goodness to show me, I
would gladly see and hear this from you.

The Bridge

26.

Then God eteral, to stir up even more that soul’s
love for the salvation of souls, responded to her:

Before I show you what I want to show you, and
what you asked to see, [ want to describe the bridge for
you. I have told you that it stretches from heaven to
earth by reason of my having joined myself with your
humanity, which I formed from the earth’s clay.

This bridge, my only-begotten Son, has three stairs.
Two of them he built on the wood of the most holy
cross, and the third even as he tasted the great bitter-
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ness of the gall and vinegar they gave him to drink. You
will recognize in these three stairs three spiritual stages.

The first stair is the feet, which symbolize the af-
fections. For just as the feet carry the body, the affec-
tions carry the soul. My Son’s nailed feet are a stair by
which you can climb to his side, where you will see
revealed his inmost heart. For when the soul has
climbed up on the feet of affection and looked with her
mind’s eye into my Son’s opened heart, she begins to
feel the love of her own heart in his consummate and
unspeakable love. (I say consummate because it is not
for his own good that he loves you; you cannot do him
any good, since he is one with me.) Then the soul,
seeing how tremendously she is loved, is herself filled
to overflowing with love. So, having climbed the sec-
ond stair, she reaches the third. This is his mouth,
where she finds peace from the terrible war she has
had to wage because of her sins.

At the first stair, lifting the feet of her affections
from the earth, she stripped herself of sin. At the sec-
ond she dressed herself in love for virtue. And at the
third she tasted peace.

So the bridge has three stairs, and you can reach
the last by climbing the first two. The last stair is so
high that the flooding waters cannot strike it—for the
venom of sin never touched my Son.

But though this bridge has been raised so high, it
still is joined to the earth. Do you know when it was
raised up? When my Son was lifted up on the wood of
the most holy cross he did not cut off his divinity from
the lowly earth of your humanity. So though he was
raised so high he was not raised off the earth. In fact,
his divinity is kneaded into the clay of your humanity
like one bread. Nor could anyone walk on that bridge
until my Son was raised up. This is why he said, “If I
am lifted up high I will draw everything to myself.”

When my goodness saw that you could be drawn in
no other way, I sent him to be lifted onto the wood of
the cross. I made of that cross an anvil where this child
of humankind could be hammered into an instrument
to release humankind from death and restore it to the
life of grace. In this way he drew everything to himself:
for he proved his unspeakable love, and the human
heart is always drawn by love. He could not have shown
you greater love than by giving his life for you. You can
hardly resist being drawn by love, then, unless you
foolishly refuse to be drawn.

[ said that, having been raised up, he would draw
everything to himself. This is true in two ways: First,
the human heart is drawn by love, as I said, and with all
its powers: memory, understanding, and will. If these
three powers are harmoniously united in my name,
everything else you do, in fact or in intention, will be
drawn to union with me in peace through the move-

ment of love, because all will be lifted up in the pursuit
of crucified love. So my Truth indeed spoke truly when
he said, “If I am lifted up high, I will draw everything
to myself.” For everything you do will be drawn to him
when he draws your heart and its powers.

What he said is true also in the sense that every-
thing was created for your use, to serve your needs. But
you who have the gift of reason were made not for
yourselves but for me, to serve me with all your heart
and all your love. So when you are drawn to me,
everything is drawn with you, because everything was
made for you.

It was necessary, then, that this bridge be raised
high. And ithad to have stairs so that you would be able
to mount it more easily. . . .

31.

After thus expanding her heart a bit in singing the
praises of God’s mercy, the soul humbly waited for him
to keep his promise. And in reply to her God said:

Dearest daughter, you have been carrying on about
my mercy because I let you experience itwhen I said to
you, “I beg you to pray to me on behalf of these people.”
But know that my mercy toward you is incomparably
more than you can see, because your sight is imperfect
and limited, and my mercy is perfect and without
limit. So there can be no comparison except that of the
finite to the infinite.

I wanted you to experience this mercy as well as
your own dignity as I showed you before, so that you
would better understand the cruelty and baseness of
the wicked who travel beneath the bridge. Open your
mind’s eye and look at those who drown by their own
choice, and see how low they have fallen by their sins.

First they became weak, and this is when they
conceived deadly sin in their hearts. Then they gave
birth to that sin and lost the life of grace. And now
these who have drowned in the river of the world’s
disordered love are dead to grace, and like the sense-
less dead they cannot make a move except as they are
picked up by others. Because they are dead they re-
member nothing of my mercy. Their minds neither
see nor know my truth (for their sensitivity is dead, and
they see nothing but themselves, and that with the
dead love of selfish sensuality). And so their wills also
are dead to my will, for they love nothing but what is
dead.

Because these three powers (memory, understand-
ing, and will) are dead, everything they do in intention
or in fact is dead so far as grace is concerned. They can
no longer defend themselves against their enemies.
They are helpless unless I help them. But they do still
have their freedom of choice as long as they are in the
flesh, and any time these dead will ask for my help they
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can have it—but that is the limit of what they can do
for themselves.

They become unbearable to themselves. They who
wanted to rule the world find themselves ruled by noth-
ingness, that is, by sin—for sin is the opposite of being,
and they have become servants and slaves of sin.

I made them trees of love through the life of grace,
which they received in holy baptism. But they have
become trees of death, because they are dead.

Do you know where this tree of death is rooted? In
the height of pride, which is nourished by their sensual
selfishness. Its core is impatience and its offshoot is the
lack of any discernment. These are the four chiefvices,
which together kil the souls of those I have called trees
of death, since they have failed to feed on the life of grace.

Within these trees a worm of conscience nibbles.
But as long as a person lives in deadly sin the worm is
blinded and so is little felt.

The fruits of such trees are full of death, for their
juice comes from the root of pride. So their wretched
little souls are filled with thanklessness, the source of
all evils. Had they been grateful for the blessings they
received from me, they would know me. And in know-
ing me they would know themselves, and so live in my
love. But instead they go on groping their way through
the river as if they were blind, not seeing how com-
pletely undependable the water is.

32.

There are as many different death-dealing fruits on
these trees of death as there are sins. Some are food for
beasts: These are people who live indecently, using
their bodies and minds like pigs rolling in the mud, for
that is how they roll about in the mud of lust. O brutish
souls! What have you done with your dignity? You who
were created kin to the angels have made ugly beasts of
yourselves! You have stooped so low that even the
demons whose friends and servants you have become
cannot stand the sight of such indecency—and much
less I, who am purity itself.

No other sin is so hateful and so darkens the hu-
man mind as this. The philosophers knew this, not by
the light of grace (since they did not have it) but by a
natural light: that this sin beclouds the mind. So they
were continent the better to be able to study. And they
cast aside wealth so that the thought of material things
would not clutter their hearts. But not so the foolish
false Christians who have lost grace through their own
fault.

33.

Others there are whose fruits are of clay. These are
the greedy misers who act like the mole who feeds on
nothing but dirt right up to the end. And when death

The Dialogue (1378)

comes where have they to turn? In their avarice they
scorn my generosity, selling their time to their neigh-
bors. They are usurers who become cruel robbers who
blot my mercy from their memories. For if they did
remember my mercy they would not be cruel either to
themselves or their neighbors, but would rather be
kind and merciful to themselves by living virtuously
and to their neighbors by serving them with love.

How many evils come from this cursed sin of ava-
rice! How many murders, thefts, and pillagings; how
many unlawful profits and how much hard-hearted-
ness and injustice toward others! It kills the spirit and
makes people slaves to wealth who care nothing for
God’s commandments. Such people love no one ex-
cept for their own profit.

This vice is born of pride and it feeds pride, be-
cause it is always so concerned about its own reputa-
tion that it necessarily links up with pride. And so, with
wretched self-opinionated pride, it goes from bad to
worse. It is a flame that always generates the smoke of
vanity and arrogance, taking pride in what is not its
own. It is a root with many branches, chief of which is
a self-conceit that always wants to be greater than oth-
ers. Another of its branches is the deceitful heart that is
not sincere and generous but double, that says one
thing but thinks another, that hides the truth and tells
lies for its own profit. And avarice breeds envy, a worm
that is always gnawing, letting the avaricious enjoy
neither their own nor anyone else’s good.

How can these wretched evil people share their
possessions with the poor when they are already steal-
ing from them? How can they rescue others from inde-
cency when they are the ones who shoved them into it?
For sometimes they are such animals that they have no
respect for their own daughters and other relatives, but
stoop to the meanest things with them. And yet my
mercy holds them up, and I refrain from ordering the
earth to swallow them up, giving them a chance to
repent.

Butif they will not share their possessions, how will
they ever give their lives for the salvation of souls? How
will they give affection if they are being eaten up by
envy?

O miserable vices that tear down the heaven of the
soul! I call the soul “heaven” because I make heaven
wherever I dwell by grace. I made the soul my hiding
place and by my love turned her into a mansion. But
now she has left me like an adulteress because she
loves herself and other created persons and things
more than me. In fact, she has made a god of herself
and strikes out at me with all sorts of sins. And she does
all this because she gives no thought to the blood shed
for her with such burning love.
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34.

There are others who are so bloated with the power
in their hands that the standard they carry is injustice.
They inflict their injustice on God and their neighbors
and even on themselves.

They are unjust to themselves by not being virtu-
ous as they owe it to themselves to be. They do not give
me the honor that is my due, nor praise my name as is
their duty, but like thieves they steal what is mine and
put it to the service of their own sensuality. So they are
being unjust both to me and to themselves, for like
blinded fools they do not recognize me in themselves.

And it is all because of selfishness, like those Jews
and ministers of the Law who were so blinded by envy
and selfishness that they did not recognize the Truth,
my only-begotten Son. Therefore they did not, as they
should have, recognize eternal Life when he was in
their midst. My Truth told them, “The Kingdom of
God is within you.” But they failed to recognize it.
Why? Because they had lost the light of reason and so
they did not offer due honor and glory to me or to him
who is one with me. And so they blindly committed
the injustice of persecuting him shamefully even to
death by crucifixion.

Such as these are unjust to themselves and to me
and to their neighbors as well. They are unjust dealers
in the flesh of their subjects and of anyone else who
may fall into their hands. . . .

86.

Now I, eternal Truth, have let you see with your
mind’s eye and hear with your feeling’s ear how you
must behave if you would serve yourself and your
neighbors in the teaching and knowledge of my truth.
For I told you in the beginning that one comes to
knowledge of the truth through self-knowledge. But
self-knowledge alone is not enough: It must be sea-
soned by and joined with knowledge of me within you.
This is how you found humility and contempt for
yourself along with the fire of my charity, and so came
to love and affection for your neighbors and gave them
the service of your teaching and your holy and honor-
able living.

I showed you the bridge as well. And I showed you
the three ordinary stairs that are set up in the soul’s
three powers, and how no one can have the life of
grace without climbing all three stairs, without gather-
ing all three powers in my name. Then I revealed to
you how these stairs were in a special way a figure of
the three spiritual stages, symbolized in the body of my
only-begotten Son. I told you that he had made a
stairway of his body, and showed it to you in his nailed

feet, in his open side, and in his mouth where the soul
tastes peace and calm.

I showed you the imperfection of slavish fear and
the imperfection of love that loves me for the delight
it feels. And I showed you the perfection of the third
stage, of those who have attained peace at his mouth.
These have run with eager longing across the bridge of
Christ crucified. They have climbed the three ordi-
nary stairs, have gathered their souls’ three powers and
all their works in my name (as I explained for you more
in detail before), and they have climbed the three
special stairs and passed from imperfection to per-
fection. So you have seen how they run on in truth. I
also gave you a taste of the soul’s perfection as she is
adorned with the virtues, as well as the delusions she is
subject to before she reaches perfection if she does not
use her time well in coming to know herself and me.

I'told you about the wretchedness of those who let
themselves be drowned in the river because they will
not keep to the bridge of my Truth’s teaching, the
bridge I built for you so you would not drown. Like
fools they have chosen to drown in the world’s wretch-
ed filth.

I have told you all this to make you shake up the
fire of your holy longing and your compassion and
grief over the damnation of souls. I want your sorrow
and love to drive you to pressure me with sweat and
tears—tears of constant humble prayer offered to me
in the flames of burning desire. And not just for your-
self, but for so many others of my creatures and ser-
vants who will hear you and be compelled by my love
(together with you and my other servants) to beg and
pressure me to be merciful to the world and to the
mystic body of holy Church, the Church for which
you so earnestly plead with me.

You will recall that [ already told you I would fulfill
your desires by giving you refreshment in your labors,
that I would satisfy your anguished longings by reform-
ing holy Church through good and holy shepherds. I
will do this, as I told you, not through war, not with
the sword and violence, but through peace and calm,
through my servants’ tears and sweat. [ have set you as
workers in your own and your neighbors’ souls and in
the mystic body of holy Church. In yourselves you
must work at virtue; in your neighbors and in the
Church you must work by example and teaching. And
you must offer me constant prayer for the Church and
for every creature, giving birth to virtue through your
neighbors. For I have already told you that every virtue
and every sin is realized and intensified through your
neighbors. Therefore, I want you to serve your neigh-
bors and in this way share the fruits of your own vineyard.

Never cease offering me the incense of fragrant
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prayers for the salvation of souls, for I want to be mer-
ciful to the world. With your prayers and sweat and
tears [ will wash the face of my bride, holy Church. I
showed her to you earlier as a maiden whose face was
all dirtied, as if she were a leper. The clergy and the
whole of Christianity are to blame for this because of
their sins, though they receive their nourishment at
the breast of this bride! But I will tell you about those
sins in another place. . . .

Tears . ..

97.

Then that soul was restless with a tremendous long-
ing because Truth had so tenderly satisfied her by telling
her about these stages of tears. And in love as she was,
she said:

Thanks, thanks to you, high eternal Father, fulfiller
of holy desires and lover of our salvation! Out of love
you gave us love in the person of your only-begotten
Son when we were still at war with you. This abyss of
your flaming charity lets me ask you for grace and
mercy so that [ may come to you in sincerity in the
light, and not run along darksomely after the teaching
of your Truth. You have clearly shown me his truth to
make me see two other real or possible delusions I fear.
Before I go on, eternal Father, I wish you would ex-
plain these to me.

Here is the first: Sometimes people will come to
me or to another of your servants asking for counsel in
their desire to serve you and wanting me to instruct
them. I know, gentle eternal God, that you have al-
ready told me, “I am one who takes delight in few
words and many deeds.” Still, if it would please your
kindness to say a few more words on this, you would be
doing me a great favor.

Also, sometimes when I am praying for your crea-
tures and especially for your servants, it happens in the
course of my prayer that I find this one spiritually well
disposed, apparently rejoicing in you, and another
seems to me to have a darksome spirit. Eternal Father,
should I or can I judge the one to be in light and the
other in darkness? Or if I should see one going the way
of great penance and another not, should I judge that
the one who does greater penance is more perfect than
the other? I ask you, lest I be deluded by my own lack
of insight, to be more specific about what you have told
me in general terms.

Here is the second thing I want to ask you about:
Be more clear to me about the sign you told me the
soul receives to tell whether a spiritual visitation is
from you, God eternal, or not.

- An Antho

//doi.org/10

bomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, htt

ownloaded on behalf of Unknown Institution

The Dialogue (1378)

If I remember well, you told me, eternal Truth,
that [if the visitation is from you] it leaves the spirit
glad and encouraged toward virtue. I would like to
know whether this gladness can be disguised spiritual
selfishness, for if that is the case I would hold only to
the sign of virtue.

These are the things I am asking you so that I may
be able to serve you and my neighbors in truth, and not
fall into any false judgements about your creatures and
your servants. For it seems to me that passiny [rash]
judgement alienates the soul from you, and I do not
want to fall into that trap.

Truth

105.

.. . Now, dearest daughter, I have satisfied your
desire by clarifying what you asked me to. I have told
you how you should reprove your neighbors if you
would not be deluded by the devil or your own meager
insight, that is, that you should reprove in general
terms, not specifically, unless you have had a clear
revelation from me, and humbly reprove yourself
along with them.

Talso told you, and I will tell you again, that noth-
ing in the world can make it right for you to sit in
judgement on the intentions of my servants, either
generally or in particular, whether you find them well
or ill disposed.

And I told you the reason you cannot judge, and
that if you do you will be deluded in your judgement.
But compassion is what you must have, you and the
others, and leave the judging to me.

I told you also the teaching and principal founda-
tion you should give to those who come to you for
counsel because they want to leave behind the dark-
ness of deadly sin and follow the path of virtue. I told
you to give them as principle and foundation an affec-
tionate love fo. virtue through knowledge of them-
selves and of my goodness for them. And they should
slay and annihilate their selfish will so that in nothing
will they rebel against me. And give them penance as
an instrument but not as their chief concern—not
equally to everyone but according to their capacity for
itand what their situation will allow, this one more and
this one less, depending on their ability to manage
these external instruments.

I told you that it is not right for you to reprove
others except in general terms in the way I explained,
and this is true. But I would not because of that have
you believe that when you see something that s clearly
sinful you may not correct it between that person and
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yourself, for you may. In fact, if that person is obstinate
and refuses to change, you may reveal the matter to
two or three others, and if this does not help, reveal it
to the mystic body of holy Church. But I told you that
it is not right for you to hand anyone over merely on
the basis of what you see or feel within you or even
what you see externally. Unless you have clearly seen
the truth or have understood it through an explicit
revelation from me, you are not to reprove anyone
except in the manner I have already explained. Such is
the more secure way for you because the devil will not
be able to deceive you by using the cloak of neighborly
charity.

Now, dearest daughter, I have finished telling you
what is necessary if you would preserve and augment
your soul’s perfection. . . .

108.

Then that soul, truly like one drunk, seemed to be
beside herself and separated from her bodily senses be-
cause of her loving union with her Creator. She lifted up
her spirit and gazed into eternal Truth with her mind’s
eye. And as she had come to know the truth she was in
love with truth, and she said:

O high eternal goodness of God! Whoam I, wretch-
ed as | am, thatyou, high eternal Father, have revealed
to me your truth and the hidden snares of the devil and
the delusion of selfishness I and others can be subject
to in this pilgrim life, so that we might not be deceived
either by the devil or by ourselves? What moved you to
this? Love. For you loved me without being loved by
me. O fire of love! Thanks, thanks to you, eternal
Father! . .. '

And I would make yet another request, for those
two pillars, the fathers you have appointed for me on
earth to guide and teach me, who am so wretchedly
weak, from the beginning of my conversion until now.
Unite them and make of their two bodies a single soul.
Let neither of them be concerned for anything but to
fulfill in themselves, and in the ministries you have put
in their care, the glory and praise of your name through
the salvation of souls. And let me, unworthy wretched
slave more than daughter, treat them with due rever-
ence and holy fear for love of you, for your honor, for
their peace and calm, and for the edification of our
neighbors.

I am certain, eternal Truth, that you will not spurn
my desire and the petitions I have addressed to you.
For I know from having seen what you have been
pleased to reveal to me, and even more from experi-
ence, that you are receptive to holy desires. I, your
unworthy servant, will try as you give me grace to be
faithful to your command and your teaching,

O eternal Father, I remember your telling me

once, when you were speaking of the ministers of holy
Church, that at another time you would talk more at
length about the sins these ministers are committing
this very day. Therefore, if it would please your good-
ness, say something about this, so that I may have
reason to intensify my sorrow and compassion and
restless longing for their salvation. For I recall that you
have already said that through the suffering and tears
and sorrow, the sweat and constant prayers of your
servants, you would refresh us by reforming the Church
with good and holy ministers. Therefore, I make my
petition so that this may grow in me.

109.

Then God eternal looked on her with mercy. He did
not spurn her desire but accepted her petition. Wishing
to fulfill this last request that she had made because of
his promise, he said:

O dearest daughter whom I so love! I will fulfill
your desire in what you have asked of me only if you for
your part will not be foolish or indifferent. For that
would be much more serious for you and worthy of
greater reproach now than before, because you have
come to know more of my truth. Make it your concern,
then, to offer prayers for all people and for the mystic
body of holy Church and for those I have given you to
love with a special love. Do not be guilty of indiffer-
ence about offering prayers and the example of your
living and the word of teaching. Reprove vice and
commend virtue. Do all this to the greatest extent of
your power.

Concerning the two pillars I have given you and of
whom you have spoken to me (and you spoke truly),
make yourself a channel for giving each of them what
he needs, according to their disposition and what I,
your Creator, give to you, for without me none of you
can do anything. I for my part will fulfill your desires.
But never fail —neither you nor they—to trust me, for
my providence will not fail you. Let each of them
receive humbly what he is ready to receive, and let
each of them administer what I gave him to adminis-
ter, each in his own way, as they have received and will
continue to receive from my goodness.

The Mystic Body of Holy Church . . .

115.

This is how my gentle glorious ministers conduct
themselves. I told you that I wanted you to see the ex-
cellence that is theirs beyond the dignity I have given
them by making them my christs. When they exercise
this dignity virtuously they are clothed in this gentle
glorious Sun that I have entrusted to their ministry.
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Consider those who have gone before them: the
gentle Gregory, Sylvester, and the other successors of
the chief pontiff Peter, to whom my Truth gave the
keys of the heavenly kingdom when he said, “Peter, I
am giving you the keys of the heavenly kingdom; what-
ever you loose on earth shall be loosed in heaven, and
whatever you bind on earth shall be bound in heaven.”

Listen well, dearest daughter. By showing you the
magnificence of their virtues I shall show you more
fully the dignity to which I have appointed these min-
isters of mine. This is the key to the blood of my only-
begotten Son, that key which unlocked eternal life,
closed for so long a time because of Adam’s sin. But
after I gave you my Truth, the Word, my only-begotten
Son, he suffered and died, and by his death he de-
stroyed your death by letting his blood be a cleansing
bath for you. Thus his blood and his death, by the
power of my divine nature joined with his human
nature, unlocked eternal life.

And to whom did he leave the keys to this blood?
To the glorious apostle Peter and to all the others who
have come or will come from now until the final judge-
ment day with the very same authority that Peter had.
Nor is this authority lessened by any sinfulness on their
part; nor can that sinfulness deprive the blood or any
other sacrament of its perfection. I have already told
you that no uncleanness can defile this Sun, nor is its
light lost because of any darkness of deadly sin that
may be in the minister or in those who receive it. Their
sin cannot injure the sacraments of holy Church or
lessen their power. But grace is lessened and sin in-
creased in those who administer or receive them un-
worthily.

Christ on earth [the Pope], then, has the keys to the
blood. If you remember, I showed you this in an image
when I wanted to teach you the respect laypeople
ought to have for these ministers of mine, regardless of
how good or evil they may be, and how displeased [ am
with disrespect. You know that I set before you the
mystic body of holy Church under the image of a wine
cellar. In this wine cellar was the blood of my only-
begotten Son, and from this blood all the sacraments
derive their life-giving power.

Christ on earth stood at the door of this wine cellar.
He had been commissioned to administer the blood,
and it was his duty to delegate ministers to help him in
the service of the entire universal body of Christianity.
Only those accepted and anointed by him were to thus
minister. He was the head of the whole clerical order,
and he appointed each one to his proper office to
administer this glorious blood.

Because he has sent them out as his helpers, it is
his task to correct them for their faults, and it is my will
that he do so. For by the dignity and authority I have
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bestowed on them I have freed them from slavery, that
is, from submission to the authority of temporal rulers.
Civil law has no power whatever to punish them; this
right belongs solely to the one who has been appointed
to rule and to serve according to divine law. These are
my anointed ones, and therefore, it has been said
through Scripture: “Dare not to touch my christs.”
Therefore, a person can do no worse violence than to
assume the right to punish my ministers.

116.

And if you should ask me why I said that this sin of
those who persecute holy Church is graver than any
other sin, and why it is my will that the sins of the
clergy should not lessen your reverence for them, this
is how I would answer you: Because the reverence you
pay to them is not actually paid to them but to me, in
virtue of the blood I have entrusted to their ministry. If
this were not so, you should pay them as much rever-
ence as to anyone else, and no more. It is this ministry
of theirs that dictates that you should reverence them
and come to them, not for what they are in themselves
but for the power I have entrusted to them, if you
would receive the holy sacraments of the Church. For
if you refuse these when it is in your power to have
them, you would live and die condemned.

So the reverence belongs not to the ministers, but
to me and to this glorious blood made one thing with
me because of the union of divinity with humanity.
And just as the reverence is done to me, so also is the
irreverence, for I have already told you that you must
not reverence them for themselves, but for the author-
ity I have entrusted to them. Therefore you must not
sin against them, because if you do, you are really
sinning not against them but against me. This I have
forbidden, and I have said that it is my will that no one
should touch them.

For this reason no one has excuse to say, “I am
doing no harm, nor am I rebelling against holy
Church. I am simply acting against the sins of evil
pastors.” Such persons are deluded, blinded as they are
by their own selfishness. They see well enough, but
they pretend not to see so as to blunt the pricking of
conscience. If they would look, they could see that
they are persecuting not these ministers, but the blood.
It is me they assault, just as it was me they reverenced.
To me redounds every assault they make on my minis-
ters: derision, slander, disgrace, abuse. Whatever is
done to them I count as done to me. For I have said and
I say it again: No one is to touch my christs. It is my
right to punish them, and no one else’s. . . .

119.

Now I would refresh your soul by softening your
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grief over the darksomeness of those wretched ones
with the holy lives of my ministers. I have told you that
they have taken on the qualities of the Sun, so that the
fragrance of their virtues mitigates the stench, and
their lightsomeness the dark. By this very light I would
have you know more deeply the sinful darksomeness of
those other ministers of mine. So open your mind’s eye
and contemplate me, the Sun of justice, and you shall
see these glorious ministers who by their stewardship
of the Sun have taken on the qualities of the Sun. . ..

They have all, according to the positions I have
chosen them for, given light to holy Church: Peter
with his preaching and teaching and in the end with
his blood; Gregory with his learning and [his knowl-
edge of] Sacred Scripture and the mirror of his living;
Sylvester by his struggles against unbelievers and above
all in the disputations and argumentations for the holy
faith that he made in deeds as well as in words with the
power he received from me. And if you turn to Augus-
tine, to the glorious Thomas, to Jerome and the others,
you will see what great light they have shed on this
bride, as lamps set on a lampstand, dispelling errors
with their true and perfect humility. . . .

... They conducted themselves as good shepherds
and followers of the good shepherd, my Truth, whom
I sent to govern you, my little sheep, and to lay down
his life for you.

These ministers of mine followed in his footsteps.
Therefore they did not let my members grow rotten for
want of correction. But they corrected lovingly, with
the ointment of kindness along with the harshness of
the fire that cauterizes the wound of sin through re-
proof and penance, now more, now less, according to
the gravity of the sin. Nor did it concern them that
such correcting and speaking the truth might bring
them death.

They were true gardeners, and with care and holy
fear they rooted out the brambles of deadly sin and put
in their place the fragrant plants of virtue. Thus their
subjects lived in truly holy fear and they grew up as
fragrant flowers in the mystic body of holy Church
because my ministers fearlessly gave them the correc-
tion they needed. Because there was in them no thorn
of sin, they kept to the way of holy justice and admin-
istered reproof without any slavish fear. This was and is
the shining pearl that sheds peace and light on people’s
spirits and establishes them in holy fear with hearts
united. I want you, therefore, to know that nothing
causes as much darkness and division in the world
among both laypeople and religious, clergy and shep-
herds of holy Church, as does the lack of the light of
justice and invasion of the darkness of injustice.

No rank, whether of civil or divine law, can be held
in grace without holy justice. For those who are not

corrected and those who do not correct are like mem-
bers beginning to rot, and if the doctor were only to
apply ointment without cauterizing the wound, the
whole body would become fetid and corrupt.

So it is with prelates and with anyone else in au-
thority. If they see the members who are their subjects
rotting because of the filth of deadly sin and apply only
the ointment of soft words without reproof, they will
never get well. Rather, they will infect the other mem-
bers with whom they form one body under their one
shepherd. But if those in authority are truly good doc-
tors to those souls, as were those glorious shepherds,
they will not use ointment without the fire of reproof.
And if the members are still obstinate in their evildo-
ing, they will cut them off from the congregation so
that they will not infect the whole body with the filth of
deadly sin.

But [those who are in authority] today do not do
this. In fact, they pretend not to see. And do you know
why? Because the root of selfish love is alive in them,
and this is the source of their perverse slavish fear.
They do not correct people for fear of losing their rank
and position and their material possessions. They act
as if they were blind, so they do not know how to
maintain their positions. For if they saw how it is by
holy justice that their positions are to be maintained,
they would maintain them. But because they are be-
reft of light they do not know this. They believe they
can succeed through injustice, by not reproving the
sins of their subjects. But they are deceived by their
own sensual passion, by their hankering for civil or
ecclesiastical rank.

Another reason they will not correct others is that
they themselves are living in the same or greater sins.
They sense that the same guilt envelops them, so they
cast aside fervor and confidence and, chained by slav-
ish fear, pretend they do not see. Even what they do see
they do not correct, but let themselves be won over by
flattery and bribes, using these very things as excuses
for not punishing the offenders. In them is fulfilled
what my Truth said in the holy Gospel: “They are
blind and leaders of the blind. And if one blind person
leads another, they both fall into the ditch.”

Those who have been or would be my gentle min-
isters did not and would not act this way. I told you that
these have taken on the qualities of the sun. Indeed,
they are suns, for there is in them no darkness of sin or
ignorance, because they follow the teaching of my
Truth. Nor are they lukewarm, because they are set
ablaze in the furnace of my charity. They have no use
for the world’s honors and ranks and pleasures. There-
fore, they are not afraid to correct. Those who do not
hanker after power or ecclesiastical rank have no fear
of losing it. They reprove [sin] courageously, for those
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whose conscience does not accuse them of sin have
nothing to fear. . ..

121.

... No matter where you turn, to secular or reli-
gious, clerics or prelates, lowly or great, young or old,
you see nothing but sin. All of them pelt me with the
filth of deadly sin. But their filth harms only them-
selves, not me. . . .

Do you know, dearest daughter—listen with griev-
ing bitterness of heart—do you know where these have
set their principle and foundation? In their own selfish
self-centeredness. There is born the tree of pride with
its offshoot of indiscretion. So, lacking in discernment
as they are, they assume honor and glory for them-
selves by seeking higher office and adornments and
delicacies for their bodies, repaying me with abuse and
sin. They take to themselves what is not theirs and give
me what is not mine. To me should be given glory and
my name should be praised; to themselves is due con-
tempt for their selfish sensuality. They ought to know
themselves enough to consider themselves unworthy
of the tremendous mystery they have received from
me. But they do just the opposite, for, bloated with
pride as they are, they never have their fill of gobbling
up earthly riches and the pleasures of the world, while
they are stingy, greedy, and avaricious toward the poor.

Because of this wretched pride and avarice born of
their sensual selfishness, they have abandoned the care
of souls and give themselves over completely to guard-
ing and caring for their temporal possessions. They
leave behind my little sheep, whom I had entrusted to
them, like sheep without a shepherd. They neither
pasture nor feed them either spiritually or materially.
Spiritually they do administer the sacraments of holy
Church (the power of which sacraments can neither
be taken away nor lessened by any sin of theirs) but
they do not feed them with sincere prayers, with hun-
gry longing for their salvation, with holy and honor-
able living, nor do they feed their poor subjects with
temporal assistance.

I told you they were to distribute their material
goods in three portions: one for their own needs, one
for the poor, and one for the use of the Church. But
these do the opposite. Not only do they not give what
they are in duty bound to give to the poor, but they rob
them through simony and their hankering after mon-
ey, selling the grace of the Holy Spirit. Some are so
mean that they are unwilling to give to the needy the
very things I have given them freely so that they might
give them to you—unless their hands are filled [with
money] or they are plentifully supplied with gifts [in
return]. They love their subjects for what they can get
from them, and no more. They spend all the goods of

The Dialogue (1378)

the Church on nothing but clothes for their bodies.
They go about fancily dressed, not like clerics and
religious, but like lords or court lackeys. They are
concerned about having grand horses, many gold and
silver vessels, and well-adorned homes. They have and
keep what they ought not, all with huge vanity. Their
heart babbles out its disordered vanity, and their whole
desire is feasting, making a god of their bellies, eating
and drinking inordinately. So they soon fall into im-
pure and lustful living.

Woe, woe, to their wretched lives! For what the
gentle Word, my only-begotten Son, won with such
suffering on the wood of the most holy cross they spend
on prostitutes. They devour the souls who were bought
with Christ’s blood, eating them up in so many wretch-
ed ways, and feeding their own children with what
belongs to the poor. . . .

122.

I'told you that the pearl of justice was luminous in
those chosen ones. Now I tell you that the jewel these
puny wretches wear over their heart is injustice. This
injustice proceeds from and is mounted in their self-
centeredness, for because of their selfishness they per-
petrate injustice against their own souls and against
me, along with their lack of discernment. . . .

Sometimes they administer correction as if to cloak
themselves in this little bit of justice. But they will
never correct persons of any importance, even though
they may be guilty of greater sin than more lowly
people, for fear that these might retaliate by standing
in their way or deprive them of their rank and their way
of living. They will, however, correct the little people,
because they are sure these cannot harm them or de-
prive them of their rank. Such injustice comes from
their wretched selfish love for themselves. . ..

123.

What is the source of such filth in their souls?
Their own selfish sensuality. Their selfishness has made
alady of their sensuality, and their wretched little souls
have become her slaves, whereas I made them to be
free by the blood of my Son, when the whole human
race was freed from slavery to the devil and his rule.
Every person receives this grace, but these whom I
have anointed I have freed from the world’s service and
appointed them to serve me alone, God eternal, by
being stewards of the sacraments of holy Church.

I have made them so free, in fact, that it has never
been my will, nor is it now, that any civil authority
should presume to sit in judgement over them. . . .

My ministers should be standing at the table of the
cross in holy desire, nourishing themselves there on
the food of souls for my honor. . . .
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But instead these have made the taverns their table,
and there in public they swear and perjure themselves
in sin upon miserable sin, as if they were blind and
bereft of the light of reason. They have become beasts
in their sinning, lustful in word and deed. They do not
so much as know what the Divine Office is, and even
if they say it from time to time they are saying it with
their tongue while their heart is far from me. They are
like criminal gamblers and swindlers: After they have
gambled away their own souls into the devils’ hands,
they gamble away the goods of the Church as well, and
they gamble and barter away whatever material goods
they have been given in virtue of [my Son’s] blood.
So the poor go without what is due them, and the
Church’s needs are not provided for.

Because they have made themselves the devil's
temple, they are no longer concerned about my tem-
ple. Rather, the things that should go for the adorn-
ment of the Church and her temples out of respect for
the blood go instead to adorn the houses they live in.
And worse: They act like husbands adorning their
brides; these incarnate devils use the Church’s prop-
erty to adorn the she-devils with whom they live in sin
and indecency. Shamelessly they let them come and
stay and go. And while they, miserable devils, stand at
the altar to celebrate, it does not even bother them to
see their wretched she-devils coming up with their
children by the hand, to make their offering with the
other people!

O devils and worse than devils! At least let your
iniquity be hid from the eyes of your subjects! Then at
least, though you would still be offending me and
harming yourselves, you would not be hurting your
neighbors by actually setting your evil lives before their
eyes. For by your example you give them reason not to
leave their own sinful ways, but to fall into the same
sins as yours and worse. Is this the kind of purity I
demand of my ministers when they go to celebrate at
the altar? This is the sort of purity they bring: They get
up in the morning with their minds contaminated and
their bodies corrupt. . . .

124.

. . . these wretches not only do not restrain their
weakness; they make it worse by committing that curs-
ed unnatural sin. As if they were blind and stupid, with
the light of their understanding extinguished, they do
not recognize what miserable filth they are wallowing
in. The stench reaches even up to me, supreme Purity,
and is so hateful to me that for this sin alone five cities
were struck down by my divine judgement. For my
divine justice could no longer tolerate it, so despicable
to me is this abominable sin. . . .

You know, if you remember well, how before the

great Death I showed you how despicable this sin is to
me, and how the world is corrupted by it. At that time,
when [ lifted your spirit up above yourself in holy
desire, I showed you the whole world, and in people of
almost every walk of life you saw this miserable sin. You
saw in that revelation how the devils fled. And you
know that your spirit suffered so from the stench that
you thought you would surely die. You could see no-
where that you and my other servants could go to
escape being touched by this leprosy. It seemed you
could not live among the lowly or the great, the old or
the young, religious or clerics, superiors or subjects,
masters or servants; for they were all contaminated in
mind and body by this curse. . . .

So you see, dearest daughter, how abominable this
sin is to me in any person. Now imagine how much
more hateful it is in those I have called to live celi-
bately. Among these celibates who have been lifted up
above the world, some are religious and some are trees
planted as my ministers in the mystic body of holy
Church. You cannot imagine how much more I de-
spise this sin in these celibates—even more than in
ordinary people of the world. They are lamps seton a
lampstand, to be stewards of me the true Sun, giving
off the light of virtue and of holy and honorable living.
But instead they minister in darksomeness. . . .

127.

... Doyoussee, dearest daughter, how much reason
I have to grieve over such wretchedness? And how
generous [ have been with them and how miserly they
have been with me? For justas I told you, some of them
even lend for usury. Not that they set up shop as public
usurers do, but have all sorts of subtle ways of selling
time to their neighbors to satisfy their own greed. Now
there is nothing in the world that can justify this. Even
if it were the smallest of gifts, if their intention is to
receive it as the price for the service they have done by
lending their goods, this is usury as much as anything
else that might be paid for the time [of the loan]. I
appointed these wretches to forbid seculars [to prac-
tice usury], and here they are doing the same and
more. For when someone comes to ask their advice
about this matter, because they are guilty of the same
sin and have lost the light of reason, the advice they
give is darksome, tainted by the passion within their
own souls.

This sin and many others are born of the tight,
greedy, avaricious heart. One could use the words my
Truth said when he entered the temple and found
there the sellers and buyers. He chased them out with
a whip of cords, saying, “Of my Father’s house, which
is a house of prayer, you have made a robbers’ den.”

You see well, sweetest daughter, how true it is that
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they have made a robbers’ den of my Church, which is
aplace of prayer. They sell and buy and have made the
grace of the Holy Spirit a piece of merchandise. So you
see, those who want the high offices and revenues of
the Church buy them by bribing these in charge with
money and provisions. And those wretches are not
concerned about whether [the candidates] are good or
bad, but only about pleasing them for love of the gifts
they have received. So they make every effort to set
these putrid plants in the garden of holy Church, and
for this the wretches will give a good report of them to
Christ on earth. Thus both use falsehood and deceit
against Christ on earth, whereas they ought to behave
sincerely and in all truth. But if my Son'’s vicar [the
Pope] becomes aware of their sin he ought to punish
them. He should relieve those of office who will not
repent and change their evil way of living. As for those
who do the bribing, they would do well to receive
imprisonment for their bargaining, both to change
their sinful ways and that others may see the example
and be afraid to do the same thing any more. If Christ
on earth does this, he is doing his duty. If he does not,
his sin will not go unpunished when it is his turn to
give me an account of his little sheep.

Believe me, my daughter. Today this is not done,
and this is why such sins and abominations plague my
Church. Those who make appointments to high of-
fices do not investigate the lives of those they appoint,
to see whether they are good or bad. Or if they do look
into anything, they are questioning and asking infor-
mation of those who are as evil as they are themselves,
and these would not give anything but good testimony
because they are guilty of the same sin. They are con-
cerned about nothing but the grandeur of rank and
nobility and wealth, about knowing polished rhetoric;
and worse, they will recommend their candidate by
saying he is good looking! Despicable, devilish things!
Those who ought to be looking for the beautiful adorn-
ment of virtue are concerned about physical beauty!
They ought to be searching out the humble poor folk
who in their humility avoid high office, but instead
they pick those who in their bloated pride go seeking
promotions.

They look for learning. Now learning in itself is
good and perfect when the scholar is at the same time
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good and honorable and humble. But if learning is
combined with pride, indecency, and sinful living, it is
venomous and understands nothing but the letter of
Scripture. It understands in darkness, for it has lost the
light of reason and its eye for understanding is clouded
over. [t was in this light, enlightened by faith, that Holy
Scripture was proclaimed and understood by those
of whom I have told you more at length elsewhere.
So you see, knowledge is good in itself, but not in
those who do not use it as it should be used, and it will
be a punishing fire to those who do not amend their
lives. . ..

... So many rebellions has my bride suffered that
she should not have had! They ought to let the dead be
buried by the dead. As for themselves, they should
follow the teaching of my Truth and fulfill my will for
them by doing what I appointed them to do. But they
do exactly the opposite, for they set themselves to bury-
ing dead and passing things in their disordered care
and affection, stealing their business from the hands of
worldly folk. This displeases me and is harmful to holy
Church. They ought to leave these things to the world-
ly, and let the one dead thing bury the other; that is, let
those take care of worldly, temporal things who are
appointed to do so.

I'said, “Letthe one dead thing bury the other,” and
I'mean “dead” to be understood in two ways. The first
is administering and governing bodily things in deadly
sin because of one’s disordered care and affection. The
other stems from the fact that because these things are
tangible it is the body’s function [to care for them]; and
the body is a dead thing because it has no life in itself
except as it derives it from the soul, and it shares in life
only so long as the soul remains in it.

Therefore, these anointed ones of mine, who ought
to be living as angels, should leave dead things to the
dead and concern themselves with governing souls.
For souls are living things and do not ever die so far as
their existence is concerned. So they should govern
them and administer to them the sacraments and gifts
and graces of the Holy Spirit, and pasture them on
spiritual food through their own good and holy lives. In
this way will my house be a house of prayer, abounding
in grace and filled with their virtues. . . .
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Christine de Pizan (1364-1430?)

Christine de Pizan has been called “France’s first
woman of letters,” “the first feminist,” and similar titles
of precedence. Such titles are generally problematic be-
cause they erase the contributions of earlier women as
writers and feminists, but there are some grounds for
applying these titles to Christine. (She is properly called
“Christine” alone, consistent with medieval nomencla-
ture, like “Marsilius” of Padua.) Christine may well
have been the first French woman (or man) to make her
living as a writer, and the first woman to confront di-
rectly, through sustained works of literature and theory,
the misogynist ideas and practices of the male intellec-
tual establishment of her time. A woman of outstanding
talent and courage, she was a pivotal figure in her time
in the arena of gender struggle and in changes in the
theory of the state, secularization of political thought,
codification of military practice, development of inter-
national law, and the origins of peace theory.

Christine de Pizan was born in Venice in 1364. Her
father, Thomas de Pizan, was court physician and as-
trologer to King Charles V of France, and in her youth
she led a comfortable and happy life at court. Her father
encouraged her in learning and writing, as did later her
hushand, Etienne du Castel, who was a secretary to
Charles V. She bore three children, of whom two, a
daughter named Marie and a son named Jean, survived.
Her protected life was brought to an early end, however,
by the successive deaths of Charles V (1380), Christine’s
father (1387), and her husband (1390). Charles V's
death deprived her father and husband of their posi-
tions, and their untimely deaths in turn left Christine,
her mother, her children, and a niece without a secure
means of support and vulnerable to lawyers and credi-
tors from whom it took years to secure much of her
inheritance.

Christine may have supported herself at first as a
manuscript copyist, thus learning many aspects of the
process of book production. She began writing poetry as
a personal consolation in the years after her husband’s
death, but as her own works won favor she turned to
writing as a source of livelihood. She was able to secure
the patronage of various members of the royal family
and nobility of France, England, and Italy, who pro-
vided her with handsome gifts in return for her books,
some of which were spontaneous offerings, while others,
such as her biography of Charles V, were specifically
commissioned. Christine was thus one of the first writers
to earn her living primarily through her writings, not
otherwise supported by a family estate, an established

profession, or a court or church sinecure. Her position as
an independent intellectual and promoter of her own
literary and political works was extraordinary for her
time and a model for the development of professional
writers in modern times.

Though Christine wrote from necessity and her works
give evidence of the pressures imposed by her circum-
stances, her passionate involvement in many of the liter-
ary and political issues of her time determined the de-
sign and content of what she wrote. The era she lived in
was one of the most tumultuous in the history of France,
and as the ravages of internal and external conflicts
intensified before her eyes, she withdrew eventually from
secular life into the cloister. She spent the last decade of
her life in a convent, where she died about the year 1430.

Christine wrote in her autobiographical Lavision-
Christine, about the year 1406: “Nature willed that
from my studies and experience there be born new works,
and commanded: ‘Take up your tools and hammer out
on the anvil the material I shall give you, as lasting as
iron and impervious to fire and everything else, and
forge objects of delight. When your children were in your
womb, you experienced great pain bringing them into
the world. Now it is my wish that new works be born from
your memory in joy and delight, which will carry your
name forever all over the world, and to future genera-
tions of princes.” This brief passage, like many others
in Christine’s writings, is rich in complex images and
meanings, forging links between nature and learning,
work and childbirth, body and mind, the pain of labor
and the joy and delight of creation. Significantly, Chris-
tine attributes the source of her intellectual creations to
“Nature” rather than “God” and portrays them as “ob-
jects of delight” rather than moral strictures.

Christine’s hope that her works would survive as
“objects of delight” in future generations has had an
uneven fate. Her writings were well known in aristo-
cratic circles in her own day and later enjoyed printings
and translations bringing them to a wider literate audi-
ence in France, England, Italy, and other countries,
particularly in the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. But
there were long periods in which they fell into total ob-
scurity, interspersed with occasional revivals. Yet even
centuries of obscurity did not spell the disappearance of
her ideas and influence. Just as ideas are never created
“de novo,” out of nothing, and Christine drew hers from
many written and unwritten sources that came her way,
so her own words and thought became part of the intel-
lectual subsoil of what today is called “modernity.”
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Christine and her significance were “rediscovered”
by scholars in the nineteenth century, but she remained
little known through most of the twentieth century. Over
the past two decades, however, her work has achieved a
level of recognition, attention, and critical scrutiny un-
usual for any woman writer of political theory, and
certainly exceptional for any medieval woman writer.
Particularly in recent years, many new editions and
translations have appeared, many doctoral dissertations
have been devoted to her works, and several new studies
have been published addressing specifically her poli-
tical ideas. She is the first woman theorist to be includ-
ed in the Cambridge Texts in the History of Political
Thought ( The Book of the Body Politic, 1994).

Christine is best known today for her extraordinary
Book of the City of Ladies (1405) and its sequel, the
Book of Three Virtues (1405); and for her interventions
in the debates surrounding Jean de Meun’s Romance of
the Rose (1401-1403). In the City of Ladies, Christine
ponders the defamation of women and the hostility of
the intellectual establishment to women’s learning and
calls up three allegorical figures— Reason, Rectitude,
and Justice—to aid her in building a society in which
the virtue, wisdom, and competence of women would
be recognized, encouraged, and defended. Christine’s
“feminism” has been questioned by Sheila Delaney and
other scholars who find her ideas on women'’s rights and
participation in governance incompatible with contem-
porary feminist principles. But for Sarah Hanley and
others, she was the heroic challenger of the male oli-
gopoly of learning and power, who “instigated a long
debate over political identity and the right to rule” and
validated women’s rule by historical example and legal
and political argument (1998: 297-304).

Christine was also widely known in her own time
and in later centuries for many other writings of politi-
cal significance. Among these we may note her long
poetic works, extended political allegories, such as The
Letter of Othea to Hector (1401), The Book of the
Long Road to Learning (1403), and The Book of the
Mutation of Fortune (1404). Biography and autobiog-
raphy too were vehicles for Christine’s political com-
mentary, particularly her biography of Charles V
(1404) and Lavision-Christine (1405-1406). Christine
also wrote directly and at length on topics convention-
ally recognized in the canon of political theory: the state
and its institutions, the classes of society, war and just
war, arms and chivalry, the nature and conditions of
peace, the responsibilities of political authority, the
horrors of civil war, and the causes of popular rebellion.
Her works on these topics include among others: the
Letter to Queen Isabel (1405), The Book of the Body
Politic (ca. 1407), The Book of Feats of Arms and

Christine de Pizan

Chivalry (1410), the Lamentation on the Woes of
France (1410), and The Book of Peace (1414).

There has been much debate about the “originality”
of Christine’s works. Many of the prose works were cer-
tainly composed in large part of materials taken from
other sources, sometimes nearly word for word, some-
times rewritten to serve Christine’s purposes. This was a
common practice in her day, when “plagiarism” was not
considered improper and the authority of ancient or
learned sources was more prized than the inventiveness
of contemporary writers. Christine herself explained her
practice repeatedly using the metaphor of building an
edifice, or a city, out of the timber or bricks and mortar
of learning. As Charity Willard has noted, Christine
argued in her biography of Charles V that, just as the
worker in architecture or masonry uses stones and oth-
er materials which he has not made himself to build
a house or a castle according to his design, so she uses
whatever is appropriate to the end her imagination has
devised.

These remarks suggest, however, that the medieval
propensity to such borrowings was coming under chal-
lenge in Christine’s time. That she was aware of an
incipient demand for innovation or originality is evi-
dent from her comment on this subject in The Book of
the City of Ladies: “For it is not such a great feat of
mastery to study and leam some field of knowledge
already discovered by someone else as it is to discover by
oneself some new and unknown thing” (1.33.1). And
while the overarching metaphor of The City of Ladies
was that of building a city out of the materials and tools
of learning, from which Christine still drew liberally,
her own design of the whole, as well as revisions of the
parts, made this a work of astonishing and daring origi-
nality. The book has been described as an early “utopia”
(preceding by more than a century Thomas More’s Uto-
pia), offering a unique vision of a separatist women'’s
society outside the confines of religious communities
and upholding women’s rights and abilities as rulers
and intellectuals.

The selections included here, which exemplify Chris-
tine’s ideas on the state, governance, class divisions, jus-
tice, and peace, are drawn from The Book of the Body
Politic, translated by Kate Langdon Forhan (1994).
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The Book of the Body Politic (1407)

Part One. On Princes

Here begins the Book of the Body Politic which
speaks of virtue and manners and is divided into three
parts. The first part is addressed to princes, the second

to knights and nobles, and the third tc the universal
people.

Chapter 1. The first chapter gives the
description of the Body Politic

If it is possible for vice to give birth to virtue, it
pleases me in this part to be as passionate as a woman,
since many men assume that the female sex does not
know how to silence the abundance of their spirits.
Come boldly, then and be shown the many inexhaust-
ible springs and fountains of my courage, which can-
not be stanched when it expresses the desire for virtue.

Oh, Virtue, noble and godly, how can [ dare to
flaunt myself by speaking of you, when I know that my
understanding neither comprehends nor expresses you
well?

But what comforts me and makes me bold is that I
sense that you are so kind that it will not displease you
if [ speak of you, not about what is most subtle, but only
in those areas which I can conceive or comprehend.
So, I will speak about you as far as it concerns the
teaching of good morals, by speaking first of the indus-
try and rule of life for our superiors; that is, princes,
whose majesties  humbly supplicate not to take wrong-
ly nor disdain such a small intelligence as mine, that
such a humble creature dares undertake to speak about
the way of life for higher ranks. And may it please them
to remember the teaching of the Philosopher, who
said, “Do not disdain the wise words of the insignificant
despite your own high position.” Next by the grace of
God, I hope to speak on the manner of life of knights
and nobles. And then, thirdly, on the whole universal
people.

These three types of estate ought to be one polity
like a living body according to the words of Plutarch
who in a letter which he sent to the Emperor Trajan
compared the polity to a body having life. There the
prince and princes hold the place of the head in as
much as they are or should be sovereign and from
them ought to come particular institutions just as from
the mind of a person springs forth the external deeds
that the limbs achieve. The knights and nobles take
the place of the hands and arms. Just as a person’s arms
have to be strong in order to endure labor, so they have
the burden of defending the law of the prince and the
polity. They are also the hands because, just as the
hands push aside harmful things, so they ought push
all harmful and useless things aside. The other kinds of
people are like the belly, the feet and the legs. Just as
the belly receives all that the head and the limbs pre-
pare for it, so, too, the activity of the prince and nobles
ought to return to the public good, as will be better ex-
plained later. Just as the legs and feet sustain the human
body, so, too, the laborers sustain all the other estates.
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Chapter 2. Which describes how virtuous
felicity is symbolized

First we have to discuss virtue, to the benefit of the
rule of life for the three different estates. Virtue must
regulate human life in all its works. Without it, no one
can have honor. Whatever the degree of honor, Val-
erius says, honor is the plentiful food of virtue. And on
this subject, Aristotle said, “Reverence is due to honor
as a testimony of virtue,” which means that honor must
not be attributed but to a virtuous person, because he
is not speaking about the powerful nor about the rich,
but the virtuous. According to him, only the good are
honored. Nothing is more desired by noble hearts than
honor. As he says himself in the fourth book of the
Ethics, neither power nor riches is without honor. Now
it is true that kings and powerful princes are especially
invested with honor, and as a consequence, virtue, so
it is appropriate to distinguish the aspects of virtue. In
chapter 20 of his book, The City of God, St. Augustine
says that the philosophers say that virtue is the objec-
tive of all human good and evil. That is, human happi-
ness comes from being virtuous.

Now it is fitting that there is great delight in hap-
piness, otherwise it would not be happiness, and this
joy and happiness ancient philosophers described and
symbolized in this manner: Felicity is a very beautiful
and refined queen seated on a royal throne, and the
virtues are seated around her and look at her, waiting
to hear her commands, to serve her, and to obey. She
commands Prudence to inquire how she can stay
healthy and in good condition so that she can reign a
long time. And she commands Justice to do everything
that she should and keep the laws so that there will be
peace. And she commands Courage that if any pain
should come to her body, to moderate it by resisting it
with virtuous thought. She commands Temperance to
take wine, food, and other delectable things in mod-
eration so that anything she takes is for a reason and
not to her detriment. This description allows one to
understand that to be virtuous is nothing more than to
have in one everything that attracts good and which
pushes away evil and vice. Thus, in order to govern the
body of the public polity well, it is necessary for the
head to be healthy, that is, virtuous. Because if it is ill,
the whole body will feel it. . . .

Chapter 8. Of the observance towards God
and toward the law which the prince ought
to practice

The good prince who loves God will know his com-
mandments by memory, and how the worthy name of
God must not be taken in vain. To this purpose he will
proclaim an edict throughout his land, which will
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forbid on pain of severe punishment anyone swearing
on or denying his Creator. Alas, there is great need in
France at present for such an edict, because it is hor-
rible that the whole of Christendom has the custom of
such disrespect toward the Savior. One can scarcely
hear any other language, whether it be in jest or an-
other manner of speech, but everyone swears horribly
at every word about the torments of the passion of our
redeemer, and they forsake and deny him. I believe
that the pagans of old would not have treated their gods
and idols so!

All these things the good prince ought to forbid,
because they are opposed to and disapproved by the
Christian religion and could be the cause of the wrath
of God and the subversion of kingdoms and countries
where they take place, as some prophesies tell. And so,
the good prince who loves God will carefully observe
and keep the divine law and holy institutions in ev-
erything that is worthy and devout (which I will not
discuss for reasons of brevity, and also because most
people would prefer to hear of less boring things). But
the good prince that keeps and observes these things
ought to believe firmly that God will guard, defend,
and increase him in virtue of soul and body. And why
should he not have faith in God, the living, all power-
ful, and just, when the pagans trusted that their needs
would be met generously, because of the worship that
they gave to their gods and their idols? It appears, by
what Valerius says, that the city of Rome desired to
serve the gods conscientiously, and he said, “Our city
has always set aside everything for the service of the
gods,” even those things that concerned the honor of
the sovereign majesty, that is, the emperors, because
they had, he says, firm belief that in doing thus they
acquired the rule and the governance of the world, and
also because of this “the emperors of our city have
generally not abandoned the constant service of holy
things.”

This suffices for the first point of the first part, on
the virtue of the prince, which should be founded on
and should demonstrate the fact that he loves and
serves God.

Chapter 9. How a good prince ought to
resemble a good shepherd

Now we have discussed the first point on which the
goodness of the prince ought principally to be found-
ed, so next we shall speak of the second point, that is,
that the good prince ought especially to love the public
good and its augmentation more than his own good,
according to the teaching of Aristotle’s Politics, which
says that tyranny is when the prince prefers his own
good over the public good. This is against royal lord-
ship as well, for he ought to care more for the benefit
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of his people than his own. Now he shall be advised on
how to demonstrate this love.

The good prince who loves his country will guard
it carefully, following the example of the good shep-
herd. As he guards his sheep from wolves and evil
beasts, and keeps them clean and healthy so that they
can increase and be fruitful and yield their fleece
whole, sound, and well nourished by the land on
which they are fed and kept, so that the shepherd will
be well paid by their fleece, shorn in time and in
season. But the rich good shepherd who gives them to
others to keep because he cannot take care of all his
flocks himself, provides himself with good and cap-
able help. So he takes good, careful servants, wise and
hard working in their craft, whom he understands and
knows are loyal and prefer his interest. So he orders
that those servants be equipped with good strong dogs
with iron collars, well trained by being brought to the
field to chase off wolves. So they let them loose at night
in the fold so that thieves coming for the sheep are
attacked by them. By day, they keep them tied to their
belts while the sheep graze peacefully in the fields. But
if these servants feel any fear of wolves or evil animals
coming out of the woods or mountains, they then
unleash the dogs, and let them run after them and nip
at their heels. And to give the dogs greater boldness
against the wolf or evil animal the servants run after
them with good ironclad staffs. And if any sheep goes
out of the flock, the good hounds go after it and,
without doing it harm, they bring it back to the flock.
In this manner, the wise servants defend and take care
of them so well that they yield a good account to the
head shepherd.

Just so, the good prince is mindful of the defense
and care of his country and people, even though it is
impossible in person. In every place he has responsi-
bility, he will always provide himself with very good
assistance, in deeds of knighthood and for other things;
that is, the brave leaders whom he knows are good and
loyal and who love him, such as constables, marshals,
admirals and others, to whom he gives responsibility
for furnishing other good soldiers, well-taught and ex-
perienced in war, whom he binds to him by an oath,
not to leave without permission and are so ready to do
his business that if needed they will go attack his en-
emies, so that the country is not despoiled, pillaged,
nor the people killed.

This does not mean that the soldiers themselves
should pillage and despoil the country like they do in
France nowadays when in other countries they dare
not do so. It is a great mischief and perversion of law
when those who are intended for the defense of the

people, pillage, rob, and so cruelly, that truly short of
killing them or setting their houses on fire, their en-
emies could do no worse. This is not the right manner
of warfare, which ought to be just and without extor-
tion, and if not, the soldiers and the princes that send
them to war are in great peril of the wrath of God
falling on them and punishing them severely. Before
God, there is no doubt that the justifiable curses of the
people, when they have been oppressed too much, can
cause evil fortune to fall, as, for example, one finds in
many places in Holy Scripture; for everyone ought to
know that God is just, and all this is the fault of an evil
order.

For if soldiers were well paid, one could restrict the
main pain of punishment to take nothing without pay-
ing for it, and by this means they could find provisions
and everything that they needed economically and
plentifully. Itis too greatly astonishing how people can
live under such a law without any compassion from the
soldiers for the pity of their life. But the Holy Spirit,
father of the poor, will visit them! Now, if a shepherd
had a dog that ran after his sheep, he would hit him
with his staff. It is not a thing a good prince who loves
God and his people should bear, and just as one un-
leashed the dogs at night in the fold to keep them from
thieves, so must the head keep watchmen and spies
along the borders so that the country and the people
are not surprised by thieves or by some trickery, and so
that they can know the plans of their enemies.

The soldiers ought to have yet another duty. Just as
the good dog brings back the strayed sheep, so they
ought to bring back the common people or others who
from fear or dread or evil want to rebel and take the
wrong side. They ought to bring them back to the right
path either by threats or by taking good care of them.
Although it displeases some and surprises others, I
compare the noble office of arms to the nature of the
dog because, truly, the dog naturally has many charac-
teristics which the good man-at-arms ought to have.
The dog loves his master marvelously and is very loyal
to him. And the man-at-arms should be also. He is
tough and exposes himself to death for his master and
when he is committed to guarding any place he is very
alertand has excellent hearing in order to run after evil
doers or thieves. He will not bite the friends of his
master but naturally sniffs at them, nor does he bite the
neighbors nor those of the household where he is fed,
but he guards them instead. He is very tough and fights
with great skill. He has a good understanding, knowl-
edge, and is very amiable to those who do him kind-
ness. And all these characteristics are those of the good
soldier. . . .
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Chapter 11. The love that the prince
ought to have for his subjects

Now let us examine a little the rights of the prince
according to the law; that is, whether the good prince
can raise any new taxes or subsidies above his usual
revenue over his demesne for any reason. It seems to
me that the laws give enough freedom and permit him
to do so for some cause. For example, to defend the
land from his enemies if he is attacked by war, for
which he ought to have paid soldiers for the defense of
the country. Also for marrying his children, or paying
ransom for them if they should be captured. And in
this case especially, the good prince can raise a new tax
over and above his natural demesne over his subjects
without infringing on the law.

But this should be done compassionately and dis-
cretely [sic] so [as] to hinder the poor less, and without
taking more than what is necessary for the particular
cause, such as war or for whatever it was set. And the
rich, in this case, ought to support the poor, and not
exempt the rich, as is done nowadays, leaving the poor
the more heavily burdened.

I dare say, no matter who is displeased, saving their
reverence, it is a marvelous right that the rich and high
officials of the king or princes who have their rank and
power as a gift of the king and princes are able to carry
the burden, are exempt from taxes, and the poor who
have nothing from the king have to pay. Is it not reason-
able if  have given a great gift to my servant, and give
him a rich livelihood and his estate, and it happened
that I had some need, that he comes to my aid more
than the one who has had nothing from me? It is a
strange custom that is used nowadays in this kingdom
in the setting of taxes. But if it were changed, it must
be uniform, not that some of the rich pay and others
not, for this would bring envy, because some would de-
spise those who paid as a form of servitude. If everyone
paid, no one would be reproached. Nevertheless I
do not mean that those who fought for the defense of
the country should not be exempt. I say things for the
poor. Compassion moves me because their tears and
moans come bitterly forth. There are some who come
to pay this money imposed on them and then they and
their poor household starves afterwards, and sells their
beds and other poor possessions cheaply and for noth-
ing. ...

... If I were allowed to say something more about
this, how much more could I say; but the knowledge of
these things does not please the evil ministers who
have enriched themselves, and they will reprimand
me. I could tell them without arrogance something
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that Euripides, the great poet, said to the Athenian
who asked him to quote a sentence from the tragedy
that he had written. “Tragedy,” said Valerius, “is a way
of writing that represents misdeeds done on the orders
of the polity; either by the community or by princes.”
He said that he did not write his sayings in order to
reprimand nor to be reprimanded, but in order to
teach us to live well. About the poet, Valerius said that
he would not dishenor himself by obeying the words of
the people and ignoring his own. . ..

Chapter 19. How the good prince
ought to love justice

According to my judgment, we have sufficiently
discussed the subject of the first two points and the
branches that descend from them, on how the natural
and non-tyrannical good prince ought to establish and
build his government, as we promised before. First he
ought to love and fear God above all else. Secondly, he
loves and cares for the public good of his land and
country more than his own good. Now it remains to
speak of the third point, which is that he ought to keep
and maintain justice. It is appropriate to speak first on
what justice is. Afterwards, how to keep it is necessary,
and how the ancients were well trained to keep it. We
will use appropriate examples of things as we did pre-
viously.

“Justice,” said Aristotle, “is a measure which ren-
ders to each his due,” and much more could be said in
describing this virtue. But on this subject I have spo-
ken elsewhere, especially in the Book of Human Wis-
dom, so I will discuss this the more briefly at present so
as to present some examples. The good prince ought to
keep justice in such fashion that no favoritism will lead
him to impede or to destroy it. Our ancestors loved
justice so much that they did not spare even their own
children. There was once an emperor who proclaimed
an edict that anyone who broke a certain law would
lose his two eyes. When it was broken by his own son,
rather than blind his own heir so that he could not
govern the republic, he found a remedy to satisfy the
punishment without preventing the son from govern-
ing one day. But this remedy was too pitiful: his son
had one of his eyes put out, and he put out his own, as
the other. I say that justice was kept more rigorously
than it is now. . . .

But to pass from examples of great rigor, let us
discuss how the good prince keeps justice and what is
necessary for him to do so. First, and principally, to do
this he ought to be provided with wise and prudent
men and good councillors, who love his soul and
honor and the good of the country more than their own
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benefit. But I fear that presently there are not very
many! If the prince has wise councillors he can main-
tain the rule of justice and other particular laws, and
increase and multiply the virtue, strength, power and
wealth of his country. Oh, who is the prince who can
sufficiently deserve the wise, loyal, and good counsel-
lor because of the great good that comes from follow-
ing his advice if he wants to believe him? Is it not said
in the History of the Romans that the wise Scipio Na-
sica (who was of the lineage of the other noble Scipi-
os who were so valiant in warfare) despite the fact that
he did not live by his weapons like the others, he was so
wise and prudent in the council and governing of the
republic that he did as much as the others did by their
weapons?

Using his lively intelligence he fought against
some of the powerful Romans who wanted to over-
power the Senate and the good of the people. Valerius
said about him that he deserved no less praise in his
“coat of peace” than other warriors deserved in their
“coat of arms” because he defended the city from
many great problems and much good resulted because
of him.

Chapter 20. What councillors the prince
ought to have

Now it is appropriate to consider what people the
prince should choose as his councillors. Should he
choose from among the young? No, because they
counselled Jeroboam badly in the past as they have
many others. Therefore they should be chosen from
the old, the most wise and experienced, because they
are more capable and ready to advise than the young.
It is necessary that the loyal councillor be well-in-
formed on the things about which he counsels. He
should not believe lightly in a thing that appears good
before proving its truth, examining and inquiring. At
first glance a thing may appear to be what it is not. In
the Rhetoric, Aristotle said that the old and elderly did
not have the habit of believing lightly, because they
had been defrauded in their lives many times. They do
not make decisions on doubtful things, but often inter-
pret things for the worst, because many times they
have seen the worst happen, thus they will not give
advice hastily. They do not put great hopes on a little
foundation and little evidence, because many times
they have seen things come to pass differently from
how one thought they would, and so they will not
advise great undertakings without serious consider-
ation. Most commonly these things are the opposite in
the young, as other habits are naturally more weighty
in the old.

But [ do not say that all the old are wise! For Aris-
totle says that there are two kinds of age, one which fol-

lows after a well ordered and temperate youth, which
Tully (Cicero) praises in his book On Old Age. The
other is age which comes after a wasted and dissolute
youth, and it is subject to many miseries and is not
worth recommending. Thus I have said that the prince
ought to choose councillors from the old and the wise.
To speak more of them; although they do not have great
bodily strength, like the young, all the same, they are
greater in virtue and discreet in advice, which is more
useful and more profitable than bodily strength, and is
so much more to be praised. And the most noble vir-
tues are understanding, discretion, and knowledge rath-
er than strength of the body. Where the wisdom and
counsel of the old and wise are followed, the royal ma-
jesties, cities, politics, and public affairs are well gov-
erned and sustained, which are often destroyed by the
young, as Tully says, and which appears clear in many
histories. Thus while age takes away bodily strength it
abounds in strength of intelligence and understand-
ing, which are more praiseworthy things. . . .

Chapter 21. How a good prince, despite being
good natured and kind, ought to be feared

The nature of justice and what it serves and to what
extent is well known and understood; it is appropriate
for the good prince to punish (or have punished) evil-
doers. And so I will pass by this for a time and proceed
to that which also befits the good prince: The virtue of
justice, which renders to each that which is his due,
according to his power. If he keeps this rule, which is
just, he will not fail to do equity in everything, and
thus, he will render to himself his due. For it is rational
that he has the same right he gives to everyone, which
means that he would be obeyed and feared by right
and by reason, as is appropriate to the majesty of a
prince.

For in whatever land or place where a prince is not
feared, there is no true justice. How it is appropriate for
the prince to be feared is shown by the worthy man
Clearcus who was Duke of Lacedemonia (which is a
large part of Greece where there once was a marvel-
ously valiant people). This duke was so chivalrous and
greata warrior that his people were more afraid of their
prince than death and their enemies. Because of his
words and also the punishment that he gave malefac-
tors and cowards, they gave themselves without spar-
ing, by which they achieved marvelous things. There
is no doubt that the good prince ought to be feared
despite being gentle and benign. His kindness ought to
be considered a thing of grace which one ought to
particularly heed rather than scorn. It s for this reason
the ancients painted the goddess of lordship as a seated
lady of very high rank on a royal throne, holding in one
hand an olive branch and in the other a naked sword,
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showing that rule must include kindness and mercy as
well as justice and power. . . .

Chapter 22. How the good prince ought to use
the good counsel of the wise

We have said how the prince honors the wise. Now
we will describe how he follows their advice. A knight,
captain called Municius, as Valerius recounts, wanted
to give thanks to Fabius, by whom he and his army
were saved. “Fair Lords,” he said to his knights, “I have
often heard say that he is first in action who knows how
to give good advice, and he is second who follows good
advice, but the one who neither acknowledges advice
nor follows it is useless. And because of this, fair lords,”
he said, “nature removes from us the first, that is, we
are not wise enough to give advice, because we have
not lively intelligence enough. Therefore let us do the
second, that is, obey Fabius who is wise and gives good
counsel.” And so they did, and because of his wisdom,
they were victorious in battle.

And on the subject of believing the wise and fol-
lowing their advice, [Aristotle’s] great Dialectic says
that one ought to believe each expert in his art. This
means that the good prince ought to consult a variety
of people according to the variety of things to do. For
the governance of justice and the diverse important
cases which he hears, he ought not to take advice from
his soldiers nor his knights, but from jurists and clerks

_ of this science. The same with warfare; not from clerks
but from knights, and similarly in other matters. As
Valerius said about Quintus Scaevola, despite his be-
ing a very wise jurist and interpreter of the law, every
time someone came to him to ask advice on any cus-
tom of the offices of Rome, he sent those who asked to
Furius or to Castellanus, who were experts on these
customs, even if by chance he knew them just as well.
But he wanted everyone to take care of the branch of
knowledge to which one was devoted, no more. By
which fact, said Valerius, he confirmed his authority,
more because he did not claim for himself any office,
than because of the superiority of his knowledge. This
is unlike those who out of envy of others and arrogance
want to meddle in everything.

The good prince should follow the advice of the
wise in order to do justice and equity to himself and to
others, ensure that those he has commissioned to office
are not corrupted nor of evil life, and he should see to
it that his judges do not favor one party more than
another, as was discussed before, and ensure that the
powerful are not spared more than the humble. Yet
commonly the rich are favored over the poor, which is
against God, against right, and against reason. Ana-
charsis, the philosopher compared law to spider webs,
and said that the spider webs never caught fat flies nor
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wasps, but catch little flies and frail butterflies, while
letting strong birds go, which often destroy them when
they fly through. So it is with the law, because the great
and powerful often break it and pass through without
fear, but the little flies are caught and trapped. This
commonly happens to the poor and humble people
because of the avarice of ministers of justice. And on
this Pericles (who was a wise man and of great author-
ity in the city of Athens, and the most virtuous as Tully
tells us in his On Duties), said that whoever adminis-
ters justice should have not only continent hands and
tongue but also his eyes, which means that a judge
ought to keep from receiving gifts which corrupt hu-
man judgment. Also he should keep himself both from
talking too much and from incontinence of the flesh,
for the common people take the life of the powerful as
an example.

Chapter 23. How the good prince ought to
observe the actions of his officers

... From this we have learned that in the well
governed republic certain persons should be chosen
from any rank, according to their proper position, as
shown before. This means that soldiers and others who
belong to that group are those who are capable for
military offices; and clerks and students are appropri-
ate for the speculative sciences, philosophy, and lib-
eral arts, likewise for other offices, as Tully said. And
the good prince ought to see them as a necessity, for
the honor and glory of the kingdom, the land, and
the country increases most through an abundance of
clerks and wise scholars, because he is well advised by
them, as I said before. On which Plato said (according
to the first book of the Consolation by Boethius), the
republic will be very happy if the wise govern it, or else
if the governors of princes study wisdom. Through
this, the whole community would obey the laws and
rules of reason. And thus, as I have already often said,
it would be appropriate to get rid of the presumption
of many who desire honors without being worthy of
them, so that the worthy are honored and receive them,
and the unworthy reform themselves. And the worthy
and unworthy are discerned by such practices, as is
ordained by study of the sciences. . . .

Part Two. On Knights and Nobles

Here begins the second part of the book, which
addresses chivalrous nobles.

Chapter 1. The first chapter describes how
these nobles are the arms and hands
of the body politic

Having concluded speaking to princes whom we
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described according to Plutarch as the head of the
living image of the body politic and exhorting them to
virtuous life, it is appropriate in this second part of the
present book to keep our promise and speak of the
arms and hands of this image, which according to
Plutarch, are the nobles, knights, and all those of their
estate. In order to follow the style already begun, we
ought to discuss their introduction to virtue and good
manners, and particularly to deeds of chivalry, for they
are responsible for guarding the public, according to
the writing of the authors.

While the same virtue is just as appropriate and
necessary for the ordinary person, the simple knight, or
the noble, as for princes, nevertheless, the estates differ
in their way of life, in their conversation, and kinds of
activity; thus it is suitable for my treatment of the
subject to differ as well. The thing that is appropriate
for the prince to do is not appropriate for the simple
knight or noble, and likewise the opposite. But there is
no doubt that one can speak the same to nobles as to
princes when it concerns the aforementioned virtues.
This means that it is also their part to love God and fear
Him above all else, to care for the public good for
which they were established, to preserve and love jus-
tice according to their competences; just as it is for
princes and other human beings. To be humane, lib-
eral and merciful, to love the wise and good and to
govern by their advice, and likewise they should have
all the other virtues, which I do not think I will describe
for them, as it suffices to have described them once.
What I have said before concerning the virtues serves
each estate in the polity, and each individual person,
therefore I will not proceed much longer in this form.
For it is sufficient to speak of the manner in which every-
one ought to do his own part in the order that God has
established, that is, nobles do as nobles should, the
populace does as it is appropriate for them, and every-
one should come together as one body of the same
polity, to live justly and in peace as they ought. . . .

Chapter 5. How there are six good conditions
that are necessary for nobles and knights, and
the first of the six

It seems to me that according to the writings of the
authors on the manners of noblemen, six conditions
are especially necessary if they desire honor due for
their merits. Otherwise their nobility is nothing but a
mockery. The first is that they ought to love arms and
the art of them perfectly, and they ought to practice
that work. The second condition is that they ought to
be very bold, and have such firmness and constancy in
their courage that they never flee nor run from battles
out of fear of death, nor spare their blood nor life, for
the good of their prince and the safe keeping of their

country and the republic. Otherwise they will endure
capital punishment through sentence of the law, and
be dishonored forever.

Thirdly, they ought to give heart and steadiness to
each other, counselling their companions to do well,
and be firm and steadfast. The fourth is to be truthful
and to uphold their fealty and oath. Fifthly, they ought
to love and desire honor above all worldly things.
Sixthly, they ought to be wise and crafty against their
enemies and in all deeds of arms. To those who observe
them and keep these conditions well there will be
honor. But it is no doubt more difficult to do these
things than it is to speak of them! Therefore, Aristotle
said that the greatest honor is found where the greatest
difficulty is.

On the first condition that the noble ought to have,
which is to love and practice arms, and keep them
right, we can give the examples of many noble knights.
But since we have begun with the history of the Ro-
mans, let us continue with them, for it seems to me
that they particularly loved warfare, and as a conse-
quence were very noble (that is, the good ones who are
mentioned in the writings of ancient authors where
the deeds are told). And although they loved arms well,
they also observed knightly discipline, that is they kept
right in suitable things by rules, so that they failed in
nothing. Those who broke the established rules were
punished. Valerius said that the discipline of chivalry,
that is keeping the rules and order appropriate to it,
was the highest honor and firm foundation of the em-
pire of Rome. Moreover, he said that they won their
greatest victories, they secured the state, and the cer-
tain position of happy peace and tranquility because
they kept their discipline well. . ..

Chapter 9. On the third good condition that
knights and captains ought to have

It commonly happens that a person who has been
instructed on or taught an art or custom, works hard
and takes trouble to teach others, and incline them to
the same thing; therefore, the sages say, “If you keep
company with the good, you will come to resemble
them, but if you often see the evil, you will become
like them.” And so if one desires to be master of an art
orascience, it is necessary to associate with the masters
and practitioners of whatever one desires to do. For as
will be described in the last part of this book, one ought
to believe every expert in his own art. On our subject,
that is the third condition that the good knight or
soldiers ought to have, as we have discussed in the
beginning of this second part, any nobleman in arms
ought to honor and emulate the good and noble both
in the theory and practice of this science.

That I call it “science” could seem to be an error to
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some, but it seems to me (to speak clearly without
quibbling over subtleties), anything which has correct
rules of order and measure that ought to be kept can be
called science. And there is nothing in the world in
which it is more necessary to keep measure and order
than military activity, otherwise in battle everything
is confusion, as we know from experience. Vegetius
wrote his own book called The Book of the Science and
Art of Chivalry where he speaks of the rules that ought
to be kept. And to prove that it is true that there is no
rational art where rules are more necessary, he quotes
the very noble knight Scipio Africanus, saying, “The
greatest shame in the activity of knighthood is to say |
don't believe it.” Something ought only to be done
after such good advice and counsel and for such good
reasons that it could not be a problem of believing or
not; because there could be no room for doubt in
battle. This saying is confirmed by the aforementioned
Vegetius in the first book of Chivalry. In other things,
if one errs one can correct the error or fault, but incor-
rect orders and misconduct in battle can not be rec-
tified because the misdeed is immediately punished. If
such a one dies dishonorably, or flees, or falls into
slavery, it is fitting if he is captured and treated harshly
because such things are more painful than death to the
courageous.

And because we have entered into the chapter
where we hope to discuss how good soldiers ought to
encourage one another to be valiant, and good, and to
have the manners and morals [moeurs] they ought
(which words are particularly and principally appro-
priate for the instruction of leaders and captains of
armies and battles), let us tell more about the valiant
prince Scipio, mentioned above and what he said to
his knights. He said that no one ought to fight his
enemies, that is, attack them, without just cause. But
if the cause is just, they ought to not wait until they
are attacked, for in a just cause, right gives greater
boldness. And in such a case a man ought to fight se-
curely, but not unless he is forced to fight. But in the
case where he is attacked, if he does not defend him-
self, it is shameful because it would be cowardice and
show little confidence in good fortune, which would

bebad. ...

Part Three. On the Common People

Here begins the third part of this book, which is
addressed to the universal people.

Chapter 1. The first chapter discusses how the
estates must unite and come together

In the first part of this book concerning the instruc-
tion of princes, we depicted the aforementioned prince

The Book of the Body Politic (1407)

or princes as the head of the body politic, as planned
before. Thereafter followed the second part, on the
education of nobles and knights, which are the arms
and the hands. In this part, with God’s help, let us
continue with what we can pluck from the authorities
on this subject of the life of the body of the aforemen-
tioned polity, which means the whole of the people in
common, described as the belly, legs, and feet, so that
the whole be formed and joined in one whole living
body, perfect and healthy. For just as the human body
is not whole, but defective and deformed when it lacks
any of its members, so the body politic cannot be
perfect, whole, nor healthy if all the estates of which
we speak are not well joined and united together. Thus,
they can help and aid each other, each exercising the
office which it has to, which diverse offices ought to
serve only for the conservation of the whole commu-
nity, just as the members of a human body aid to guide
and nourish the whole body. And in so far as one of
them fails, the whole feels it and is deprived by it.

Thus it is appropriate to discuss the way the final
parts of the body should be maintained in health and
in well-being, for it seems to me that they are the
support and have the burden of all the rest of the body,
thus they need the strength and the power to carry the
weight of the other parts. This is why, just as we said
earlier, the good prince must love his subjects and his
people, and we spoke of the office of nobles which is
established to guard and defend the people.

It is suitable to speak of the love, reverence, and
obedience that his people should have for the prince.
So let us say to all universally: all the estates owe the
prince the same love, reverence and obedience. But
after I have said something about the increase of virtue
in their life and manner of living, perhaps I will discuss
the three ways the different classes ought to express the
generalized principle. And because sometimes there
are complaints among the three different estates—
princes, knights and people —because it seems to each
of them that the other two do not do their duty in their
ofhces, which can cause discord among them, a most
prejudicial situation, here isa moral tale told as a fable:

Once upon a time there was great disagreement
between the belly of a human body and its
limbs. The belly complained loudly about the
limbs and said that they thought badly of it and
that they did not take care of it and feed it as
well as they should. On the other hand, the
limbs complained loudly about the belly and
said they were all exhausted from work, and yet
despite all their labor, coming and going and
working, the belly wanted to have everything
and was never satisfied. The limbs then decided
that they would no longer suffer such pain and
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labor, since nothing they did satisfied the belly.
So they would stop their work and let the belly
get along as best it might. The limbs stopped
their work and the belly was no longer nour-
ished. So it began to get thinner, and the limbs
began to fail and weaken, and so, to spite one
another, the whole body died.

Likewise, when a prince requires more than a
people can bear, then the people complain against
their prince and rebel by disobedience. In such dis-
cord, they all perish together. And thus I conclude that
agreement preserves the whole body politic. And so
attests Sallust, “in concord, little things increase, and
by discord, great things decrease.”

Chapter 2. On the differences between the
several peoples

Although the writing of books and especially those
on manners and instruction must be general and relate
to the inhabitants of all countries (since books are
carried to many places and regions), because we reside
in France we will restrict our words and teaching to the
French people, although these words and instruction
would seem to generally serve as a good example in all
other regions where good and correct understanding is
desired.

Throughout the whole world, lands which are gov-
erned by humans are subject to different institutions
according to the ancient customs or places. Some are
governed by elected emperors, others by hereditary
kings, and so on. And there are cities and countries
which are self governed and are ruled by princes which
they choose among themselves. Often these make their
choice more by will than by reason. And sometimes,
having chosen them by caprice, they seem to depose
them the same way. Such government is not beneficial
where it is the custom, as in Italy and many places.

Other cities are governed by certain families in the
city that they call nobles, and they will allow no one
not of their lineage to enter their counsels nor their
discussions; this they do in Venice which has been
governed thus since its foundation, which was very
ancient. Others are governed by their elders who are
called “aldermen.” And in some places, the common
people govern and every year a number of people are
installed from each trade. I believe that such gover-
nance is not profitable at all for the republic and also
it does not last very long once begun, nor is there peace
in and around it, and for good reason. But 1 will not say
more for reasons of brevity. Such was the government
of Bologna. I would have too much to do to speak of
each people separately, but when it comes to choosing
the most suitable institution to govern the polity and

the community of people, Aristotle says in Book III of
the Politics, that the polity of one is best, that is, gover-
nance and rule by one. Rule by a few is still good, he
says, but rule by the many is too large to be good,
because of the diversity of opinions and desires.

On our subject, I consider the people of France
very happy. From its foundation by the descendants of
the Trojans, it has been governed, not by foreign princ-
es, but by its own from heir to heir, as the ancient
chronicles and histories tell. This rule by noble French
princes has become natural to the people. And for this
reason and the grace of God, of all the countries and
kingdoms of the world, the people of France has the
most natural and the best love and obedience for their
prince, which is a singular and very special virtue and
praiseworthy of them and they deserve great merit.

Chapter 3. The obedience to the prince that a
people ought to have

It pleases the good to have one’s merits to be
praised, although to be praised scarcely mdltters to
those who are wise. As [ have said before, no matter
what anyone said to diminish their worth, it causes
them to be pleased and delight more in goodness. For
just as prudent persons who are curious about their
health would like the advice of doctors, even though
they have no symptoms of illness, but so they may live
in health, it pleases them to have a regimen to preserve
their health. Likewise, we will comfort the loyal people
of France in order to preserve them in the good and
faithful love that they are accustomed to and always
have for their very noble, venerable, and above all,
praiseworthy and redoubtable princes. And so that
they understand and know that by doing so, they act as
virtuous and good people, this will be demonstrated
here by quotations on the subject from Holy Scripture
and other examples.

The Holy Scriptures in many places advise sub-
jects to render themselves humble subjects and to be
readily obedient to their lords and rulers. So St. Paul
says in the thirteenth chapter of the Epistle to the
Romans: “All living creatures ought to be subject to
powerful rulers, for those powers that princes have are
commanded by God. And he who resists their power,
he is recalcitrant or rebellious against the command of
God”

And this same St. Paul, in chapter 3 of the Epistle
to Titus, counsels the common people to hold them-
selves subject to princes and high powers. And this
adage is given by St. Peter in his first epistle, chapter 2
where he says, “Be subject to your lords in fearful
dread.” But, so that no one can excuse oneself by
saying that this only applies to princes that are good, St.

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Dowm\oadéiom behalf of Unknown Institution



Peter declares plainly, “Suppose that the princes were
bad,” he says, “then subject yourself for the love of
God, and especially to the king as the most excellent
and to the leaders [ducz] sent by God for the punish-
ment of evildoers and for the glory of the good and of
their good deeds.”

And for those who may complain about the tribute
and taxes that it is suitable to pay to princes, they are to
understand that it is a thing permitted and accepted by
God. And so Holy Scripture gives an example to dem-
onstrate how subjects ought not to refuse to pay that
which is commanded. In chapter 22 of his gospel,
Saint Matthew tells how the Pharisees asked Our Lord
if they must pay taxes to Caesar the emperor, to which
Our Lord answered, saying “Give to Caesar that which
is Caesar’s and to God that which is His,” which means
that taxes are due to the prince. In the seventeenth
chapter of his gospel, Saint Matthew also tells how
Our Lord sent St. Peter to the river and told him to look
in the mouth of the first fish which he caught and he
would find a coin. And He told him to take this coin to
those who collected the taxes of the emperor in pay-
ment for the two of them. Thus, our Lord himself gave
an example of being subject in deed and in word to
revere and obey lords and princes. On this point of
loyalty towards the prince, I believe that God has saved
people of France from many perils, because of their
goodness and merit. . . .

Chapter 4. Here we begin to discuss the third
estate of the people, and furst, clerics studying
the branches of knowledge

In the community of people are found three es-
tates, which means, especially in the city of Paris and
other cities, the clergy, the burghers and merchants,
and the common people, such as artisans and laborers.
Now it is suitable to consider the things to say that are
beneficial as examples of good living for each of the
distinct estates since they are different. And because
the clerical class is high, noble, and worthy of honor
amongst others, I will address it first, that is, the stu-
dents, whether at the University of Paris or elsewhere.

Oh well advised, oh happy people! I speak to you,
the disciplines of the study of wisdom, who, by the
grace and good fortune or nature apply yourselves to
seek out the heights of the clear rejoicing star, that is,
knowledge, do take diligently from this treasure, drink
from this clear and healthy fountain. Fill yourself from
this pleasant repast, which can so benefit and elevate
you! For what is more worthy for a person than knowl-
edge and the highest learning? Certainly, you who
desire it and employ yourself with it, you have chosen
the glorious life! For by it, you can understand the
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choice of virtue and the avoidance of vice as it counsels
the one and forbids the other.

There is nothing more perfect than the truth and
clarity of things which knowledge demonstrates how
to know and understand. There is no treasure of the
goods of fortune that he who has tasted of the highest
knowledge would exchange for a drop of the dregs of
wisdom. And truly, no matter what others say, I dare say
there is no treasure the like of understanding. Who
would not undertake any labor, you champions of
wisdom, to acquire it? For if you have it and use it well,
you are noble, you are rich, you are all perfect! And
this is plain in the teachings of the philosophers, who
teach and instruct the way to come through wisdom to
the treasure of pure and perfect sufficiency. . . .

Chapter 6. On the second estate of people,
that is the burghers and merchants

I said before that the second rank of people is
composed of the burghers and merchants of the cities.
Burghers are those who are from old city families and
have a surname and an ancient coat of arms. They are
the principal dwellers and inhabitants of cities, and
they inherit the houses and manors on which they live.
Books refer to them as “citizens.” Such people ought to
be honorable, wise and of good appearance, dressed in
honest clothing without disguise or affectation. They
must have true integrity and be people of worth and
discretion, and it is the estate of good and beneficial
citizens. In some places, they call the more ancient
families noble, when they have been people of worthy
estate and reputation for a long time. And so, in all
places, one ought to praise good burghers and citizens
of cities. It is a very good and honorable thing when
there is a notable bourgeoisie in a city. It is a great
honor to the country and a great treasure to the prince.

These people ought to be concerned with the situ-
ation and needs of the cities of which they are part.
They are to ensure that everything concerning com-
merce and the situation of the population is well gov-
erned. For humble people do not commonly have
great prudence in words or even in deeds that con-
cern politics and so they should not meddle in the or-
dinances established by princes. Burghers and the
wealthy must take care that the common people are
not hurt, so that they have no reason to conspire against
the prince or his council. The reason is that these
conspiracies and plots by the common people always
come back to hurt those that have something to lose.
It always was and always will be that the end result is
not at all beneficial to them, but evil and detriment-
al. And so, if there is a case sometime when the com-
mon people seem to be aggrieved by some burden, the
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merchants ought to assemble and from among them
choose the wisest and most discreet in action and in
speech, and go before the prince or the council and
bring their claims for them in humility and state their
case meekly for them, and not allow them to do any-
thing, for that leads to the destruction of cities and of
countries.

So, to the extent of their power, they should quiet
the complaints of the people because of the evil that
could come to all. They must restrain themselves this
way, as well as others. And if sometimes the laws of
princes and their council seem to them to appear,
according to their judgment, to be wrong, they must
not interpret this as in bad faith, and there may be
danger in foolishly complaining, but they ought to
assume that they have good intentions in what they do,
although the cause might not be apparent. It is wisdom
to learn when to hold one’s tongue, said Valerius,
citing Socrates, the most noble and praiseworthy phi-
losopher. Once he was in a place where many com-
plained of the laws of princes, and one of them asked
him why he alone said nothing when the others spoke.
“Because,” said he, “I have sometimes repented of
speaking but never of holding my tongue.” . . .

Chapter 7. How the wise burghers ought to
counse] the simple people in what they

should do

As was said before, the wise should teach the sim-
ple and the ignorant to keep quiet about those things
which are not their domain and from which great
danger can come and no benefit. And as testimony to
this, it is written in chapter 22 of the book of Exodus
that the law forbids such complaints and says also “you
will not complain about great rulers nor curse the
princes of the people.” And Solomon confirms this in
the tenth chapter of Ecclesiastes, saying “Do not be-
tray the king in your thought,” which means that no
subject ought to conspire against his lord.

It is also dangerous to complain about or disobey
the laws of princes. . . .

These things could be given as an example in any
country, but merciful God has not put cruel and
bloody princes against their people in France. Because
of all the nations of the world, I dare say without
flattery, it is true that [there] are no more benign and
humane princes than in France, and thus they ought
all the more to be obeyed. And even if sometimes by
chance it seems to the people that they are grieved and
burdened, they should not believe that other places
are less so, and even supposing that were true because
of their chartered liberties that other peoples enjoy, yet
they may have other services and usages that are more

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Downloaded,on behalf of Unknown Institution

detrimental, like great wrongs done to them, or mur-
ders amongst themselves, because there is no justice
which guards them or treats them in another way. And
in spite of those who contradict me, I hold that of all
the countries in Christendom, in this one the people
commonly live better both because of the benevo-
lence of princes without cruelty, and because of the
courtesy and amiability of the people of this nation.
And I do not say this out of favoritism, because I was
not born here. But, God be my witness at the end, I say
what I think! And since 1 have enquired about the
government of other countries and I know there is no
paradise on earth, I know that everywhere has its own
troubles. . ..

Chapter 8. On merchants

As we discussed before, the merchant class is very
necessary, and without it neither the estate of kings and
princes nor even the politics of cities and countries
could exist. For by the industry of their labor, all kinds
of people are provided for without their having to
make everything themselves, because if they have
money, merchants bring them afar all things necessary
and proper for human beings to live. For it is a good
thing that persons can occupy different offices in the
world. For otherwise, one would be so busy with trying
to make a living that no one could attend to other
aspects of knowledge —thus God and reason have pro-
vided well.

And for the good that they do for everyone, this
class of people—loyal merchants who in buying and
selling, in exchanging things one for another by taking
money or by other honest means—are to be loved and
commended as necessary, and in many countries are
held in high esteem. And there is no important citizen
in any city who is not involved with trade, however,
they are not considered thereby less noble. So Venice,
Genoa, and other places have the most rich and pow-
erful merchants who seek out good of all kinds, which
they distribute all over the world. And thus is the world
served all kinds of things, and without doubt, they act
honestly. I hold that they have a meritorious office,
accepted by God and permitted and approved by the
laws.

These people ought to be well advised in their
deeds, honest in their labor, truthful in their words,
clever in what they do, because they have to know how
to buy and resell things at such a price as not to lose
money, and ought to be well informed about whether
there are enough goods and where they are going short
and when to buy and when to sell—otherwise their
business will be gone.

They ought to be honest in their work, that is that



they ought not, under threat of damnation and awful
punishment of the body, treat their goods with any
tricks to make them seem better than they are in order
to deceive people so that they might be more expensive
or more quickly sold, because every trade is punished
when there is fraud in one. And those that practice
deception ought not to be called merchants but rather
deceivers and evil doers. Above all, merchants should
be truthful in words and in promises, accustomed to
speaking and keeping the truth so that a simple prom-
ise by a merchant will be believed as certain as by a
contract. And those that keep their promises and are
always found honest should prefer to suffer damage
rather than fail to keep an agreement, which is a very
* good and honest custom, and would please God, if
others in France and elsewhere would do the same.
Although there may be some that do wrong, I hold that
by the mercy of God, there are those who are good,
honest, and true. May God keep them rich, honorable
and worthy of trust! For it is very good for a countryand
of great value to a prince and to the common polity
when a city has trade and an abundance of merchants.
This is why cities on the sea or major rivers are com-
monly rich and large, because of the goods that are
brought by merchants from far away to be delivered
there. So these people ought to be of fair and honest
life without pomp or arrogance and ought to serve God
in courage and reverence and to give alms generously
from what God has given them, as one finds among
those who give a tenth of their goods to the poor and
who found many chapels, places of prayer, and hospi-
tals for the poor. And so there are those of such good-
ness that if God pleases, they truly deserve merit in
heaven and goodness and honor in the world.

Chapter 9. The third class of the people

Next comes the third rank of the people who are
artisans and agricultural workers, which we call the
last part of the body politic and who are like legs and
feet, according to Plutarch, and who should be excep-
tionally well watched over and cared for so that they
suffer no hurt, for that which hurts them can danger-
ously knock the whole body down. It is therefore more
necessary to take good care and provide for them, since
for the health of the body, they do not cease to go “on
foot.” The varied jobs that the artisans do are necessary
for the human body and it cannot do without them,
just as a human body cannot go without its feet. It
would shamefully and uselessly drag itself in great pain
on its hands and body without them, just as, he says, if
the republic excluded laborers and artisans, it could
not sustain itself. Thus although some think little of
the office of the craftsman that the clerics call “arti-
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sans,” yet it is good, noble, and necessary, as said be-
fore. And among all other good things which exist, so
this one should be even more praised because, of all
the worldly estates, this one comes closest to science.
Artisans put into practice what science teaches, as
Aristotle says in his Metaphysics, because their works
are the result of sciences, such as geometry, which is
the science of measurement and proportion without
which no craft could exist. To this a writer testifies,
saying that the Athenians wanted to make a marvelous
altar to Minerva, the goddess of wisdom, and because
they wanted a notable and beautiful work above all,
they sought advice from the best teachers. They went
to the philosopher Plato as the most accomplished
master of all sciences, but he sent them to Euclid
instead as the master of the art of measurement, be-
cause he created geometry which is read everyday in
general studies.

And from this can one see that artisans follow sci-
ence. For masons, carpenters, and all other workers in
whatever crafts work according to the teachings of the
sciences. “To be praised is to master a craft,” says Val-
erius, “so that art will follow nature.” When a worker
properly copies a thing which nature has made, as
when a painter who is a great artist makes the portrait
of a man so lifelike and so well, that everyone recog-
nizes him, or when he makes a recognizable bird or
other beast; so too the sculptor of images makes a like-
ness, and so on. And so some say that art is the “apess”
or the “apes” of nature, because a monkey imitates
many of the ways of man, just as art imitates many of
the works of nature.

But nonetheless, they say, art can not imitate
everything, so one ought to praise the skillful in art
and believe those who have experience in it, for there
is no doubt that no one speaks as appropriately of a
thing as the one who knows it. And I believe the most
skilled artisans of all crafts are more commonly in Paris
than elsewhere, which is an important and beautiful
thing. . ..

Chapter 10. On simple laborers

On the subject of simple laborers of the earth, what
should I say of them when so many people despise and
oppress them? Of all the estates, they are the most
necessary, those who are cultivators of the earth which
feed and nourish the human creature, without whom
the world would end in little time. And really those
who do them so many evils do not take heed of what
they do, for anyone who considers himself a rational
creature will hold himself obligated to them. It is a sin
to be ungrateful for as many services as they give us!
And really it is very much the feet which support the
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body politic, for they support the body of every person
with their labor. They do nothing that is unpraise-
worthy. God has made their office acceptable, first,
because the two heads of the world, from whom all
human life is descended, were laborers of the earth.
The first head was Adam, the first father, of whom it is
written in the second chapter of Genesis, “God took
the first man and put him in a paradise of pleasures, to
work, cultivate and take care of it” And from this
scripture one can draw two arguments to prove the
honesty of labor: The first is that God commanded it
and made it first of all crafts. The second, that this craft
was created during the state of innocence.

The second head of the world was Noah from
whom, after the flood, all humans are descended. It is
written in the ninth chapter that Noah was a laborer,
and after the flood he put himself to work on the land
and planted vineyards. And so our fathers, the ancient
patriarchs were all cultivators of the earth and shep-
herds of beasts (whose stories I will not tell you for the
sake of brevity), and in the olden days it was not an
ignoble office nor unpraiseworthy. . . .

Because of these stories, we can understand that
the estate of simple laborer or others of low rank should
not be denigrated, as others would do. When those of
the highest rank choose for their retirement a humble
life of simplicity as the best for the soul and the body,
then they are surely rich who voluntarily are poor. For
they have no fear of being betrayed, poisoned, robbed,
or envied, for their wealth is in sufficiency. For no one
is rich without it, nor is there any other wealth. . . .

Anaxagoras agreed that happiness is to have suf-
ficiency. In the prologue to the Almagest, Ptolemy says
“he is happy who does not care in whose hands the
world is.” And that this saying is true is proven by all the
sages, the poets, and especially, those perfect ones who
have chosen a pure and poor life for the greatest surety.

For although one can be saved in any estate, nonethe-
less it is more difficult to pass by flames and not be
burned. There is no doubt that the estate of the poor
which everyone despises has many good and worthy
persons in the purity of life.

Chapter 11. Christine concludes her book

I have come, God be praised, to the end I in-
tended, that is I bring to an end the present book,
which began, as Plutarch described, with the head of
the body of the polity which is understood to be the
princes. From them, I very humbly request first that
the head of all, the King of France, and afterwards the
princes and all those of their noble blood, that the
diligent labor of writing by the humble creature Chris-
tine—this present work, as well as her others such as
they might be —are agreeable to them. And since she is
awoman of little knowledge, if by ignorance any faults
are found, let her be pardoned and her good intention
better known, for she intends only good to be the effect
of her work. And I beg in payment from those living
and their successors, the very noble kings and other
French princes, in remembrance of my sayings in
times to come when my soul is out of my body, that
they would pray to God for me, requesting indulgence
and remission of my sins.

And likewise, I ask of French knights, nobles, and
generally of all, no matter from where they might be,
that if they have any pleasure in the hours they saw or
heard read from my little nothings, that they think of
me and say an Our Father. And in the same way,  wish
the universal people —the three estates and the whole
together—that God by His holy mercy desire to main-
tain and increase them from better to better in all
perfection of souls and bodies. Amen.

Here it ends.
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Margaret Cavendish, Duchess of Newcastle (16237-73)

Margaret Cavendish, Duchess of Newcastle, was a
fascinating individual, @ woman of strong character
possessing varied and unpredictable intellectual inter-
ests. A creature of mid-seventeenth-century England—a
period that has attracted the most historical and literary
interest (especially for women) for its political and reli-
gious left—she was a complicated royalist but mainly
uninterested in the major social and political debates of
the day. Her political efforts were generally directed
toward aiding her husband, William Cavendish, first
Duke of Newcastle, who was a military leader under
Charles I and a major target of parliamentary hostility
following the king’s death. Yet while the Duke was a
classic conservative, the Duchess ranged from offering
opinions similar to her husband’s to ones diametrically
opposed. With few clear religious convictions, she was
interested in social and educational structures, the sci-
ences, and especially women'’s status and abilities.

Margaret Cavendish was born a Lucas, which she
later described as a respected and prosperous Essex
gentry family. Born about 1623, she was the youngest
daughter of a large family and, according to her autobi-
ography, the subject of much love and adulation from
her older sisters and brothers. She wrote lengthy stories
and gained much praise and attention from her family
because of her precocity. In her autobiography, ap-
pended to the more prominent biography of her hus-
band, she noted that such attention made her shy out-
side the family circle. As a young woman, in 1644, she
went into exile with the court of Queen Henrietta Ma-
ria. There she avoided court society but attracted the eye
of the Marquis of Newcastle (about thirty years her
senior), who expressed a not unusual affection for a
younger woman endowed with a range of charms, not
the least of which was an ample bosom. He wooed her
with typically bad verse in the Cavalier mode, but he did
work some surprising assurances into his claims as a
suitor. One of the more interesting was his guarantee
that an older man was less apt to dominate women than
a young one. In reacting to the future duke’s discussion
of the twin motives of passion and respect in his desire to
wed her, Margaret demonstrated a kind of common
sense and skeptical vision that underlay her later femi-
nist sentiments.

Newcastle lost much of his fortune in supporting
Charles 1 and, in the opinion of himself and his wife,
was not sufficiently recognized and recompensed for his
sacrifices by the restored Charles II. But despite his
relatively impoverished condition, he was determined to
keep up his aristocratic and profligate lifestyle during

their exile, forcing the Duchess to return to England to
raise money and then to pawn one of her gowns for food
rather than to give up his favorite pair of horses. He
returned to England on the first possible ship, leaving
his wife behind in Antwerp as collateral for their debts!
On these and other grounds, there is reason to question
whether the marriage was quite as idyllic as tradition-
ally portrayed. However, the Duke’s encouragement was
surely the most important reason that Margaret Caven-
dish’s works were published. In addition, as the Duke’s
wife she had an opportunity to meet individuals such as
Thomas Hobbes and René Descartes and to leamn from
her husband and brother-in-law the principles of their
thought, to be a part of an intellectual circle in Paris
during the late 1640s when the recently married couple
was in exile, and to continue to participate in intellec-
tual discussions upon their return to England.

For those who seek early seeds of feminism, Caven-
dish is especially unsettling. She wrote the most radical
critique of women’s nature and women's status penned
in the seventeenth century, yet she expressed some of the
strongest doubts about women’s intellectual and per-
sonal competence. In her one can find the unexpected
viewpoint, the uncontrollable and unpredictable mind,
an individual willing to take on any subject, even while
apologizing at every turn for taking pen to paper. In her
writings she created an imaginative world where she
could be at the intellectual and political center, and in
real life she offered opinions not spoken by others. In
many of her writings she appears as an interesting, and
perhaps even extreme, advocate for women’s equal men-
tal abilities and equal access to a serious education, but
not systematically feminist. Others agreed with these
sentiments, going back at least to Christine de Pizan,
and including Bathsua Makin, Hannah Wooley, Anna
van Schurman, Poullain de la Barre, and most promi-
nently Mary Astell in her own day. But in her Female
Orations and portions of her introductions, she went
further than other feminists, perhaps rhetorically, but in
a rhetoric that fits with her own life. She questioned the
value of marriage altogether, the need for women to bear
children and any gain to be had from them, and women’s
relationship or loyalty to the state.

Given the conflicting positions expressed in her writ-
ings, it is difficult to distinguish her genuine views from
those that she stated purely for literary or argumentative
effect. Still, she often spoke outside the range of accept-
able royalist and Anglican positions. These positions are
more significant and remarkable than when she re-
peated her husband’s (and his circle’s) positions. Thus
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Margaret Cavendish, Duchess of Newcastle

her statements on behalf of social equality or freedom of
conscience, while inconsistent, set her apart from those
whose ideas she has been assumed to follow, and raised
topics and ideas that others avoided.

Some of her more remarkable views are offered in an
oration defending a man who had stolen to support his
family, in which she appears to attack men such as
Thomas Hobbes who is normally credited as having a
significant influence on her. In contrast with her hus-
band, who feared freedom of conscience above all things
as encouraging political upheaval, the Duchess wrote
an “Oration for Liberty of Conscience.” Though this
was followed by an oration arguing against liberty of
conscience (on grounds of utility, not principle), she
concluded with a compromise statement, siding more
with the one favoring freedom of conscience: “if those
Sects or Separatists . . . Disturb not the publick weal,
why should you Disturb their Private Devotions?” Her
lack of firm Christian loyalties is confirmed by her con-
tinual use of the term “gods” rather than God and her
virtual ignoring of Christ altogether in her written works.

While those desiring intellectual or feminist consis-
tency have never been comfortable with Margaret Cay-
endish, she was a thinker who tested the boundaries of
acceptable views. She represented no movement or group
and was an individual who spoke against or outside the
values held by her class, her sex, and her age. About gen-
der primarily, but also on issues of class, the pomp and
circumstance of academics and academic life, and the
social customs of the age, she was singularly original.
Unlike women of the radical sects who often spoke more
for the religious and political values of the group, nor-
mally articulated by male leaders, she did not represent
a particularideological position. She selected her causes
and her positions in ways that seem idiosyncratic, re-
maining loyal only to husband (and indirectly to mon-
arch), but never becoming a mouthpiece for others, ei-
ther human or godly. No one has adequately explained
the radical and often unseemly things she uttered. She
wrote plays with obvious lesbian themes; she even in-
cluded a defense of incest by a character in one of her
plays. Her intellectual interests were as broad as her
views were daring; her works encompassed the physical
and biological sciences, drama, poetry, essays, moral
philosophy, and model letters.

Herworks were interspersed with judgments that the
monarch should be supreme and not subject to question,
that women were unworthy partners intellectually or
socially to their male counterparts, that social and po-
litical stability were preferable to change and question-
ing. But unlike her husband and others around her, she
criticized the abuse of animals, of the peasantry, and of
women, and at points in virtually all of her writings, she
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broke from a social vision that saw some individuals
more worthy than others.

Contemporaries and later scholars have resisted ac-
knowledging the radical nature of her works. She was of
the wrong social rank, on the wrong side of the English
Civil War, tied (if only slightly) to the wrong religious
establishment, to have reason to question gender or
other relationships. Yet, even if offered in a rhetorical
manner, grounded in an inconsistent vision of male-fe-
male relationships, and coming from a woman who was
both admired and ridiculed as an eccentric, her writings
posed a more broad-based, fundamental critique of wom-
en’s legal, political, educational, and social status than
did those of her contemporaries. Some scholars have
emphasized the political and social imagery in her liter-
ary works as offering her most authentic voice, while
others have turned to her essays and letters to view her
attitudes toward the events and issues of her age. Wher-
ever one turns, however, she was a unique individual.
In many ways her life exemplified the desire expressed
by a heroine in one of her plays, to be “a meteor singly
alone” rather than a “star in a crowd.”

The excerpts selected for this volume are from the
original editions of Poems and Fancies (1653), Philo-
sophical and Physical Opinions (1655), Orations of
Divers Sorts (1662), and CCXI Sociable Letters (1664).
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Poems and Fancies (1653)

To All Noble, and Worthy Ladies

Noble, Worthy Ladies,

Condemne me not as a dishonour of your Sex, for
setting forth this Work; for it is harmlesse and free from
all dishonesty; 1 will not say from vanity: for that is so
natural to our Sex that it were unnaturall, not to be so.
Besides, Poetry, which is built upon Fancy, Women
may claime, as a worke belonging most properly to
themselves: for I have observ'd, that their Braines work
usually in a Fantasticall motion; as in their severall,
and various dresses, in their many and singular choices
of Cloaths, and Ribbons, and the like; in their curious
shadowing, and mixing of Colours, in their Wrought
works, and divers sorts of Stitches they imploy their
Needle, and many Curious things they make, as Flow-
ers, Boxes, Baskets with Beads, Shells, Silk, Straw, or
any thing else; besides all manner of Meats to eate: and
thus their Thoughts are imployed perpetually with Fan-
cies. For Fancy goeth not so much by Rule, & Method,
as by Choice: and if I have chosen my silk with fresh
colours, and matcht them in good shadows, although
the stitches be not very true, yet it will please the Eye;
so if my Writing please the Readers, though not the
Learned, it will satisfie me; for [ had rather be praised

Poems and Fancies (1653)

in this, by the most, although not the best. For all I
desire is Fame, and Fame is nothing but a great noise,
and noise lives most in a Multitude; wherefore I wish
my Book may set a worke every Tongue. But I imagine
I shall be censur'd by my owne Sex; and Men will cast
a smile of scorme upon my Book, because they think
thereby, Women incroach too much upon their Preroga-
tives; for they hold Books as their Crowne, and the
Sword as their Scepter, by which they rule, and governe.
And very like they will say to me, as to the Lady that
wrote the Romancy,

Work Lady, work, let writing Books alone,
For surely wiser Women nere wrote one.

But those that say so, shall give me leave to wish,
that those of neerest Relation, as Wives, Sisters and
Daughters, may imploy their time no worse then in
honest, Innocent, and harmlesse Fancies; which if they
do, Men shall have no cause to feare, that when they go
abroad in their absence, they shall receive an Iniury
by their loose Carriages. Neither will Women be desir-
ous to Gossip abroad, when their Thoughts are well
imployed at home. But if they do throw scorne, I shall
intreat you, (as the Woman did in the Play of the Wife,
for a Month, which caused many of the Effeminate
Sex) to help her, to keep their Right, and Priviledges,
making it their owne Case. Therefore pray strengthen
my Side, in defending my Book; for I know Womens
Tongus are as sharp, as two-edged Swords, and wound
as much, when they are anger'd. And in this Battel may
your Wit be quick, and your Speech ready, and your
Arguments so strong, as to beat them out of the Feild of
Dispute. So shall I get Honour, and Reputation by your
Favours; otherwise I may chance to be cast into the
Fire. But if I burn, I desire to die your Martyr; if I live,
to be

Your humble Servant,

M.N.

An Epistle to Mistris Toppe:

Some may think an Imperfection of wit may be a
blemish to the Family from whence I sprung: But
Solomon says, A wise man may get a Fool. Yet there are
as few meer Fools, as wise men: for Understanding runs
in a levell course, that is, to know in generall, as of the
Effects: but to know the Cause of any one thing of
Natures works, Nature never gave us a Capacity thereto.
Shee hath given us Thoughts which run wildly about,
and if by chance they light on Truth, they do not know
it for a Truth. But amongst many Errours, there are
huge Mountaines of Follies; and though I add to the
Bulke of one of them, yet I make not a Mountaine
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Margaret Cavendish, Duchess of Newcastle

alone, and am the more excusable, because I have an
Opinion, which troubles me like a conscience, that 'tis
a part of Honour to aspire towards a Fame. . . .

Tis true, the World may wonder at my Confidence,
how I dare put out a Book, especially in these censori-
ous times; but which should I be ashamed, or affraid,
where no Evill is, and not please my selfe in the satis-
faction of innocent desires? For a smile of neglect can-
not dishearten me, no more can a Frowne of dislike
affright me; not but I should be well pleased, and
delight to have my Booke commended. But the Worlds
dispraises cannot make me a mourning garment: my
mind’s too big, and I had rather venture an indiscre-
tion, then loose the hopes of a Fame. Neither am I
ashamed of my simplicity, for Nature tempers not ev-
ery Braine alike; but tis a shame to deny the Principles
of their Religion, to break the Lawes of a well-governed
Kingdome, to disturbe Peace, to be unnaturall, to break
the Union and Amity of honest Freinds, fora Man to be
a Coward, for a Woman to be a Whore; and by these
Actions, they are not onely to be cast out of all Civill
society, but to be blotted out of the Roll of Mankinde.
And the reason why I summon up these Vices, is, to let
my Freinds know, or rather to remember them, that my
Book is none of them: yet in this Action of setting out
of a Booke, I am not clear without fault, because I have
not asked leave of any Freind thereto; for the feare of
being denied, made me silent: and there is an Old
saying; That it is easier to ask Pardon, then leave. . . .
Besides, I print this Book, to give an Account to my
Freinds, how [ spend the idle Time of my life, and how
I busie my Thoughts, when I thinke upon the Objects
of the World. For the truth is, our Sex hath so much
waste Time, having but little imployments, which
makes our Thoughts run wildly about, having nothing
to fix them upon, which wilde thoughts do not onely
produce unprofitable, but indiscreet Actions; winding
up the Thread of our lives in snarles on unsound bot-
toms. And since all times must be spent either ill, or
well, or indifferent; I thought this was the harmelessest
Pastime: for sure this Worke is better then to sit still, and
censure my Neighbours actions, which nothing con-
cernes me; or to condemne their Humours, because
they do not sympathize with mine, or their lawfull
Recreations, because they are not agreeable to my
delight; or ridiculously to laugh at my Neighbours
Cloaths, if they are not of the Mode, Colour, or Cut, or
the Ribbon tyed with a Mode Knot, or to busie my selfe
out of the Sphear of our Sex, as in Politicks of State, or
to Preach false Doctrine in a Tub, or to entertaine my
selfe in hearkning to vaine Flatteries, or to the incite-
ments of evill perswasions where all these Follies, and
many more, may be cut off by such innocent worke as
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this. I write not this onely to satishe you, which my
Love makes me desire so to doe; but to defend my Book
from spightefull Invaders, knowing Truth and Inno-
cence are two good Champions against Malice and
Falshood; and which is my defence, I am very confident
is a great satisfaction to you. For being bred with me,
your Love is twisted to my Good, which shall never be
undone by any unkinde Action of Mine, but will al-
wayes remaine
Your loving Freind,
M. N.

s

Philosophical and Physical
Opinions (1655)

Most Famously Learned,

I here present to you this philosophical work, not
that I can hope wise school-men and industrious labo-
rious students should value it for any worth, but to
receive it without scorn, for the good encouragement
of our sex, lest in time we should grow irrational as
idiots, by the dejectedness of our spirits, through the
careless neglects and despisements of the masculine
sex to the female, thinking it impossible we should
have either learning or understanding, wit or judg-
ment, as if we had not rational souls as well as men,
and we out of a custom of dejectedness think so too,
which makes us quit all industry towards prohtable
knowledge, being imployed only in low and petty im-
ployments which take away not only our abilities to-
ward arts but higher capacities in speculations, so that
we are become like worms, that only live in the dull
earth of ignorance, winding ourselves sometimes out
by the help of some refreshing rain of good education,
which seldom is given us, for we are kept like birds in
cages, to hop up and down in our houses. . . .; thus by
an opinion, which I hope is but an erroneous one in
men, we are shut out of all power and authority by
reason we are never employed either in civil or martial
affairs our counsels are despised and laughed at and
the best of our actions are trodden down with scorn, by
the overweening conceit men have of themselves and
through a despisement of us.
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Orations of Divers Sorts, Accommodated to Divers Places (1662)

.

Orations of Divers Sorts, Accommo-

dated to Divers Places (1662)

Part I11. Orations

An Oration for Liberty of Conscience

Fellow Citizens,

It is very probable, we shall fall into a Civil Warr,
through the Divers Opinions in One and the same
Religion, for what hath been the cause of this Hash in
Religion, but the Suffering of Theological Disputa-
tions in Schools, Colleges, Churches, and Chambers,
as also Books of Controversies? All which ought not to
have been Suffered, but Prohibited, by making Laws of
Restraint; but since that Freedome hath been given,
the Inconveniency cannot be Avoided, unless the Mag-
istrates will give, or at least not oppose a Free Liberty to
all; for if the People of this Nation is so Follish, or
Wilfull, or Factious, or Irreligious, as not to Agree in
One Opinion, and to Unite in One Religion, but will
be of Divers Opinions, if not of Divers Religions, the
Governours must Yield, or they will Consume the
Civil Government with the Fire of their Zeal; indeed
they will Consume themselves at last in their own
Confusion. Wherefore, the best remedy to prevent
their Own ruine, with the ruine of the Common-
wealth, is, to let them have Liberty of Conscience,
Conditionally, that they do not meddle with Civil
Government or Governours; and for Security that they
Shall not, there must be a Law made and Inacted, that,
whosoever doth Preach, Dispute, or Talk against the
Government or Governours, not only in This, but of
any other Nation, shall be Punished either with Death,
Banishment, or Fine; also for the quiet and Peace of
this Kingdome, there ought to be a strict Law, that no
Governour or Magistrate shall any kind Infringe our
Just Rights, our Civil or Common Laws, nor our An-
cient Customs; for if the One Law should be made,
and not the Other, the People would be Slaves, and the
Governours their Tyrants.

An Oration against Liberty of Conscience

Fellow Citizens,

I am not of the former Orators opinion; for if you
give Liberty in the Church, you must give Liberty in
the State, and so let every one do what they will, which
will be a Strange Government, or rather I may say, no
Government; for if there be no Rules, their can be no
Laws, and if there be no Laws, there can be no Justice,

and if no Justice, no Safety, and if no Safety, no Propri-
ety, neither of Goods, Wives, Children, nor Lives, and
if there be no Propriety, there will be no Husbandry,
and the Lands will lye Unmanured; also there will be
neither Trade nor Traffick, all which will cause Fam-
ine, Warr, and Ruine, and Such a Confusion, as the
Kingdome will be like a Chaos, which the Gods keep
us from.

An Oration proposing a Mean betwixt the two
former Opinions

Fellow Citizens,

I am not of the two former Orators opinions, nei-
ther for an Absolute Liberty, nor a Forced Unity, but
Between both, as neither to give them such Liberty, as
for Several Opinions, to gather into Several Congre-
gations, nor to force them to such Ceremonies, as
Agree not with their Consciences; and if those Sects or
Separatists Disturb not the Canon, Common, or Civil
Laws, not to Disturb their Bodies, Minds, or Estates;
for if they Disturb not the Publick Weal, why should
you Disturb their Private Devotions? Wherefore, give
them leave to follow their Several Opinions, in their
Particular Families, otherwise if you Force them, you
will make them Furious, and if you give them an
Absolute Liberty, you will make them Factious.

Part IV. Pleadings

A Cause Pleaded at the Barr before Judges,
concerning Theft

Plaintiff: Most Reverend, and Just Judges,

Here is a man, which is Accused for Stealing pri-
vately, and Robbing openly, against all Law and Right,
the Goods of his Neighbours, for which we have
brought him before your Honours, appealing to the
Laws for satisfaction of the Injuries, Wrongs, and Loss-
es, leaving him to your Justice and Judgement.

Defendant: Most Reverend Judges, | am come here
to Plead for this poor man, my Client, who is Accused
for Stealing, which is a silent obscure way of taking the
Goods of other men, for his own use; also this Poor
man, (for so I may say he is, having nothing of his own
to Live on, but what he is Necessitated to take from
other men) is accused of Robbery, which is to take
away the Goods of other men in a Visible way and
Forcible manner; All which he confesseth, as that the
Accusation against him is true; for he did both Steal
and Rob for his own Livelihood, and Maintenance of
his Old Parents, which are Past Labouring, and for his
Young Children, that are not Able to help themselves,
and for his Weak, Sick Wife, that Labours in Child
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Birth; For which he appeals to Nature, who made all
things in Common, She made not some men to be
Rich, and other men Poor, some to Surfeit with over-
much Plenty, and others to be Starved for Want: for
when she made the World and the Creatures in it, She
did not divide the Earth, nor the rest of the Elements,
but gave the use generally amongst them all. But when
Governmental Laws were devised by some Usurping
Men, who were the greatest Thieves and Robbers, (for
they Robbed the rest of Mankind of their Natural Lib-
erties and Inheritances, which is to be Equal Possess-
ors of the World;) these Grand and Original Thieves
and Robbers, which are call'd Moral Philosophers, or
Common-wealth makers, were not only Thieves and
Tyrants to the Generality of Mankind, but they were
Rebels against Nature, Imprisoning Nature within the
Jail of Restraint, Keeping her to the spare Diet of
Temperance, Binding her with Laws, and Inslaving
her with Propriety, whereas all is in Common with
Nature. Wherefore, being against Nature’s Laws for
any man to Possess more of the World or the Goods of
the World than an other man, those that have more
Wealth or Power than other men, ought to be Pun-
ished as Usurpers and Robbers, and not those that are
Poor and Powerless. Therefore, if you be Just Judges of
Nature, and not of Art, Judges for Right, and not for
Wrong, if you be Judges of the most Ancient Laws, and
not Usurping Tyrants, you will not only quit this Poor
man, and set him free from his Accusers, which are His
and such Poor men’s Abusers, but you will cause his
Accusers, who are Rich, to Divide their Wealth Equally
with Him and all his Family; for which Judgement
you will gain Natures favor, which is the Empress of
Mankind; Her Government is the Ancientest, Noblest,
Generousest, Heroickest, and Royalest, and her Laws
are not only the Ancientest, (for there are no Records
before Nature’s Laws, so that they are the Fundamen-
tal Laws of the Universe, and the most Common Laws
extending to all Creatures,) but they are the Wisest
Laws, and yet the Freest; also Nature is the most Justest
Judge, both for Rewards and Punishments; for She
Rewards her Creatures, that Observe her Laws as they
ought to do, with Delight and Pleasure, but those that
Break or abuse her Laws, as in destroying their fellow
Creatures by untimely Deaths, or Unnatural Torments,
or do Riot and oppress her with Excess, She Punishes
them with Grief, Pains, and Sicknesses, and if you will
avoid the Punishment of Remorse, Grief, and Repen-
tance, Save this Poor necessitated man from Violence,
and the Cruelty of these Inhuman, Unnatural, De-
stroying Laws.

Plaintiff: Most Reverend Judges, This man, who is
Nature’s Lawyer and Pleader, ought to be Banish’d
from this Place, and his Profession of Pleading out of
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all Civilest Governments; for he Talks he knows not
what of Nature’s Laws, whereas there is no Law in
Nature, for Nature is Lawless, and hath made all her
Creatures so, as to be Wild and Ravenous, to be Un-
satiable and Injurious, to be Unjust, Cruel, Destruc-
tive, and so Disorderous, that, if it were not for Civ-
il Government, Ordained from an Higher Power, as
from the Creator of Nature her self, all her Works
would be in a Confusion, and so their own Destruc-
tions. But man is not all of Nature’s Work, but only in
his Outward Frame, having an Inward Celestial and
Divine Composition, and a Supreme Power given him
by the Gods to Rule and Govern Nature; So that if your
Honours submit to the Plea of this Babler, you will
make the Rulers and Governours of Nature, the Slaves
of Nature; Wherefore, if you be Celestial and not
Natural Judges, and will give Divine Judgement, and
not Judge according to Brutal Senses, you will Con-
demn this Notorious Thief and Wild Robber to the
Gallows, that his Life may be the Satisfaction for the
Wrongs, and his Death an Example for a Warning to
Prevent the like Crimes. . . .

Part VIII. Orations

A Young New-Married Wif ’s Funeral Oration

Beloved Brethren,

We are met together at this time, to see a New-
Married Wife, which is here Dead, to be Buried. She
hath made an unequal Change from a Lively Hot
Husband, to a Deadly Cold Lover, yet will she be more
Happy with her Dull, Dumb, Deaf, Blind, Numb
Lover, than with her Lively, Talking, List'ning, Eye-
ing, Active Husband, were he the Best Husband that
could be; for Death is far the Happier Condition than
Marriage; and although Marriage at first is Pleasing,
yet after a time it is Displeasing, like Meat which is
Sweet in the Mouth, but proves Bitter in the Stomack;
Indeed, the Stomack of Marriage is full of Evil Hu-
mours, as Choler, and Melancholy; and of very Evil
Disgestion, for it cannot disgest Neglects, Disrespects,
Absence, Dissembling, Adultery, Jealousy, Vain Ex-
penses, Waste, Spoil, Idle Time, Laziness, Examina-
tions, Cross Answers, Peevishness, Forwardness,
Frowns, and many the like Meats, that Marriage Feeds
on. As for Pains, Sickness, Cares, Fears, and other
Troubles in Marriage, they are Accounted as whole-
some Physic, which the Gods give them; for the Gods
are the Best Physicians, and Death is a very Good
Surgeon, Curing his Patients without Pain, for what
Part soever he Touches, is Insensible. Death is only
Cruel in Parting Friends from each other, for though
they are Happy, whom he Takes away, yet those that are
Left behind, are Unhappy, Living in Sorrow for their
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Loss; so that this Young New-Married Wife, that is
Dead, is Happy, but her Husband is a Sorrowfull
Widdower; But leaving Her to her Happiness, and
Him to be Comforted, let us put Her into the Grave,
there to Remain until the day of Judgement, which
Day will Imbody her Soul with Everlasting Glory.

A Child-Bed Womans Funeral Oration

Beloved Brethren,

We are met together to see a Young Dead Woman,
who Died in Child-Bed, to be laid into the Bed of
Earth, a Cold Bed, but yet she will not take any Harm
there, nor we shall not fear she will Catch her Death,
for Death has Catch’d her; the truth is, that although
all Women are Tender Creatures, yet they Indure more
than Men, and do oft'ner Venture and Indanger their
Lives than Men, and their Lives are more Profitable
than men’s Lives are, for they Increase Life, when Men
for the most part Destroy Life, as witness Warrs, where-
in Thousands of Lives are Destroyed, Men Fighting
and Killing each other, and yet Men think all Women
meer cowards, although they do not only Venture and
Indanger their Lives more than they do, but indure
greater Pains with greater Patience than Men usually
do: Nay, Women do not only indure the Extremity of
Pain in Child-Birth, but in Breeding, the Child being
for the most part Sick, and seldom at Ease. Indeed,
Nature seems both Unjust and Cruel to her Femal
Creatures, especially Women, making them to indure
all the Pain and Sickness in Breeding and Bringing
forth of their Young Children, and the Males to bear
no part of their Pain or Danger; the truth is, Nature has
made her Male Creatures, especially Mankind, only
for Pleasure, and her Female Creatures for Misery;
Men are made for Liberty, and Women for Slavery,
and not only Slaves to Sickness, Pains, and Troubles,
in Breeding, Bearing, and Bringing up their Children,
but they are Slaves to Men’s Humours, nay, to their
vices and Wickedness, so that they are more Inslaved
than any other Female Creatures, for other Female
Creatures are not so Inslaved as they; Wherefore, those
Women are most Happy that Never Marry, or Dye
whilst they be Young, so that this Young Woman that
Died in Child-Bed is Happy, in that she Lives not to
Indure more Pain or Slavery, in which Happiness let
us leave her, after we have laid her Corps to Rest in the
Grave.

Part XI. Femal Orations

Ladies, Gentlewomen, and other Inferiours, but
not Less Worthy, I have been Industrious to Assemble
you together, and wish I were so Fortunate, as to per-
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swade you to make a Frequentation, Association, and
Combination amongst our Sex, that we may Unite in
Prudent Counsels, to make our Selves as Free, Happy,
and Famous as Men, whereas now we Live and Dye, as
if we were Produced from Beast rather than from Men;
for Men are Happy, and we Women are Miserable,
they Possess all the Ease, Rest, Pleasure, Wealth, Pow-
er, and Fame, whereas Women are Restless with La-
bour, Easeless with Pain, Melancholy for want of Plea-
sures, Helpless for want of Power, and Dye in Oblivion
for want of Fame. Nevertheless, Men are so Uncon-
scionable and Cruel against us, as they Indeavour to
Barr us of all Sorts or Kinds of Liberty, as not to Suffer
us Freely to Associate amongst our own Sex, but would
fain Bury us in their Houses or Beds, as in a Grave; the
truth is, we live like Bats or Owls, Labour like Beasts,
and Dye like Worms.

IL

Ladies, Gentlewomen, and other Inferiour Women,
The Lady that Spoke to you, hath spoken Wisely and
Eloquently in Expressing our Unhappiness, but she
hath not Declared a Remedy, or Shew'd us a way to
come Out of our Miseries; but if she could or would be
our Guide, to lead us out of the Labyrinth Men have
put us into, we should not only Praise and Admire her,
but Adore and Worship her as our Goddess. But, Alas,
Men, that are not only our Tyrants, but our Devils,
keep us in the Hell of Subjection, from whence I
cannot Perceive any Redemption or Getting out; we
may Complain, and Bewail our Condition, yet that
will not Free us; we may Murmur and Rail against
Men, yet they Regard not what we say: In short, our
Words to Men are as Empty Sounds, our Sighs as Puffs
of Wind, and our Tears as Fruitless Showres, and our
Power is so Inconsiderable, as Men Laugh at our Weak-
ness.

II.

Ladies, Gentlewomen and other more Inferiours,
The former Orations were Exclamations against Men,
Repining at Their Condition, and Mourning for our
Own; but we have no Reason to Speak against Men,
who are our Admirers, and Lovers; they are our Protec-
tors, Defenders, and Maintainers; they Admire our
Beauties, and Love our Persons; they Protect us from
Injuries, Defend us from Dangers, are Industrious for
our Subsistence, and Provide for our Children; they
Swim great Voyages by Sea, Travel long Journies by
Land, to Get us Rarities and Curiosities; they Dig to
the Centre of the Earth for Gold for us; they Dive to
the Bottom of the Sea for Jewels for us; they Build to
the Skies Houses for us; they Hunt, Fowl, Fish, Plant,
and Reap for Food for us; all which we could not do

77



Margaret Cavendish, Duchess of Newcastle

our Selves, and yet we Complain of Men, as if they
were our Enemies, when as we could not possibly Live
without them: which shews, we are as Ungratefull, as
Inconstant; But we have more Reason to Murmur
against Nature than against Men, who hath made Men
more Ingenious, Witty, and Wise than Women; more
Strong, Industrious, and Laborious than Women, for
Women are Witless, and Strengthless, and Unprofit-
able Creatures, did they not Bear Children. Where-
fore, let us Love men, Praise men, and Pray for men,
for without Men we should be the most Miserable
Creatures that Nature Hath, or Could make.

Iv.

Noble Ladies, Gentlewomen, and other Inferiour
Women, The former Oratoress sayes, we are Witless,
and Strengthless; if so, it is that we Neglect the One,
and make no Use of the Other, for Strength is In-
creased by Exercise, and Wit is Lost for want of Con-
versation; but to shew Men we are not so Weak and
Foolish, as the former Oratoress doth Express us to be,
let us Hawk, Hunt, Race, and do the like Exercises as
Men have, and let us Converse in Camps, Courts, and
Cities, in Schools, Colleges, and Courts of Judicature,
in Taverns, Brothels, and Gaming Houses, all which
will make our Strength and Wit known, both to Men
and to our own Selves, for we are as Ignorant of our
Selves, as Men are of us. And how should we Know our
Selves, when as we never made a Trial of our Selves?
Or how should Men know us, when as they never Put
us to the Proof? Wherefore, my Advice is, we should
Imitate Men, so will our Bodies and Minds appear more
Masculine, and our Power will Increase by our Actions.

V.

Noble, Honourable, and Vertuous Women, The
former Oration was to Perswade us to Change the
Custom of our Sex, which is a Strange and Unwise
persuasion, since we cannot Change the Nature of our
Sex, for we cannot make ourselves Men; and to have
Femal Bodies, and yet to Act Masculine Parts, will be
very Preposterous and Unnatural; In truth, we shall
make our Selves like as the Defects of Nature, as to be
Hermaphroditical, as neither to be Perfect Women nor
Perfect Men, but Corrupt and Imperfect Creatures;
Wherefore, let me Perswade you, since we cannot
Alter the Nature of our Persons, not to Alter the Course
of our Lives, but to Rule our Lives and Behaviours, as
to be Acceptable and Pleasing to God and Men, which
is to be Modest, Chaste, Temperate, Humble, Patient,
and Pious; also to be Huswifely, Cleanly, and of few
Words, all which will Gain us Praise from Men, and
Blessing from Heaven, and Love in this World, and
Glory in the Next.
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VL.

Worthy Women, The former Oratoress’s Oration
indeavors to Perswade us, that it would not only be a
Reproach and Disgrace, but Unnatural for Women in
their Actions and Behaviour to Imitate Men; we may as
well say, it will be a Reproach, Disgrace, and Unnatu-
ral to Imitate the Gods, which Imitation we are Com-
manded both by the Gods and their Ministers; and
Shall we Neglect the Imitation of Men, which is more
Easie and Natural than the Imitation of the Gods? For
how can Terrestrial Creatures Imitate Celestial Dei-
ties? Yet one Terrestrial may Imitate an other, although
in different sorts of Creatures; Wherefore, since all
Terrestrial Imitations ought to Ascend to the Better,
and not to Descend to the Worse, Women ought to
Imitate Men, as being a Degree in Nature more Per-
fect, than they Themselves, and all Masculine Women
ought to be as much Praised as Effeminate Men to be
Dispraised, for the one Advances to Perfection, the
other Sinks to Imperfection, that so by our Industry we
may come at last to Equal Men both in Perfection and
Power.

VIL

Noble ladies, Honourable Gentlewomen, and Wor-
thy Femal Commoners, The former Oratress’s Oration
or Speech was to Perswade us Out of our Selves, as to
be That, which Nature never Intended us to be, to wit
Masculine; but why should we Desire to be Mascu-
line, since our Own Sex and Condition is far the Bet-
ter? for if Men have more Courage, they have more
Danger; and if Men have more Strength, they have
more Labour than Women have; if Men are more
Eloquent in Speech, Women are more Harmonious in
Voice; if Men be more Active, Women are more Grace-
full; if Men have more Liberty, Women have more
Safety; for we never Fight Duels, nor Battels, nor do we
go Long Travels or Dangerous Voyages; we Labour not
in Building, nor Digging in Mines, Quarries, or Pits,
for Metal, Stone, or Coals; neither do we Waste or
Shorten our Lives with University or Scholastic Stud-
ies, Questions, and Disputes; we Burn not our Faces
with Smiths Forges, or Chymist Furnaces, and Hun-
dreds of other Actions, which Men are Imployed in;
for they would not only Fade the Fresh Beauty, Spoil
the Lovely Features, and Decay the Youth of Women,
causing them to appear Old, whilst they are Young, but
would Break their Small Limbs, and Destroy their
Tender Lives. Wherefore, Women have no Reason to
Complain against Nature, or the God of Nature, for
though the Gifts are not the Same they have given to
Men, yet those Gifts they have given to Women, are
much Better; for we Women are much more Favourd
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by Nature than Men, in Giving us such Beauties,
Features, Shapes, Gracefull Demeanour, and such
Insinuating and Inticing Attractives, as Men are Forc’'d
to Admire us, Love us, and be Desirous of us, in so
much as rather than not Have and Injoy us, they will
Deliver to our Disposals, their Power, Persons, and
Lives, Inslaving Themselves to our Will and Pleasures;
also we are their Saints, whom they Adore and Wor-
ship, and what can we Desire more, than to be Men’s
Tyrants, Destinies, and Goddesses?

Part XIII. Orations in the Field of Peace

A Peasants Oration to his Fellow Clowns

Fellow Peasants,

For we are all Fellows in Labour, Profit, and Plea-
sure, though not Fellows in Arms, Spoils, and Danger,
and though we Live in the Fields of Peace, and not in
the Fields of Warr, yet our Fields of Peace resemble
the Fields of Warr, for we are an Army of Clowns,
though not of Souldiers, and our Commanders are our
Landlords, who often Deceive us of the Increase of our
Labours, as the Warring commanders Deceive their
Common Souldiers of the Profit of their Spoils; also we
have our Infantery, and our Cavallry; for all those that
belong to the Keeping and Breeding of Beast, as Shep-
herds, Grasiers, Herdmen, Goat-herds, Swine-herds,
and Carters, are of the Cavallry, but all they that be-
long to the Earth, as Sowers, Planters, Reapers, Thresh-
ers, Hedgers, Ditchers, Diggers, Delvers, are our In-
fantery; also we have Arms and Ammunition, for we
are Arm’d with our Beast Skins, and our Arms of use
are Pikes, Forks, Cutting Sickles, Mowing Sithes, Prun-
ing Knives, Thrashing Flails, Plough-sherds, Shep-
herds Hooks, Herd-mens Staves, and the like, and our
Match, Powder, and Bullets, are Puddings, Pease, and
Porradge, and our Granadoes are Eggs of all Sorts and
Sizes, our Carts are our Waggons, our Cottages our
Tents, and our Victuals and Country Huswives our
Bagg and Baggage, and the Lowing of our Herds, and
Bleating of our sheep, are our Drums and Trumpets,
not to Alarm us to Fight, but to Feed; also we have
Enemies, which are Unseasonable Seasons, Rotting
Moistures, Drowning Showres and Over-flows, Chill-
ing Frost, Scorching Heat, and Devouring Worms, all
which we Fight against, not with Force, but with In-
dustry. And our Army of Clowns is more Skilfull to
Destroy our Enemies, than an Army of Souldiers is to
Destroy their Enemies, nay, our Army is an Army
wherein is Peace and Plenty, whereas in their Army is
Warr and Want: we become Rich with Safety, they
become Poor with Danger, we be Gentle to Beast, they
be Cruel to Men, they Thrive by Blood, we by Milk,

we get Health by our Labours, and Long Life by our
Temperance, and they get Diseases in their Riots, and
Death in their Warrs: Thus they Live Painfully, Die
Violently, and only Leave their Bare Name to their
Posterity and Beggarly Race, we Live Healthfully, Die
Peaceably, and Leave our Goods to our Posterity, who
by their Wealth come to be Gentlemen.

A Peasants, or Clowns Oration spoken in the
Field of Peace, concerning Husbandry

Fellow Peasants,

I must tell you, we Live in a Happy Age, where
Peace Sows, and Plenty Reaps, for whereas Warrs De-
stroy our Increase, now Peace Increases our Stores;
also I would have you Know, that our Profession which
is Husbandry, is one of the Noblest and Generousest
Professions, which is, to Imploy our Selves like as the
Gods and Nature; for though we cannot Create Crea-
tures, as Nature doth, yet we by our Industry Increase
Nature’s Creatures, not only Vegetables, that we Pro-
duce in our Fields, and Store in our Barns, but Ani-
mals, which we Breed in our Farms, and Feed in our
Fields; But as Nature Commits Errors and Defects in
Producing her Creatures, so we for want of Knowledge
have not the Good effect of our Labours; for though we
are Bred up to Husbandry, yet we are not all so Know-
ing in Husbandry, as to Thrive and Grow Rich by our
Labours; for as all Scholars are not Learned, that have
Lived and Spent most of their time in Studies in Uni-
versities, but are meer Dunces; or as Artisans, are
not all Excellent Workmen, although they have been
Bound to their Trade, and have Wrought long in it, yet
are but Bunglers: So for Husbandry, all Husbandmen
are not so Knowing in their Profession as to Thrive
... ; for as Learning without Practice is of No Effect,
so Practice without Knowledge is of Small Profit; . . .
but when Practice and Wit are joyned together, they
beget Wisdom and Wealth, the One being Adorned
with Gold, the Other Inthroned with Fame, for Em-
perours have Ascended from the Plough, and Kings
from the Sheep-coats, Converting their Plough-sherds
to Thrones, their Sickles to Crowns, and their Sheep-
hooks to Scepters. Thus Clowns, Boors, or Peasants by
Name, are become Princes in Power, and Princes in
Power are become Beasts by Name and nature, witness
Nebuchadnezzar.

A Peasants Oration to his Fellow Peasants.

Fellow Peasants,

Give me Leave to Tell you, we are the most Un-
happy People in the World, for we Live to Labour, and
Labour to Live; and we are not only the Unhappiest,
but the Basest men in the World, for we are not only
Bred with Beasts, and live with Beasts, and Dye like
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Beasts, but we are the Bawds and Pimps too, to bring
Beasts to Act Bestially together; also we are the Dung-
ers of the Earth, to Carry and spread the several Excre-
ments of several Creatures thereon, which makes us
not only to have a Continual Stink in our Nostrils, but
to be a meer Stink our Selves; Thus we are Beastly
Within and Without, for all our Thoughts are Im-
ployed on our Labours, which Labours are Brutish;
neither have we such Fine and Pleasant Recreations as
other Men, for our Recreation is only to Whistle, Pipe,
and sometimes to Dance in a Crowd together, or rather
Jump and Leap together, being ignorant of Dancing
Measures; and the only Pleasure we have, is, to Rum-
ble and Tumble our Country Lasses, who being more
Foul than Fair, more Gross than Fine, more Noisome
than Sweet, we soon Surfeit of them, and then they
become a Trouble instead of a Delight, a Disease in-
stead of a Pleasure, a Hate instead of a Love; and as
they are to Us, so no Doubt but in the End we are to
Them, a Loathing Surfeit; for we Meet Wildly, Associ-
ate Brutishly, and Depart Rudely; and as for our Profits,
though we Labour, yet our Landlords have the In-
crease. In short, we are Slaves to Beasts, and Beasts in
Comparison of other Men.

A Peasants Oration to prove the Happiness
of a Rural Life.

Fellow Peasants,

The Peasant that formerly Spoke, hath rather
shew'n his Ungratefulness to Nature, and his Unthank-
fulness to the Gods, by his Complaining Speech, than
the Truth of our Condition and Life, for he sayes we
are the Unhappiest, Miserablest, and Basest men in
the World; all which is False; for can there be more
Happiness than Peace and Plenty? can there be more
Happiness than in the Repose of the Mind and Con-
templations of Thoughts? can we Associate our Selves
more Contentedly than with Innocent, Harmless, and
sinless Creatures? are not Men more Stinking, Foul,
and Wicked than Beasts? can there be more Odorifer-
ous Perfumes, than the Sweet Vegetables on the Earth?
or Finer Prospects than Stately Hills, Humble Vallies,
Shady Groves, Clear Brooks, Green Hedges, Corn
Fields, Feeding Cattel, and Flying Birds? can there be
more Harmonious Musick than Warbling Nightin-
gales and Singing Birds? can there be more Deligh(t]-
ful Sounds than Purling Brooks, Whispering Winds,
Humming Bees, and Small-Voiced Grashoppers? can
there be a more Delicious Sweet than Honey? more
Wholesome Food than warm Milk, Fresh Butter, Prest
Curds, New laid Eggs, Season’d Bacon, Savory Bread,
Cooling Sallets, and Moist Fruits? or more Refreshing
Drink than Whay, Whig, and Butter-milk? or more
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Strengthening Drink than Ale, Meath, Perry and Sid-
er? and are not we at our Own Vintage? nay, should we
Desire to Feed Highly, we may, for we are Masters of
the Beasts of the Field, and the Poultry in the Grange,
and know well how to catch the Fouls of the Air? can
we have Warmer and Softer Garments than Cloth
Spun from the Fleece of our Flocks; to keep out Freez-
ing Cold? or can we be Cooler than under Shady
Trees, whose Waving Leaves are Fans to Cool the
Sultry Air? or can we Lye Softer than on the Downy
Feathers of Cocks and Hens? and can we be Happier,
than to be Free from Stately Ceremony, Court En-
vy, City Faction, Law Sutes, Corrupt Bribes, Malice,
Treachery, and Quarrels? and as for our Recreation,
although we do not Dance, Sing, and Play on Musick
Artificially, yet we Pipe, Dance, and Sing Merrily; and
if we do not Make Love Courtly, yet we Make Love
Honestly; and for our Women, whom our Fellow Peas-
ant doth Disgracefully, Scornfully, and Slanderously
speak of, although they are but Plain Country Hus-
wives, and not Fine Ladies, yet they be as Honest
Women as They, for they Spend their time in Huswifry,
and Waste not their time in Vanity; and as for their
Beauty, their Faces are their Own, as Nature Gave
them, not Borrowed of Art; and if they be not Fair, yet
they are as Lovely, and as they use no Sweet Perfumes,
for they use no Stinking Pomatum, and though their
Hands be not Smooth, yet they are Clean, they use no
Oyl'd Gloves to Grease them, but Rub their Hands,
when Washed, with Coarse Cloth to Cleanse them;
and as for their Garments, they are Plain, yet Commo-
dious, Easie, and Decent, they are not Ribb'd up with
Whale bones, nor Incumbred with Heavy Silver and
Gold laces, nor Troubled with New Fashions; they
Spend not half their time in Painting and Dressing,
and though they Patch their Cloaths sometimes out of
Good Huswifry, yet they Patch not their Faces out of
Vanity, as Ladies do; neither do our Women Sweat to
make their Faces Fair, but Sweat for their Children’s
Livelihood, and though they Breed not their Child-
ren Curiously, yet they Breed them up Carefully: But
our Discontented and Ambitious Peasant, would Turn
from a Clown to a Gallant, as to Waste Lavishly, to
Spend Prodigally, to Live Idlely, to be Accoutred Fan-
tastically, to Behave himself Proudly, to Boast Vain-
gloriously, to Speak Words Constraintly, to Make Love
Amorously, to Flatter Falsely, to Quarrel Madly, and to
Fight Foolishly, but not to Thrive Prudently, to Imploy
Time Profitably, to Spend Wisely, to Live Temper-
ately, to Speak Truly, to Behave himself Friendly, to
Demean himself Civilly, to Make Love Chastly, to
Live Peaceably, Innocently, and Safely, as we, that are

of the Peasantry, do.
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Sociable Letters (1664)

XVL

Madam,

I Hope I have given the Lady D.A. no cause to
believe I am not her Friend; for though she hath been
of P[arliament']s. and I of K[ing'}s. side, yet I know no
reason why that should make a difference betwixt us, as
to make us Enemies, no more than cases of Con-
science in Religion, for one may be my very good
Friend, and yet not of my opinion, every one’s Con-
science in Religion is betwixt God and themselves,
and it belongs to none other. 'T is true, I should be glad
my Friend were of my opinion, or if I thought my
Friend’s opinion were better than mine, I would be of
the same; but it should be no breach of Friendship, if
our opinions were different, since God is onely to be
the Judg: And as for the matter of Governments, we
Women understand them not, yet if we did, we are
excluded from intermedling therewith, and almost
from being subject thereto; we are not tied, nor bound
to State or Crown; we are free, not Sworn to Alle-
giance, nor do we take the Oath of Supremacy; we are
not made Citizens of the Commonwealth, we hold no
Offices, nor bear we any Authority therein; we are
accounted neither Useful in Peace, nor Serviceable in
War; and if we be not Citizens in the Commonwealth,
I know no reason we should be Subjects to the Com-
monwealth: And the truth is, we are no Subjects, un-
less it be to our Husbands, and not alwayes to them, for
sometimes we usurp their Authority, or else by flattery

we get their good wills to govern; but if Nature had not -

befriended us with Beauty, and other good Graces, to
help us to insinuate our selves into men’s Affections,
we should have been more inslaved than any other of
Natur’s Creatures she hath made; but Nature be
thank’d, she hath been so bountiful to us, as we oftener
inslave men, than men inslave us; they seem to govern
the world, but we really govern the world, in that we
govern men: for what man is he, that is not govern'd by
awoman more or less? None, unless some dull Stoick,
or an old miserable Userer, or a cold, old, withered
Batchelor, or a half-starved Hermit, and such like per-
sons, which are but here and there one; And not only
Wives and Mistresses have prevalent power with Men,
but Mothers, Daughters, Sisters, Aunts, Cousins, nay,
Maid-Servants have many times a perswasive power
with their Masters, and a Land-lady with her Lodger,
or a she-Hostess with her he-Guest; yet men will not
believe this, and 'tis the better for us, for by that we

Sociable Letters (1664)

govern as it were by an insensible power, so as men
perceive not how their are Led, Guided, and Rul'd
by the Feminine Sex. But howsoever, Madam, the
disturbance in this Countrey hath made no breach of
Friendship betwixt us, for though there hath been a
Civil War in the Kingdom, and a general War amongst
the Men, yet there hath been non amongst the Wom-
en, they have not fought pitch’d battels; and if they
had, there hath been no particular quarrel betwixt her
and me, for her Ladiship is the same in my affection, as
if the Kingdom had been in a calm Peace; in which
Friendship I shall alwayes remain hers, as also,
Your Ladiships
most Humble and Devoted S.

XCIIL

Madam,

You were pleased in your last Letter to express to
me the Reason of the Lady D. Ss. and the Lady E. Ks.
Melancholy, which was for Want of Children; I cannot
Blame the Lady D. S. by reason her Husband is the
Last of his Family unless he have Children, but the
Lady E. Ks. Husband being a Widdower when he
Married her, and having Sons to Inherit his Estate, and
to Keep up his Family, I Know no Reason why she
should be troubled for having no Children, for though
it be the part of every Good Wife to desire Children to
Keep alive the Memory of their Husbands Name and
Family by Posterity, yeta Woman hath no such Reason
to desire Children for her Own Sake, for first her
Name is Lost as to her Particular in her Marrying, for
she quits her Own, and is Named as her Husband; also
her Family, for neither Name nor Estate goes to her
Family according to the Laws and Customes of this
Countrey; Also she Hazards her Life by Bringing them
into the World, and hath the greatest share of Trouble
in Bringing them up; neither can Women assure them-
selves of Comfort or Happiness by them, when they
are grown to be Men, for their Name only lives in
Sons, who Continue the Line of Succession, whereas
Daughters are but Branches which by Marriage are
Broken off from the Root from whence they Sprang, &
Ingrafted into the Stock of another Family, so that
Daughters are to be accounted but as Moveable Goods
or Furnitures that wear out; and though sometimes,
they carry the Lands with them, for want of Heir-
males, yet the Name is not Kept nor the Line Contin-
ued with them, for these are buried in the Grave of the
Males, for the Line, Name and Life of a Family ends
with the Male issue; But many times Married Women
desire Children, as Maids do Husbands, more for Hon-
our than for Comfort or Happiness, thinking it a Dis-
grace to live Old Maids, and so likewise to be Barren,
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for in the Jews time it was some Disgrace to be Barren,
so that for the most part Maids and Wives desire Hus-
bands and Children upon any Condition, rather than
to live Maids or Barren: But I am not of their minds, for
I think a Bad Husband is far worse than No Husband,
and to have Unnatural Children is more Unhappy
than to have No Children, and where One Husband
proves Good, as Loving and Prudent, a Thousand
prove Bad, as Cross and Spendthrifts; and where One
Child proves Good, as Dutiful and Wise, a Thousand
prove Disobedient and Fools, as to do Actions both to
the Dishonour and Ruine of their Familyes. Besides, [
have observed, that Breeding Women, especially those
that have been married some time, and have had No
Children, are in their Behavior like New-married
Wives, whose Actions of Behavior and Speech are so
Formal and Constrain'd, and so Different from their
Natural way, as it is Ridiculous; for New Married wives
will so Bridle their Behaviour with Constraint, or Hang
down their Heads so Simply, not so much out of True
modesty, as a Forced Shamefulness; and to their Hus-
bands they are so Coyly Amorous, or so Amorously
Fond and so Troublesome Kind, as it would make the
Spectators Sick, like Fulsome Meat to the Stomach;
and if New-married Men were Wise men, it might
make them Ill Husbands, at least to Dislike a Married
Life, because they cannot Leave their Fond or Amo-
rous Wives so Readily or Easily as a Mistress; but in
Truth that Humour doth not last Long, for after a
month or two they are like Surfeited Bodyes, that like
any Meat Better than what they were so Fond of, so that
in time they think their Husbands Worse Company
than any other men. Also Women at the Breeding of
their First Children make so many Sick Faces, al-
though oftentimes the Sickness is only in their Faces,
not but that some are Really Sick, but not every Breed-
ing Women; Likewise they have such Feigned Coughs,
and fetch their Breath Short, with such Feigning La-
ziness, and so many Unnecessary Complaints, as it
would Weary the most Patient Husband to hear or see
them: besides, they are so Expensive in their Longings
and Perpetual Eating of several Costly Meats, as it
would Undo a man that hath but an Indifferent Estate;
but to add to their Charge, if they have not what they
Please for Child-bed Linnen, Mantels, and a Lying-in
bed, with Suitable Furniture for their Lying-Cham-
ber, they will be so Fretfull and Discontented, as it will
indanger their Miscarrying; Again to redouble the
Charge, there must be Gossiping, not only with Costly
Banquets at the Christening and Churching, but they
have Gossiping all the time of their Lying-in, for then
there is a more set or formal Gossiping than at other
ordinary times. But I fear, that if this Letter come to the
view of our Sex besides your self, they will throw more

Spitefull or Angry Words out of their mouths against
me, than the Unbeleeving Jews did hard Stones out of
their hands at Saint Stephan; but the best is, they
cannot Kill me with their Reproaches, I speak but the
Truth of what I have observed amongst many of our
Sex; Wherefore, Pray Madam, help to Defend me, as
being my Friend, and I yours, for I shall Continue as
long as I live,

Madam,
Your Ladyship’s most Faithfull
and Humble Servant.
CLIIL
Madam,

The messenger you sent is returning to you again,
and with him I have sent some Babies, and other Toyes
this City Affords, as a Token to your Daughter, I do not
send them for Bribes, to Corrupt her from Edifying
Learning, and Wise Instructions, for I would not have
her Bred to Delight in Toyes, and Childish Pleasures,
but I send them as Gifts, to Allure her to that which is
most Profitable, and Happiest for her Life, for Chil-
dren are sooner Perswaded by the Means of Tinsell-
Toyes, and Flattering Words, to Listen to Wise Instruc-
tion, to Study Profitable Arts or Sciences, to Practice
Good, Graceful Behaviours, and Civil Demeanours,
than they can be Forced thereto, by Terrifying Threats,
and Cruel Blows; 'tis true, they may be Forced to the
Outward Forms, or Actions of Learning, but not to the
Understanding, Profit, Grace, or Becoming, for Force
Breaks the Understanding, Destroyes all Ingenuity, for
the Fear of Punishment Confuses the Brain, and Dis-
quiets the Mind so much, as it makes them Incapable
of Right Impressions, whereas the Hope of Rewards
Delights the Mind, and Regulates the Motions in the
Brain, and makes them so Smooth, as the least Impres-
sion of Learning Prints Fairly therein, and so Plainly,
as to be Remembred in their Elder Years; also it makes
their Thoughts and Actions Industrious, to Merit those
Rewards, and their Endeavours will be the more Ac-
tive, through a Covetous Desire to Increase those Re-
wards; so that those Toyes which are given to Children
in their Childish Years, may be a Means to Teach
them, when Grown to Elder Years, to Know, and Ac-
knowledge, that all Toyes are Vanities, and that noth-
ing is to be Prized, or Esteemed, but what is Useful,
and Best, either for their Present, or Future Life, as the
Life of their Memory, or Renown. Thus, Madam, the
Toyish Present is to a Good Design, and may prove to
a Good End, which is the Wish of,

Madam,

Your faithful Friend

and Servant.
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Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz (16487-95)

Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz—who, like Sappho, was
called “the tenth Muse” —was born in a village near
Mexico City as Juana Asbaje y Ramirez. Her date of
birth is generally given as 1651, but baptismal records
indicate it was probably 1648. Her father was Basque,
her mother was of a Spanish criollo family among whom
Juana was raised. Juana’s parents were not married, and
though it appears that she was legally adopted by her
father, he played little part in her life. She learned to
read at about three years of age, developed very early a
passionate interest in learning, devoured whatever books
came to hand, and by the age of ten was already writing
poetry and plays. She was sent to live with relatives in
Mexico City, where she wished to study at the univer-
sity, proposing to do so by dressing as a man. Though
she was not permitted to do this, she did succeed in
acquiring by her own efforts an extraordinary level of
knowledge in the sciences, philosophy, and theology.

Presented at the court of the Marquis de Mancera,
viceray of Mexico, at about the age of fifteen, she be-
came a protégée of the vicereine. Her literary accom-
plishments and renown grew rapidly. This was excep-
tional, but not wholly anomalous in an environment in
which the ladies of the court were educated enough for
Sor Juana to feel that talking with the vicereine, the
“Laura” of her poems, was not time taken away from her
studies, but a continuation of them. However, as a
criolla without fortune in the precarious environment of
the viceregal court, her future in a secular life as a lady-
in-waiting was uncertain. In 1667, rejecting the pros-
pect of marriage, Juana first entered a Carmelite con-
vent. Her confessor, Bishop Antonio Niifiez, was one of
those who persuaded her to turn to the life of the con-
vent, helping to pay her dowry and confession costs
when she became a nun. She left the Carmelite order
after only a few months, but in 1669 she entered a less
restrictive convent, of the Order of St. Jerome, where she
remained for the rest of her life.

For many years Sor Juana found it possible to pur-
sue her literary, intellectual, musical, and scientific in-
terests in the convent. Though not wealthy, neither was
she poor. The convent “cells” were two-story apartments
with many amenities, and the nuns often had several
servants. Sor Juana entered the convent with a servant
given to her by her mother, a mulatto slave woman
named Juana de San José, about whom there is little
information. Through gifts and purchases Sor Juana
collected the best library in Mexico and many precious
musical and scientific instruments. A new viceroy and
his wife, the Count and Countess of Paredes, became

her patrons in the period 1680 to 1688, and she received
many visitors from court circles and invitations to write
for public occasions. She was famous not only in Mexico
but also—or perhaps more so—in Spain, for her prized
lyric and philosophical poetry, comic drama, and scien-
tific learning. The first collection of her works was pub-
lished in Madrid in 1689. Her popularity and reputa-
tion were such that she was often requested to write
works which she later described as pressed upon her by
the desires, needs, or challenges of others.

At the same time, there were counterpressures upon
her to desist from writing, perhaps even from studying,
and to apply herself to strictly religious devotions. She
recounted in later years the suffering and humiliation
of being subjected to unrelenting criticism from those
around her. In 1690 the Bishop of Puebla publicly
chastised her for failing to write on religious subjects. He
wrote under the female pseudonym Sor Philothea [Filo-
tea] — a misogynist practice of seventeenth-century male
anti-feminists (Kretsch, 375). This reproach appears,
however, to have been occasioned rather by her temerity
in entering the theological controversies surrounding
the Jesuit Antonio Vieira's critique of the Church Fa-
thers. Her former benefactor, Antonio Niifiez, a Jesuit
powerful in the Inquisition, broke off contact with her
following the publication of her response to the Bishop
of Puebla, her famous Reply to Sor Philothea in 1691.
He returned to her support only when, in 1693, she
renounced her studies and sold her books and instru-
ments, giving the proceeds to the poor. She spent her last
two years in charitable works and died tending the sick
during the plague in 1695.

Sor Juana chose the life of the convent out of a
combination of “total disinclination to marriage,” the
lack of honorable secular alternatives, and the hope of
assuring her “ardently desired salvation,” as she tells us
explicitly in the Reply to Sor Philothea. But many of
the “incidental” aspects of convent life were, as she says,
“repellent to my nature,” and it is clear that her life and
her writings set her apart from other nuns. Many clois-
tered women of her time wrote in a variety of forms,
such as biographies, histories, plays, poetry, letters, and
confessional narratives. But as Asuncién Lavrin has
pointed out, these nuns’ writings are characterized by
penitential and mystical features— accounts of visions
and mystical experiences, ecstasies, acts of penance and
purification, discipline and mortification of the flesh,
renunciation and humiliation. All these are generally
absent from Sor Juana’s writings, which more often deal
with human love and its complexities, the festive aspects
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of religious celebrations, or the beauties, joys, and chal-
lenges of nature and knowledge.

Sor Juand’s love poetry and portrayals of “manly”
women in comic dramas have provided ground for specu-
lation about her homoerotic relationships with women
and for interpretation of her works in the context of les-
bian literary criticism. Particularly in poems addressed
to “Phyllis” or “Lysis” (Maria Luisa, Countess of Lare-
do), Sor Juana expressed a love more passionate and
sensuous than that of ordinary loving friendship, and a
consciousness of feelings out of the ordinary for a woman
toward another woman. Octavio Paz has argued that
this love was nonetheless a chaste and spiritual love,
premised on a Platonic dualism separating body and
soul, in which “the soul has no sex.” Paz maintains: “For
Sor Juana the pursuit of culture not only involved mas-
culinization but carried with it the neutralization
of sexuality” (85, 94, 214-15). Lisa Rabin, who leaves
open the question of a sexual relationship, argues that
Sor Juand’s poetic portraits of beloved women — aristo-
cratic patrons of her work—reflect a complex creole
political consciousness (Rabin, 1997).

Two of Sor Juana’s most important works are the
philosophical poem, First Dream (El Suefio, or Pri-
mero Suefto), probably written about 1685 (Paz, 357),
and the Reply to Sor Philothea (Respuesta a Sor Filo-
tea), 1691, also known as the Response.

“We must underscore Sor Juana’s absolute original-
ity,” writes Paz; “nowhere in all of Spanish literature of
the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries [or earlier] is
there anything like First Dream.” It is possible, how-
ever, that Sor Juana was influenced in this poem, as well
as in the feminist arguments of the Reply to Sor Philo-
thea, by the writings of Christine de Pizan (Kretsch,
364). Sor Juana described First Dream as the only work
she ever wrote to please herself. It is an allegorical poem
variously interpreted as offering a theory of the limits of
universal knowledge, a Thomistic argument against the
sin of intellectual pride, or a feminist epic of women'’s
pursuit and control of knowledge. Cast in allusions to
classical mythology, it draws primarily on female figures
and references, as well as analogies from nature for
many aspects of politics and society. Some of the imag-
ery reflects American Indian and black cultural influ-
ences. The poem has been seen as a narrative of the
soul’s pursuit of universal knowledge, drawing from both
nature and history. It closes with the temporary, cyclical
yielding of the heroine Night to the masculine realm of
the day, mediated by the amazon of light, Aurora, the
dawn. The inconclusive ending has been interpreted as
a challenge to return to the struggle, again and again, in
search of truth.

The Reply (Response) to Sor Philothea is Sor Jua-
na’s best-known work, embodying a spirited, eloquent,
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learned, and carefully reasoned defense of women and
intellectual freedom. It earned her mixed reactions of
praise and blame in her own day and an enduring place
in history as, some say, “the first feminist” of the Ameri-
cas. The Response has been seen as a prose version of
First Dream, but it goes beyond the philosophical poem
in its explicit defense of the human pursuit of knowledge
against dogmatic constraints and in its more direct chal-
lenge to hierarchical authority. In Montross’s words:
“The poem states that night will try again. So, too, does
Sor Juana say that she pursued knowledge despite the
persecution of others. Her intellect is free and must act.”
The selections are excerpted from translations by

Alan S. Trueblood in A Sor Juana Anthology (1988).
BAC
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First Dream (1685)

... In remote mountain hideaways,
misshapen hollow crags

whose ruggedness is less defense

than their darkness is protection,
abodes of utter blackness

where night is safe from daylight’s glare,
to which sure foot of practiced hunter
has never yet ascended,

the legions of wild animals lay resting—
some shedding all ferocity,

others, their timorousness—

each to Nature’s power

paying the tribute

imposed by her on all alike.

The king of beasts, though open-eyed
pretending to keep watch, lay fast asleep.
That once-illustrious monarch
cornered by his own dogs,

now a timid hart,

pricks up an ear

to catch the slightest motion

of the peaceful surrounding night,

the merest shift of atom,

and twitching each ear in turn,
perceives the faint and muffled sound
uneasily through his sleep.

In the quietude of the nest

built out of twigs and mud—

hammock hung where foliage is thickest—
the light-pinioned tribe

slumbers away and gives the wind

a respite from the slashes of its wings.

Jupiter’s majestic bird,
the dutiful king of fow], rejects
complete repose, holding it a vice,
too far indulged, and taking care
not to fall unwittingly asleep.
Entrusting all his weight to a single leg,
he keeps a pebble in the other foot—
an alarm for his light sleep—

First Dream (1685)

so that, when slumber impends,

it may not be prolonged,

will rather be interrupted

by kingly pastoral concern.

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown!
Not for one instant may he lay it down.
Mysterious explanation this may be
why crowns are circular,

the golden round betokening

the unending obligation of the king.

All was now bound in sleep,
all by silence occupied.
Even the thief was slumbering,
even the lover had closed his eyes.

The hour of silence is drawing to a close,
the dark time is half over
when, worn out by daily tasks—
oppressed not only
by the heavy burden
of bodily exertion, but fatigued
by pleasure as well (for any object
continually before the senses,
even if pleasurable, will cloy them:
hence Nature is always shifting weight
from one side of the balance to the other,
setting the unsettled needle to its task
of logging all activity—now leisurely,
now toilsome —as she directs
the universe’s complicated clockwork);
the limbs, then, all were occupied
by deep and welcome sleep,
leaving the senses for a time
if not deprived, relieved
of their customary labor—
labor indeed but labor greatly loved,
if labor can be loved —
the senses, I say, had yielded
to the likeness of life’s opponent,
who, slow to arm and cowardly in attack,
with sleepy weapons is a lazy victor
over lowly shepherd’s crook and lofty scepter
and all that stands between,
purple and sackcloth being all one for him.
His level is all-powerful:
it never makes exceptions
for any man alive,
be he one who wears the sovereign tiara
made up of triple crowns, or one
who dwells in hut of straw,
a man whom the Danube gilds in mirrored glory
or a denizen of humble rushes:
with one unvarying measuring-rod
(Morpheus being, after all,
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Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz

a powerful image of death)
he graduates brocade and sackcloth.

The soul now being released
from outward governance, activity
which keeps her materially employed
for better or for worse the whole day through,
at some remove although not quite cut off,
pays out their wages
of vegetal heat only
to listless limbs and resting bones
oppressed by temporary death.
The body in unbroken calm,
a corpse with soul,
is dead to living, living to the dead,
the human clock attesting
by faintest signs of life
its vital wound-up state,
wounded not by hand but by arterial concert:
by throbbings which give tiny measured signs
of its well-regulated movement. . . .

And that most marvelous and scientific
manufacturer of heat,
provident supplier of the limbs,
always at work and never stinting,
which neither favors the closest member
nor overlooks the farthest
but keeps exact account
on her natural dial
of the share she apportions to each one . ..
so this, if not forge of Vulcan,
moderate bonfire of human warmth,
was sending to the brain
vapors from the four well-tempered humors,
humid but so clear
it not only failed to cloud with them
the images which the estimative sense
furnished to the imaginative
and the latter, for safer keeping,
passed on in purer form
to diligent memory
to incise retentively and store with care,
but also offered the fantasy
a chance to put together
further images. . . .
so the fantasy was calmly copying
the images of everything,
and the invisible brush was shaping
in the mind’s colors, without light
yet beautiful still, the likenesses
not just of all created things
here in this sublunary world, but those as well
that are the intellect’s bright stars,

and as far as in her power lay

the conception of things invisible,

was picturing them ingeniously in herself
and displaying them to the soul.

Meanwhile the latter, all intent
on her immaterial being,
was contemplating that most lovely spark,
that portion of highest being
in whose likeness in herself she took delight.
She thought herself almost loosed
from that bodily chain,
that always blocks her path,
obstructing crudely and grossly interfering
with the flight of intellect through which she plumbs
the vast immensity of the firmament
or ponders the well-regulated orbits
in which the celestial bodies
variously run their courses—
a heavy sin with punishment inherent,
the relentless shattering of inner peace,
when it lapses into vain astrology—
placed, so she thought, on the towering crest
of a mountain next to which that very Atlas,
which like a giant dominates all others,
becomes a mere obedient dwarf,
and Olympus, whose tranquil brow
has never admitted violation
by buffeting winds,
is unworthy of foothill status. . . .

The two Pyramids—proud boast
of vainglorious Mempbhis, ultimate refinement
of architecture, pennants, if not fixed,
no fluttering ones surely—whose great mass,
crowned with barbaric trophies,
was tomb and ensign to the Ptolemies,
broadcasting to the wind and clouds
(if not to heaven as well)
Egyptian glories, deeds of Memphian prowess—
of that great city, Cairo now, | mean,
forever undefeated —
deeds never sung by Fame, too dumbstruck
by their very abundance,
glories still written in the wind and sky;
these Pyramids, in lifting higher and higher
in smooth and level stages, their vast bulk,
shrank so in girth and with such art
that the closer the lynxlike gaze
of the observing eye approached the heavens,
the more it lost its way amid the winds,
unable to discern the minute tip
that feigns a juncture with the lowest heaven, . . .
These, be they glories of Egypt

>
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or high points of idolatry,

barbaric hieroglyphics

of purblind error, as that singer says,

that Greek, blind also, and a sweetest poet— . ..

In Homer's opinion, then,
the pyramids were mere material versions,
outward manifestations only
of inner dimensions instancing
the human spirit’s attitude:
for just as the ambitious fiery flame
assumes pyramidal shape when mounting
heavenward, so the human mind
assumes this very shape
in ever aspiring to the one First Cause,
the center toward which the straight line tends,
if not indeed the circumference
containing every essence ad infinitum.

These two artificial mountains, then
(be they miracles or marvels),
and that lofty blasphemous Tower
whose unhappy remnants to this day—
languages diversely shaped, not stones,
lest voracious time devour them—
are the divers tongues which still obstruct
the easy intercourse of humankind
(causing those Nature formed as one
to seem entirely different
simply because their tongues are unfamiliar),
if those three were compared
to the elevated pyramid of mind
on which, not knowing how, the soul
found herself now placed, they would see themselves
so far below that anyone
would assume her perch was in another sphere,
since her ambitious urge,
making of her very flight a summit,
lifted her to the highest point
of her own mentality,
mounted so high above herself, she thought
she had emerged in some new region.

At this almost limitless elevation,
jubilant but perplexed,
perplexed yet full of pride,
and astonished although proud,
the sovereign queen of this sublunary world
let the probing gaze, by lenses unencumbered,
of her beautiful intellectual eyes
(unperturbed by distance
or worry lest some opaque obstacle
by intervening hide objects from her view)
range unrestricted over all creation.

First Dream (1685)

Such an immense assemblage,

a mass so unencompassable,

though holding out to sight

some chance of being taken in,

held none to the understanding, which being dazed
by objects in such profusion, its powers

surpassed by their very magnitude,

turned coward and drew back. . . .

But, as one who has been deprived
by lengthy darkness of all color
in visible objects,
if suddenly assaulted by bright light
is made the blinder by its very brilliance— . ..
and appeals to that same shade which formerly
had been a shadowy obstacle to the sight,
against the light’s offenses, . . .
natural procedure, this inborn wisdom,
which, with confirmation by experience,
a silent teacher perhaps,
but exemplary persuader,
has led physicians more than once
to mete out scrupulously
in proportions carefully determined
the secret harmful qualities
of deadly poisons,
now via an excess
of properties hot or cold,
now through the unknown sympathies
or antipathies whereby
natural causes carry out their action
(providing our astonished admiration
with a sure effect born of an unknown cause,
by taking endless pains and with observant
empirical attention tested first
in experiments performed on animals,
where the danger is not so great)
so that they might concoct in a healthful brew—
final goal of Apollonian science—
a marvelous counterpoison,
for thus at times from evil good arises;
not otherwise, then, did the soul,
astounded by the sight of such a mass
of objects, pull the attention back,
which, scattered over such diversity,
as yet had found recovery impossible
from the portentous shock
that had blocked her reasoning power,
allowing her scarcely more
than a rudimentary embryo
of muddled discourse, one so shapeless,
that from the confusion of species it embraced
it formed a picture of disordered chaos—
associating species in no order,
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dissociating them in none,

so that the more they mix and intermingle,
the more they come apart in disarray

from sheer diversity—

forcibly cramming the vast overflow

of objects into a tiny vessel

unfit to hold even the humblest, most minute.

In fine, the ship of the soul, sails furled,
whose inexperience she entrusted
to the treacherous sea, the fanning wind,
thoughtlessly presuming
the sea to be loyal, constant the wind,
against her will was forced
to run ashore on the beach
of the vast sea of knowing,
with rudder broken, yardarms snapped,
kissing each grain of sand
with every splinter.
Recovering there,
for calking she resorted
to prudent rumination,
the temperate wisdom born of thoughtful judgment,
which, reining in its operation,
considered as more appropriate
restriction to a single subject
or taking separate account
of each thing, one by one,
contained in every one
of those artfully constructed
categories, ten in number:
a metaphysical reduction teaching
(by encompassing generic entities
in the purely mental constructs
of abstract thought, eschewing
embodiment in matter)
the art of forming universals,
sagely compensating by such art
for a deficiency:
the inability to know by one sole act
of intuition every created thing,
the need instead to move up, step by step,
as on a ladder, from one concept
to the next, adopting of necessity
the relative order of understanding
required by the restricted power of Mind,
which must entrust its progress
to a graduated form of reasoning.

The imparting of such doctrine fortifies
Mind’s weaknesses with learned nourishment
and the lengthy, although smooth,
continuing course of discipline
endows it with lusty energies,

to the glorious banner that rewards

the most arduous undertaking;

to ascend the lofty stair,

by cultivation, first of one,

then of another form of knowledge

till honor’s summit gradually comes in view,
the easeful goal of a most laborious climb
(from bitter seed a fruit delighting taste,
which even at such expense is inexpensive)
and treading valiantly, Mind implants

sure footsteps on the summit’s lofty brow.

Of this series now my mind
desired to pursue the method:
namely, from the basest level
of being—the inanimate
(the one least favored
by the second productive cause,
yet still not wholly destitute)—
to move on to the nobler hierarchy, . . .
a hierarchy furnished with some four
operations diverging in their action,
now attracting, now excluding carefully
whatever it judges unsuited to itself,
now expelling superfluities and making

the most useful of countless substances its own;

then, this form once examined,
to scrutinize another form, more beautiful —
one that possesses feeling
(and, what is more, equipped with powers
of apprehending through imagination):
grounds for legitimate complaint—
if not indeed for claiming insult—
on the part of the brightest star
that sparkles, yet lacks all feeling,
however magnificent its brilliant light—
for the lowest, tiniest creature
surpasses even the loftiest of stars,
arousing envy;
and making of this bodily way of knowing
a foundation, however meager,
to move on to the wondrous
composite, triplicate
(set up on three concordant lines)
mysterious compendium
of all the lower forms:
the hinge that makes the link
between the purest nature,
that which occupies the highest throne,
and the least noble of the creatures,
the most abject,
equipped not only with the five
faculties of sense,
but ennobled also by the inner ones,
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the three that rule the rest;
for not for nothing was he fitted out
by the powerful and knowing hand

to be supreme over all the others: . . .

In short, I speak of man, the greatest wonder
the human mind can ponder,
complete compendium
resembling angel, plant, and beast alike:
whose haughty lowliness
partook of very nature. Why?
Perhaps that, being more fortunate
than any, he might be lifted high
by a grace of loving union.
Oh, grace repeated often,
yet never recognized sufficiently,
overlooked, so one might think,
so unappreciated is it,
so unacknowledged it remains. . . .

Now if, from a single object—
my timid thought kept saying—
true knowledge shies away,
and reason ingloriously turns aside;
if on a species set apart
as independent of all others—
thought of as unrelated —
understanding turns her back;
if reason, overwhelmed, recoils
before so difficult a challenge,
refusing to take action resolutely,
doubting in her cowardice
that she can grasp even this single object,
how can she hope to function in the face
of so astounding and immense a system?
Its burden, terrible, unendurable —
were it not upheld at its very center—
would make the shoulders even of Atlas sag,
outdo the strength of Hercules,
and they, who proved sufficient counterweight
to the sphere of heaven,
would judge its fabric far less burdensome,
its framework less oppressive,
than the task of investigating Nature.

Bolder at other times,

my mind denounced as height of cowardice
yielding the laurels without one attempt

to meet the challenge of the lists.

Then it would seize upon the brave example
set by that famous youth, high-minded
charioteer of the chariot of flame;

then courage would be fired

by his grand and bold, if hapless, impulse,

" in which the spirit finds

First Dream (1685)

not, like timidity, a chastening lesson

but a pathway summoning it to dare;

once treading this, no punishment can deter
the spirit bent upon a fresh attempt

(I mean a thrust of new ambition).

Neither the nether pantheon—

cerulean tomb of his unhappy ashes—

nor the vengeful lightning bolt,

for all their warnings, ever will convince

the soaring spirit once resolved,

in lofty disregard of living,

to pluck from ruin an everlasting fame.
Rather, that youth is the very type, the model:
a most pernicious instance

(causing wings to sprout for further flights)
of that ambitious mettle,

which, finding in terror itself a spur

to prick up courage,

pieces together the name of glory

from letters spelling endless havoc.

Either the punishment should not be known
so that the crime would never become contagious,
a politic silence covering up instead,

with a statesman’s circumspection,

all record of the proceedings;

or let a show of ignorance prevail,

or the insolent excess

meet its just deserts by secret sentence
without the noxious example

ever reaching public notice,

for broadcasting makes the wickedness

of the greatest crime all the greater

till it threatens a widespread epidemic,
while, left in unknown isolation,

repetition is far less likely

than if broadcast to all as a would-be lesson. . . .

... The overtired limbs,

worn out by rest,

reacting to the lack of sustenance,

and neither wide-awake nor fast asleep,
were showing signs of wishing

to be stirring once again

by the languid, drawn-out stretching
the torpid sinews were engaging in.
Even without their owner’s full assent,
the limbs were turning tired bones
from side to side;
the senses were beginning to resume
their functioning, despite mild interference
caused by the natural toxin,
half-opening the eyes;
and from the brain, now cleared,
phantasms had taken leave
and, being formed of lightest vapor,
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converted easily to smoke or wind,

now let their shapes be dissipated.

Just so, the magic lantern

casts on white of wall

simulations of different painted figures,
made possible by shadow no less than light.
Maintaining amid shimmering reflections
the distances required

by the science of perspective

and confirmed in its true measurements

by a number of experiments,

the fleeting shadow

that faces into the brilliance of the light
simulates a body’s form,

one possessing all dimensions, though it merits
no consideration even as surface.

Meanwhile the father of flaming light
saw that the appointed hour was arriving
when he must climb the East.

He took his leave of our antipodes

with light departing down the West,

for through the flickers of his fading light
the same point serves to mark his going down
as ushers in the brightening of our East.
But not till Venus as the morning star,
beautiful and serene,

had pierced the first faint dawnlight,

and the fair wife of old Tithonus—
amazon arrayed in countless lights

(her armor against the night),

beautiful though bold,

valiant although tearful —

had let her lovely brow be seen

crowned with the lights of morning,

a tender prelude though a spirited one,
to the fiery planet,

who was busy marshaling his troops

of glimmering novices—

reserving glowing veterans, more robust,
to fill the rearguard—

against the tyrannical usurper

of the empire of daylight,

who wore a laurel girdle with countless shadows
and with her dreadful nighttime scepter
ruled over shadows

of whom she stood in awe herself.

But scarcely had the lovely harbinger
and standard-bearer of the Sun, unfurled
her luminous pennant in the East,

as all the bugles of the birds,

soft yet bellicose, sounded the call to arms

when —cowardly as tyrants always are,
and beset by timorous misgivings—
although trying to put up a valiant front
with her forces, although flaunting

her funereal cloak as shield,

that took short wounds

from the stabbing brightness

(even though her uneasy bravery

was merely a crude cover for her fear
since she knew how weak was her resistance) —
as if relying more on flight

than belligerence for her salvation,
Night was blowing her raucous horn

to gather her swarthy squadrons in

and make an orderly retreat—

when a burst of bouncing light
assaulted her from closer by

as it bathed the topmost tip

of the loftiest of turrets in the world.

The Sun appeared, the circle now complete
which he carves in gold against the sapphire blue.
From his luminous circumference there sprang
a thousand times a thousand golden specks,

a thousand streams of gold —

lines, I mean, of brilliant light

ruled on heaven’s cerulean page,

drawn up for orderly attack

upon the dismal despot of his realm

who, in hasty headlong flight,

stumbling over her native terrors,

was treading on her very shadow

as she sought to reach the West

with the routed, broken ranks

of her shadow army, harassed by light

in close pursuit upon her heels.

At last her fleeing footsteps reached the point
where the West came into view

and, though rushing, regaining her composure,
plucking courage up from her very ruin,

she resolved, rebelling once again,

to see herself made sovereign

in that half of the globe

left unprotected by the sun

when the beauty of his golden locks

brought luster to our hemisphere.

Dealing judiciously with his light,

by orderly distribution he dispensed

to all things visible their colors,

restoring to every outer sense

full functioning,

flooding with light whatever had been opaque

(resonate trumpeters and skilled, throughout the world, and summoning me awake.

though uninstructed)
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Sor Juana’s Admonishment:
The Letter of Sor Philothea
[Filotea] de la Cruz
[Bishop of Puebla] (1690)

Madam:

I have seen the letter in which you take issue with
the Reverend Father Antonio de Vieira regarding the
signs of Christ’s love treated by him in his Maundy
Thursday sermon. So subtle is his treatment that the
most erudite persons have opined that, like a second
Apocalyptic Eagle, his singular talent outsoared itself
as it followed the scheme set forth earlier by the Most
Mustrious Cesar Meneses, a Portuguese talent of the
first rank. In my opinion, however, anyone following
your exposition must admit that your quill was cut
finer than either of theirs and that they might well have
rejoiced at finding themselves confuted by a woman
who does honor to her sex.

I at least have admired the keenness of your con-
cepts, the skill of your proofs, and the vigorous clarity
that lends conviction to the subject, a quality insepar-
ably linked with wisdom. This is why the first word ut-
tered by Divine Wisdom was light, for without illumina-
tion there can be no word of wisdom. Even Christ’s
words, cloaked in parables when He spoke of the deep-
est mysteries, were not held to be marvelous in the
world. Only when He spoke out clearly did He win ac-
claim for knowing everything. This is one of the many
special favors you owe to God, for clarity is not acquired
by toil and diligence; it is a gift infused with the soul.

So that you may read yourself in clearer lettering in
that document, I have had it printed; likewise, so that
you may acknowledge the treasures God has placed in
your soul and, being made thus more aware, may be
more grateful, for gratitude and awareness are always
born twins. . . .

I do not subscribe to the commonplace view of
those who condemn the practice of letters in women,
since so many have applied themselves to literary
study, not failing to win praise from Saint Jerome.
True, Saint Paul says women should not teach, but he
does not order women not to study so as to grow wiser.
He wished only to preclude any risk of presumptuous-
ness in our sex, inclined as it is to vanity. . . .

Letters that breed arrogance God does not want in
women. But the Apostle does not reject them so long
as they do not remove women from a position of obe-
dience. No one could say that study and learning have
caused you to exceed your subordinate status. Indeed,

Sor Juana’s Admonishment (1690)

they have served to perfect in you the finer forms of
obedience. For if other nuns sacrifice their wills for the
sake of obedience, you hold the mind captive, which is
the most arduous and the most welcome sacrifice one
can offer on the altars of Religion.

As this judgment shows, I do not mean you to
modify your natural predisposition by giving up books;
I do mean that you should improve it by sometimes
reading the book of Jesus Christ. None of the Evange-
lists called the genealogy of Christa book, except Saint
Matthew [Matt. 1:1). This was because at his conver-
sion our Lord’s wish was not so much to change his
natural bent, as to improve upon it, so that if earlier as
a publican his occupation was to keep books recording
his transactions and interest, as an apostle he might
better his nature, transforming the books of his ruin
into the book of Jesus Christ. You have spent much
time studying philosophers and poets. Surely it is only
right for you now to better your occupation and up-
grade your books.

Was there ever a nation more learned than Egypt?
In it the world’s first letters had their beginning and
there were admirable hieroglyphics. In order to under-
score Joseph’s wisdom, Holy Scripture calls him a past
master of Egyptian learning. Notwithstanding this, the
Holy Ghost openly calls the people of Egypt barbar-
ians, because all their learning served at most for prob-
ing into the courses of the stars and the heavens; it was
not applied to curbing the unruliness of the passions.
Their entire learning had as its goal perfecting men
for political life, not lighting their way to the eternal.
And learning which does not enlighten men for their
salvation is deemed folly by God, who knows every-
thing. . ..

I do not on this account ensure the reading of these
authors, but I pass on to you some advice of Gerson’s:
Lend yourself to these studies; do not sell yourself to
them, nor yet allow yourself to be carried away by
them. The humanities are slaves and as such they have
their usefulness for sacred studies. But they must be
rejected when they dislodge Divine Wisdom from pos-
session of the human mind and, though destined to be
menials, take over as masters. They are to be recom-
mended when the curiosity that has motivated them,
which is a vice, gives way to studiousness, a virtue. . . .

Philothea de la Cruz [Bishop of Puebla]
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.

The Reply to Sor Philothea (1691)

. . . Forgive, my Lady, the digression wrung from
me by the force of truth; and, to tell the whole truth, as
a way of eluding the difficulty of answering; indeed I
had almost made up my mind to let silence be my
answer. Yet, since silence is something negative, al-
though it explains a great deal by its insistence on not
explaining, some brief label is needed to enable one to
understand what it is intended to mean. Otherwise,
silence will say nothing. The vessel of election was
transported to the third Heaven and, having seen the
arcane secrets of God, he says: Audivit arcana Dei,
quae non licet homini loqui [“He heard secret words,
which it is not granted to man to utter” (2 Cor. 12:4)].
He does not tell what he saw; he says that he cannot tell
it. Thus, of those things that cannot be spoken, it must
at least be said that they cannot be, to make clear that
keeping silent does not mean having nothing to say,
but rather that words cannot encompass all there is to
say. Saint John says [21:25] that were he to write down
all the miracles worked by our Redeemer, there would
be insufficient room in the whole world for the result-
ant books. About this passage Vieira says that the Evan-
gelist spoke more in this one sentence than in every-
thing else he wrote. And this is very well said (and does
the Lusitanian Phoenix ever fail to say things well,
even when it would be as well not to say them?),
because with these words Saint John says all that he
had left unsaid, and expresses whatever he had left
unexpressed. . . .

Coming down to particulars, I confess to you, with
the ingenuousness owed to you and the truth and
clarity natural and habitual with me, that my not hav-
ing written much on sacred subjects is not from disin-
clination or lack of application, but from an excess of
the awe and reverence due those Sacred Letters, for
the understanding of which I acknowledge myself so
ill-equipped and which I am so unworthy to treat. . . .
Then how should I dare to take this into my unworthy
hands, when my sex, age, and especially my way of life
all oppose it? And so I confess that many times this fear
has taken the pen from my hand and caused the sub-
ject to sink back into the very mind from which it
sought to emerge.

I encountered no such problem in secular sub-
jects, since heresy against art is punished, not by the
Holy Office, but by the laughter of the intelligent

and the censure of the critical. The censure, iusta vel
iniusta, timenda non est [whether deserved or not, is
not to be feared), for it does not interfere with com-

munion and attending mass, whence it concerns me
little or not at all. For, in the opinion of the very people
who slander me for writing, I am under no obligation
to be learned nor do I possess the capacity never to err.
Therefore my failure involves neither fault nor dis-
credit: no fault since there is no chance of my not
erring and ad impossibilia nemo tenetur [no one is
obligated to attempt the impossible]. And in truth I
have never written except when pressured and forced
to and then only to please others and even then not
only without enjoyment but with actual repugnance
because I have never thought of myself as possessing
the intelligence and educational background required
of a writer. Hence my usual reply to those who urge me
on, especially where sacred matters are involved: what
aptitude have I, what preparation, what subjects, what
familiarity do I possess for such a task, beyond a hand-
ful of superficial sophistries? Let such things be left to
those who understand them: I want no trouble with
the Holy Office. I am ignorant and shudder to think
that I might utter some disreputable proposition or
distort the proper understanding of some passage or
other. My purpose in studying is not to write, much
less to teach (this would be overbearing pride in my
case), but simply to see whether studying makes me
less ignorant. This is my reply and these are my feel-
ings. . ..

... I became a nun because, although I knew that
that way of life involved much that was repellent to my
nature—I refer to its incidental, not its central as-
pects—nevertheless, given my total disinclination to
marriage, it was the least unreasonable and most be-
coming choice I could make to assure my ardently
desired salvation. To which first consideration, as most
important, all the other small frivolities of my nature
yielded and gave way, such as my wish to live alone, to
have no fixed occupation which might curtail my free-
dom to study, nor the noise of a community to interfere
with the tranquil stillness of my books. This made me
hesitate a little before making up my mind, until,
enlightened by learned persons that hesitation was
temptation, I overcame it by the grace of God and
entered upon the life I now pursue so unworthily. I
thought I was escaping from myself, but, alas for me, 1
had brought myself along. In this propensity I brought
my greatest enemy, given me by Heaven whether as a
boon or a punishment I cannot decide, for far from
dying out or being hindered by all the exercises reli-
gion entails, it exploded like gunpowder. Privatio est
causa appetitus [Privation arouses the appetite] had its
confirmation in me.

I went back (I misspeak: I had never stopped); I
went on with the studious pursuit (in which I found
relaxation during all the free time remaining from my
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obligations) of reading and more reading, study and
more study, with no other teacher than books them-
selves. One can readily imagine how hard it is to study
from those lifeless letters, lacking a teacher’s live voice
and explanations. Still I happily put up with all those
drawbacks, for the sheer love of learning. Oh, if it had
only been for the love of God, which would have been
the sound way, what merit would have been mine! I
will say that I tried to uplift my study as much as I could
and direct it to serving Him, since the goal I aspired to
was the study of theology, it seeming to me a mean sort
of ineptitude for a Catholic not to know all that can be
found out in this life through natural means concern-
ing divine mysteries. I also felt that being a nun and not
a lay person, I should, because of my ecclesiastical
status, make a profession of letters—and furthermore
that, as a daughter of Saint Jerome and Saint Paula, it
would be a great disservice for the daughter of such
learned parents to be a fool. This is what I took upon
myself, and it seemed right to do so, unless of course —
and this is probably the case—it was simply a way of
flattering and applauding my own natural tendency,
proposing its own pleasure to it as an obligation.

In this way I went on, continually directing the
course of my study, as I have said, toward the eminence
of sacred theology. To reach this goal, I considered it
necessary to ascend the steps of arts and sciences, for
how can one who has not mastered the style of ancil-
lary branches of learning hope to understand that of
the queen of them all? . . .

... How then, could I, remote as I was from virtue
and learning, find the strength to write? Thus, for the
acquisition of certain fundamentals, I would constant-
ly study divers things, without inclining in particular to
any given one, inclined rather to all generally. So it
happened that my having concentrated on some more
than others was not a matter of choice but came about
through the chance of having found books dealing
with the former subjects closer to hand, which gave
them preference without any decision of mine. As I
had no material goal in mind, nor any limitation of
time constraining me to the study of any one thing to
meet degree requirements, almost at once I was study-
ing different things or dropping some to take up others,
although this was not wholly unsystematic since some
[ called study and other diversion. The latter brought
me relaxation from the former. It follows from this that
I'have studied many things, yet know nothing because
each one always interfered with some other. True, [am
referring to the operative aspect of those which have
one, for, obviously, while the pen is in motion, the
compass is at rest, and while the harp is being played,
the organ is still, et sic de caeteris. For, because much
bodily practice is required to develop a skill, one who
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spreads herself out over a number of exercises will
never acquire any one skill perfectly. In the formal and
speculative realms, however, the opposite is true, and
I should like to convince everyone by my own experi-
ence not only that different subjects do not interfere
with one another, but that they actually support one
another, since certain ones shed light on others, open-
ing a way into them by means of variations and occult
connections. It was to form this universal chain that
the wisdom of their Author so put them in place that
they appear correlated and bound together with mar-
velous concert and bonding. This is the chain that the
ancients pretended emerged from Jupiter's mouth, on
which all things were strung and linked together.
So much is demonstrated by the Reverend Father
Athanasius Kircher in his curious book De magnete
[On the Magnet]. All things proceed from God, who is
at once the center and the circumference from which
all existing lines proceed and at which all end up. . ..

What [ might point out in self-justification is how
severe a hardship it is to work not only without a
teacher but also without fellow students with whom to
compare notes and try out what has been studied.
Instead I have had nothing but a mute book as teacher,
an unfeeling inkwell as fellow student, and, in place of
explanation and exercises, many hindrances, arising
not only from my religious duties (it goes without
saying that these occupy one’s time most profitably
and beneficially) but also from things implicit in the
life of a religious community—such as when I am
reading, those in a neighboring cell take it upon them-
selves to play music and sing. Or when I am studying
and two maids quarrel and come to me to settle their
dispute. Or when I am writing and a friend comes to
visit, doing me a great disservice with the best of inten-
tions, whereupon I not only must put up with the
bother but act grateful for the injury. This goes on all
the time, because, since the times I devote to my
studies are those remaining when the regular duties of
the community are over, the others are also free then to
come and bother me. Only those who have experi-
enced communal religious life can know how true this
is. Only the strength of my vocation allows my nature
to take pleasure in this and the great bond of love
between me and my beloved sisters, for since love is
union, there are no poles too distant for it. . . .

.. Well, the most arduous part of the difficulties
still remains to be told, for those related up to now have
been simply necessary or incidental annoyances which
are such only indirectly. Still to come are the outright
ones which have worked directly to hinder and to
prohibit my pursuit of learning. Who could fail to
believe, in view of such widespread plaudits, that I
have sailed with a following wind on a glassy sea to the
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encomiums of general acclaim? Well, the Lord knows
that it has hardly been so, for amidst the bouquets of
that very acclaim, asps of such invidiousness and re-
lentlessness as I could never describe have stirred and
reared up. Those most harmful and painful to me are
not the persons who have pursued me with open ha-
tred and ill will, but those who, while loving me and
wishing me well (and being possibly very meritorious
in God’s eyes for their good intentions), have mortified
and tortured me much more than the others, with
their: “This study is incompatible with the blessed ig-
norance to which you are bound. You will lose your
way, at such heights your head will be turned by your
very perspicacity and sharpness of mind.” What have I
not gone through to hold out against this? Strange sort
of martyrdom, in which I was both the martyr and my
own executioner!

Why, for the ability (doubly infelicitous in my case)
to compose verse, even when it was sacred verse, what
nastiness have I not been subjected to, what unpleas-
antness has not come my way! [ must say, Madam, that
sometimes I stop and reflect that anyone who stands
out—or whom God singles out, for He alone can do
so—is viewed as everyone’s enemy, because it seems to
some that he is usurping the applause due them or
deflecting the admiration which they have coveted, for
which reason they pursue him. . . .

... Ohssingularity, set up as a target for envy and an
object for contradiction! Any eminence, be it in dig-
nity, nobility, wealth, beauty, learning, is subject to this
penalty, but most implacably subject to it is eminence
of mind. First of all, because it is the most defenseless,
since wealth and power punish anyone daring to chal-
lenge them; but not mind, for the greater itis, the more
modest and long-suffering, and the less prone to de-
fend itself. Secondly, because, as Gracian so learnedly
put it, superiority of mind goes with superiority of the
whole being. The angel is superior to man for no other
reason than superiority of mind; man surpasses ani-
mals in mind alone. Thus, as no one wished to be in-
ferior to anyone else, no one will admit that another
is superior in mind, since this proceeds from natural
superiority. Anyone will allow and admit that another
is nobler than he, richer, handsomer, and even more
knowledgeable, but that someone else has a better
mind scarcely anyone will grant. Rarus est, qui velit
cedere ingenio [Rare is the man willing to acknowledge
another’s superiority of mind (Martial, Epigrams 8.8)).
That is why assaults on this gift are so successful. . . .

... L confess that I am far removed from wisdom’s
confines and that I have wished to pursue it, though a
longe. But the sole result has been to draw me closer to
the flames of persecution, the crucible of torture, and

this has even gone so far as a formal request that study
be forbidden me.

This was successful in one instance involving a
very holy and very ingenuous prelate who thought
studying was something for the Inquisition and or-
dered me to cease. I obeyed her (for the three months
her right to so order me lasted) as regarded not taking
a book in hand, but as to ceasing study altogether, it
not being in my power, I could not carry it out. For,
although 1 did not study from books, I did from every-
thing God has created, all of it being my letters, and all
this universal chain of being my book. I saw nothing
without reflecting on it; I heard nothing without won-
dering at it—not even the tiniest, most material thing.
For, as there is no created thing, no matter how lowly,
in which one cannot recognize the me fecit Deus [God
made me), there is none that does not confound the
mind once it stops to consider it. Thus, I repeat, I
looked and marveled at all of them, so much so that
simply from the person with whom I spoke, and from
what that person said to me, countless reflections arose
in my mind. What could be the origin of so great a
variety of characters and minds, when all belonged
to one species? Which humors and hidden qualities
could bring this about? If I saw a figure, I at once fell to
working out the relationship of its lines, measuring it
with my mind and recasting it along different ones.
Sometimes I would walk back and forth across the
front of a sleeping-room of ours—a very large one—
and observe how, though the lines of its two sides were
parallel and its ceiling horizontal, one’s vision made it
appear as if the lines inclined toward each other and
the ceiling were lower at the far end, from which I
inferred that visual lines run straight but not parallel,
tending rather toward a pyramidal figure. . . .

This type of observation would occur to me about
everything and still does, without my having any say in
the matter; indeed, it continually irritates me because
it tires my mind. I thought the same thing occurred in
everyone’s case, and with writing verse as well, until
experience proved me wrong. This turn, or habit, of
mind is so strong that I can look upon nothing without
reflecting on it. Two little girls were playing with a top
in my presence. The moment I saw its movement and
form, I began, in my crazy way, to consider the easy
motion of the spherical form, and how, the impulse
once given, it continued independently of its cause,
since at a distance from the girl’s hand, which origi-
nated the motion, the top went on dancing. Nor was
this enough for me. I had flour brought and sifted, so as
to tell, when the top danced over it, whether the circles
its motion described were perfect or not. I discovered
that they were simply spirals which moved farther and
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farther from the circular in proportion as the impulse
wore down. . . .

What could I not tell you, my Lady, of the secrets
of Nature which I have discovered in cooking! Thatan
egg hangs together and fries in fat or oil, and that, on
the contrary, it disintegrates in syrup. That, to keep
sugar liquid, it suffices to add the tiniest part of water in
which a quince or some other tart fruit has been. That
the yolk and white of the same egg are so different in
nature, that when eggs are used with sugar, the yolks
must be used separately from the white, never, to-
gether with them. I do not wish to tire you with such
trivia, which I relate only to give you a full picture of
my native turn of mind, which will, no doubt, make
you laugh. But, Madam, what is there for us women to
know, if not bits of kitchen philosophy? . . .

But to continue with the workings of my mind, let
me say that this line of thought is so constant with me
that I have no need of books. On one occasion, when,
owing to some serious stomach trouble, the doctor
forbade my studying, I obeyed for several days, but
then I pointed out that allowing me books would be
much less harmful, since my mental activity was so
vigorous, so vehement, that it used up more spirits in a
quarter of an hour than studying from books did in four
days. So they agreed reluctantly to allow me to read.
And not only that, my Lady: even my sleep was not free
from this constant activity of my brain. In fact, it seems
to go on during sleep with all the more freedom and
lack of restraint, putting together the separate images it
has carried over from waking hours with greater clarity
and tranquility, debating with itself, composing verses,
of which I could draw up a whole catalogue for you,
including certain thoughts and subtleties I have ar-
rived at more easily while asleep than while awake,
which I won’t go into, not wishing to bore you. . . .

I must admit, likewise, that although, as I have
said, a truth such as this requires no exemplification;
nevertheless the many precedents I have read about in
both divine and humane letters have greatly assisted
me. For I see a Debbora [Judges 4 and 5] setting up
laws in both military and political spheres, and govern-
ing a nation that could boast so many learned men.
see a most wise Queen of Sheba [3 (1) Kings 10; 2
Paralipomenon (Chronicles) 9], so learned that she
dared to challenge with enigmas the wisdom of the
wisest of the wise, without suffering on that account
any reproof. Rather, thanks to that, she becomes judge
of the unbelieving. I see so many and such outstanding
women, like Abigail [1 Kings (1 Sam.) 25], endowed
with the gift of prophecy; others, like Esther, with that
of persuasiveness; others, like Rahab [Josh. 2], with
piety; others, like Anna, mother of Samuel [1 Kings (1
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Sam.) 1 and 2], with perseverance; and an infinite
number of others, all possessing other gifts and virtues.

If look among the Gentiles, the first I come upon
are the Sybils, chosen by God to prophesy the princi-
pal mysteries of our faith—and to do so in such learned
and refined verse that it holds wonderment itself in
suspense. I see worshiped as goddess of learning a
woman like Minerva, daughter of the first Jupiter and
giver of all the learning of Athens. I see a Polla Argen-
taria helping her husband, Lucan write the Pharsalian
Battle. I see divine Tiresias’ daughter, more learned
than her father. I see a Zenobia, queen of the Pal-
myrans, as wise as she is brave. An Arete, daughter of
Aristippus, learned in the extreme. A Nicostrata, in-
ventor of Latin letters and extremely erudite in the
Greek. An Aspasia of Miletus, teacher of philosophy
and rhetoric and instructress of the philosopher Peri-
cles. A Hypatia, who taught astrology and lectured for
along time in Alexandria. A Leoncia, the Greek wom-
an who wrote in opposition to Theophrastus, the phi-
losopher, and won him over. A Jucia [Julia), a Corinna,
a Cornelia—in sum, the whole throng of those who
earned a name for themselves—Grecians, muses, or-
acles, who all were simply women of learning, consid-
ered such, celebrated as such, and venerated as such
by the ancients. Not to mention innumerable others,
of whom the books are full, for I see that Egyptian
Catherine, lecturing and winning over to her view all
the wisdom of the sages of Egypt. I see a Gertrude
reading, writing, and teaching. And, to stay with ex-
amples close to home, I see a most holy mother of
mine, Paula, learned in the Hebrew, Greek, and Latin
languages and most skilled at interpreting the Scrip-
tures. And how could she fail to be, when the supreme
Jerome, her chronicler, considered himself scarcely
worthy of being such, for with that striking emphasis
and power of expression, of which he has the secret, he
says: If all the limbs in my body were tongues, they
would still not suffice to publish abroad the wisdom
and virtue of Paula. He was moved to similar praise of
the widow Blesilla and the illustrious virgin Eusto-
chium, daughters both of the same Saint, the latter so
noteworthy that, by reason of her learning, she was
called the Wonder of the World. Fabiola, the Roman
woman, was also most versed in Holy Scripture. Proba
Falconia, a Roman woman, wrote an elegant book in
the mysteries of our Holy Faith, by putting together
quotations from Virgil. Our Queen Isabella, the wife
of Alfonso X, is known to have written on astrology. Not
to mention others whom I shall pass over to avoid
relaying what others have said (a vice P've always de-
tested) and because in our day there flourishes the
great Christina Alexandra, Queen of Sweden, as learn-
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ed as she is courageous and great-hearted, and their
Excellencies the Duchess of Aveiro and the Countess
of Villaumbrosa.

The venerable Dr. Arce (in virtue and cultivation
a worthy professor of Scripture) in his Studioso Bib-
liorum, raises this question: An liceat foeminis sacrorum
Bibliorum studio incumbere? eaque interpretari? [Is it
legitimate for women to apply themselves to study of
the Holy Bible and to interpret it?] He brings in many
opinions of saints in support of the opposing view,
especially that of the Apostle: Mulieres in Ecclesiis
taceant, non enim permittitur eis loqui etc. [ “Let wom-
en keep silence in the churches, for it is not permitted
them to speak” (1 Cor. 14:34)]. He then brings in other
opinions and especially that of the same Apostle ad-
dressing Titus: Anus similiter in habitu sancto, bene
docentes [“The aged women, in like manner, in holy
attire . . . teaching well” (Tit. 2:3)], with interpreta-
tions of the Church Fathers. He finally decides, in his
judicious way, that to lecture publicly in the classroom
and to preach in the pulpit are not legitimate activities
for women, but that studying, writing, and teaching
privately are not only allowable but most edifying and
useful. Of course this does not apply to all women—
only to those whom God has endowed with particular
virtue and discernment and who have become highly
accomplished and erudite, and possess the talents and
other qualities needed for such holy pursuits. So true is
this that the interpretation of Holy Scripture should be
forbidden not only to women, considered so very in-
ept, but to men, who merely by virtue of being men
consider themselves sages, unless they are very learn-
ed and virtuous, with receptive and properly trained
minds. Failure to do so, in my view, has given rise pre-
cisely to all those sectarians and been the root cause
of all the heresies. For there are many who study in
order to become ignorant, especially those of an arro-
gant, restless, and overbearing turn of mind, who are
partial to new interpretations of the Law (where pre-
cisely they are to be rejected). Hence, until they have
uttered something heretical merely in order to say
what no none else has, they will not rest. Of these the
Holy Spirit says: In Malevolam animam no intoibit
sapientia [“For wisdom will not enter into a malicious
soul” (Wisdom 1:4)]. Learning does more harm to
such than remaining ignorant would. A clever man
once said that a person who does not know Latin is not
a complete fool, but that one who does is well qualified
to be one. And I add he is even better (if stupidity is a
qualification) who has studied his bit of philosophy
and theology and has a smattering of languages, for
therewith he becomes a fool in many branches of
learning and language, his mother tongue not offering
room enough for a great fool. . ..

Oh, how much harm would be avoided in our
country if older women were as learned as Laeta and
knew how to teach in the way Saint Paul and my Father
Saint Jerome direct! Instead of which, if fathers wish to
educate their daughters beyond what is customary, for
want of trained older women and on account of the
extreme negligence which has become women’s sad
lot, since well-educated older women are unavailable,
they are obliged to bring in men teachers to give in-
struction in reading, writing, and arithmetic, playing
musical instruments, and other skills. No little harm is
done by this, as we witness every day in the pitiful
examples of ill-assorted unions; from the ease of con-
tact and the close company kept over a period of time,
there easily comes about something not thought pos-
sible. As a result of this, many fathers prefer leaving
their daughters in a barbaric, uncultivated state to
exposing them to an evident danger such as familiarity
with men breeds. All of which would be eliminated if
there were older women of learning, as Saint Paul
desires, and instruction were passed down from one
group to another, as is the case with needlework and
other traditional activities. . . .

... This should be taken into account by those
who, being wedded to that Mulieres in Ecclesia
taceant, rail against women’s being educated and be-
coming teachers, as if the Apostle himself had never
said: bene docentes. Besides which, that injunction
referred to a historical circumstance related by Euse-
bius, namely, that in the early Church women had
begun to indoctrinate one another in places of worship
and the noise interfered with the apostles’ preaching,
for which reason they were told to keep still —exactly
as now it is the case that while the preacher is preach-
ing one does not pray out loud.

The understanding of many passages doubtless
requires much study of history, customs, ceremonies,
proverbs, and even the ways of speaking of the times in
which they were written, so as to learn to what certain
locutions of Holy Writ are referring and alluding. . . .
That reply of the virtuous matron to the irksome suitor:
Hinges won't be greased nor will torches burn for me,
a way of saying that she had no desire to marry, with an
allusion to the ceremony of greasing doors with fat and
lighting nuptial torches at marriages—as if we were
now to say: there will be no outlay for dowry nor will
the priest give his blessings on my account. And along
these lines there are countless other observations of
Virgil and Homer and all the poets and prose writers.
Aside from these, how many difficulties cannot be
found in Biblical passages, even in matters of gram-
mar —the plural used for the singular, the second per-
son giving way to the third, in those words of the
Canticle of Canticles: osculetur me osculo oris sui: quia
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meliora sunt ubera tua vino [ “Let him kiss me with the
kiss of his mouth: for thy breasts are better than wine”
(1:1)]? The adjective in the genitive instead of the
accusative, as in Calicem salutaris accipiam [“1 will
take the chalice of salvation” (Ps. 115:13)]? The use of
the feminine for the masculine and, on the contrary,
calling any sin adultery?

All of this requires more study than is thought by
some who, not having gone beyond the level of gram-
mar or knowing at most a few terms of formal logic,
undertake to interpret the Scriptures and fasten onto
Mulieres in Ecclesiis taceant, with no idea of how it
should be interpreted. And, from elsewhere in the
Bible, onto: Mulier in silentio discat [“Let the woman
learn in silence” (1 Tim. 2:11)], even though these
words speak more in women'’s favor than against them,
since they direct them to learn, and it is obvious that
while women are learning they must keep silent. And
it is also written: Audi, Israel, et tace [“Hear, Israel, and
hold thy peace”), words which address the whole con-
glomeration of men and women telling them all to
maintain silence, since anyone listening and learning
must naturally be attentive and keep silent. . . . And
nowadays we see the Church allowing women, both
saints and not, to write, for the nun of Agreda and
Maria de la Antigua are not canonized, yet their writ-
ings circulate, nor were Saint Teresa and the others
when they wrote. Thus Saint Paul’s prohibition re-
ferred only to speaking in public from pulpits; if the
Apostle had prohibited writing, the Church would not
allow it. So today I am not so bold as to teach — it would
be the height of presumption in my case. Writing
requires greater talent than I possess and a great deal of
thought. So Saint Cyprian says: Gravi condiseratione
indigent, quae scribimus [The things we write need to
be very carefully considered}. My whole wish has been
to study so as to be less ignorant, for, as Saint Augustine
has it, some things are learned with a view to action,
others only for the sake of knowing: Discimus quedam,
ut sciamus; quaedam, ut faciamus. . . .

If I turn to the facility in writing verse which has
been so censured in me, it is so innate that I am even
doing violence to myself to keep this missive in prose
and could cite that line Quidquid conabar dicere, ver-
sus erat [Anything I set out to say turned into verse
(Ovid, Tristia 4.10.26, inexactly quoted)]. Seeing it so
condemned and so impugned on all sides, I have ex-
pressly tried to determine what is so wrong about it and
have not been able to. What I find instead is that verses
are applauded on the lips of Sybils, sanctified in the
pens of the Prophets, and especially of King David,
of whom that great expounder and beloved father of
mine, in explaining their metrical patterns, says: In
morem Flacci et Pindari nunc iambo currit, nunc al-
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caico personat, nunc sappico tumet, nunc semipede
ingreditur [In the manner of Horace and Pindar, now
itruns along in iambics, now it is resonant with alcaics,
now it swells with sapphics, now it moves in half-feet].
Most of the sacred books are in meter—. . ..

Now if the wrong consists in the practice of verse
by a woman, since so many have practiced it in a fash-
ion so evidently praiseworthy, what can be so wrong
about my being a poet? Though I readily confess that I
am base and vile, I am not aware that anyone has seen
an unseemly ditty by me. Furthermore, I have never
written anything of my own volition, but always at the
request, and to the specifications, of others. So much
so that the only thing I can remember writing for my
own pleasure is a trifle called The Dream. . . .

... Ifitshould be your pleasure, my Lady, that I do
the opposite of what I had proposed to your judgment
and view, my decision will yield, as is right, to the least
indication of your wishes. As I said, it had been to
remain silent because, although Saint John Chryso-
stom says: calumniatores convincere oportet, interroga-
tores docere [slanderers should be won over, question-
ers enlightened], I see that Saint Gregory also says:
Victoria non minor est hostes tolerare, quam hostest
vincere [It is no less a victory to tolerate an enemy than
to overcome him], and that patience conquers by tol-
erance and triumphs by sufferance. And it was the
custom of the pagan Romans, at the highest peak of
their captains’ glory, when they returned home in tri-
umph from the conquest of nations, dressed in purple
and crowned with laurel; with, instead of animals,
crowned heads of conquered kings pulling the chariot;
with the rich spoils of the whole world in their train;
with the victorious militia decorated with the insignia
of their prowess; while they enjoyed the popular ac-
claim of such honorable and greatly reputed titles as
Fathers of their Country, Mainstays of Empire, Bul-
warks of Rome, Protectors of the Republic, and other
titles to glory: it was, I say, the Romans’ custom, in the
full flush of human glory and felicity, to have a soldier
go alongside the conqueror, saying to him in a loud
voice, as if expressing his own sentiments and acting
on the Senate’s order: Don't forget you are mortal, that
you have such and such a flaw, without sparing them
the most shameful, as happened at Caesar’s triumphs,
when the lowliest soldiers shouted into his ears: Cavete
romani, adducimus vobis adulterum calvum [Beware,
Romans, we bring you one who is bald and adulter-
ous!] This was done so that such great honors should
not go to the conqueror’s head, and so that the ballast
of these affronts should counterbalance the sails of
such acclaim, in order that the ship of judgment
should not be endangered by the winds of so much
cheering.

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Downloaded on behalf of Unknown Institution

97



Sor Juana Inés de la Cruz

If this, I say, was done by pagans having solely the
light of natural law, is it so much for us Catholics, who
are required to love our enemies, to tolerate them? For
my part, [ can assure you that calumnies have some-
times mystified me but have never harmed me, since |
consider very stupid the person who, having the oppor-
tunity to win merit, takes no less trouble to lose it, like
those people who resist the thought of dying, yet die in
the end, their resistance being of no avail in avoiding
death and serving only to deprive them of the merit of
acceptance and turning what could have been a fine
death into a poor one. Thus, Madam, I consider these
things more beneficial than harmful and hold the
tisk of applause the greater one for human weakness,
which has a way of appropriating what does not belong
to it. One must be very wary and keep those words of
the Apostle written in one’s heart: Quid autem habes
quod non accepisti? Si autem accepisti, quid gloriaris
quasi no acceperis? [ “or what hast thou that thou hast
notreceived? And if thou hastreceived, why doest thou
glory, as if thou hadst not received it?” (1 Cor. 4:7)],
that they may serve as a shield to resist the sharp spikes
of praise, a lance which, when not attributed to God,
to whom it belongs, takes our lives and tumns us into
robbers of God’s honor and usurpers of the talents He
has entrusted to us and the gifts he haslent us, of which
we must give a most exact reckoning, I therefore fear
praise more than censure, my Lady, for the latter, by

only the simplest act of patience, may be turned to
advantage, while the former, if it is not to do one harm,
requires many reciprocal acts of humility and self-
knowledge. . ..

If the style of this letter, my venerable Lady, should
not have been such as is owed you, I ask you to pardon
my homespun familiarity or inadequate respect, in
treating you as a veiled nun, sister to me, and forgetting
the distance that separates me from your most illustri-
ous person. Had [ seen you with no veil, this would not
have happened. But with your good and benign judg-
ment, you will fill in or emend the forms of address,
and if you find incongruous my addressing you with no
title, because 1 felt that considering the reverence 1
owe you, the title of Your Reverence would actually
show very little reverence, replace my familiarity with
any form of address you deem worthy of your merits,
for I have not had the daring to exceed the limits of
your style nor to infringe the margins of your modesty.

Andkeep me in your grace in order to obtain God’s
for me, and may He grant you great increase thereof
and keep you, as I beg and need Him to do. From this
convent of Our Father Saint Jerome of the City of
Mexico, the first day of the month of March of the year
sixteen hundred ninety-one. Your most favored servant
kisses your hands,

Juana Inés de la Cruz
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Mary Astell (1666-1731)

Mary Astell was an English feminist of the later
seventeenth and early eighteenth century who wrote
political works on a range of subjects from 1694 to 1713.
She lived from 1666 to 1731 but did not continue active
writing later in life. She is often termed a conservative
feminist because she held uncompromising royalist prin-
ciples and was a loyal follower of the Church of En-
gland during an age where some scholars have located
feminist origins within the religious and political left.
While Astell looked askance upon those who would
undermine social and political order, this did not pre-
vent her from questioning women'’s inferior status during
the late 1600s. This conflictual perspective permeates
her feminist, religious, and political writings, in which
she often used conservative perspectives as a spring-
board for her feminist arguments. This complex mixture
of loyalties and intellectual principles made her an
intriguing figure among seventeenth-century political
theorists and among early feminist theorists.

Her reputation grew from her first work, A Serious
Proposal to the Ladies for the Advancement of Their
True and Greatest Interest, written in 1694 when she
was just twenty-eight years old. Interestingly, she signed
it “by a Lover of Her Sex” and, like many seventeenth-
century women, published it anonymously. It quickly
became an open secret that the author was Mary Astell,
a young woman from Newcastle upon Tyne, who came
from a successful commercial family, her father being an
innkeeper and her grandfather the mayor and a well-
known royalist during the English Civil War of 1640~
60. She did not come from aristocratic roots but from a
respectable merchant family, and she later made friends
among a circle of aristocratic women after she moved to
London in 1690. She had no independent income to
live on and had to work as a governess or teacher in a
girls’ school or accept financial help from her wealthier
friends. Resentful of the teaching positions she was
forced to accept, Astell became bitter in old age follow-
ing the death of Queen Anne, when, to her mind, there
was little support for an intellectual woman such as
herself. She saw the failing as twofold: first, there was
much ridicule of the educated woman and of ideas she
had first offered thirty years ago in A Serious Proposal;
second, although there were pensions for male intellec-
tuals and institutions such as universities, the Inns of
Court, and the Royal Society to perpetuate their work,
there was nothing similar for women.

Although Astell wrote ten separate works, the Seri-
ous Proposal remained the one most closely associated
with her name up to her death. In this work she com-

bined advocacy of women’s higher education with a
proposed refuge for them to develop spiritual, moral,
and intellectual qualities. As a strong Anglican, she
grounded her arguments for women’s learning in the
promise from God that both men and women possessed
rational minds and immortal souls capable and obli-
gated to seek his truth and imitate his goodness. Reason
was an effective tool to understand God’s grandeur and
his plan for humanity. Women’s serious learning would
always make them better Christians, and ones who
realized the superiority of the Anglican church. But
such learning would not merely produce within them
sure Christian principles, it would make them serious
beings, interested in issues of morality and social im-
port. Above all, Astell resented her society’s waste of
women'’s potential, their languishing in lives focused on
superficial beauty and social customs unworthy of a
creature created in God’s image. She disliked what many
of her contemporaries believed was women’s proper
path to faith: reading scripture and memorizing the
catechism while failing to grasp the reasoning behind
God’s teachings.

The first part of A Serious Proposal is written in
often sarcastic, sharp language directed at women who
would ignore their potential and, in her words, “be
content to be in the World like Tulips in a Garden, to
make a fine shew and be good for nothing; have all your
Glories set in the Grave, or perhaps much sooner!” Yet
her strongest rebuke was aimed at a society which cared
so little about women that its members would leave
them to wither among selections of lace, appropriate
colors, and insignificant social customs. She railed at
the fashions, neighborhood visits, and gossip that char-
acterized the lives of upper-class women. Such a waste
infuriated her, and she expressed this view especially
through an unrelenting attack on chivalry which she
saw as a hypocritical attempt by men to keep women
ignorant, idle, and powerless while heaping praise upon
them. The true meaning of chivalry was summed up in
the following: “give me leave therefore to hope, that no
Gentleman who has honourable designs, will hence-
forward decry Knowledge and Ingenuity in her he would
pretend to Honour.”

In the second part of the Serious Proposal, pub-
lished separately in 1697, Astell outlined the systematic
education she intended for women which included
philosophy and theology, as well as history, along
with traditional artistic and social lessons. She wanted
women’s minds to be tested because God would hold
them accountable even if they could not live a life which
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allowed time for serious thought and spiritual contem-
plation.

Scholars have argued that Some Reflections upon
Marriage, Occasion'd by the Duke and Duchess of
Mazarine’s Case (1700) holds her most radical feminist
critique of seventeenth-century society because of its
broad-based attack on the institution of marriage. Yet it,
as well as the Serious Proposal, blunted the attack on
male/female relationships and the family through a
strong Christian overlay. Obviously Astell saw marriage
as an institution that oppressed women, gave them few
choices, and rendered them virtually powerless. Yet mar-
riage was a Christian institution ordained by God for
the propagation of humankind. Thus she did not openly
attack it but argued that seventeenth-century men de-
based the institution, ignoring God’s directive that they
should seek a helpmeet. Rather, she contended, men
were driven either by a desire for transitory beauty or by
a grasping search for wealth, marrying a wife who had
an estate to maintain them comfortably. This meant
that few men sought intelligent, moral, and religious
companions or gave a wife an opportunity to pursue
such qualities following marriage. She argued that men
often despised their wives because they held all women
in contempt.

While stressing the goodness of Christian marriage,
Astell contended that the seventeenth-century institu-
tion was one in which power dictated relationships. A
woman had limited choice in establishing the union
and virtually none following the marriage no matter
how poor, cruel, or dishonest a companion she had mar-
ried. Often her choice was made for her, and, follow-
ing wedlock, the sexual double standard gave her little
opportunity to find pleasure elsewhere whatever her
husband’s habits, and his legal control over her property
left little economic flexibility. Marriage catered to men’s
needs, soothing their egos and supplying them with “an
upper servant.” Although she agreed that, according to
scripture, men should have the upper hand, in reality
she left little opportunity for them to use that superiority
to control their wives. Some Reflections upon Marriage
is an essay placed squarely in the feminist framework of
an unequal power structure between the sexes.

Astell’s explicit political tracts were royalist docu-
ments that lamented the execution of the Stuart mon-
arch, Charles 1, in 1649. Charles came quickly to be
known as the royal martyr, and Astell was one of the
most uncompromising royalists to vilify those who ex-
ecuted him and governed following his death. She ar-
gued that there was no justification whatsoever for oppo-
sition to Charles and that a group of evil men duped a
naive public into believing that Charles was establish-
ing a tyranny. She felt so strongly about this that she
published a tract arguing against a sermon offered on

January 30, 1704 (the anniversary of Charles’s execu-
tion), by White Kennett, a leading Anglican divine.
Such commemoration sermons were given well into the
eighteenth century, and January 30 became a day of
sacred memory for royalists. Kennett, while honoring the
king’s memory, admitted that people might have been
misled about his arbitrary rule. Kennett's sermon seems
reasonable and written in a compromising tone, trying
to bring a wide spectrum of those loyal to the crown back
into the royalist and Anglican fold. Yet Astell would
allow no good words to be said about those “Miscreants,
who set whole Nations on fire, only that their own despi-
cable selves may be talk'd of.” And, just as surely, she
would allow no criticism of the royal martyr. For her,
there was no honorable way to compromise with traitors.
Her tract, An Impartial Enquiry into the Causes of
Rebellion and Civil War in This Kingdom, took White
Kennett to task in no uncertain terms and was the stron-
gest expression of her antirevolutionary sentiments and
her fear of social disorder.

Although all of her works are permeated with her
attachment to the Church of England, she presented
those views most fully in 1705 in The Christian Reli-
gion, as Professd by a Daughter of the Church of
England. Her strong adherence to Anglicanism and the
integration it offered between reason and faith con-
vinced her that it was the best representative of the early
church established by Christ. She had few doubts about
its superiority, but this was not a proselytizing essay;
rather, it reflects her genuine admiration and affection
for the Anglican faith.

Although Mary Astell disliked the spreading hetero-
doxy of Protestant sectarians and any doctrine on the
fundamental rights of the people to sovereignty or rebel-
lion, she argued strongly for women to be able to resist,
as she called it, “a private tyranny” within the home.
Her feminism blended with her political views in that
she saw that Puritans who supported revolution ignored
women'’s rights and that the emotionalism of much rad-
ical Protestantism was dismissive of women’s intelli-
gence. Yet it is fair to say that she did not always honestly
grapple with the contradictions within her thought. She
was a conservative, and she was a feminist, but it seems
clear that she was not a conservative feminist. For the
1690s, in many ways, she was a radical feminist, often
more so than those who were more radical politically
and religiously than she.

The selections are from A Serious Proposal to the
Ladies (Part 1, 2nd ed., 1695; Part 11, 1697); Some
Reflections upon Marriage (4th ed., 1730); and An
Impartial Enquiry into the Causes of Rebellion and
Civil War in This Kingdom (1704).
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A Serious Proposal to the Ladies for
the Advancement of Their True
and Greatest Interest

By a Lover of Her Sex

Part I (2nd ed., 1695)

Ladies,
Since the Profitable Adventures that have gone
abroad in the World have met with so great Encour-

A Serious Proposal to the Ladies, Part I (2nd ed., 1695)

agement, . . . | therefore persuade my self, you will not
be less kind to a Proposition that comes attended with
more certain and substantial Gain; whose only design
is to improve your Charms and heighten your Value,
by suffering you no longer to be cheap and contempt-
ible. Its aim is to fix that Beauty, to make it lasting and
permanent, which Nature with all the helps of Art
cannot secure, and to place it out of the reach of
Sickness and Old Age, by transferring it from a cor-
ruptible Body to an immortal Mind. An obliging De-
sign, which wou'd procure them inward Beauty, to
whom Nature has unkindly denied the outward, and
not permit those Ladies who have comely Bodies, to
tarnish their Glory with deformed Souls. Wou'd have
you all be wits, or what is better, Wise. Raise you above
the Vulgar by something more truly illustrious, than a
sounding Title or a great Estate. Wou'd excite in you a
generous Emulation to excel in the best things, and
not in such Trifles as every mean person who has but
Money enough may purchase as well as you. Not suffer
you to take up with the low thought of distinguishing
your selves by any thing that is not truly valuable, and
procure you such Ornaments as all the Treasures of
the Indies are not able to purchase. Wou'd help you to
surpass the Men as much in Vertue and Ingenuity, as
you do in Beauty, that you may not only be as lovely,
but as wise as Angels. Exalt and Establish your Fame,
more than the best wrought Poems and loudest Pane-
gyricks, by ennobling your Minds with such Graces as
really deserve it. And instead of the Fustian Comple-
ments and Fulsome Flatteries of your Admirers, ob-
tain for you the Plaudit of Good Men and Angels, and
the approbation of Him who cannot err. In a word,
render you the Glory and Blessing of the present Age,
and the Admiration and Pattern of the next. . . .
Remember, I pray you, the famous Women of
former Ages, the Orindd’s of late [seventeenth-century
poet Katherine Philips], and the more Modern Heroins,
and blush to think how much is now, and will hereafter
be said of them, when you your selves (as great a Figure
as you make) must be buried in silence and forgetful-
ness! Shall your Emulation fail there only where tis
commendable? Why are you so preposterously humble,
as not to contend for one of the highest Mansions in
the Court of Heav'n? Believe me, Ladies, this is the
only Place worth contending for, you are neither better
nor worse in your selves for going before, or coming
after now, butyou are really so much the better, by how
much the higher your station is in an Orb of Glory.
How can you be content to be in the World like Tulips
in a Garden, to make a fine shew and be good for
nothing; have all your Glories set in the Grave, or
perhaps much sooner! What your own sentiments are
I know not, but I can’t without pity and resentment
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reflect, that those Glorious Temples on which your
kind Creator has bestow'd such exquisite workman-
ship, shou’d enshrine no better than Aegyptian Dei-
ties; be like a garnish'd Sepulchre, which for all its
glittering, has nothing within but emptiness or putre-
faction! . ..

For shame let’s abandon that Old, and therefore
one wou'd think, unfashionable employment of pursu-
ing Butterflies and Trifles! No longer drudge on in the
dull beaten road of Vanity and Folly, which so many
have gone before us, but dare to break the enchanted
Circle that custom has plac'd us in, and scorn the
vulgar way of imitating all the Impertinencies of our
Neighbours. Let us learn to pride our selves in some-
thing more excellent than the invention of a Fashion,
and not entertain such a degrading thought of our own
worth, as to imagine that our Souls were given us only
for the service of our Bodies, and that the best improve-
ment we can make of these, is to attract the Eyes of
Men. We value them too much, and our selves too
little, if we place any part of our desert in their Opin-
ion, and don’t think our selves capable of Nobler
Things than the pitiful Conquest of some worthless
heart. She who has opportunities of making an interest
in Heaven, of obtaining the love and admiration of
GOD and Angels, is too prodigal of her Time, and
injurious to her Charms, to throw them away on vain
insignificant men. . . .

Pardon me the seeming rudeness of this Proposal,
which goes upon a supposition that there’s something
amiss in you, which it is intended to amend. My design
is not to expose, but to rectifie your Failures. To be
exempt from mistake, is a priviledge few can pretend
to, the greatest is to be past Conviction and too obsti-
nate to reform. Even the Men, as exact as they wou'd
seem, and as much as they divert themselves with our
Miscarriages, are very often guilty of greater faults, and
such, as considering the advantages they enjoy, are
much more inexcusable. But I will not pretend to cor-
rect their Errors, who either are, or at least think them-
selves too wise to receive Instruction from a Womans
Pen.

My earnest desire is, That you Ladies, would be as
perfect and happy as 'tis possible to be in this imperfect
state; for I love you too well to endure a spot upon your
Beauties, if [ can by any means remove and wipe it off.
I would have you live up to the dignity of your Nature,
and express your thankfulness to GOD for the benefits
you enjoy by a due improvement of them: As I know
very many of you do, who countenance that Piety
which the men decry, and are the brightest Patterns of
Religion that the Age affords, 'tis my grief that all the
rest of our Sex do not imitate such Hlustrious Ex-

amples, and therefore I would have them encreas'd
and render'd more conspicuous, that Vice being put
out of countenance, (because Vertue is the only thing
in fashion) may sneak out of the World, and its dark-
ness be dispell'd by the confluence of so many shining
Graces.

The Men perhaps will cry out that I teach you false
Doctrin, for because by their deductions some
amongst us are become very mean and contemptible,
they would fain persuade the rest to be as despicable
and forlorn as they. We're indeed oblig'd to them for
their management, in endeavouring to make us so,
who use all the artifice they can to spoil, and deny us
the means of improvement. So that instead of inquir-
ing why all Women are not wise and good, we have
reason to wonder that there are any so. Were the Men
as much neglected, and as little care taken to cultivate
and improve them, perhaps they wou’d be so far from
surpassing those whom they now despise, that they
themselves wou'd sink into the greatest stupidity and
brutality. . . . Hither, Ladies, I desire you wou'd aspire,
’tis a noble and becoming Ambition, and to remove
such Obstacles as lie in your way is the design of this
Paper. We will therefore enquire what it is that stops
your flight, that keeps you groveling here below, like
Domitian catching Flies when you should be busied
in obtaining Empires.

Altho’ it has been said by Men of more Wit than
Wisdom, and perhaps of more malice than either, that
Women are naturally incapable of acting Prudently, or
that they are necessarily determined to folly, I must by
no meanes grant it; that Hypothesis would render my
endeavours impertinent, for then it would be in vain to
advise the one, or endeavour the Reformation of the
other. Besides, there are Examples in all Ages, which
sufficiently confute the Ignorance and Malice of this
assertion.

The Incapacity, if there be any, is acquired not
natural, and none of their Follies are so necessary, but
that they might avoid them if they pleas'd themselves.
Some disadvantages indeed they labour under, and
what these are we shall see by and by and endeavour to
surmount; but Women need not take up with mean
things, since (if they are not wanting to themselves)
they are capable of the best. Neither God nor Nature
have excluded them from being Ornaments to their
Families and useful in their Generation; there is there-
fore no reason they should be content to be Cyphers in
the World, useless at the best, and in a little time a
burden and nuisance to all about them. And ’tis very
great pity that they who are so apt to overrate them-
selves in smaller Matters, shou’d, where it most con-
cerns them to know and stand upon their Value, be so
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insensible of their own worth. The Cause therefore of
the defects we labour under is, if not wholly, yet at least
in the first place, to be ascribed to the mistakes of our
Education, which like an Error in the first Concoc-
tion, spreads its ill Influence through all our Lives.

The Soil is rich and would if well cultivated pro-
duce a noble Harvest. . . . Women are from their very
Infancy debar'd those Advantages, with the want of
which they are afterwards reproached, and nursed up
in those Vices which will hereafter be upbraided to
them. So partial are Men as to expect Brick where they
afford no Straw; and so abundantly civil as to take care
we shou'd make good that obliging Epithet of Igno-
rant, which out of an excess of good Manners, they are
pleas'd to bestow on us!

One would be apt to think indeed, that Parents
shou’d take all possible care of their Childrens Educa-
tion, not only for their sakes, but even for their own.
And tho’ the Son convey the Name to Posterity, yet
certainly a great Part of the Honour of their Families
depends on their Daughters. . . . To introduce poor
Children into the World and neglect to fence them
against the temptations of it, and so leave them expos'd
to temporal and eternal Miseries, is a wickedness for
which I want a Name; 'tis beneath Brutality; the Beasts
are better natur'd for they take care of their offspring,
till they are capable of caring for themselves. And if
Mothers had a due regard to their Posterity, how Great
soever they are, they wou’d not think themselves too
Good to perform what Nature requires, nor through
Pride and Delicacy remit the poor little one to the care
of a Foster Parent. Or if necessity inforce them to
depute another to perform their Duty, they wou'd be
as choice at least, in the Manners and Inclinations, as
they are in the complections of their Nurses, lest with
their Milk they transfuse their Vices, and form in the
Child such evil habits as will not easily be eradicat-
ed. ...

... She who rightly understands wherein the per-
fection of her Nature consists, will lay out her
Thoughts and Industry in the acquisition of such Per-
fections: But she who is kept ignorant of the matter,
will take up with such Objects as first offer themselves,
and bear any plausible resemblance to what she de-
sires; a shew of advantage being sufficient to render
them agreeable baits to her who wants Judgment and
Skill to discern between reality and pretence. From
whence it easily follows, that she who has nothing else
to value her self upon, will be proud of her Beauty, or
Money and what that can purchase, and think her self
mightily oblig’'d to him, who tells her she has those
Perfections which she naturally longs for. Her inbred
self-esteem and desire of good, which are degenerated
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into Pride and mistaken Self-love, will easily open her
Ears to whatever goes about to nourish and delight
them; and when a cunning designing Enemy from
without, has drawn over to his Party these Traitors
within, he has the Poor unhappy Person, at his Mercy,
who now very glibly swallows down his Poison, be-
cause 'tis presented in a Golden Cup, and credulously
hearkens to the most disadvantageous Proposals, be-
cause they come attended with a seeming esteem. She
whose Vanity makes her swallow praises by the whole-
sale, without examining whether she deserves them, or
from what hand they come, will reckon it but gratitude
to think well of him who values her so much, and think
she must needs be merciful to the poor despairing
Lover whom her Charms have reduc’d to die at her
feet.

Love and Honour are what every one of us natu-
rally esteem, they are excellent things in themselves
and very worthy our regard, and by how much the
readier we are to embrace what ever resembles them,
by so much the more dangerous it is that these vener-
able Names should be wretchedly abus'd and affixt to
their direct contraries, yet this is the Custom of the
World: And how can she possibly detect the fallacy,
who has no better Notion of either than what she
derives from Plays and Romances? How can she be
furnished with any solid Principles whose very Instruc-
tors are Froth and emptiness? Whereas Women were
they rightly Educated, had they obtain'd a well in-
form’'d and discerning Mind, they would be proof
against all those Batteries, see through and scorn those
little silly Artifices which are us'd to ensnare and de-
ceive them. . . .

Whence is it but from ignorance, from a want of
Understanding to compare and judge of things, to
chuse aright End, to proportion the Means to the End,
and to rate ev'ry thing according to its proper value,
that we quit the Substance for the Shadow, Reality for
Appearance, and embrace those very things which if
we understood we shou’d hate and fly, but now are
reconcil'd to, merely because they usurp the Name,
tho’ they have nothing of the Nature of those vener-
able Objects we desire and seek? Were it not for this
delusion, is it probable a Lady who passionately desires
to be admir'd, shou’d ever consent to such Actions as
In sum, did not
ignorance impose on us, we would never lavish out the
greatest part of our Time and Care, on the decoration
of a Tenement, in which our Lease is so very short, and
which for all our industry, may loose it's Beauty e’er
that Lease be out, and in the mean while neglect a
more glorious and durable Mansion! We would never
be so curious of the House and so careless of the
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Inhabitant, whose beauty is capable of great improve-
ment and will endure for ever without diminution or
decay!

Thus Ignorance and a narrow Education lay the
Foundation of Vice, and Imitation and Custom rear it
up. Custom, that merciless torrent that carries all be-
fore it, and which indeed can be stem’d by none but
such as have a great deal of Prudence and a rooted
Vertue. For 'tis but Decorous that she who is not ca-
pable of giving better Rules, shou'd follow those she
sees before her, least she only change the instance and
retain the absurdity. "Twou'd puzzle a considerate Per-
son to account for all that Sin and Folly that is in the
World (which certainly has nothing in it self to recom-
mend it) did not Custom help to solve the difficulty.
For Vertue without question has on all accounts the
preeminence of Vice, 'tis abundantly more pleasant
in the Act, as well as more advantageous in the Conse-
quences, as any one who will but rightly use her reason,
in a serious reflection on her self and the nature of
things, may easily perceive. "Tis Custom therefore,
that Tyrant Custom, which is the grand motive to all
those irrational choices which we daily see made in
the World, so very contrary to our present interest and
pleasure, as well as to our Future. We think it an
unpardonable mistake not to do as our neighbours do,
and part with our Peace and Pleasure as well as our
Innocence and Vertue, meerly in complyance with an
unreasonable Fashion. And having inur'd ourselves to
Folly, we know not how to quit it; we go on in Vice, not
because we find satisfaction in it, but because we are
unacquainted with the Joys of Vertue. . ..

... She is it may be, taught the Principles and
Duties of Religion, but not Acquainted with the Rea-
sons and Grounds of them; being told 'tis enough for
her to believe, to examine why, and wherefore, be-
longs not to her. And therefore, though her Piety may
be tall and spreading, yet because it wants foundation
and Root, the first rude Temptation overthrows and
blasts it, or perhaps the short livd Gourd decays and
withers of its own accord. But why should she be
blamed for setting no great value on her Soul, whose
noblest Faculty her Understanding is render'd useless
to her? Or censur'd for relinquishing a course of Life,
whose Prerogatives she was never acquainted with,
and tho’ highly reasonable in it self, was put upon the
embracing it with as little reason as she now forsakes it?
For if her Religion it self be taken up as the Mode of
the Country, 'tis no strange thing that she lays it down
again in conformity to the Fashion. Whereas she whose
Reason is sufferd to display it self, to inquire into the
grounds and Motives of Religion, to make a disquisi-
tion of its Graces and search out its hidden Beauties;

who is a Christian out of Choice, not in conformity to
those among whom she lives; and cleaves to Piety,
because ’tis her Wisdom, her Interest, her Joy, not
because she has been accustom’d to it; she who is not
only eminently and unmoveably good, but able to give
a Reason why she is so, is too firm and stable to be
mov'd by the pitiful Allurements of sin, too wise and
too well bottom’d to be undermin’d and supplanted by
the strongest Efforts of Temptation. Doubtless a truly
Christian Life requires a clear Understanding as well
as regular Affections, that both together may move the
Will to a direct choice of Good and a stedfast adher-
ence to it. For tho’ the heart may be honest, it is but by
chance that the Will is right if the Understanding be
ignorant and Cloudy. . . .

And now having discovered the Disease and its
cause, 'tis proper to apply a Remedy; single Medicines
are too weak to cure such complicated Distempers,
they require a full Dispensatory; and what wou'd a
good Woman refuse to do, could she hope by that to
advantage the greatest part of the World, and to im-
prove her Sex in Knowledge and true Religion? . . .
I have therefore no more to do but to make the Pro-
posal, to prove that it will answer these great and good
Ends, and then 'twill be easy to obviate the Objections
that Persons of more Wit than Vertue may happen to
raise against it.

Now as to the Proposal, it is to erect a Monastery, or
if you will (to avoid giving offence to the scrupulous
and injudicious, by names which tho’ innocent in
themselves, have been abus’d by superstitious Prac-
tices,) we will call it a Religious Retirement, and such
as shall have a double aspect, being not only a Retreat
from the World for those who desire that advantage,
but likewise, an Institution and previous discipline, to
fitus to do the greatest good in it; such an Institution as
this (if  do not mightily deceive my self,) would be the
most probable method to amend the present, and im-
prove the future Age. . . .

You are therefore Ladies, invited into a place,
where you shall suffer no other confinement, but to be
kept out of the road of sin: You shall not be depriv'd of
your Grandeur but only exchange the vain Pomps and
Pageantry of the world, empty Titles and Forms of
State, for the true and solid Greatness of being able to
despise them. You will only quit the Chat of insig-
nificant people for an ingenious Conversation; the
froth of flashy Wit for real Wisdom; idle tales for in-
structive discourses. . . . Happy Retreat! which will be
the introducing you into such a Paradise as your Moth-
er Eve forfeited, where you shall feast on Pleasures,
that do not like those of the World, disappoint your
expectations, pall your Appetites, and by the which
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when obtain’d are as empty as the former; but such as
will make you truly happy now, and prepare you to be
perfectly so hereafter. . . .

But because we were not made for our selves, nor
can by any means so effectually glorify GOD, and do
good to our own Souls, as by doing Offices of Charity
and Beneficence to others; and to the intent that every
Vertue, and the highest degrees of every Vertue may be
exercis'd and promoted the most that may be; your
Retreat shall be so manag'd as not to exclude the good
works of an Active, from the pleasure and serenity of a
Contemplative Life, but by a due mixture of both re-
tain all the advantages and avoid the inconveniencies
that attend either. It shall not so cut you off from the
world as to hinder you from bettering and improving
it, but rather qualify you to do it the greatest Good, and
be a Seminary to stock the Kingdom with pious and
prudent Ladies, whose good Example it is to be hop'd,
will so influence the rest of their Sex, that Women may
no longer pass for those little useless and impertinent
Animals, which the ill conduct of too many has caus'd
’em to be mistaken for.

... Therefore, one great end of this Institution
shall be, to expel that cloud of Ignorance which Cus-
tom has involvd us in, to furnish our minds with a
stock of solid and useful Knowledge, that the souls of
Women may no longer be the only unadorn’d and
neglected things. . . . Such a course of Study will
neither be too troublesome nor out of the reach of a
Female Virtuoso; for it is not intended that she shou’d
spend her hours in learning words but things, and
therefore no more Languages than are necessary to
acquaint her with useful Authors. Nor need she trouble
her self in turning over a great number of Books, but
take care to understand and digest a few well chosen
and good ones. Let her but obtain right Ideas, and be
truly acquainted with the nature of those Objects that
present themselves to her mind, and then no matter
whether or no she be able to tell what fanciful people
have said about them: And thoroughly to understand
Christianity as profess'd by the Church of England,
will be sufficient to confirm her in the truth, tho’ she
have not a Catalogue of those particular errors which
oppose t. . ..

For since GOD has given Women and Men intel-
ligent Souls, why should they be forbidden to improve
them? Since he has not denied us the faculty of Think-
ing, why shou’d we not (at least in gratitude to him)
employ our Thoughts on himself their noblest Object,
and not unworthily bestow them on Trifles and Gaities
and secular Affairs? Being the Soul was created for the
contemplation of Truth as well as for the fruition of
Good, is it not as cruel and unjust to exclude Women

A Serious Proposal to the Ladies, Part I (2nd ed., 1695)

from the knowledge of the one as from the enjoyment
of the other? Especially since the Will is blind, and
cannot chuse but by the direction of the Understand-
ing; or to speak more properly, since the Soul always
Wills according as she Understands, so that if she Un-
derstands amiss, she Wills amiss. . . .

Let such therefore as deny us the improvement of
our Intellectuals, either take up his Paradox, who said
that Women have no Souls, (which at this time a day,
when they are allow'd to Brutes, wou'd be as unphil-
osophical as it is unmannerly,) or else let them permit
us to cultivate and improve them. There is a sort of
Learning indeed which is worse than the greatest Igno-
rance: A Woman may study Plays and Romances all
her days, and be a great deal more knowing but never
a jot wiser. Such a knowledge as this serves only to in-
struct and put her forward in the practice of the great-
est Follies, yet how can they justly blame her who for-
bid, or at least won't afford opportunity of better? A
rational mind will be employ'd, it will never be satisfy'd
in doing nothing, and if you neglect to furnish it with
good materials, 'tis like to take up with such as come to
hand.

We pretend not that Women shou’d teach in the
Church, or usurp Authority where it is not allow'd
them; permit us only to understand our own duty, and
not be forc'd to take it upon trust from others; to be at
least so far learned, as to be able to form in our minds
a true Idea of Christianity, it being so very necessary to
fence us against the danger of these last and perilous
days, in which Deceivers a part of whose Character is
to lead captive silly Women, need not creep into Houses
since they have Authority to proclaim their Errors on
the House top. And let us also acquire a true Practical
knowledge, such as will convince us of the absolute
necessity of Holy Living as well as of Right Believing,
and that no Heresy is more dangerous than that of an
ungodly and wicked Life. And since the French Tongue
is understood by most Ladies, methinks they may much
better improve it by the study of Philosophy (as I hear
the French Ladies do) Des Cartes, Malebranche and
others, than by reading idle Novels and Romances. "Tis
strange that we shou’d be so forward to imitate their
Fashions and Fopperies, and have no regard to what
really deserves our Imitation. And why shall it not be
thought as genteel to understand French Philosophy,
as o be accoutred in a French mode? Let therefore the
famous Madam D’acier, Scudery, &c, and our own
incomparable Orinda, excite the Emulation of the
English Ladies.

The Ladies, I'm sure, have no reason to dislike this
Proposal, but I know not how the Men will resent it to
have their enclosure broke down, and Women invited
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to taste of that Tree of knowledge they have so long
unjustly Monopoliz'd. But they must excuse me, if [ be
as partial to my own Sex as they are to theirs, and think
Women as capable of Learning as Men are, and that it
becomes them as well. . . .

To enter into the detail of the particulars concern-
ing the Government of the Religious, their Offices of
Devotion, Employments, Work &c. is not now neces-
sary. Suffice it at present to signify, that they will be
more than ordinarily careful to redeem their Time.

.. For a stated portion of it being daily paid to GOD
in Prayers and Praises, the rest shall be imploy'd in
innocent, charitable, and useful Business; either in
study in learning themselves or instructing others, for
it is design’d that part of their Employment be the
Education of those of their own Sex; or else in spiritual
and corporal Works of Mercy, relieving the Poor, heal-
ing the Sick, mingling Charity to the Soul with that
they express to the Body, instructing the Ignorant,
counselling the Doubtful, comforting the Afflicted,
and correcting those that err and do amiss. . . .

And as this institution will strictly enjoyn all pious
and profitable Employments, so does it not only per-
mit but recommend harmless and ingenious Diver-
sions, Musick particularly, and such as may refresh the
Body without enervating the Mind. They do a disser-
vice to Religion who make it an enemy to innocent
Nature, and injure the almighty when they represent
him as imposing burdens that are not to be born. . ..

Asto Lodging, Habit, and Diet, they may be quick-
ly resolv'd on by the Ladies who shall subscribe; who I
doubt not will make choice of what is most plain and
decent, what Nature not Luxury requires. . . . She who
considers to how much better account that Money will
turn which is bestow’d on the Poor, than that which is
laid out in unnecessary Expences on her self, needs no
Admonitions against superfluities. . . .

In a word, this happy Society will be but one Body,
whose Soul is love —animating and informing us; and
perpetually breathing forth it self in flames of holy
desires after GOD and acts of Benevolence to each
other. . ..

In the last place, by reason of this loss of time and
the continual hurry we are in, we can find no opportu-
nities for thoughtfulness and recollection; we are so
busied with what passes abroad, that we have no lei-
sure to look at home, nor to rectifie the disorders there.
And such an unthinking mechanical way of living,
when like Machines we are condemn’d every day to
repeat the impertinencies of the day before, shortens
our Views, contracts our Minds, exposes to a thousand
practical Errors, and renders Improvement impossi-
ble, because it will not permit us to consider and
recollect, which is the only means to attain it. So much
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for the inconveniences of living in the World; if we
enquire concerning Retirement, we shall find it does
not only remove all these, but brings considerable
advantages of its own.

For first, it helps us to mate Custom and delivers us
from its Tyranny, which is the most considerable thing
we have to do, it being nothing else but the habituating
our selves to Folly that can reconcile us to it. . . .

And by that Learning which will be here afforded,
and that leisure we have to enquire after it, and to know
and reflect on our own minds, we shall rescue our
selves out of that woeful incogitancy we have slept
into, awaken our sleeping Powers and make use of that
reason which GOD has given us. . . .

Farther yet, besides that holy emulation which a
continual view of the brightest and most exemplary
Lives will excite in us, we shall have opportunity of
contracting the purest and noblest Friendship; a Bless-
ing, the purchase of which were richly worth all the
World besides! For she who possesses a worthy Person,
has certainly obtain’d the richest Treasure. A Blessing
that Monarchs may envy, and she who enjoys is hap-
pier than she who fills a Throne! A Blessing, which
next to the love of GOD, is the choicest Jewel in our
Celestial Diadem; which, were it duly practis'd wou'd
both fit us for Heav'n and bring it down into our hearts
whilst we tarry here. For Friendship is a Vertue which
comprehends all the rest; none being fit for this, who
is not adorn’'d with every other Vertue. Probably one
considerable cause of the degeneracy of the present
Age, is the little true Friendship that is to be found in
it; or perhaps you will rather say that this is the effect of
our corruption. The cause and the effect are indeed
reciprocal; for were the World better there wou'd be
more Friendship, and were there more Friendship
we shou’d have a better World. But because Iniquity
abounds, therefore the love of many is not only waxen
cold, but quite benumb’d and perish’d. But if we have
such narrow hearts, be so full of mistaken Self-love, so
unreasonably fond of our selves, that we cannot spare a
hearty Goodwill to one or two choice Persons, how can
it ever be thought, that we shou'd well acquit our selves
of that Charity which is due to all Mankind? For Friend-
ship is nothing else but Charity contracted; it is (in the
words of an admired Author) a kind of revenging our
selves on the narrowness of our Faculties, by exemplify-
ing that extraordinary Charity on one or two, which we
are willing, but not able to exercise towards all. . . .

.. [I]t were well if we could look into the very Soul
of the beloved Person, to discover what resemblance it
bears to our own, and in this Society we shall have the
best opportunities of doing so. There are no Interests
here to serve, no contrivances for another to be a stale
to; the Souls of all the Religious will be open and free,
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and those particular Friendships must be no prejudice
to the general Amity. But yet, as in Heav'n that region
of perfect Love, the happy Souls (as some are of opin-
ion) now and then step aside from more general Con-
versations, to entertain themselves with a peculiar
Friend; so, in this litle emblem of that blessed place,
what shou’d hinder, but that two Persons of a sympa-
thizing disposition, the make and frame of whose Souls
bears an exact conformity to each other, and therefore
one wou'd think were purposely design’d by Heaven to
unite and mix; what shou’d hinder them from entering
into an holy combination to watch over each other for
Good, to advise, encourage and direct, and to observe
the minutest fault in order to its amendment. The
truest effect of love being to endeavour the bettering
the beloved Person. And therefore nothing is more
likely to improve us in Vertue, and advance us to the
very highest pitch of Goodness than unfeigned Friend-
ship, which is the most beneficial, as well as the most
pleasant thing in the world. . . .

If any object against a Learned Education, that it
will make Women vain and assuming, and instead of
correcting encrease their Pride: I grant that a smatter-
ing in Learning may, for it has this effect on the Men,
none so Dogmatical and so forward to shew their Parts
as your little Pretenders to Science. But I wou’d not
have the Ladies content themselves with the shew, my
desire is, that they shou'd not rest till they obtain the
Substance. And then, she who is most knowing will be
forward to own with the wise Socrates that she knows
nothing: nothing that is matter of Pride and Ostenta-
tion; nothing but what is attended with so much igno-
rance and imperfection, that it cannot reasonably elate
and puff her up. The more she knows, she will be the
less subject to talkativeness and its sister Vices, be-
cause she discerns, that the most difficult piece of
Learning is to know when to use and when to hold
ones Tongue, and never to speak but to the purpose.

But the men if they rightly understand their own
interest, have no reason to oppose the ingenious Edu-
cation of the Women, since ‘twou’d go a great way
towards reclaiming the men. Great is the influence we
have over them in their Childhood, in which time if a
Mother be discreet and knowing as well as devout, she
has many opportunities of giving such a Form and
Season to the tender Mind of the Child, as will shew its
good effects thro’ all the stages of his Life. But tho’ you
should not allow her capable of doing good, 'tis certain
she may do hurt; If she do not make the Child, she has
the power to marr him, by suffering her fondness to get
the better of discreet affection. But besides this, a good
and prudent wife wou'd wonderfully work on an ill
man; he must be a Brute indeed, who cou’d hold out
againstall those innocent Arts, those gentle persuasives
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and obliging methods she wou'd use to reclaim him.
Piety is often offensive when it is accompanied with
indiscretion; but she who is as Wise as Good, possesses
such Charms as can hardly fail of prevailing. Doubt-
less her Husband is a much happier Man and more
likely to abandon all his ill Courses than he who has
none to come home to, and an ignorant, froward and
fantastick Creature. An ingenious Conversation will
make his life comfortable, and he who can be so well
entertain’d at home, needs not run into Temptations
in search of diversions abroad. The only danger is that
the Wife be more knowing than the Husband; but if
she be tis his own fault, since he wants no opportuni-
ties of improvement; unless he be a natural Block-
head, and then such an one will need a wise Woman to
govern him, whose prudence will conceal it from pub-
lick Observation, and at once both cover and supply
his defects. Give me leave therefore to hope, that no
Gentleman who has honourable designs, will hence-
forward decry Knowledge and Ingenuity in her he
would pretend to Honour; If he does, it may serve for
a Test to distinguish the feigned and unworthy from
the real Lover.

Now who that has a spark of Piety will go about to
oppose so Religious a design? What generous Spirit
that has a due regard to the good of Mankind, will not
be forward to advance and perfect it? Who will think
500 pounds too much to lay out for the purchase of so
much Wisdom and Happiness? Certainly we shou'd
not think them too dearly paid for by a much greater
Sum did not our pitiful and sordid Spirits set a much
higher value on Money than it deserves. But granting
so much of that dear Idol were given away, a person
thus bred, will easily make it up by her Frugality &
other Vertues; if she bring less, she will not waste so
much as others do in superflous and vain Expences.
Nor can [ think of any expedient so useful as this to
Persons of Quality who are over-stock’d with Children,
for thus they may honourably dispose of them without
impairing their Estates. Five or six hundred pounds
may be easily spar'd with a Daughter, when so many
thousands would go deep; and yet as the world goes be
avery inconsiderable Fortune for Ladies of their Birth,
neither maintain them in that Port which Custom
makes almost necessary, nor procure them an equal
Match, those of their own Rank (contrary to the gener-
ous custom of the Germans) chusing rather to fill their
Coffers than to preserve the purity of their Blood, and
therefore think a weighty Bag the best Gentility, pre-
ferring a wealthy Upstart before the best Descended
and best Qualified Lady; their own Extravagancies
perhaps having made it necessary, that they may keep
up an empty shadow of Greatness, which is all that
remains to shew what their Ancestors have been. . . .
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Part 11 (1697): Wherein a Method is offer’'d
for the Improvement of their Minds

Chap. III. Concerning the Improvement of the
Understanding. 1. Of the Capacity of the
Humane Mind in General. II. Of Particular
Capacities. . . . IV. A Natural Logic. . . .

The perfection of the Understanding consisting in
the Clearness and Largeness of its view, it improves
proportionably as its Ideas become Clearer and more
Extensive. But this is not so to be understood as if all
sorts of Notices contributed to our Improvement, there
are some things which make us no wiser when we
know "em, others which 'tis best to be ignorant of. But
that Understanding seems to me the most exalted,
which has the Clearest and most Extensive view of
such Truths as are suitable to its Capacity, and Neces-
sary or Convenient to be Known in this Present State.
For being that we are but Creatures, our Understand-
ing in its greatest Perfection has only a limited excel-
lency. It has indeed a vast extent, and it were not amiss
if we tarried a little in the Contemplation of its Powers
and Capacities, provided that the Prospect did not
make us giddy, that we remember from whom we
have receiv'd them, and ballance those lofty Thoughts
which a view of our Intellectuals may occasion, with
the depressing ones which the irregularity of our Mor-
als will suggest, and that we learn from this inspection,
how indecorous it is to busy this bright side of us in
mean things, seeing it is capable of such noble ones.

Human Nature is indeed a wonderful Composure
admirable in its outward structure, but much more
excellent in the Beauties of its Inward, and she who
considers in whose Image her Soul was Created, and
whose Blood was shed to Redeem it, cannot prize it too
much, nor forget to pay it her utmost regard. There’s
nothing in this Material World to be compar'd to't, all
the gay things we dote on, and for which we many
times expose our Souls to ruin, are of no consideration
in respect of it. They are not the good of the Soul, it’s
happiness depends not on "em, but they often deceive
and withdraw it from its true Good. It was made for the
Contemplation and Enjoyment of its GOD, and all
Souls are capable of this tho in a different degree and
by measures somewhat different, as we hope will ap-
pear from that which follows.

L. Truth in general is the Object of the Understand-
ing, but all Truths are not equally Evident, because of
the Limitation of the Humane Mind, which tho’ it can
gradually take in many Truths, yet cannot any more
than our sight attend to many things at once: And
likewise, because GOD has not thought fit to commu-
nicate such Ideas to us as are necessary to the disquisi-

tion of some particular Truths. For knowing nothing
without us but by the Idea we have of it, and Judging
only according to the Relation we find between two or
more Ideas, when we cannot discover the Truth we
search after by Intuition or the immediate comparison
of two Ideas, 'tis necessary that we shou’d have a third
by which to compare them. But if this middle Idea be
wanting, though we have sufficient Evidence of those
two which we wou'd compare, because we have a
Clear and Distinct Conception of them, yet we are
Ignorant of those Truths which wou'd arise from their
Comparison, because we want a third by which to
compare them. . . .

Tho the Human Intellect has a large extent, yet
being limited as we have already said, this Limitation
is the Cause of those different Modes of Thinking,
which for distinction sake we call Faith, Science and
Opinion. For in this present and imperfect State in
which we know not any thing by Intuition, or immedi-
ate View, except a few first Principles which we call
Self-evident, the most of our Knowledge is acquir'd by
Reasoning and Deduction: And these three Modes of
Understanding, Faith, Science and Opinion are no
otherwise distinguish’d than by the different degrees of
Clearness and Evidence in the Premises from whence
the Conclusion is drawn. . . .

In this enumeration of the several ways of Know-
ing, I have notreckon’d the Senses, in regard that we're
more properly said to be Conscious of than to Know
such things as we perceive by Sensation. And also
because that Light which we suppose to be let into our
Ideas by our Senses is indeed very dim and fallacious,
and not to be relied on till it has past the Test of
Reason; neither do I think there’s any Mode of Knowl-
edge which mayn’t be reduc’d to those already men-
tioned.

Now tho there’s a great difference between Opin-
ion and Science, true Science being immutable but
Opinion variable and uncertain, yet there is not such
a difference between Faith and Science as is usually
suppos’d. The difference consists not in the Certainty
but in the way of Proof; the Objects of Faith are as
Rationally and as Firmly Prov'd as the Objects of Sci-
ence, tho by another way. As Science Demonstrates
things that are Seen, so Faith is the Evidence of such as
are Not Seen. And he who rejects the Evidence of
Faith in such things as belong to its Cognizance, is as
unreasonable as he who denies Propositions in Geom-
etry that are prov'd with Mathematical exactness.

There’s nothing true which is not in it self demon-
strable, or which we should not pronounce to be true
had we a Clear and Intuitive View of it. But as was said
above we see very few things by Intuition, neither are
we furnish’d with Mediums to make the Process our
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selves in Demonstrating all Truths, and therefore there
are some Truths which we must either be totally igno-
rant of, or else receive them on the Testimony of an-
other Person, to whose Understanding they are clear
and manifest tho not to ours. And if this Person be one
who can neither be Deceiv'd nor Deceive, we're as
sertain of those Conclusions which we prove by his
Authority, as we're of those we demonstrate by our own
Reason: nay more Certain, by how much his Reason is
more Comprehensive and Infallible than our own.

Science is following the Process our Selves upon
Clear and Evident principles; Faith is a Dependance
on the Credit of another, in such matters as are out of
our View. And when we have very good Reason to
submit to the Testimony of the Person we Believe,
Faith is as Firm, and those Truths it discovers to us as
truly Intelligible, and as strongly Prov'd in their kind as
Science.

In a word, as every Sense so every Capacity of the
Understanding has its proper Object. The Objects of
Science are things within our View, of which we may
have Clear and Distinct Ideas, and nothing shou’d be
determin’d here without Clearness and Evidence. To
be able to repeat any Persons Dogma without forming
a Distinct Idea of it our selves, is not to Know but to
Remember; and to have a Confused Indeterminate
Idea is to Conjecture not to Understand.

The Objects of Faith are as Certain and as truly,
Intelligible in themselves as those of Science, as has
been said already, only we become persuaded of the
Truth of them by another Method, we do not See them
so clearly and distinctly as to be unable to disbelieve
them. Faith has a mixture of the Will that it may be
rewardable, for who will thank us for giving our Assent
where it was impossible to withold it? Faith then may
be said to be a sort of Knowledge capable of Reward,
and Men are Infidels not for want of Conviction, but
thro an Unwillingness to Believe. . . .

IL. 1t is therefore very fit that after we have con-
sider'd the Capacity of the Understanding in general,
we shou'd descend to the view of our own particular,
observing the bent and turn of our own Minds, which
way our Genius lies and to what it is most inclin’d. I see
no reason why there may not be as great a variety in
Minds as there is in Faces, that the Soul as well as the
Body may not have something in it to distinguish it,
not only from all other Intelligent Natures but even
from those of its own kind. There are different propor-
tions in Faces which recommend them to some Eyes
sooner than to others, and tho All Truth is amiable to
a Reasonable Mind, and proper to employ it, yet why
may there not be some particular Truths, more agree-
able to each individual Understanding than others
are? Variety gives Beauty to the Material World and
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why not to the Intellectual? We can discern the differ-
ent Abilities which the Wise Author of all things has
endow’d us with, the different Circumstances in which
he has plac’d us in reference to this World and the
Concerns of an Animal Life, that so we may be mutu-
ally useful, and that since each single Person is too
limited and confin'd to attend to many, much less to all
things, we may receive from each other a reciprocal
advantage, and why may we not think he has done the
like in respect of Truth? That since it is too much for
one, our united Strength shou'd be employ'd in the
search of her. Especially since the divine Being who
contains in himself all Reality and Truth is Infinite in
Perfection, and therefore shou'd be Infinitely Ador'd
and Lov'd; and If Creatures are by their being so un-
capable of rendering to their Incomprehensible Cre-
ator an Adoration and Love that’s worthy of him, it is
but decorous that they shou’d however do as much as
they can. All that variety of sublime Truths of Beautiful
and Wondrous Objects which surround us, are noth-
ing else but a various display of his unbounded Excel-
lencies, and why shou’d any of ’em pass unobserv'd?
Why shou'd not every individual Understanding be in
a more especial manner fitted for and employ'd in the
disquisition of some particular Truth and Beauty? 'Tis
true after all our researches we can no more sufficiently
Know GOD than we can worthily Love him, and are as
much unable to find out all his Works as we are his
Nature, yet this shou'd only prompt us to exert All our
Powers and to do our best, since even that were too
little cou’d we possibly do more. We can never offer to
him so much Praise as he deserves, and therefore it is
but fit that he shou’d have All that Mankind can possi-
bly render him. He is indeed immutable in his own
Nature, but those discoveries we daily make of his
Operations will always afford us somewhat New and
Surprizing, for this All-glorious Sun the Author of Life
and Light is as inexhaustible a Source of Truth as he is
of Joy and Happiness. . . .

IV. As to the Method of Thinking, if it be proper
for me to say any thing of that, after those better Pens
which have treated of it already, it falls in with the
Subject I'me now come to, which is, that Natural .
Logic I wou'd propose. I call it natural because I shall
not send you further than your Own Minds to learn it,
you may if you please take in the assistance of some
well chosen Book, but a good Natural Reason after all,
is the best Director, without this you will scarce Argue
well, tho you had the Choicest Books and Tutors to
Instructyou, but with it you may, tho’ you happen to be
destitute of the other. For as a very Judicious Writer on
this Subject (to whose Ingenious Remarks and Rules I
am much obliged) well observes, “These Operations
(of the Mind) proceed meerly from Nature, and that
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sometimes more perfectly from those who are alto-
gether ignorant of Logic, than from others who have
learn’d it.” (Art of Thinking)

That which we propose in all our Meditations and
Reasonings is, either to deduce some Truth we are in
search of, from such Principles as we're already ac-
quainted with; or else, to dispose our Thoughts and
Reasonings in such a manner, as to be able to Con-
vince others of those Truths which we our selves are
Convinc'd of. Other Designs indeed Men may have,
such as the Maintenance of their Own Opinions, Ac-
tions and Parties without regard to the Truth and Jus-
tice of ’em, or the Seduction of their unwary Neigh-
bours, but these are Mean and Base ones, beneath a
Man, much more a Christian, who is or ought to be
endow’d with greater Integrity and Ingenuity.

Now Reasoning being nothing else buta Compari-
son of Ideas, and a deducing of Conclusions from
Clear and Evident Principles, it is in the first place
requisite that our Ideas be Clear and Just, and our
Principles True, else all our Discourse will be Non-
sense and Absurdity, Falsehood and Error. And that
our Idea may be Right, we have no more to do but to
look attentively into our Minds, having as we said
above, laid aside all Prejudices and whatever may give
a false tincture to our Light, there we shall find a Clear
and Lively Representation of what we seek for, unso-
phisticated with the Dross of false Definitions and
unintelligible Expressions. But we must not imagine
that a transient view will serve the turn, or that our Eye
will be Enlightened if it be not fix'd. For tho’ Truth be
exceeding bright, yet since our Prejudices and Pas-
sions have darkned our Eye-sight, it requires no little
Pains and Application of Mind to find her out, the
neglect of which Application is the Reason that we
have so little Truth, and that the little we have is almost
lost in the Rubbish of Error which is mingled with it.
And since Truth is so near at hand, since we are not
oblig’d to tumble over many Authors, to hunt after
every celebrated Genius, but may have it for enquiring
after in our own Breasts, are we not inexcusable if we
don’t obtain it? Are we not unworthy of Compassion if
we suffer our Understandings to be overrun with Er-
ror? Indeed it seems to me most Reasonable and most
agreeable to the Wisdom and Equity of the Divine
Operations, that every one shou'd have a Teacher in
their own Bosoms, who will if they seriously apply
themselves to him, immediately Enlighten them so far
as that is necessary, and direct them to such Means as
are sufficient for their Instruction both in Humane and
Divine Truths; for as to the latter, Reason if it be Right
and Solid, will not pretend to be our sole Instructor,
but will send us to Divine Revelation when it may be

had....

The First and Principal thing therefore to be ob-
served in all the Operations of the Mind is, That we
determine nothing about those things of which we
have not a Clear Idea, and as Distinct as the Nature of
the Subject will permit, for we cannot properly be said
to Know any thing which does not Clearly and Evi-
dently appear to us. Whatever we see Distinctly we
likewise see Clearly, Distinction always including
Clearness, tho this does not necessarily include that,
there being many Objects Clear to the view of the
Mind, which yet can’t be said to be Distinct.

That (to use the Words of a Celebrated Author)
may be said to be “Clear which is Present and Manifest
to an attentive Mind; so as we say we see Objects
Clearly, when being present to our Eyes they suf-
ficiently Act on ’em, and our Eyes are dispos'd to re-
gard 'em. And that Distinct, which is so Clear, Particu-
lar, and Different from all other things, that it contains
not any thing in it self which appears not manifestly to
him who considers it as ought.” (Les Princip. De la
Philos. De M. Des Cartes, Part I, para 45.) Thus we
may have a Clear, but not a Distinct and Perfect [dea
of God and of our own Souls; their Existence and some
of their Properties and Attributes may be Certainly and
Indubitably Known, but we can’t Know the Nature of
our Souls Distinctly, for Reasons too long to be men-
tioned here, and less that of GOD, because he is
Infinite. Now where our Knowledge is Distinct, we
may boldly deny of a subject, all that which after a
careful Examination we find not in it: But where our
Knowledge is only Clear, and not Distinct, tho’ we
may safely Afirm what we see, yet we can’t without a
hardy Presumption Deny of it what we see not. And
were it not very common to find People both Talking
and Writing of things of which they have no Notion,
no Clear Idea; nay and determining Dogmatically con-
cerning the intire Nature of those of which they can-
not possibly have an Adequate and distinct one, it
might seem Impertinent to desire them to speak no
farther than they Apprehend. They will tell you Pe-
remptorily of Contradictions and Absurdities in such
matters as they themselves must allow they cannot
Comprehend, tho others as Sharp sighted as them-
selves can see no such thing as they complain of.

As Judgments are form'd by the Comparing of
Ideas, so Reasoning or Discourse arises from the Com-
parison or Combination of several Judgments. Nature
teaches us when we can’t find out what Relation one
Idea bears to another by a Simple view or bare Com-
parison, to seek for a Common Measure or third Idea,
which Relating to the other two, we may by Compar-
ing it with each of ’em, discern wherein they agree or
differ. Our Invention discovers it self in proposing
readily apt Ideas for this Middle Term, our Judgment
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in making Choice of such as are Clearest and most to
our purpose, and the excellency of our Reasoning con-
sists in our Skill and Dexterity in Applying them. ..

e

Some Reflections upon Marriage
(4th ed., 1730)

Curiosity, which is sometimes an Occasion of
Good, but more frequently of Mischief, by disturbing
our own, or our Neighbour’s Repose, having induc’d
me to read the Account of an unhappy Marriage [of
the Duke and Duchess of Mazarine], I thought an
Afternoon would not be quite thrown away in pursuing
such Reflections as it occasion’d. I am far from design-
ing a Satire upon Marriage, as some pretend, either
unkindly or ignorantly, through want of Reflection in
that Sense wherein I use the Word. . . .

They only who have felt it, know the Misery of
being forc’d to marry where they do not love; of being
yok'd for Life to a disagreeable Person and imperious
Temper, where Ignorance and Folly (the Ingredients
of a Coxcomb, who is the most unsufferable Fool)
tyrannizes over Wit and Sense: To be perpetually con-
tradicted for Contradiction-sake, and bore down by
Authority, not by Argument; to be denied one’s most
innocent Desires, for no other Reason but the absolute
Will and Pleasure of a Lord and Master, whose Follies
a Wife, with all her Prudence, cannot hide, and whose
Commands she cannot but despise at the same Time
that she obeys them. . ..

But shall a Wife retaliate? God forbid! no Provoca-
tion, though ever so great, can excuse the Sin, or lessen
the Folly: It were indeed a revenging the Injury upon
herself in the most terrible Manner. The Italian Prov-
erb shews a much better Way, If you would be revenged
of your Enemies, live well.

Devotion is the proper Remedy, and the only infal-
lible belief in all Distresses; when this is neglected or
turn’d into Ridicule, we run, as from one Wickedness,
so from one Misfortune, to another. Unhappy is that
Grandeur which is too great to be good, and that which
sets us at a Distance from true Wisdom. Even Bigotry,
as contemptible as it is, is preferable to profane Wit; for
that requires our Pity, but this deserves our Abhor-
rence. . . .

An ill Husband may deprive a Wife of the Comfort
and Quiet of her Life, give occasion of exercising her
Vertue, try her Patience and Fortitude to the utmost,
which is all he can do; it is herself only that can accom-
plish her Ruin. . ..

- An Antho
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Some Reflections upon Marriage (4th ed., 1730)

There are some Reasons, (for the Laws of God and
Man allow Divorces in certain Cases) though not
many, that authorize a Wife’s leaving her Husband,
but if any Thing short of absolute Necessity, from
irreclaimable Vice and Cruelty, prevails with her to
break these sacred and strongest Bonds, how is she
expos'd to Temptations and Injuries, Contempt, and
the just Censure of the World. A Woman of Sense, one
shou’d think, could take but little pleasure in the
Courtship and Flatteries of her Adorers, even when
she is single: But for a married Woman to admit of
Love Addresses, is worse than Folly; it is a Crime so
ridiculous, that I will never believe a Woman of Sense
can be guilty of it. For what does a Man pretend when
he whines and dangles after a married Woman? Would
he have her think he admires her, when he is treating
her with the last Contempt? or that he loves her, when
he is trying his Arts to gratify his brutal Passion, at
the Price of all that is dear to her? His fine Speech-
es have either no Meaning, or a reproachful one; he
affronts her Understanding as well as her Vertue, if he
fancies she cannot discern, or wants Spirit to resent the
Insults. She can look on him no otherwise than as the
worst of Hypocrites, who flatters to betray, and fawns
that he may ruin; who is laying Snares to entangle her
in a Commerce founded on Injustice, and Breach of
the most sacred Vows, carried on by Dissimulation,
Treachery, Lyes, and Deceit, attended with Fear and
Anxiety, Shame, Remorse, the bitter Stings of Guilt,
whose fatal Consequences cannot be forseen, the least
of which is the blasting of her Honour. And why all this
Mischief? Why, because he professes to think her ami-
able, and with the blackest Treachery takes Advantage
of her Weakness and the too good Opinion she has
entertained of him, to render her odious! to render her
contemptible to himself, as well as to the World.

These Destroyers avoided, and better Care taken
than usual in Womens Education, Marriage might
recover the Dignity and Felicity of its original Institu-
tion; and Men be very happy in a married State, if it be
not their own Fault. The great Author of our Being,
who does nothing in vain, ordained it as the only
honourable Way of continuing our Race; as a Distinc-
tion between reasonable Creatures and meer Animals,
into which we degrade our selves, by forsaking the
Divine Institution. God ordained it for a Blessing, not
a Curse: We are foolish as well as wicked, when that
which was appointed for mutual Comfort and Assis-
tance, has quite contrary Effect through our Folly and
Perverseness. Marriage therefore, notwithstanding all
the loose Talk of the Town, the Satires of antient, or
modern Pretenders to Wit, will never lose its just Es-
teem from the Wise and Good.
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Though much may be said against this, or that
Match; though the ridiculousness of some, the Wick-
edness of others, and the Imprudence of too many,
may provoke our Wonder, or Scorn, our Indignation or
Pity; yet Marriage in general is too sacred to be treated
with Disrespect, too venerable to be the Subject of
Raillery and Buffoonery. None but the Impious will
pretend to refine on a Divine Institution, or suppose
there is a better Way for Society and Posterity. Who-
ever scoffs at this, and by odious Representation would
possess the married Pair with a frightful Idea of each
other, as if a Wife is nothing better than a Domestick
Devil, an Evil he must tolerate for his own Conven-
iency; and an Husband must of necessity be a Tyrant or
a Dupe; has ill Designs on both, and is himself a
dangerous Enemy to the Publick, as well as to private
Families. . . .

Is it the being tied to One that offends us? Why this
ought rather to recommend it to us, and would really
do so, were we guided by Reason, and not by Humour
or brutish Passion. He who does not make Friendship
the chief Inducement to his Choice, and prefer it
before any other Consideration, does not deserve a
good Wife, and therefore should not complain if he
goes without one. Now we can never grow weary of our
Friends; the longer we have had them the more they
are endear’d to us; and if we have One well assur'd, we
need seek no farther, but are sufficiently happy in her.
The Love of Variety in this and other Cases, shews on-
ly the ill Temper of our own Mind; for instead of be-
ing content with a competent Share of Good, thank-
fully and chearfully enjoying what is afforded us, and
patiently bearing with the Inconveniencies that attend
it, we would set up our Rest here, and expect Felicity
where it is not to be found.

The Christian Institution of Marriage provides the
best that may be for Domestick Quiet and Content,
and for the Education of Children; so that if we were
not under the Tie of Religion, even the Good of Soci-
ety and civil Duty, would oblige us to what Christianity
requires: And since the very best of us are but poor frail
Creatures, full of Ignorance and Infirmity, so that in
Justice we ought to tolerate each other, and exercise
that Patience towards our Companions to Day, which
we shall give them occasion to shew towards us To-
morrow; the more we are accustom’d to any one’s
Conversation, the better shall we understand their
Humour, be more able to comply with their Weakness,
and less offended at it. . . .

But if Marriage be such a blessed State, how comes
it, may you say, that there are so few happy Marriages?
Now in answer to this, it is not to be wonder'd that so
few succeed, we should rather be surpriz'd to find so
many do, considering how imprudently Men engage,

the Motives they act by, and the very strange Conduct
they observe throughout.

For pray, what do Men propose to themselves in
Marriage? What Qualifications do they look after in a
Spouse? What will she bring? is the first Enquiry: How
many Acres? Or how much ready Coin? Not that this is
altogether an unnecessary Question, for Marriage
without a Competency, that is, not only a bare Subsis-
tence, but even a handsome and plentiful Provision,
according to the Quality and Circumstances of the
Parties, is no very comfortable Condition. They who
marry for Love, as they call it, find Time enough to
repent their rash Folly, and are not long in being
convinc’d, that whatever fine Speeches might be made
in the heat of Passion, there could be no real Kindness
between those who can agree to make each other mis-
erable. But tho” an Estate is to be considerd, so it
should not be the Main, much less the only Consider-
ation, for Happiness does not depend on Wealth; That
may be wanting, and too often is, where This abounds.
He who Marries himself to a Fortune only, must expect
no other Satisfaction than that can bring him; but let
not him say that Marriage, but that his own covetous or
prodigal Temper, has made him unhappy. What Joy
has that Man in all his Plenty, who must either run
from home to possess it, contrary to all the Rules of
Justice, to the Laws of God and Man, nay, even in Op-
position to good Nature, and good Breeding too . . . ;
or else be forc’d to share it with a Woman whose Person
or Temper is disagreeable . . . ?

Few Men have so much Goodness as to bring
themselves to a Liking of what they loath'd, meerly
because it is their duty to like; on the contrary, when
they Marry with an Indifferency, to please their Friends
or increase their Fortune, the Indifferency proceeds to
an Aversion, and perhaps even the Kindness and Com-
plaisance of the poor abus'd Wife, shall only serve to
increase it. What follows then? There is no Content at
home, so it is sought elsewhere, and the Fortune so
unjustly got, is as carelessly squander'd; the Man takes
a Loose, what should hinder him? He has all in his
Hands, and Custom has almost taken off that small
Restraint Reputation us'd to lay. The Wife finds too
late what was the Idol the Man adored, which her
Vanity, perhaps, or it may be the Commands and Im-
portunities of Relations, would not let her see before;
and now he has got That into his Possession, she must
make court to him for a little sorry Alimony out of her
own Estate. If Discretion and Piety prevail upon her
Passions, she sits down quietly contented with her Lot,
seeks no Consolation in the Multitude of Adorers,
since he whom only she desir'd to please because it was
her Duty to do so, will take no Delight in her Wit or
Beauty: She follows no Diversion to allay her Grief,
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uses no Cordials to support her Spirit, that may sully
her Vertue or bring a Cloud upon her Reputation; she
makes no Appeals to the mis-judging Croud, hardly
mentions her Misfortunes to her most intimate Ac-
quaintance, nor lays a Load upon her Husband to ease
her self; but would, if it were possible, conceal his
Crimes, though her Prudence and Vertue give him a
thousand Reproaches without her Intention or Knowl-
edge; and retiring from the World, she seeks a more
solid Comfort than it can give her, taking Care to do
nothing that Censoriousness, or even Malice it self
can misconstrue to her Prejudice. Now she puts on all
her Reserves, and thinks even innocent Liberties
scarce allowable in her disconsolate State; she has
other Business to mind: Nor does she in her Retire-
ments reflect so much upon the Hand that administers
this bitter Cup, as consider what is the best Use she can
make of it. And thus indeed, Marriage, however unfor-
tunate in other respects, becomes a very great Blessing
to her. . ..

But it must not be suppos'd that Womens Wit ap-
proaches those Heights which Men arrive at, or that
they indulge those Liberties the other take. Decency
lays greater Restraints on them, their Timorousness
does them this one, and perhaps this only Piece of
Service, it keeps them from breaking through these
Restraints, and following their Masters and Guides in
many of their daring and masculine Crimes. As the
World goes, your Witty Men are usually distinguish’'d
by the Liberty they take with Religion, good Manners,
or their Neighbour’s Reputation: But, God be thank'd,
it is not yet so bad, as that Women should form Cabals
to propagate Atheism and Irreligion ([Author’s note:]
This was wrote in the Beginning of the present Century.)
A Man then cannot hope to find a Woman whose Wit
is of a Size with his, but when he doats on Wit, it is to
be imagin’d he makes Choice of that which comes the
nearest to his own.

In a word, when we have reckon’d up how many
look no further than the making of their Fortune, as
they call it; who don’t so much propose to themselves
any Satisfaction in the Woman to whom they Plight
their Faith, seeking only to be Masters of her Estate,
that so they may have Money enough to indulge all
their irregular Appetites; who think they are as good
as can be expected, if they are but, according to the
fashionable Term, Civil Hushands; when we have tak-
en the Number of your giddy Lovers, who are not more
. violent in their Passion than they are certain to repent
of it; when to these you have added such as marry
without any Thought at all, further than it is the Cus-
tom of the World, what others have done before them,
that the Family must be kept up, the antient Race
preserv’d, and therefore their kind Parents and Guard-

Some Reflections upon Marriage (4th ed., 1730)

ians choose as they think convenient, without ever
consulting the Young one’s Inclinations, who must be
satisfied or pretend so at least, upon Pain of their Dis-
pleasure, and that heavy Consequence of it, Forfeiture
of their Estate: These set aside, I fear there will be but
a small Remainder to Marry out of better Consider-
ations; and even amongst the Few that do, notone ina
Hundred takes Care to deserve his Choice.

But do the Women never choose amiss? Are the
Men only in fault? That is not pretended; for he who
will be just, must be forc'd to acknowledge, that nei-
ther Sex are always in the right. A Woman indeed can’t
properly be said to Choose; all that is allow'd her, is to
Refuse or Accept what is offer'd. And when we have
made such reasonable Allowances as are due to the
Sex, perhaps they may not appear so much in Fault as
one would at first imagine, and a generous Spirit will
find more Occasion to Pity, than to Reprove . . . nor is
there a Man of Honour amongst the whole Tribe, that
would not venture his Life, nay, and his Salvation too,
in their Defence, if any but himself attempts to injure
them. But I must ask Pardon if I can’t come up to these
Heights, nor flatter them with the having no Faults,
which is only a malicious Way of continuing and in-
creasing their Mistakes.

Women, it's true, ought to be treated with Civility;
for since a little Ceremony and out-side Respect is all
their Guard, all the Privelege that’s allow'd them, it
were barbarous to deprive them of it; and because I
would treat them civilly, [ would not express my Civil-
ity at the usual rate. I would not, under Pretence of
Honouring and paying a mighty Deference to the La-
dies, call them Fools, or what's worse, to their Faces;
For what are all the fine Speeches and Submissions
that are made, but an abusing them in a well-bred
Way? She must be a Fool with a Witness, who can
believe a Man, Proud and Vain as he is, will lay his
boasted Authority, the Dignity and Prerogative of his
Sex, one Moment at her Feet, but in Prospect of taking
it up again to more Advantage; he may call himself her

Slave a few Days, but it is only in order to make her his
all the rest of his Life. . . .

A Meer Obedience, such as is paid only to Author-
ity, and not out of Love and a sense of the Justice and
Reasonableness of the Command, will be of an uncer-
tain Tenure. As it can’t but be uneasy to the Person
who pays it, so he who receives it will be sometimes
disappointed when he expects to find it: for that Wom-
an must be endow'd with a Wisdom and Goodness
much above what we suppose the Sex capable of, I fear
much greater than any Man can pretend to, who can
so constantly conquer her Passions, and divest her self
even of Innocent Self-love, as to give up the Cause
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when she is in the Right, and to submit her inlightned
Reason, to the imperious Dictates of a blind Will, and
wild Imagination, even when she clearly perceives the
ill Consequences of it, the Imprudence, nay, Folly and
Madness of such a Conduct.

And if a Woman runs such a Risque when she
marries prudently, according to the Opinion of the
World, that is, when she permits her self to be dispos’d
of to a Man equal to her in Birth, Education and
Fortune, and as good as the most of his Neighbours,
(for if none were to marry, but Men of strict Vertue
and Honour, I doubt the World would be but thinly
Peopled) if at the very best her Lot is hard, what can she
expect who is Sold, or any otherwise betray'd into
mercenary Hands, to one who is in all, or most re-
spects, unequal to her? A Lover who comes upon what
is call'd equal Terms, makes no very advantageous
Proposal to the Lady he Courts, and to whom he seems
to be an humble Servant. For under many sounding
Compliments, Words that have nothing in them, this
is his true meaning; He wants one to manage his Fam-
ily, an House-keeper, one whose Interest it will be not
to wrong him, and in whom therefore he can put
greater Confidence than in any he can hire for Money.
One who may breed his Children, taking all the care
and trouble of their Education, to preserve his Name
and Family. One whose Beauty, Wit, or good Humour
and agreeable Conversation, will entertain him at
Home when he has been contradicted and disappoint-
ed Abroad; who will do him that Justice the ill-natur'd
World denies him; that is, in any one’s Language but
his own, sooth his Pride and flatter his Vanity, by hav-
ing always so much good Sense as to be on his Side, to
conclude him in the Right, when others are so igno-
rant, or so rude, as to deny it. Who will not be Blind to
his Merit nor contradict his Will and Pleasure, but
make it her Business, her very Ambition to content
him; whose Softness and gentle Compliance will calm
his Passions, to whom he may safely disclose his
troublesome Thoughts, and in her Breast discharge his
Cares; whose Duty, Submission and Observance, will
heal those Wounds other Peoples Opposition or Ne-
glect have given him. In a word, one whom he can
intirely Govern, and consequently may form her to his
Will and Liking, who must be his for Life, and there-
fore cannot quit his Service, let him treat her how he
will. . ..

And if this be what every Man expects, the Sum of
his violent Love and Courtship, when it is put into
Sense, and rendred Intelligible, to what a fine pass
does she bring her self who purchases a Lord and
Master, not only with her Money, but with what is of
greater Value, at the Price of her Discretion! . . . She
will not find him less a Governor because she was once

his Superior, on the contrary, the Scum of the People
are most Tyrannical when they get the Power, and treat
their Betters with the greatest Insolence. For, as the
wise Man long since observd, A Servant when he
Reigns, is one of those Things for which the Earth is
disquieted, and which no body is able to bear. . . .

Let us see then what is their Part, what must they
do to make the Matrimonial Yoke tolerable to them-
selves as well as pleasing to their Lords and Masters?
That the World is an empty and deceitful Thing, that
those Enjoyments which appeard so desirable at a
Distance, which rais'd our Hopes and Expectations to
such a mighty Pitch, which we so passionately coveted,
and so eagerly pursued, vanish at our first Approach,
leaving nothing behind them but the Folly of Delu-
sion, and the Pain of disappointed Hopes, isa common
Outcry; and yet, as common as it is, though we com-
plain of being deceiv'd this Instant, we do not fail of
contributing to the Cheat the very next. Though in
reality it is not the World that abuses us, 'tis we abuse
ourselves; it is not the Emptiness of That, but our own
false Judgments, our unreasonable Desires and Expec-
tations that torment us; for he who exerts his whole
Strength to lift a Straw, ought not to complain of the
Burden, but of his own disproportionate Endeavour
which gives him the Pain he feels. The World affords
us all the Pleasure a sound Judgment can expect from
it, and answers all those Ends and Purposes for which
it was design’d; let us expect no more than is reason-
able, and then we shall not fail of our Expectations.

It is even so in the Case before us; a Woman who
has been taught to think Marriage her only Prefer-
ment, the Sum-Total of her Endeavours, the Comple-
tion of all her Hopes, that which must settle and make
her Happy in this World, and very few, in their Youth
especially, carry a Thought steadily to a greater Dis-
tance; She who has seen a Lover dying at her Feet, and
can'’t therefore imagine that he who professes to re-
ceive all his Happiness from her, can have any other
Design or Desire than to please her; whose Eyes have
been dazled with all the Glitter and Pomp of a Wed-
ding, and, who hears of nothing but Joy and Congratu-
lation; who is transported with the Pleasure of being
out of Pupillage, and Mistress not only of her self, but
of a Family too: She who is either so simple or so vain,
as to take her Lover at his Word either as to the Praises
he gave her, or the Promises he made for himself; in
sum, she whose Expectation has been rais'd by Court-
ship, by all the fine things that her Lover, her Govern-
ess and Domestic Flatterers say, will find a terrible
Disappointment when the hurry is over, and when
she comes calmly to consider her Condition, and views
it no more under a false Appearance, but as it truly
is. ...
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But how can a Woman scruple intire Subjection,
how can she forbear to admire the Worth and Excel-
lency of the superior Sex, if she at all considers it! Have
not all the great Actions that have been perform’d in
the World been done by Men? Have not they founded
Empires and over-turn’'d them? Do not they make
Laws and continually repeal and amend them? Their
vast Minds lay Kingdoms waste, no Bounds or Mea-
sures can be prescrib'd to their Desires. War and Peace
depend upon them; they form Cabals and have the
Wisdom and Courage to get over all the Rubs, the
petty Restraints which Honour and Conscience may
lay in the way of their desired Grandeur. What is it they
cannot do? They make Worlds and ruin them, form
Systems of universal Nature, and dispute eternally
about them; their Pen gives Worth to the most trifling
Controversy; nor can a fray be inconsiderable if they
have drawn their Swords in’t. . . . It is 2 Woman’s
Happiness to hear, admire and praise them, especially
if a little Ill-nature keeps them at any time from be-
stowing due Applauses on each other! And if she as-
pires no further, she is thought to be in her proper
Sphere of Action; she is as wise and as good as can be
expected from her!

She then who Marries, ought to lay it down for an
indisputable Maxim, that her Husband must govern
absolutely and intirely, and that she has nothing else to
do but to Please and Obey. She must not attempt to
divide his Authority, or so much as dispute it; to struggle
with her Yoke will only make it gall the more, but must
believe him Wise and Good and in all respects the
best, atleast he must be so to her. She who can’t do this
is no way fit to be a Wife, she may set up for that
peculiar Coronet the antient Fathers talk'd of, but is
not qualified to receive that great Reward, which at-
tends the eminent Exercise of Humility and Self-de-
nial, Patience and Resignation, the Duties that a Wife
is call'd to.

But some refractory Woman perhaps will say, how
can this be? Is it possible for her to believe him Wise
and Good who by a thousand Demonstrations con-
vinces her, and all the World, of the contrary? Did the
bare Name of Husband confer Sense on a Man, and
the mere being in Authority infallibly qualify him for
Government, much might be done. But since a wise
Man and a Husband are not Terms convertible, and
how loth soever one is to own it, Matter of Fact won’t
allow us to deny, that the Head many times stands in
need of the Inferior’s Brains to manage it, she must beg
leave to be excus’d from such high Thoughts of her
Sovereign, and if she submits to his Power, it is not so
much Reason as Necessity that compels her. . . .

To wind up this Matter; If a Woman were duly

Some Reflections upon Marriage (4th ed., 1730)

principled, and taught to know the World, especially
the true Sentiments that Men have of her, and the
Traps they lay for her under so many gilded Compli-
ments, and such a seemingly great Respect, that Dis-
grace would be prevented which is brought upon too
many Families; Women would Marry more discreetly,
and demean themselves better in a Married State,
than some People say they do. The Foundation, in-
deed, ought to be laid deep and strong, she shou’d be
made a good Christian, and understand why she is so,
and then she will be everything else that is Good. . . .

Indeed nothing can assure Obedience, and render
it what it ought to be, but the Conscience of Duty, the
paying it for God’s sake. Superiors don’t rightly under-
stand their own Interest when they attempt to put out
their Subjects Eyes to keep them Obedient. A blind
Obedience is what a Rational Creature should never
Pay, nor would such an one receive it, did he rightly
understand its Nature. For Human Actions are no
otherwise valuable, than as they are conformable to
Reason; but a blind Obedience is an Obeying without
Reason, for ought we know, against it. God himself
does not require our Obedience at this rate; he lays
before us the Goodness and Reasonableness of his
Laws, and were there any thing in them whose Equity
we could not readily comprehend, yet we have this
clear and sufficient Reason, on which, to found our
Obedience, that nothing but what's just and fit, can be
enjoin'd by a Just, a Wise and Gracious God; but this is
a Reason will never hold in respect of Men’s Com-
mands, unless they can prove themselves Infallible,
and consequently Impeccable too.

It is therefore very much a Man’s Interest, that
Women should be good Christians; in this as in every
other Instance, he who does his Duty, finds his own
Account in it. Duty and true Interest are one and the
same Thing, and he who thinks otherwise is to be
pitied for being so much in the Wrong; but what can
be more the Duty of the Head, than to instruct and
improve those who are under Government? She will
freely leave him the quiet Dominion of this World,
whose Thoughts and Expectations are plac’d on the
next. A Prospect of Heaven, and that only, will cure
that Ambition which all generous Minds are fill'd with,
not by taking it away, but by placing it on a right
Object. She will discern a Time when her Sex shall be
no Bar to the best Employments, the highest Honour;
a Time when that distinction, now so much us'd to her
Prejudice, shall be no more; but, provided she is not
wanting to her self, her Soul shall shine as bright as the
greatest Heroe’s. This is a true, and indeed, the only
Consolation, this makes her a sufficient Compensa-
tion for all the Neglect and Contempt the ill-grounded
Customs of the World throw on her; for all the Injuries
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brutal Power may do her, and is a sufficient Cordial to
support her Spirits, be her Lot in this World what it
may.

But some sage Persons may, perhaps object, that
were Women allow'd to Improve themselves, and not,
amongst other Discouragements, driven back by those
wise Jests and Scoffs that are put upon a Woman of
Sense or Learning, a Philosophical Lady as she is call’d
by way of Ridicule; they would be too wise and too
good for the Men; I grant it, for vicious and foolish
Men. Nor is it to be wonder'd that He is afraid he
should not be able to Govern them were their Under-
standings improv'd, who is resolvid not to take too
much Pains with his own. But these, 'tis to be hop'd,
are no very considerable Number, the Foolish at least;
and therefore this is so far from being an Argument
against Womens Improvement, that it is a strong one
for it, if we do but suppose the Men to be as capable of
Improvement as the Women; but much more, if, ac-
cording to Tradition, we believe they have greater Ca-
pacities. This, if any thing, would stir them up to be
what they ought, and not permit them to waste their
Time and abuse their Faculties, in the Service of their
irregular Appetites and unreasonable Desires, and so
let poor contemptible Women who have been their
Slaves, excel them in all that is truly excellent. This
would make them Blush at employing an immortal
Mind no better than in making Provision for the Flesh
to fulfil the Lusts thereof, since Women, by a wiser
Conduct, have brought themselves to such a Reach of
Thought, to such Exactness of Judgment, such Clear-
ness and Strength of Reasoning, such Purity and El-
evation of Mind, such Command of their Passions,
such Regularity of Will and Affection, and in a Word,
to such a Pitch of Perfection, as the Human Soul is
capable of attaining in this Life by the Grace of God,
such true Wisdom, such real Greatness, as though it
does not qualify them to make a Noise in this World, to
found or overturn Empires, yet it qualifies them for
what is infinitely better, a Kingdom that cannot be
mov'd, an incorruptible Crown of Glory. . ..

Again, it may be said, If a Wife’s Case be as it is
here represented, it is not good for a Woman to Marry,
and so there’s an End of Human Race. But this is no
fair Consequence, for all that can justly be inferr'd
from hence, is that a Woman has no mighty Obliga-
tions to the Man who makes Love to her; she has no
Reason to be fond of being a Wife, or to reckon it a
piece of Preferment when she is taken to be a Man’s
Upper-Servant; it is no Advantage to her in this World;
if rightly manag'd it may prove one as to the next. For
she who marries purely to do good, to educate Souls
for Heaven, who can be so truly mortified as to lay
aside her own Will and Desires, to pay such an intire
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Submission for Life, to one whom she cannot be sure
will always deserve it, does certainly perform a more
Heroick Action than all the famous Masculine Heroes
can boast of, she suffers a continual Martyrdom to
bring Glory to God and Benefit to Mankind; which
Consideration, indeed, may carry her through all Dif-
ficulties. . . .

To conclude. Perhaps I've said more than most
Men will thank me for; I cannot help it, for how much
soever I may be their Friend and humble Servant, [am
more a Friend to Truth. . . . If they have usurp’d, I love
Justice too much to wish Success and Continuance to
Usurpations, which, though submitted to out of Pru-
dence, and for Quietness sake, yet leave everybody free
to regain their lawful Right whenever they have Power
and Opportunity. I don’t say that Tyranny ought, but
we find in Fact, that it provokes the Oppress'd to throw
off even a Lawful Yoke that sits too heavy: And if he
who is freely Elected, after all his fair Promises and the
fine Hopes he rais’d, proves a Tyrant, the Consider-
ation that he was one’s own Choice, will not render
one more Submissive and Patient, but I fear, more
Refractory. For though it is very unreasonable, yet we
see 'tis the Course of the World, not only to return
Injury for Injury, but Crime for Crime; both Parties
indeed are Guilty, but the Aggressors have a double
Guilt, they have not only their own, but their Neigh-
bour’s Ruin to answer for.

As to the Female Reader, I hope she will allow I've
endeavoured to do her Justice; not betray'd her Cause
as her Advocates usually do, under Pretence of defend-
ing it. A Practice too mean for any to be guilty of who
have the least Sense of Honour, and who do any more
than meerly pretend to it. I think I have held the
Balance even, and not being conscious of Partiality, I
ask no Pardon for it. To plead for the Oppress'd, and to
defend the Weak, seem’d to me a generous Under-
taking; for though it may be secure, 'tis not always
Honourable, to run over to the strongest Party. And if
she infers from what has been said, that marriage is a
very Happy State for Men, if they think fitto make it so;
that they govern the World, they have Prescription on
their Side; Women are too weak to dispute it with
them, therefore they, as all other Governors, are most,
if not only, accountable, for what's amiss, for whether
other Governments in their Original, were or were not
confer'd according to the Merit of the Person, yet cer-
tainly in this Case, if Heaven has appointed the Man to
Govern, it has Qualified him for it: So far I agree with
her: But if she goes on to infer, that therefore, if a man
has not these Qualifications, where is his Right? That
if he misemploys, he abuses it? And if he abuses, ac-
cording to modern Deduction, he forfeits it, I must
leave her there. A peaceable Woman, indeed, will not



An Impartial Enquiry into the Causes of Rebellion and Civil War in This Kingdom (1704)

carry it so far, she will neither question her Husband’s
Right nor his fitness to Govern, but how? Not as an
absolute Lord and Master, with an arbitrary and tyran-
nical sway, but as Reason governs and conducts a Man,
by proposing what is just and fit. And the Man who acts
according to that Wisdom he assumes, who would
have that Superiority he pretends to, acknowledg'd
just, will receive no Injury by any thing that has been
offer'd here. A Woman will value Him the more who is
so wise and good, when she discerns how much he
excels the rest of his noble Sex; the less he requires, the
more will he merit that Esteem and Deference, which
those who are so forward to exact, seem conscious they
don’t deserve. So then the Man’s Prerogative is not at
all infring'd, whilst the Woman’s Privileges are se-
cured; and if any Woman think her self injurd, she has
a Remedy in reserve, which few Men will envy, or
endeavour to rob her of, the Exercise and Improve-
ment of her Vertue Here, and the Reward of it Hereaf-
ter....

P, %

An Impartial Enquiry into the
Causes of Rebellion and Civil War
in This Kingdom (1704)

In an Examination of Dr. Kennett’s Sermon, Jan.
3]. 1703/4 and Vindication of the Royal Martyr:

.. . [Charles I, executed January 30, 1649) was an
Orthodox and most Regular Prince, stedfast in the Faith
and Communion of our Church, to whose Memory we
must in Justice own, no Prince had his Heart more fix'd
on the Improvement of the Church, and Support and
Honour of the Clergy, as the Dr. [Kennett] confesses;
who besides that Impartiality and Sincerity of which
he makes profession, gives us no reason, from the
Beginning to the End of his Sermon, to think that he
wou'd say any more in favour of the Martyr [Charles]
than Truth extorted from him.

But sure we of this Age, who have this dismal
Tragedy so fresh in our Memories, must be the greatest
Fools in nature, if we suffer ourselves to be bubbled
any more by Men of the same Principles, and by the
same Artifices so often detected, and so justly abhorr'd.
Have we not had Warnings enough to beware of those
Miscreants, who set whole Nations on fire, only that
their own despicable selves may be talk'd of, and that
they may warm them at the Flame? Men who are
equally ruinous to Prince and People, who effectually
destroy the Liberties of the Subject under pretence of
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defending them; who bring in Popery, for they act by
some of the very worst Popish Principles, whilst they
rail against it!

Far be it from us to think that the Body of the
Nation ever concurd in that Villany we deplore, or
even the Majority, any further than by a Supine Ne-
glect of opposing it vigorously and in time. Wicked
Men are active and unwearied, they stick at no Meth-
ods, use the vilest Means to carry their Point. They
become the Flatterers of Mens Follies, and the Pan-
ders of their Vices, to gain them to their Party. They
Bribe, they Threaten, they Solicit, they Fawn, they
Dissemble, they Lye, they break through all the Duties
of Society, violate all the Laws of GOD and of Man,
where they can do it with present Impunity. They
fright the Timorous, and tire out the Impatient; if they
meet with any of an invincible Spirit and Prudence to
countermine them, all the hard Words, all the scandal-
ous stories that may be are thrown upon these Men,
they are Malignants, High-flyers, and what not: No
Stratagems are omitted to make them weary of Well
doing. No wonder then that by such ways as these they
get what passes for a Majority, and draw in thoughtless
Men, who are so far from approving their Villanies,
that they do not so much as suspect them. For one of
their Arts is to lay their own Designs of overturning the
Government, at the Door of those very Men, who are
it’s most faithful Supporters.

Butasitwill ever become a wise Government to be
watchful over every little Cloud of Faction, and to
suppress it in its Rise, so there is no Artifice us'd by
Factious Men that Governours ought to be more upon
their Guard against, than those suspicious Fears and
Jealousies, that are artfully instill’d into the Minds of
the People, by Cunning Men and their Instruments. I
do not only mean that Governours shou’d provide
against this, by taking care that their Good be not Evil-
spoken of, and by cutting off occasion as much as in
them lies, from those that desire and seek occasion; for
after all this caution, Factious men will still find some-
thing to misrepresent. A sad instance of which, we
have in their Usage of our Royal Martyr; whose very
best Actions, as well as those Mistakes and Infirmities
that are incident to Humane Nature, they took occa-
sion to Calumniate. But Governours must vigorously
exert that lawful Authority GOD has given them, to be
a Terror to Evil-doers, as well as a Praise and Encour-
agement to those who do well. They shou’d not suffer
Men to infect the Peoples Minds with evil Principles
and Representations, with Speeches that have double
Meanings and equivocal Expressions, Innuendo’s, and
secret Hints and Insinuations.

An honest man dares always speak out; he who
means well, needs no Softnings, no cautious Periphra-
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ses; no aimings at something he wou’d have you think,
but which he does not care to say, laying in Provision
to bring himself off, if you shou’d charge him with it.
This, how well soever it may suit the Politicks of the
Age, how much soever it may be the Practice of the
Wise Men, as the World calls them, s not at all consis-
tent with the Simplicity of the Gospel, or the Courage
and Spirit of a Free-man, an English-man. Governours
therefore may be very justly animadvert upon, and
suppress it. For it is as much their Duty, and as neces-
sary a Service to the Public, to restrain the Turbulent
and Seditious, as it is to protect the Innocent, and to
reward the Deserving. This, no doubt, the Doctor
[Kennett] was very well aware of; and therefore takes
care to inform us very particularly, how Doubts and
Fears contributed to our deplorable Civil Wars. . . .

For till those Men have done pretending to Doubts
and Fears, and I know not what Apprehensions, who
have formerly destroy’'d their innocent Neighbours,
and overturn'd the Government by such Pretences,
our Affairs can hardly be well manag'd Abroad, be-
cause we can never be united at Home. That supine
Indifferency for excellent Establishments, which some
are pleas'd to miscal Charity; that Faint Heart and
Double Mind, that Want of Regular Zeal, which they
would put upon us instead of Meekness, may hasten
our Ruin, but can never heal our Breaches. For we have
the sad Experience of our Civil Wars to inform us, that
all the Concessions the King and his Loyal Subjects
cou’d make to the Factious and Rebellious, cou’d not
satisfie; no, not tho’ they were at first, all that they had
the confidence to desire, and their Confidence never
fail'd them: They were ever stiff in their own way, still
contending to bring over others to themselves, whilst
they wou'd concede to nothing.

And, what was the thing they aim’'d at, and at last
unhappily effected? What but the Ruin of the Govern-
ment in Church and State? The bringing the Necks of
their Fellow Subjects, Englishmen, who had the Spirit
of a Free People! under their own infamous Yoke, and
their Feet into the most reproachful Chains; becoming
themselves the Actors of those Arbitrary and Illegal
Actions, which they had so loudly, and in great mea-
sure falsly imputed to their Lawful Superiours. And
the Freeborn People of England, for all their Spirit of
Honour and Genius to Liberty, even those great Fore-
Fathers, whose Off-spring we are, had the disdain of
serving in the most slavish manner, and of wearing the
heavy and shameful Yoke of some of the vilest of their
Fellow Subjects: Till GOD was pleas'd to restore our
Monarch, and with him the Exercise of our Religion,
and the Liberties of the English Nation. But this is a
common Story, which every body knows, and there-

fore the Doctor wou'd not lose his time upon't; only in
my mind, and whatever might be in his, methinks the
whole course of his Sermon inculcates this necessary
Lesson, Beware of every one who wou'd draw you into
a necessity of believing, that your Liberties and Estates
are in some danger, who wou'd give you such a Pros-
pect, and work you into such a Persuasion, and so draw
you in by the old Cant of Self-Preservation, tho’ they
seem to demonstrate ever so great a necessity: Much
more ought you to abhor being drawn in by the bare
meaning of it, at least if you have any regard to real Self
Preservation, and think your Souls of greater moment
than your Lives or Estates. Nay, even for the very
Preservation of these Dear Lives of yours, since, if you
dare believe our Lord himself, the surest way to save
your Lives is to be ready to part with them; and the
most likely way to lose them, is this unchristian Desire
of saving them. For such Arts as those, the putting such
Thoughts into the Heads of the Good-natur'd English
People, was that which seduc'd them into that Unnatu-
ral Rebellion, which has had so many dismal Effects
upon this Nation. . . .

But can we fancy, that the Body of a Good-natur'd
English People, are of that Generation? Tho’ the least
Attempts towards Slavery and Exorbitant Power, has
always rais'd up the Appearance of a Yoke, that our Fore-
fathers were not able to bear, and Princes ought to
remember that we are their Off-spring: Tho’ the People
of England are Free, and we are like to hear no such
fond Answers from them, as the Israelites gave Samuel,
when he told them the manner of the Kingdom, I Sam.
8. Yet surely, the uncorrupted English Blood and Prin-
ciples, will never allow them to use their Liberty for a
Cloak of Maliciousness, but to use it as the Servants of
GOD; who has been pleas’d to declare his Will in this
matter very particularly, and very frequently to enjoin
us to render to Caesar the things that are Caesar’s, and
unto GOD the things that are GODS; to Fear GOD,
and to Honour the King; to pay to all our Superiours
what is any way their due, not only to the Good and
Gentle, but also to the Froward. For to be patient when
we suffer for our Faults is no great matter; but to do
well, and patiently to suffer Evil for doing so, is an
Heroic Action, it is the Christian’s Business, that to
which he is call’d, in imitation of his Great Master: See
IS. Pet. 2.

It is not to be suppos'd therefore, that now we are
Reform'd from Popery, one of whose worst Doctrines
and Practices is Disobedience to the Civil Magistrate;
it is not to be imagin'd, I say, that we shou’d have a
Thought, or Strength of Fear, upon an unjust Occasion,
especially we our selves being Judges! or that we shou'd
be drawn into any necessary Revolutions; much less,
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any Unnatural Rebellions, but for the meaning at least
of Self-Preservation! . ..

And, Oh! how happy had it been for the Peace of the
Martyr’s Reign, if even Doubts and Suspicions had been
wanting! If Hardships (the softest Name we can call
them by) had not serv'd to exasperate the Minds of the
People, and prepar'd them by degrees to be led out first
in Riots and Tumults, and then in Troops and Armies,
against their Lawful Sovereign! Poor good-natur'd Peo-
ple, to be forc’d to this upon Thoughts, Suspicions, and
Hardships! Doubtless, they never meant such ill Ef-
fects, any more than the King did those, which the Dr.
tells us were beyond his Intentions, but which rais'd
such a Jealousy, and spread such a damp upon the
English Subjects, that it was unhappily turn'd into one
of the unjust Occasions of the Civil War. But who cou’d
help this Civil War? since the People THOUGHT
themselves too much under French Counsels and a
French Ministry? . . . But without this Thought, the
good People, alas! cou'd never have been drawn into
this Great Rebellion! How we come to call it a Rebel-
lion, is another Question: which Harrington shall an-
swer.

Treason does never prosper; what's the Reason?
For if it prosper none dares call it Treason?

The People were not secure in their Legal Rights and
Tenures, atleast they thought so. There was Ship-mony,
Loans, and Benevolences exacted, which they, good
Souls! had no Notion of. The King, ’tis true, had set
this Right; but why shou’d you trust him who once has
Injur'd you? or to whom you have been Injurious?
There was an unhappy Suspicion of an Arbitrary Ex-
ecutive Power, and the Spirit of a Free People will al-
ways shake off the Yoke. For Tyranny and Oppression
were a Grievance Here in the remotest Times of Old.
And for the Future (hear, and take Warning O ye En-
glish Princes!) it shall never be attempted, or which is
the same thing, thought to be attempted, without bring-
ing down Ruin and Confusion upon those who shall
attempt it, or whom Crafty Men, I shou'd say Good
Patriots, shall tell the People, and make them think
that they design to attempt it. . . .

T hope then our Rights, and the Rights of English-
men, tender Lovers of their Faith and Country, have
been retrieved, and committed down to Posterity, be-
yond a Capacity of their being ever depriv'd of them;
for the Dr. has very wisely, and very industriously
establish’d that Supreme Law, the Safety of the People:
it being evident from him, that it is not enough that a
Prince be Orthodox, Regular, free from Ambition and
Sinister Ends; . . . if there be the least Attempts towards
Exorbitant Power, . . . the Appearance of a Yoke, or so

much as the Remoter Fears and Apprehensions of one;
. .. tho’ he himself be ever so innocent; yet the Good
Prince, we find by experience, must answer for all, and
pay down his Royalty and his Life! . . .

... [A]nd tho’ when a Prince does any irregular or
disobliging Action this may be a good Pretence, yeta
Civil War may be indeed begun more out of Hatred to a
Party, who are, or who we fear may be uppermost, than
out of any Dissatisfaction to the Prince: for these, and
no doubt for other reasons, 'tis highly necessary, the
Truth which we have taught of late, the Justice we have
practis'd, and Charity, which always begins at home,
taking care in the first place to make our own Fortunes,
are all of them nearly concern’d to keep this Funda-
mental Right in the Peoples view, viz. “That Power is
originally from the People, and that Princes are re-
sponsible to them for the exercise thereof.” The People
must ever and anon be reminded as plainly as we dare,
and as Prudence, the Humour of the Times, and the
Service of the Cause will permit; that this Right has
often been exercis'd; that there are many Precedents,
or that the Suspicion, the very Thought and Dread of
Popery, Oppression, and Illegal Power, the very Pros-
pect that their Liberties and Estates were in some Dan-
ger, have drawn in their great Forefathers to stand
upon their Guard, meaning Self-preservation; and that
Princes, how sacred soever they be, must not think to
attempt upon the Liberties of a Free People, without
bringing down Ruin and Confusion upon themselves.

For if a Busie Man, or Party of Men, have Policy
and Courage enough, and some lucky Opportunities
to persuade the People into Jealousies and Fears, and
to Head them against their Sovereign, 'tis all a case
whether the Dangers are Real or Imaginary; if they
happen to succeed, they shall find Advocates enough
to Justify them, Success will Crown the Work.

Is it not an Inconsistency to deplore the Fate of
Char. I. and to justify that of other Princes? If we think
their Fall to be Just, and his to be Unjust and Deplor-
able, we may in time come to abhor those Principles
that brought him to the Block, and the Practices that
flow from them, as being equally destructive of the
Best, as well as of the worst Princes; and then what will
become of the Peoples Right to shake off an Oppres-
sor? Must we take that dull way which David took, and
which the old-fashion’d Homilies talk of, Wait God’s
time, and let him go down to the Grave in Peace? Why
at this rate we may tamely have our Throats cut; and
sure it is better to be beforehand and with him! If you
deny us the Lawfulness of the Self-defence, we have
done twenty actions that we can't justifie. . . .

Is it not best therefore, when these 30th of Januarys
come about, to persuade ourselves and the People,

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Downloaded on behalf of Unknown Institution

119



Mary Astell

with as much respect to King Charles’s Memory as the
matter will bear, that this Good Prince, tho’ he meant
no hurt, was over-persuaded by a Popish Queen [Hen-
rietta Maria], and high Church men, such as the Lau-
dean Faction [of William Laud, Archbishop of Canter-
bury], and Arbitrary Ministers, to do things worthy of
blame. That tho’ matters were afterwards carry'd too
far, farther than the Honest Presbyterians, and the
Tender and Loyal moderate Men intended, yet the
King may thank himself for it; for he gave the Occasion
by the French Alliance, and the Consequences of it. . . .

Such an Indictment as this, drawn up against this
unfortunate Prince, with Plainness of Truth, and Sin-
cerity of Heart, even when it is said to be dangerous,
and an invidious Subject, but yet entred upon with
Simplicity and godly Sincerity, for the sake of Truth,
and Justice, and Charity; may, it’s like, open Peoples
eyes, and convince them that a Friend to Popery, and
an Invader of our Liberties, a Prince in whose Reign
the People, the good-natur'd People, thought themselves
too much under French Counsels and a French Minis-
try, ought not to stand as a Martyr in our English
Calendars; the Example is dangerous, and the Conse-
quences pernicious. . . .

What greater Service then can be done our Coun-
try, and those Noble Assertors of its Rights and Liber-
ties, than to let Princes know, that they must, from the
very beginning, avoid everything that may raise a Sus-
picion, a Thought, in the Peoples Minds, of their Incli-
nations to France, to Popety, or Arbitrary Power? Since
it is not enough to retract past Mistakes, King Charles
did this, but to no manner of purpose. Or rather, to
prevent all Misunderstanding, ’tis best for them at first
To part with their Power, and Trust it to them, as Mr.
Hambden answered one of his Fellow Members, who
ask’d him, What they cou’d desire more of the King,
seeing he had granted them so much? . . .

Now they who are curious to know what Popery is,
and who do not rail at it at a venture, know very well,
that every Doctrine which is profess'd by the Church
of Rome, is not Popish; GOD forbid it shou’d, for they
receive the Holy Scriptures, and teach the Creeds. But
that Superstructure of Hay and Stubble, those Doc-
trines of Men or Devils, which they have built upon
this good Foundation, this is Popery; and it is upon
account of our rejecting those Corruptions, that we
stile our selves Reform'd. It is not necessary to enu-
merate those Errors here; the Learned Writers of the
Church of England having sufficiently expos'd them in
those excellent Tracts, whereby they most Gloriously
defended the Truth with their Pens, in a Primitive
manner, in the late Reign. I shall only take notice of
one Error, which is proper to my present purpose, and
that is the Deposing Doctrine, which is as rank Popery

as Transubstantiation, and has ever been so accounted
by Church of England Wiriters. . . .

We see then, that this is the declar'd Doctrine of
the Roman Doctors, of all Orders, and of all Nations;
... And I shall only at present make a small Request to
those good Protestants who profess it, (viz.) that if it is
not Popish, but true Orthodox Protestant Doctrine,
they wou'd be pleas'd to prove it to us from Authentick
Protestant Authors; for I make no reckoning of a Bu-
chanan, a Milton, or any of those Mercenary Scriblers
whom all sober Men condemn, and who only write
after the Fact, or in order to it, to make their own
Fortunes, or to justifie their own wickedness. Or rather,
and which is much better, let it be prov'd to us from
Holy Scripture, and those best expositors, as well as
Practisers of Holy Writ, the Primitive Church.

But if they will not, or cannot give us this Proof,
then I wou'd beg them, for their own Credit sake, to
talk no more against Popery, much less to affix this
odious Name, either openly or indirectly, upon Men
who are the greatest and truest Enemies to Popery,
since they themselves espouse some of the vilest Pop-
ish Doctrines. . . . It is but setting up . . . Cunning and
Popular Men, and good Speakers, . . . to obstruct the
King’s Business, and to weaken his Authority: And
then, tho’ the Royal and English Heart be continually
labouring for the Good of the People, these evil Min-
isters may easily pervert and misrepresent the best In-
tentions and most noble Designs. For Princes, how
good soever, are neither infallible in their Judgments,
whether of Things or Persons, nor exempt from the
Passions of Humane Nature. And if the Principles and
Measures that brought the Royal Head to the Block be
so tenderly handled, and so carefully pursu'd, woe
unto us! for how much soever we make shew of detest-
ing the Consequences, whilst the Premises please, we
are in the high Road towards drawing the fatal Conclu-
sion! We may harangue as much as we please against
Popery and Arbitrary Power, so did our Forefathers
whose Off-spring we are, and all the World knows to
what End and Purpose; these being only the Baits that
cover the Hook of home-bred Cabals and Rebellious
Projects. Strange! that such Principles shou’d be suf-
fered in a Christian Nation, a Nation that has smarted
so severely by them! But stranger yet, that any Prince
shou’d Employ and Trust Men of these Principles! "Tis
certain he can have no hold of them; for whenever
they get Power, and Think that a Change will be for
their Interest, they will never want Pretences to throw
him out of the Saddle. Nor will they be long in per-
suading themselves that it will turn to their own Ac-
count, even tho’ the Prince may have heap'd the ut-
most Favours on them. For in all Changes there’s
something to be got, by the Mercenary and Rebellious
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An Impartial Enquiry into the Causes of Rebellion and Civil War in This Kingdom (1704)

Hands that effect them. Forbid it Heaven! that they
shou’d ever any more be able to give us a Tryal of their
Skill. . ...

Our Excellent Church . . . teaches us to acknowl-
edge in our daily Prayers, That GOD is the only Ruler
of Princes; that the Parliament is assembled under our
most Religious and Gracious Queen [Queen Anne—
1700-1714]; and therefore can have no Coercive Pow-
er over their Princes. In the Communion Service we
are taught to own in our very Prayers, That the Queen
is GOD’s Chosen Servant, GOD’s Minister, but our
Queen and Governour; that she has GOD’s Authority
that it is GOD’s Word and Ordinance that we should
faithfully serve, honour, and humbly obey Her, in GOD,
and for GOD, that is, in the Apostle’s words, not only
for Wrath, but for Conscience sake. Where then is the
Original and Supreme Authority of the People? Be-
sides; this is the Law of the Land, as well as the Doc-
trine of the Church, for the Liturgy is Establish’d by
Act of Parliament: which may be one Reason why
some are so willing to have it Review'd. It is a lasting
and daily Reproach to their Disloyalty, reminding
them how far they have gone towards the breach of
that excellent Constitution, about the Preservation of
which they make so great and so Hypocritical a Clam-
our: For, allowing that the People have a Right to
Design the Person of their Governour; it does by no
means follow that they Give him his Authority, or that
they may when they please resume it. None can give
what they have not: The People have no Authority over
their own Lives, consequently they can’t invest such an
Authority in their Governours. And tho’ we shou'd
grant that People, when they first enter into Society,
may frame their Laws as they think fit; yet these Laws
being once Establish’d, they can’tlegally and Honestly
be chang’d, but by that Authority in which the Found-
ers of the Society thought fit to place the Legislature.
Otherwise we have been miserably impos'd upon by
all those Arguments that were urg'd against a Dispens-
ing Power.

And since our Constitution lodges the Legislative
Power in the Prince and the Three Estates assembled
in Parliament; as it is not in the Power of the Prince
and one of the Houses, to Make or Abrogate any Law,
without the Concurrence of the other House, so nei-
ther can it be Lawfully done by the Prince alone, or by
the two Houses without the Prince. All such pretended
Acts, and all the Consequences of them, being Illegal
and Void in themselves, without the Formality of a
Repeal, as is evident to every honest Man, if he will but
attend to common Sense, plain English, and the unal-
terable Reason of things. I hope then we shall hear no
more of the People’s Supremacy till these Good Men
have got the Act of Uniformity Repeal’d. But, alas, what
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do Laws signifie to Rebels, who have Power to Break or
Cunning to Evade them! For all sides must allow, that
there are even yet many other Good Laws in force,
which sufficiently condemn those Principles and Prac-
tices in which they glory. . ..

Popery was the Cry ’tis true, but the Establish’'d
Church was the thing aim'd at; . . .

The short is; The true and the principal Cause of
that Great Rebellion, and that Horrid Fact which com-
pleated it, and which we can never enough deplore,
was this: Some Cunning and Self-ended Men, whose
Wickedness was equal to their Craft, and their Craft
sufficient to carry them thro’ their Wickedness; these
had Thoughts and Meanings to destroy the govern-
ment in Church and State, and to set up a Model of
their own Invention, agreeable to their own private
Interests and Designs, under the specious Pretences of
the Peoples Rights and Liberties. They did not indeed
speak out, and declare this at first, for that wou’d have
spoil'd the Intrigue, every body wou’d have abhorr'd
them,; but a little Discernment might have found what
they drove at. For to lessen and incroach upon the
Royal Authority, is the only way to null it by degrees, as
an ingenious Person observes upon this Occasion. . ..

As little did we hear of Illegal Acts and Arbitrary
Power, of Oppression and Persecution, in a Reign [of
Oliver Cromwell] that tugg'd hard for a Standing Army
in time of Peace; that had Interest to suspend the
Habeas Corpus Act several times, tho’ it be the great
Security of the English Liberties; that outed 7 or 8
Reverend Prelates, the Ornament and Glory of the
English Church, besides several of the inferiour Cler-
gy, and Members of the Universities, and that only for
Conscience sake, and because they cou’d not swallow
such new Oaths, as they believ'd to be contrary to the
old ones: And tho’ 12 of them were thought so deserv-
ing, that there was a Provision made in their Favour,
even by that Act that depriv'd them of their Freeholds
and Subsistance, of their Rights as English-men and
Ministers of GOD’s Church, yet not one of them en-
joy'd, in that Human, Charitable and Religious Reign!
the Advantages which the Body of Good-natur'd English
People designed them. Who cry'd out Persecution? or
put in a word for a Sister Church, when Episcopacy
was destroy'd Root and Branch in a Neighbouring
Kingdom [Scotland], that us'd to interest itself might-
ily in our Affairs, and still believes it is under Covenant
Engagements, to work the same Blessed Reformation
here? And tho’ all of the Clergy, who were but sus-
pected to be favourers of Episcopacy, were treated in
the most outragious and cruel manner; 'tho a whole
Clan of defenceless Men were barbarously Massacred
in cold Blood, after promises of Security; which Ac-
tion, if not done by Authority, was done at least by
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connivance, the Actors being protected and kept from
Punishment. When etc. more might be said, but
let this suffice; nor are these bare Suspicions, Doubts,
etc. no, they are true and notorious Facts; which will be
remembered, and call'd by their proper Names, what-
ever a Set of Men may endeavour to the contrary.

But no sooner was her Majesty happily plac’'d in
the Throne of her Fathers, thro’ GOD’s great and most
seasonable Mercy to an unworthy People, but all the
old Clamours are reviv'd, tho’ she has done nothing to
Provoke, but every thing to Oblige them! Tho’ her
only fault, if Duty and Respect will allow that Expres-
sion, consists in too much of the Royal Martyr’s Clem-
ency and Goodness; Her Majesty’s Reign having left us
nothing to wish, but that she had less of K. Charles and
more of the Spirit of Q. Elizabeth, since a Factious
People can no way be kept inbounds, but by a sprightly
and vigorous Exertion of just Authority. . . .

To come then to account for the Causes of our
deplorable Civil Wars, we may be allow'd to do it in
this manner: Tho’ Government is absolutely necessary
for the Good of Mankind, yet no Government, no not
that of GOD himself, can suit with their deprav'd and
boundless Appetites. Few govern themselves by Rea-
son, and they who transgress its Laws, will always find
somewhat or other to be uneasy at, and consequently
will ever desire, and as far as they can endeavour, to
change their Circumstances. But since there are more
Fools in the World than Wise Men, and even among
those who pass for Wise, that is, who have Abilities to
be truly so, too many abuse and warp their Under-
standings to petty and evil Designs, and to such Tricks
and Artifices as appear the readiest way to attain them.
Since Riches and Power are what Men covet, suppos-
ing these can procure them all they wish; Hopes to
gain more, or at least to secure what one has, will
always be a handle by which Humane nature may be
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mov'd, and carry'd about as the cunning Manager
pleases. And therefore of Necessity in all Civil Wars
and Commotions, there must be some Knaves at the
Head of a great many Fools, whom the other wheedle
and cajole with many plausible Pretences, according
to the Opportunity, and the Humour of those they
manage. . . .

I will not pretend to justifie all the Actions of our
Princes, but it is much more Difficult; nay, it is impos-
sible to justifie, or honestly excuse the Behaviour of
our People towards them. Tyranny and Oppression are
no doubt a grievance; they are so to the Prince, as well
as to the Subject. Nor shou'd I think a Prince wou'd fall
into them, unless seduc’d by some of his Flattering
Courtiers and Ambitious Ministers; and therefore our
Law very Reasonably provides, that these, and these
only, shou’d suffer for it. But are Sedition and Rebel-
lion no Grievances? they are not less, perhaps more
Grievous than Tyranny, even to the People; for they
expose us to the Oppression of a multitude of Tyrants.
And as we here in this Nation may have suffer'd by the
former, so have we oftner and much more grievously
by the latter. The accursed Roots of which are I fear
still left among us, and there are but too many wicked
ones who cultivate these Tares with the utmost Arts
and Industry. May GOD inspire the Heart of his Vice-
regent with the Spirit of Courage and Understanding,
to restrain and keep under all such workers of Iniquity,
as turn Religion into Rebellion, and Faith into Faction.
That so She may never leave it in their power to prevail
either against her Royal Person or her Good and Faith-
ful Subjects, or to triumph in the Ruin of GOD’s Church
among us; seeing they have not fail'd upon occasion to
give us too evident Proof, that when they have the
Power to hurt, they never want the Inclination.

FINIS
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Phillis Wheatley (1753?-84)

Phillis Wheatley was one of the most renowned of
poets in colonial America even though she was born in
Africa and brought to the American colonies as a slave
when she was a child. Although scholars are unsure of
her birth place, the consensus is that she was bom in
Senegal and brought to Boston in 1761. She was then
purchased by John and Susanna Wheatley. John Wheat-
ley was a tailor who was also a successful merchant. The
family was part of the evangelical reform movement in
American Protestantism, prominent in Boston during
the mid-eighteenth century. The Wheatleys quickly came
to recognize the strong intellectual abilities of the young
girl, and they decided to educate her along with their
own children. She was even taught Latin, certainly
something most white girls would not have studied in
eighteenth-century Britain or New England.

While still quite young, she began writing poetry
and in 1767 published her first poem in the Newport
Mercury. Wheatley wrote in a formal style popular in
her time, focusing often on religious topics but placing
them in a universal context touching on questions of
creation and teleology, issues of good and evil, and
metaphysical questions more broadly. She has some-
times been criticized by current scholars seeking the
roots of African American or feminist literature. She
almost never spoke from her identity as a woman, but
she did remind her readers that she came from another
land, was not free, and could never share their free
existence. In 1770 she published “Africa,” a poem on her
homeland. She later expressly contrasted the claims of
freedom and independence from Britain put forward by
colonialists against the condition of herself, and others
like her, who were brought to American shores in chains.
Her origins were laid out in “To S.M., a Young African
Painter, On Seeing His Works” and “On Being Brought
from Africa to America.” Because of the fear of doubt
concerning her authorship, the latter poem contained a
foreword by eighteen prominent American men verify-
ing that Phillis Wheatley was indeed its author.

In 1773 Wheatley traveled to Britain with a collec-
tion of her poems, entitled Poems on Various Subjects,
Religious and Moral. With its publication in England,
she became the first African American to publish a book,
but the volume was not published in the colonies until
1777.In 1770 she had published a poem, “On the death
of the Rev. Mr. George Whitefield” (Whitefield had
been chaplain to the Countess of Huntingdon), and
during her stay in England she was the guest of the
countess, to whom she dedicated the book. Following a
triumphal tour of Britain, where she especially capti-

da, and Berenice Carroll. Wome

ded on behalf of Unknown Institution

vated London literary society, she returned to Boston.
The Wheatleys emancipated her, but she continued to
live in their household.

In 1768 Wheatley had written “To the King's Most
Excellent Majesty,” praising George Il for the repeal of
the Stamp Act. But as the American Revolution ap-
proached, she wrote a number of poems siding with the
colonists against his rule and that of the British parlia-
ment. She wrote verses praising individual leaders of the
American Revolution, including one entitled “To His
Excellency General Washington” in 1775, when he was
appointed commander in chief of the continental army,
and “On the Death of General Wooster,” written in
1778.

Following the breakup of the Wheatley family with
the death of John Wheatley, Phillis married a free black
man, John Peters. The marriage between Peters and
Wheatley was not a happy one, but she continued to
write poetry and managed a boardinghouse as well. Not
only did she have personal problems with her husband,
but the family suffered great poverty and she had to
devote much of her time to securing her family’s eco-
nomic survival. She published the poem “Liberty and
Peace, A Poem” in 1784 and was planning a second
volume of poetry when she died shortly after the birth of
her third child in 1784.

While many prominent Americans praised her work,
Thomas Jefferson denied that she could be considered
seriously as a poet, in keeping with his arguments about
the inherent inferiority of blacks. Wheatley was treated
as an oddity by those who found it remarkable that a
slave girl was educated and wrote poetry. Her abilities
were cited by early abolitionists pointing out the evils of
slavery. She was used as well by Jefferson and others
upholding racist values as standing for what they saw
as the ridiculous pretensions of black Americans who
claimed to possess abilities similar to their white broth-
ers and sisters. Later, she was criticized by some black
scholars for not sufficiently identifying with her race; the
religious, rational, and nonemotional quality of her
verse was said to reveal her over-great identification with
her white owners and their circle of friends.

Few have found it possible to treat her on her own
terms, as a young African American poet who was deeply
religious and who wrote in the literary form popular in
her age. Her reliance on Alexander Pope as a model may
have limited the range of topics to which her works were
addressed, but it was a common practice among young
poets of her generation. Nor can she be fairly judged
either as an inferior imitator or as a writer without
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conscious identity of race or gender, conforming too
greatly to the values of middle-class, Protestant Boston.
Though she gained support especially from Susanna
Wheatley and the circle of evangelical women to which
she belonged, this did not define Phillis Wheatley's per-
sonal identity. One can find expressions of such identity
not simply in her few poems about Africa and slavery
but also in the fervent support for values of indepen-
dence and liberty characterizing her poems supporting
the American Revolution, and perhaps most poignantly
in one of her earliest poems, “To the University of Cam-
bridge, in New England,” which reflected her frustrated
intellectual goals as a black, a slave, and a female, in
contrast to Harvard students of her age.

Washington and other leaders wrote her letters prais-
ing her writing, and the crowds of London flocked to see
a sight as strange as a young American slave writing
verse. Although the Wheatleys were kind to her and en-
abled her to pursue the career of a writer, after she left
that family, she suffered the poverty facing free blacks
living in eighteenth-century America. Not seeming to fit
in any world, she ultimately died young, so distant from
the fame she gained as the almost unbelievable blazing
star, a young female slave poet. While those most inter-
ested in the works of Phillis Wheatley continue to be
literary scholars, recent essays have concentrated on her
biography, her place in eighteenth-century religious and
intellectual production, and studies of her poetry as an
expression of her perspective as a slave and African
American, her “subtle war” against slave society (see
especially Willard, 1995).

The following selections are from Poems on Various
Subjects, Religious and Moral (1773) and from Will-
iam H. Robinson’s Phyllis Wheatley and Her Writings
(1984).

HLS

Sources and Suggested Readings

Barker-Benfield, G. J. “Phillis Wheatley.” Portraits of
American Women: From Settlement to the Present. New
York: St. Martin’s Press, 1991.

Bennett, Paula Bernat, ed. Nineteenth-Century American
Women Poets: An Anthology. Malden, Mass.
Blackwell, 1998.

Burke, Helen M. “The Rhetoric and Politics of Marginal-
ity: The Subject of Phillis Wheatley.” Tulsa Studies in
Women'’s Literature 10, 1 (1991): 31-45.

Felker, Christopher. “The Tongues of the Learned Are In-
sufficient’: Phillis Wheatley, Publishing Objectives, and
Personal Liberty.” In Texts and Textuality: Textual In-
stability, Theory, and Interpretation, ed. Philip Cohen,
81-119. New York: New York University Press, 1997.

Foster, Frances Smith. Written by Herself: Literary
Production by African American Women, 1746-1892.
Bloomington: Indiana University Press, 1993.

Gates, Henry Louis. Figures in Black: Words, Signs, and the
“Racial” Self. New York: Oxford University Press,
1987.

Grimsted, David. “Anglo-American Racism and Phillis
Wheatley’s ‘Sable Veil,’ ‘Length’'ned Chain,’ and
‘Knitted Heart.” Women in the Age of the American
Revolution. Charlottesville: University Press of
Virginia, 1989.

Jordan, June. “The Difficult Miracle of Black Poetry in
America.” Massachusetts Review 27 (Summer 1986):
252-62.

Levernier, James A. “Phillis Wheatley and the New
England Clergy.” Early American Literature 26, 1
{1991): 21-38.

Nott, Walt. “From ‘Uncultivated Barbarian’ to ‘Poetical
Genius’: The Public Presence of Phillis Wheatley.”
MELUS: The Journal of the Society for the Study of
Multi-Ethnic Literature of the United States 18, 3 (Fall
1993): 21-32.

O’Neale, Sondra. “A Slave’s Subtle War: Phillis Wheatley's
Use of Biblical Myth and Symbol.” Early American
Literature 21, 2 (1986): 144-65.

Richards, Phillip M. “Phillis Wheatley and Literary
Americanization.” American Quarterly 44, 2 (1992):
163-91.

Robinson, William H. Critical Essays on Phillis Wheatley.
Boston: G. K. Hall, 1982.

———. Phyllis Wheatley: A Bio-Bibliography. Boston: G. K.
Hall, 1981.

——. Phyllis Wheatley and Her Writings. New York:
Garland, 1984.

Scheick, William J. “Subjection and Prophecy in Phillis
Wheatley’s Verse Paraphrases of Scripture.” College
Literature 22, 3 (1995): 122-30.

Scruggs, Charles. “Phillis Wheatley and the Poetical
Legacy of Eighteenth-Century England.” Studies in
Eighteenth-Century Culture 10 (1981): 279-95.

Wheatley, Phillis [Peters]. Poems and Letters: First
Collected Edition. Ed. Charles F. Heartman. With an
Appreciation by Arthur A. Schomburg, Publisher and
date unknown. Reprinted: Miami, Fla.: Mnemosyne,
1969.

——. The Poems of Phillis Wheatley. Ed. Julian D. Mason,
Jr. Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press,
1989.

——. Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral.
London: Printed for A. Bell, Bookseller, Aldgate, 1773.

Willard, Carla. “Wheatley’s Turns of Praise: Heroic
Entrapment and the Paradox of Revolution.” American
Literature 67, 2 (June 1995): 233-56.

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Dz:r\\m\z;‘mnit24"m behalf of Unknown Institution



s

Poems on Various Subjects,

Religious and Moral (1773)

To the University of Cambridge,
in New-England. 1767.

While an intrinsic ardor prompts to write,
The muses promise to assist my pen;

"Twas not long since I left my native shore
The land of errors, and Egyptian gloom:
Father of mercy, 'twas thy gracious hand
Brought me in safety from those dark abodes.

Students, to you 'tis giv'n to scan the heights
Above, to traverse the ethereal space,
And mark the systems of revolving worlds.
Still more, ye sons of science ye receive
The blissful news by messengers from heav'n,
How Jesus’ blood for your redemption flows.
See him with hands out-stretcht upon the cross;
Immense compassion in his bosom glows;
He hears revilers, nor resents their scorn:
What matchless mercy in the Son of God!
When the whole human race by sin had fall'n,
He deign’d to die that they might rise again,
And share with him in the sublimest skies,
Life without death, and glory without end.

Improve your privileges while they stay,
Ye pupils, and each hour redeem, that bears
Or good or bad report of you to heav'n.
Let sin, that baneful evil to the soul,
By you be shunn’d, nor once remit your guard;
Suppress the deadly serpent in its egg.
Ye blooming plants of human race divine,
An Ethiop tells you 'tis your greatest foe;
Its transient sweetness turns to endless pain,
And in immense perdition sinks the soul.

To the KING’S Most Excellent Majesty. 1768.

Your subjects hope, dread Sire—

The crown upon your brows may flourish long,
And that your arm may in your God be strong!
O may your sceptre num'’rous nations sway,
And all with love and readiness obey!

But how shall we the British king reward!
Rule thou in peace, our father, and our lord!
Midst the remembrance of thy favours past,
The meanest peasants most admire the last.*

Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral (1773)

May George, belov'd by all the nations round,

Live with heav'ns choicest constant blessings
crown'd!

Great God, direct, and guard him from on high,

And from his head let ev'ry evil fly!

And may each clime with equal gladness see

A monarch’s smile can set his subjects free!

*The Repeal of the Stamp Act.

On being brought from Africa to America.

"Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul to understand
That there’s a God, that there’s a Saviour too:
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.
Some view our sable race with scornful eye,
“Their colour is a diabolic die.”

Remember, Christians, Negros, black as Cain,
May be refin’d, and join th’ angelic train.

On the Death of the Rev. Mr. GEORGE
WHITEFIELD. 1770.

Hail, happy saint, on thine immortal throne,
Possest of glory, life, and bliss unknown;

We hear no more the music of thy tongue,
Thy wonted auditories cease to throng.

Thy sermons in unequall’d accents flow'd,
And ev'ry bosom with devotion glow'd;
Thou didst in strains of eloquence refin’d
Inflame the heart, and captivate the mind.
Unhappy we the setting sun deplore,

So glorious once, but ah! it shines no more.

Behold the prophet in his towring flight!
He leaves the earth for heav'n’s unmeasur'd height,
And worlds unknown receive him from our sight.
There Whitefield wings with rapid course his way,
And sails to Zion through vast seas of day.
Thy pray’rs, great saint, and thine incessant cries
Have pierc’d the bosom of thy native skies.
Thou moon hast seen, and all the stars of light,
How he has wrestled with his God by night.
He pray'd that grace in ev’ry heart might dwell,
He long'd to see America excel;
He charg'd its youth that ev'ry grace divine
Should with full lustre in their conduct shine;
That Saviour, which his soul did first receive,
The greatest gift that ev'n a God can give;
He freely offer'd to the num’rous throng,
That on his lips with listning pleasure hung,

“Take him, ye wretched, for your only good,
“Take him ye starving sinners, for your food;
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Phillis Wheatley

“Ye thirsty, come to this life-giving stream,

“Ye preachers, take him for your joyful theme;
“Take him my dear Americans, he said,

“Be your complaints on his kind bosom laid:
“Take him, ye Africans, he longs for you,
“Impartial Saviour is his title due:

“Wash’d in the fountain of redeeming blood,
“You shall be sons, and kings, and priests to God.”

Great Countess,* we Americans revere
Thy name, and mingle in thy grief sincere;
New England deeply feels, the Orphans moum,
Their more than father will no more return.

But, though arrested by the hand of death,
Whitefield no more exerts his lab’ring breath,
Yet let us view him in th’ eternal skies,

Let ev'ry heart to this bright vision rise;
While the tomb safe retains its sacred trust,
Till life divine re-animates his dust.

*The Countess of Huntingdon, to whom Mr.
Whitefield was Chaplain.

Thoughts on the Works of Providence.

Arise, my soul, on wings enraptur'd, rise

To praise the monarch of the earth and skies,
Whose goodness and beneficence appear

As round its centre moves the rolling year,

Or when the morning glows with rosy charms,
Or the sun slumbers in the ocean’s arms:

Of light divine be a rich portion lent

To guide my soul, and favour my intent.
Celestial muse, my arduous flight sustain,
And raise my mind to a seraphic strain!

Ador’d for ever be the God unseen,
Which round the sun revolves this vast machine,
Though to his eye its mass a point appears:
Ador'd the God that whirls surrounding spheres,
Which first ordain’d that mighty Sol should reign
The peerless monarch of th’ ethereal train:
Of miles twice forty millions is his height,
And yet his radiance dazzles mortal sight
So far beneath —from him th’ extended earth
Vigour derives, and ev'ry flow'ry birth:
Vast through her orb she moves with easy grace
Around her Phoebus in unbounded space;
True to her course th’ impetuous storm derides,
Triumphant o’er the winds, and surging tides.

Almighty, in these wond'rous works of thine,
What Pow’r, what Wisdom, and what Goodness shine?

And are thy wonders, Lord, by men explor'd,
And yet creating glory unador'd!

Creation smiles in various beauty gay,
While day to night, and night succeeds to day:
That Wisdom, which attends Jehovah’s ways,
Shines most conspicuous in the solar rays:
Without them, destitute of heat and light,
This world would be the reign of endless night:
In their excess how would our race complain,
Abhorring life! how hate its length’ned chain!
From air adust what num’rous ills would rise?
What dire contagion taint the burning skies?
What pestilential vapours, fraught with death,
Would rise, and overspread the lands beneath?

Hail, smiling morn, that from the orient main
Ascending dost adorn the heav'nly plain!
So rich, so various are thy beauteous dies,
That spread through all the circuit of the skies,
That, full of thee, my soul in rapture soars,
And thy great God, the cause of all adores.

O’er beings infinite his love extends,
His Wisdom rules them, and his Pow’r defends.
When tasks diurnal tire the human frame,
The spirits faint, and dim the vital flame,
Then too that ever active bounty shines,
Which not infinity of space confines.
The sable veil, that Night in silence draws,
Conceals effects, but shews th’Almighty Cause;
Night seals in sleep the wide creation fair,
And all is peaceful but the brow of care.
Again, gay Phoebus, as the day before,
Wakes evry eye, but what shall wake no more;
Again the face of nature is renew’d,
Which still appears harmonious, fair, and good.
May grateful strains salute the smiling morn,
Before its beams the eastern hills adorn!

Shall day to day and night to night conspire
To show the goodness of the Almighty Sire?
This mental voice shall man regardless hear,
And never, never raise the filial pray’r?
To-day, O hearken, nor your folly mourn
For time mispent, that never will return.

But see the sons of vegetation rise,
And spread their leafy banners to the skies.
All-wise Almighty Providence we trace
In trees, and plants, and all the flow’ry race;
As clear as in the nobler frame of man,
All lovely copies of the Maker’s plan.
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The pow’r the same that forms a ray of light,
That call'd creation from eternal night.

“Let there be light,” he said: from his profound
Old Chaos heard, and trembled at the sound;
Swift as the word, inspir'd by pow’r divine,
Behold the light around its maker shine,

The first fair product of th’ omnific God,

And now through all his works diffus'd abroad.

As reason’s pow’rs by day our God disclose,
So we may trace him in the night’s repose:
Say what is sleep? and dreams how passing strange!
When action ceases, and ideas range
Licentious and unbounded o’er the plains,
Where Fancy’s queen in giddy triumph reigns.
Hear in soft strains the dreaming lover sigh
To a kind fair, or rave in jealousy;
On pleasure now, and now on vengeance bent,
The lab’ring passions struggle for a vent.
What pow'’r, O man! thy reason then restores,
So long suspended in nocturnal hours?
What secret hand returns the mental train,
And gives improv'd thine active pow’rs again?
From thee, O man, what gratitude should rise!
And, when from balmy sleep thou op’st thine eyes,
Let thy first thoughts be praises to the skies.
How merciful our God who thus imparts
O’erflowing tides of joy to human hearts,
When wants and woes might be our righteous lot,
Our God forgetting, by our God forgot!

Among the mental pow’rs a question rose,
“What most the image of th” Eternal shows?”
When thus to Reason (so let Fancy rove)

Her great companion spoke immortal Love.

“Say, mighty pow’r, how long shall strife prevail,
“And with its murmurs load the whispring gale?
“Refer the cause to Recollection’s shrine,

“Who loud proclaims my origin divine,

“The cause whence heav'n and earth began to be,
“And is not man immortaliz’d by me?

“Reason let this most causeless strife subside.”
Thus Love pronounc’d, and Reason thus reply'd.

“Thy birth, celestial queen! ’tis mine to own,
“In thee resplendent is the Godhead shown;
“Thy words persuade, my soul enraptur'd feels
“Resistless beauty which thy smile reveals.”
Ardent she spoke, and, kindling at her charms,
She clasp'd the blooming goddess in her arms.

Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral (1773)

Appears: this ev'ry creature’s wants supplies;

This most is heard in Nature’s constant voice,
This makes the morn, and this the eve rejoice;
This bids the fostring rains and dews descend

To nourish all, to serve one gen'ral end,

The good of man: yet man ungrateful pays

But little homage, and but little praise.

To him, whose works array’'d with mercy shine,
What songs should rise, how constant, how divine!

Isaiah Ixiii. I-8

Say, heav’'nly muse, what king, or mighty God,
That moves sublime from Idumea’s road?

In Bozrab’s dies, with martial glories join'd,
His purple vesture waves upon the wind.

Why thus enrob’d delights he to appear

In the dread image of the Pow’r of war?

Compress'd in wrath the swelling wine-press
groan’d,
It bled, and pour'd the gushing purple round.

“Mine was the act,” th’ Almighty Saviour said,
And shook the dazzling glories of his head,
“When all forsook I trod the press alone,

“And conquer'd by omnipotence my own;

“For man’s release sustain’d the pond’rous load,
“For man the wrath of an immortal God:

“To execute th’ Eternal’s dread command

“My soul I sacrific’d with willing hand;

“Sinless I stood before the avenging frown,
“Atoning thus for vices not my own.”

His eye the ample field of battle round
Survey'd, but no created succours found;

His own omnipotence sustain’d the fight,

His vengeance sunk the haughty foes in night;
Beneath his feet the prostrate troops were spread,
And round him lay the dying, and the dead.

Great God, what light'ning flashes from thine
eyes?
What pow'r withstands if thou indignant rise?

Against thy Zion though her foes may rage,
And all their cunning, all their strength engage,
Yet she serenely on thy bosom lies,

Smiles at their arts, and all their force defies.

On Imagination.

Thy various works, imperial queen, we see,
How bright their forms! how deck’d with pomp by

M ’
Infinite Love where’er we turn our eyes thee!
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Phillis Wheatley

Thy wond'rous acts in beauteous order stand,
And all attest how potent is thine hand.

From Helicon’s refulgent heights attend,
Ye sacred choir, and my attempts befriend:
To tell her glories with a faithful tongue,
Ye blooming graces, triumph in my song.

Now here, now there, the roving Fancy flies,
Till some lov'd object strikes her wand'ring eyes,
Whose silken fetters all the senses bind,

And soft captivity involves the mind.

Imagination! who can sing thy force?
Or who describe the swiftness of thy course?
Soaring through air to find the bright abode,
Th’ empyreal palace of the thund’ring God,
We on thy pinions can surpass the wind,
And leave the rolling universe behind:
From star to star the mental optics rove,
Measure the skies, and range the realms above.
There in one view we grasp the mighty whole,
Or with new worlds amaze th’ unbounded soul.

Though Winter frowns to Fancy’s raptur'd eyes
The fields may flourish, and gay scenes arise;
The frozen deeps may break their iron bands,
And bid their waters murmur o’er the sands.

Fair Flora may resume her fragrant reign,

And with her flow’ry riches deck the plain;
Sylvanus may diffuse his honours round,

And all the forest may with leaves be crown’d:
Show’rs may descend, and dews their gems disclose,
And nectar sparkle on the blooming rose.

Such is thy pow’r, nor are thine orders vain,
O thou the leader of the mental train:
In full perfection all thy works are wrought,
And thine the sceptre o’er the realms of thought.
Before thy throne the subject-passions bow,
Of subject-passions sov'reign ruler Thou;
At thy command joy rushes on the heart,
And through the glowing veins the spirits dart.

Fancy might now her silken pinions try
To rise from earth, and sweep th’ expanse on high;
From Tithon’s bed now might Aurora rise,
Her cheeks all glowing with celestial dies,
While a pure stream of light o’erflows the skies.
The monarch of the day I might behold,
And all the mountains tipt with radiant gold,
But I reluctant leave the pleasing views,
Which Fancy dresses to delight the Muse;
Winter austere forbids me to aspire,

And northern tempests damp the rising fire;
They chill the tides of Fancy’s flowing sea,
Cease then, my song, cease the unequal lay.

To the Right Honourable William, Earl of

Dartmouth, His Majesty’s Principal Secretary

of State for North-America, Ge. (1773)

Hail, happy day, when, smiling like the morn,
Fair Freedom rose New-England to adorn:

The northern clime beneath her genial ray,
Dartmouth, congratulates thy blissful sway:
Elate with hope her race no longer mourns,
Each soul expands, each grateful bosom burns,
While in thine hand with pleasure we behold
The silken reins, and Freedom’s charms unfold.
Long lost to realms beneath the northern skies
She shines supreme, while hated faction dies:
Soon as appear'd the Goddess long desir'd,
Sick at the view, she languish’d and expir'd;
Thus from the splendors of the morning light
The owl in sadness seeks the caves of night.

No more, America, in mournful strain
Of wrongs, and grievance unredress'd complain,
No longer shall thou dread the iron chain,
Which wanton Tyranny with lawless hand
Had made, and with it meant t’ enslave the land.

Should you, my lord, while you peruse my song,
Wonder from whence my love of Freedom sprung,
Whence flow these wishes for the common good,
By feeling hearts alone best understood,

I, young in life, by seeming cruel fate

Was snatch’d from Afric’s fancy'd happy seat:
What pangs excruciating must molest,

What sorrows labour in my parent’s breast?
Steel’d was that soul and by no misery mov'd
That from a father seiz'd his babe belov'd:
Such, such my case. And can I then but pray
Others may never feel tyrannic sway?

For favours past, great Sir, our thanks are due,
And thee we ask thy favours to renew,
Since in thy pow', as in thy will before,
To sooth the griefs, which thou did’st once deplore.
May heav'nly grace the sacred sanction give
To all thy works, and thou for ever live
Not only on the wings of fleeting Fame,
Though praise immortal crowns the patriot’s name,
But to conduct to heav'ns refulgent fane,
May fiery coursers sweep th’ ethereal plain,
And bear thee upwards to that blest abode,
Where, like the prophet, thou shalt find thy God.
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Other writings
[Virginia Gazette, March 20, 1776}

To His Excellency General Washington

Celestial choir! enthron’d in realms of light,
Columbia’s scenes of glorious toils I write.

While freedom’s cause her anxious breast alarms,
She flashes dreadful in refulgent arms.

See mother earth her offspring’s fate bemoan,
And nations gaze at scenes before unknown!

See the bright beams of heaven’s revolving light
Involv'd in sorrows and the veil of night!

The goddess comes, she moves divinely fair,
Olive and laurel bind her golden hair:
Wherever shines this native of the skies,
Unnumber'd charms and recent graces rise.

Muse! how propitious, while my pen relates
How pour her armies through a thousand gates;
As when Eolus heaven’s fair face deforms,
Enwrap’d in tempest, and a night of storms;
Astonish’d ocean feels the wild uproar,

The refluent surges beat the sounding shore;
Or thick as leaves in autumn’s golden reign,
Such, and so many, moves the warrior train.
In bright array they seek the work of war,
Where high unfurl'd the ensign waves in air.
Shall I to Washington their praise recite?
Enough thou know’st them in the fields of fight.
Thee, first in place and honours,—we demand
The grace and glory of thy martial band.
Fam’d for thy valour, for thy virtues more,
Hear every tongue thy guardian aid implore!

One century scarce perform'd its destin’d round,

When Gallic powers Columbia’s fury found;
And so may you, whoever dares disgrace

The land of freedom’s heaven-defended race!
Fixd are the eyes of nations on the scales,
For in their hopes Columbia’s arm prevails.
Anon Britannia droops the pensive head,
While round increase the rising hills of dead.
Ah! cruel blindness to Columbia’s state!
Lament thy thirst of boundless power too late.

Proceed, great chief, with virtue on thy side,
Thy every action let the goddess guide.
A crown, a mansion, and a throne that shine,
With gold unfading, WASHINGTON! be thine.

Other writings (1774-84)

On the Death of General Wooster (1778)

From this the Muse rich consolation draws

He nobly perish’d in his Country’s cause

His Country’s Cause that ever fird his mind
Where martial flames, and Christian virtues join'd.
How shall my pen his warlike deeds proclaim
Or paint them fairer on the list of Fame—
Enough, great Chief—now wrapt in Shades around
Thy grateful Country shall thy praise resound —
Tho’ not with mortals’ empty praise elate

That vainest vapour to th’ immortal State

Inly serene the expiring hero lies

And thus (while heav'nward roll his swimming eyes)
Permit, great power while yet my fleeting breath
And Spirits wander to the verge of Death—
Permit me yet to paint fair freedom’s charms
For her the Continent shines bright in arms

By thy high will, celestial prize she came—

For her we combat on the field of fame
Without her presence vice maintains full sway
And social love and virtue wing their way

O still propitious be thy guardian care

And lead Columbia thro’ the toils of war.

With thine hand conduct them and defend
And bring the dreadful contest to an end—

For ever grateful let them live to thee

And keep them ever Virtuous, brave, and free —
But how, presumptuous shall we hope to find
Divine acceptance with th’ Almighty mind—
While yet, O deed ungenerous! they disgrace
And hold in bondage Afric’s blameless race?
Let virtue reign —And thou accord our prayers
Be victory our’s, and generous freedom theirs.
The hero pray'd—the wond'ring Spirit fled

And sought the unknown regions of the dead ~
Tis thine fair partner of his life, to find

The virtuous path and follow close behind—

A little moment steals him from thy sight

He waits thy coming to the realms of light
Freed from his labours in the ethereal Skies
Where in succession endless pleasures rise!

Liberty and Peace (1784)

Lo freedom comes. Th’ prescient muse foretold,
All eyes th” accomplish’d prophecy behold:

Her port describ’d, “She moves divinely fair,
Olive and laurel bind her golden hair.”

She, the bright progeny of Heaven, descends,
And every grace her sovereign step attends;

For now kind Heaven, indulgent to our prayer,
In smiling peace resolves the din of war.

Fix'd in Columbia her illustrious line,
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Phillis Wheatley

And bids in thee her future council shine.

To every realm her portals open’d wide,
Receives from each the full commercial tide.
Each art and science now with rising charms,
Th’ expanding heart with emulation warns.

E’en great Britannia sees with dread surprise,
And from the dazzling splendor turns her eyes.
Britain, whose navies swept th’ Atlantic o’er,
And thunder sent to every distant shore;

E’en thou, in manners cruel as thou art,

The sword resign’d, resume the friendly part.
For Gallia’s power espous’'d Columbia’s cause,
And new-born Rome shall give Britannia laws,
Nor unremember’d in the grateful strain,

Shall princely Louis’ friendly deeds remain;

The generous prince th’ impending vengeance eyes,
Sees the fierce wrong and to the rescue flies.
Perish that thirst of boundless power, that drew
On Albion’s head the curse to tyrants due.

But thou appeas’'d submit to Heaven’s decree,
That bids this realm of freedom rival thee.

Now sheathe the sword that bade the brave atone
With guiltless blood for madness not their own.
Sent from th’ enjoyment of their native shore,
[l-fated —never to behold her more.

From every kingdom on Europe’s coast

Throng'd various troops, their glory, strength, and boast.
With heart-felt pity fair Hibernia saw

Columbia menac’d by the Tyrant’s law:

On hostile fields fraternal arms engage,

And mutual deaths, all dealt with mutual rage:
The muse’s ear hears mother earth deplore

Her ample surface smoke with kindred gore:
The hostile field destroys the social ties,

And everlasting slumber seals their eyes.
Columbia mourns, the haughty foes deride,

Her treasures plunder'd and her towns destroy'd:
Witness how Charlestown’s curling smokes arise,
In sable columns to the clouded skies.

The ample dome, high-wrought with curious toil,
In one sad hour the savage troops despoil.
Descending peace the power of war confounds;
From every tongue celestial peace resounds:

As from the east th’ illustrious king of day,

With rising radiance drives the shades away,

So freedom comes array'd with charms divine,
And in her train commerce and plenty shine.
Britannia owns her independent reign,

Hibernia, Scotia and the realms of Spain;

And great Germania’s ample coast admires

The generous spirit that Columbia fires.
Auspicious Heaven shall fill with fav'ring gales,
Where ¢’er Columbia spreads her swelling sails:
To every realm shall peace her charms display,
And heavenly freedom spread her golden ray.

[Massachusetts Spy, March 24, 1774]:

The following is an extract of a letter from
Phillis, a Negro girl of Mr. Wheatley’s of
this town to the Reverend Samson Occom,
which we are desired to insert as a specimen
of her ingenuity. It is dated the 11th of
February, 1774.

Reverend and honoured Sir,

I have this Day received your obliging kind Epistle,
and am greatly satished with your Reasons respecting
the negroes, and think highly reasonable what you
offer in Vindication of their natural Rights: Those that
invade them cannot be insensible that the divine Light
is insensibly chasing away the thick Darkness which
broods over the Land of Africa; and the Chaos which
has reigned so long is converting into beautiful Order,
and reveals more and more clearly the glorious Dis-
pensation of civil and religious Liberty, which are so
inseparably united, that there is little or no Enjoyment
of one without the other: Otherwise, perhaps the Isra-
elites had been less solicitous for their Freedom from
Egyptian slavery; I do not say they would have been
contented without it, by no means, for in every human
Breast, God has implanted a Principle, which we call
Love of Freedom; it is impatient of oppression, and
pants for Deliverance—and by the Leave of our mod-
emn Egyptians I will assert that the same principle lives
in us. God grant Deliverance in his own Way and
Time, and get him honour upon all those whose
Avaraice impels them to countenance and help for-
ward the Calamities of their fellow Creatures. This I
desire not for their Hurt, but to convince them of the
strange Absurdity of their Conduct whose Words and
Actions are so diametrically opposite. How well the
Cry for Liberty, and the reverse Disposition for the
exercise of oppressive power over others agree I hum-
bly think it does not require the penetration of a Phi-
losopher to determine.
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Olympe de Gouges (1748?7-93)

Olympe de Gouges is best known for her response to
the National Assembly’s adoption at the outset of the
French Revolution of its famous set of principles, Decla-
ration of the Rights of Man and Citizen, in August
1789. She replied in 1791 with the Declaration of the
Rights of Woman and Citizen. This declaration both
pointed to women’s omission from the general goals of
the French Revolution and laid out principles that pos-
tulated not simply women’s equal political standing but
their inclusion within a broader set of concepts about
the nature of human beings and their inclusion within
the values articulated in Rousseau’s social contract.

The basic information about de Gouges’s life is not
easily discerned. It seems fairly certain that she was
born in the town of Montauban in 1748; even so, she
altered her date of birth to appear younger as she ad-
vanced in years. Her birth name was Marie Gouze and
her legal father was listed as a butcher, but she claimed
that she was actually the daughter of the Marquis de
Pompignan. She was married in 1765 at age seventeen
to Louis-Yves Aubry, a minor official in Montauban,
and had one son, Pierre, later a state’s attorney. We
know very little about her relationship with her husband
or their economic setting. It is also unclear whether she
left him before his death, but she was widowed early
and left Montauban in 1767, only two years after her
marriage, when she followed her sister Jeanne to Paris.
Jeanne had sometimes signed her name as “Gouges,”
perhaps an alternate spelling of the family patronymic,
but the name “Olympe de Gouges” came neither from
her father nor her hushand. By adopting her own name
and pursuing an independent life in Paris, de Gouges
worked hard to guarantee herself an independent iden-
tity.

The principles of the Declaration written by Olym-
pe de Gouges reflect both the anger of a woman who saw
the actions of the National Assembly as arrogant and
ignorant and her desire to draft a set of broad-based
principles that would allow women to make the same
elevated claims that Enlightenment thinkers claimed
for men. The Declaration opens with an angry introduc-
tion in which she addresses the National Assembly di-
rectly (as representing men more broadly): “Who has
given you the sovereign authority to oppress my sex?”
She then moves to the body of the declaration and de-
mands that women be constituted a “National Assem-
bly” because “contempt for the rights of women” has led
to “public misfortune and . . . government corruption.”
The document continues to build a case for equal rights
of women citizens upon grounds of “nature and reason.”

Other than common citizenship with their brothers,
de Gouges demands that women be allowed to speak
in public, to have equal access to public jobs and re-
sponsibilities, to help make the laws, to make decisions
concerning taxation along with other citizens, and to
have as inviolate a claim on their property as men.
Following this set of demands, de Gouges turns her
attention to other women and asks them to “wake up” to
the forces of reason that are in the land. They have not
given sufficient attention to understanding and protect-
ing their own interests up to this point. If they do not
alter their passive and self-destructive ways and their
belief that they will thrive by dependence upon men,
they will never gain the strength that comes from well-
informed independence. While some women have got-
ten by on their beauty, they have always been subject to
being “set . . . free, without compensation, at an age
when the slave has lost all her charms.” She makes clear
the harm emerging from an integrated dependence that
comes from women’s nonpolitical standing, the legal
ties of an unequal marriage, and the immorality and
weakness that are attached to such realities. For the
good of themselves, as well as for the good of society,
women must fight to gain the standing and respect of
equals in French society, or they will gain nothing from
the Revolution. She concludes her Declaration with a
contract for an equal relationship between a man and a
woman. And thus for Olympe de Gouges the Revolution
had a dual purpose: to guarantee rights to all French
citizens and to forge equal relationships between indi-
vidual men and women.

Scholars have seen Olympe de Gouges’s emphasis
on the need to include women in the revolutionary
agenda, her writings on slavery and issues of race, and
her uncompromising call for principles of unalloyed
equality as one of the earliest integrated calls for a
broad-based principle of respect for all human beings as
individuals. That de Gouges submitted her Declaration
in 1791 was no accident; although the 1789 Declara-
tion put into place principles that omitted women, it
was the constitution of September 1791 that promul-
gated the rules, as well as the principles, that defined
only men as citizens of France. She realized this and
thought it was essential to challenge the foundational
principles of the Revolution before a constitution was
adopted by the people’s representatives.

De Gouges’s most important contribution to de-
bates about race and slavery at the outset of the French
Revolution was her play, L'esclavage des noirs (Black
Slavery, or The Happy Shipwreck), first produced at the
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Comédie-Frangaise in December 1789. Despite a nega-
tive reception from critics and contemporary commenta-
tors, the play was performed at the most prestigious
theater in Paris and was much discussed. Criticisms
were typical of those directed against women’s writings;
it was lambasted as melodramatic, and as a slight, non-
philosophical account of a serious political and moral
subject. The play was closed after only four performanc-
es, but it has been argued by Marie-Pierre Le Hir that it
had significant impact as “a powerful drama committed
to a double agenda of sociopolitical and dramatic re-
form” (Le Hir, 66).

De Gouges’s attempt to tell the stories of actual
slaves reflected her effort (and that of other cultural
critics of French neoclassical drama and comedy) to
replace the dramatic form of the seventeenth century
with a more natural reality. Her emphasis on nature
focuses on the inherent equality of all human beings,
whether separated by race or gender, with nature stand-
ing as much for liberty as for a primitive setting for
human relationships. In the preface to her play, de
Gouges separates slavery from any misguided vision of
racial inferiority: “It was force and prejudice that had
condemned them to the horrible slavery, in which Na-
ture plays no role.” She continues in her preface to call
for the end, or at least the amelioration, of slavery and to
judge French society by how it treats its weakest sub-
jects, especially slaves in French West Indian colonies.
Although the play reveals significant limits in de Gou-
ges’s understanding of racism and slavery, it presented
challenges that, along with her feminist demands in the
Declaration, combine to make her one of the most origi-
nal and radical critics of those who led the French
Revolution.

Even so, Olympe de Gouges did not advocate the
overthrow of the French monarchy, and she turned to
Marie Antoinette as an individual who might protect
the interests of the women of France. But as a political
activist, playwright, and author, de Gouges lost her life
because of her resistance to the Jacobin demands for a
national government and the end of monarchy, and for
her uncompromising feminist stance, as well as for her
troublesome reminders regarding the lack of black citi-
zenship in France and its colonies. She was arrested in
July 1793 and was executed in November of that year.
Immediately before her execution, the deputies of the
National Assembly passed the following resolution with
almost no debate on October 29: “The clubs and popu-
lar societies of women, under whatever denomination,
are prohibited.” In the same month as her execution, a
Parisian politician denounced a group of protesting
women, stating that they should remember the “shame-
less Olympe de Gouges, who was the first to set up
women’s clubs.” Thus while her execution has been ex-

plained in terms of her opposition to the radical direc-
tion the Revolution was taking in 1793, there is little
doubt that her public outspokenness and her feminist
stance also played a significant role in her death.

The following selections are taken from Doris Y.
Kadish and Frangoise Massardier-Kenney’s Translating
Slavery (1994) and from Women, the Family, and Free-
dom (1983), edited by Susan Groag Bell and Karen M.
Offen.
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Reflections on Negroes (1788)

T have always been interested in the deplorable fate
of the Negro race. I was just beginning to develop an
understanding of the world, at that age when children
hardly think about anything, when I saw a Negress for
the first time. Seeing her made me wonder and ask
questions about her color.

People I asked did not satisfy my curiosity and my
reason. They called those people brutes, cursed by
Heaven. As I grew up, I clearly realized that it was force
and prejudice that had condemned them to that hor-
rible slavery, in which Nature plays no role, and for
which the unjust and powerful interests of Whites are
alone responsible.

Convinced for a long time of this truth and troub-
led by their dreadful situation, I dealt with their story in
the very first work I wrote. Several men had taken an in-
terest in them and worked to lighten their burden; but
none of them had thought of presenting them on stage
in their costume and their color as I would have tried,
if the Comédie-Frangaise had not been against it.

Mirza had kept her native language, nothing was
more touching; itadded a lot to the interest of the play.
All the experts agreed, except for the actors at the
Comédie-Frangaise. But let us not talk about the re-
ception of my play. Now I hand it over to the Public.

Let us go back to the dreadful lot of the Negroes.
When will we turn our attention to changing it, or at
least to easing it? I know nothing about the Politics of
Governments; but they are fair. Now the Law of Na-
ture was never more apparent in them. People are
equal everywhere. Fair kings do not want any slaves;
they know that they possess obedient subjects, and
France will not abandon the wretched in their suffer-

Reflections on Negroes (1788)

ing, ever since greed and ambition have inhabited the
most remote islands. Europeans, thirsting for blood
and for this metal that greed calls gold, have made
Nature change in these happy lands. Fathers have
repudiated their children, sons have sacrificed their
fathers, brothers have fought, and the defeated have
been sold like cattle at the market. What am I saying?
It has become a trade in the four corners of the world.

Trading people! Heavens! And Nature does not
quake! If they are animals, are we not also like them?
How are the Whites different from this race? Itis in the
color. . . . Why do blonds not claim superiority over
brunettes who bear a resemblance to Mulattos? Why is
the Mulatto not superior to the Negro? Like all the
different types of animals, plants, and minerals that
Nature has produced, people’s color also varies. Why
does not the day argue with the night, the sun with the
moon, and the stars with the sky? Everything is differ-
ent, and herein lies the beauty of Nature. Why then
destroy its Work?

Is mankind not its most beautiful masterpiece?
Ottomans exploit Whites in the same way we exploit
Blacks. We do not accuse them of being barbarian or
inhuman, and we are equally cruel to people whose
only means of resistance is their submissiveness.

But when submissiveness once starts to flag, what
results from the barbaric despotism of the Islanders
and West-Indians? Revolts of all kinds, carnage in-
creased with the troops’ force, poisonings, and any
atrocities people can commit once they revolt. Is it not
monstrous of Europeans, who have acquired vast plan-
tations by exploiting others, to have Blacks flogged
from morning to night? These miserable souls would
cultivate their fields no less if they were allotted more
freedom and kindness.

Is their fate not among the most cruel, and their
labor the hardest, without having Whites inflict the
most horrible punishments on them, and for the small-
est fault? Some speak about changing their condition,
finding ways to ease it, without fearing that this race of
men misuse a kind of freedom that remains subordinate.

I understand nothing about Politics. Some predict
that widespread freedom would make the Negro race
as essential as the White race, and that after they have
been allowed to be masters of their lives, they will be
masters of their will, and able to raise their children at
their side. They will be more exactand diligent in their
work. Intolerance will not torment them anymore, and
the right to rise up like others will make them wiser
and more human. Deadly conspiracies will no longer
have to be feared. They will cultivate freely their own
land like the farmers in Europe and will not leave their
fields to go to foreign Nations.

Their freedom will lead some Negroes to desert
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their country, but much less than those who leave the
French countryside. Young people hardly come of age
with the requisite strength and courage, before they
are on their way to Paris to take up the noble occupa-
tion of lackey or porter. There are a hundred servants
for one position, whereas our fields lack farmers.

This freedom will produce a large number of idle,
unhappy, and bad persons of any kind. May each na-
tion set wise and salutary limits for its people; this is the
art of Sovereigns and Republican States.

My instincts could help, but I will keep myself
from presenting my opinion, for I should be more
knowledgeable and enlightened about the Politics of
Governments. As I have said, I do not know anything
about Politics, and I freely give my observations either
good or bad. I, more than anyone, must be interested
in the fate of these unfortunate Negroes since it has
been five years since I conceived a play based on their
tragic History.

I'have only one piece of advice to give to the actors
of the Comédie-Frangaise, and it is the only favor I will
ask of them, that is to wear the color and costume of the
Negro race. Never has the occasion been more oppor-
tune, and I hope that the Play will have an effect in
favor of these victims of Whites” ambition.

The costume will contribute greatly to the interest
of this Play, which will inspire the pens and the hearts
of our best writers. My goal will thus be attained, my
ambition satisfied, and the Comédie-Frangaise will be
honored rather than dishonored by the issue of color.

My happiness would be too immeasurable if | were
to see my Play performed as I wish. This weak sketch
would require a poignant group of scenes for it to serve
posterity. Painters ambitious enough to paint the tab-
leau would be considered Fathers of the wisest and
most worthwhile Humanity, and I am convinced that
they would favor the subject of this small Play over its
dramatic expression.

So, Ladies and Gentlemen, act out my Play, it has
waited Jong enough. As you have wanted, it is now
published. I join every Nation in asking for its produc-
tion, and I am convinced they will not disappoint me.
This feeling that could be considered self-pride in
others, results from the impact which the public out-
cry in favor of Negroes has had on me. Any reader who
appreciates my work will be convinced of my sincerity.

Forgive me these last statements; they are painful
to express, but therein lies my right to them. Farewell
Ladies and Gentlemen, act my play as you see fit; [
shall not attend the rehearsals. I turn over all rights to
my son; may he make good use of them and protect
himself from becoming a Writer for the Comédie-
Frangaise. If he believes me, he will never pick up a
pen to write Literature.

e,

Black Slavery, or The Happy
Shipwreck (1789)

Preface

In the Dark Ages men made war; in the most En-
lightened Age, they want to destroy themselves. Will
there ever be a science, a regime, an epoch, or an age
when men will live in peace? The Learned may dwell
upon and lose themselves in these metaphysical obser-
vations. I, a woman, who have only studied the good
principles of Nature, I no longer set forth man’s na-
ture; my rude learning has taught me to judge things
only after my soul. My works, therefore, bear but the
color of human nature.

Here, at last, is my Play, which avarice and ambi-
tion have proscribed, but which just men approve.
What must my opinion be of these varying opinions?
As an Author, I am permitted to approve this phil-
anthropical work; but as an earwitness of the disastrous
accounts of the troubles in America, [ should abhor my
Wortk, if an invisible hand had not performed this
revolution in which I did not participate except to
prophesy its occurrence. However, you blame me, you
accuse me without even having seen Black Slavery,
accepted in 1783 by the Comédie-Frangaise, printed
in 1786, and performed in December 1789. The Colo-
nists, whose cruel ambition was effortlessly satisfied,
won over the Comedians, and you can be sure . . . that
the interception of my Play did not hurt their receipts;
but it is neither the Comedians nor the Colonists
whom I wish to put on trial, it is rather myself.

I denounce myself publicly; here I am under ar-
rest: [ am going to plead my own case before this august
Tribunal, frivolous . . . but redoubtable. I deliver my-
self to a vote of conscience; I shall win or lose by a
majority.

The author and friend of the truth who has no
interest but to remind men of the charitable principles
of Nature, who respects laws and social conventions no
less, is still an estimable mortal, and if her writings do
not produce all the good that she had hoped for, she is
to be pitied more than blamed.

It is, therefore, important for me to convince the
Public and the detractors of my Work, of the purity of
my maxims. This work may lack talent but not morals.
It is by means of these morals that public opinion must
reconsider my case.

When the Public has read my Play, conceived in a
time when it was to appear as a Novel drawn from an
old Fairy tale play, it will recognize that it is the faithful
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tableau of the current situation in America. I give you,
today, in the fourth year of the Republic, my Play such
as it was approved under the despotism of the press. I
offer my Play to the Public as an authentic document,
which is necessary for my vindication. Is my work
inflammatory? No. Is it insurgent? No. Does it have a
moral? Yes, without doubt. What, then, do these Colo-
nists want from me when they speak of me in such
unsparing terms? But they are wretches; I pity them
and shall respect their deplorable fate; I shall not even
permit myself to remind them of their inhumanity: I
shall permit myself only to mention all that I have
written to preserve their properties and their most cher-
ished interests: my Play is proof thereof.

I shall now address myself to you, slaves, men of
color; perhaps I have an incontestable right to blame
your ferocity: cruel, you justify tyrants when you imi-
tate them. Most of your Masters were humane and
charitable, and in your blind rage you do not distin-
guish between innocent victims and your persecutors.
Men were not born in irons, and now you prove them
necessary. If force majeure is on your side, why exer-
cise all the fury of your fiery lands? Poison, irons,
daggers, they say you invent the most barbarous and
atrocious tortures with no effort. What cruelty! what
inhumanity! Ah! How you make them moan, they who
wanted to prepare you, by temperate means, a kinder
fate, a fate more worthy of envy than all those illusory
advantages whereby the authors of the calamities in
France and America have misled you. Tyranny will
follow you just as crime clings to depraved men. Noth-
ing will reconcile you with yourselves. Fear my predic-
tion, you know whether it be well-founded or not. My
pronouncements are based on reason and divine jus-
tice. I retract nothing: I abhor your Tyrants, your cru-
elties horrify me.

Ah! If my counsel reaches you, if you recognize its
worth, I dare believe that your untamed wits will be
calmed and that my counsel will restore harmony,
which is indispensable to the colonial commonweal
and to your own interests. These interests consist only
in social order, your rights within the wisdom of the
Law; this Law recognizes that all men are brothers; this
august Law that cupidity had plunged into chaos has
been finally extricated from the dark. If the savage, a
ferocious man, fails to recognize this Law, then he is
made for irons, to be tamed like a brute.

Slaves, people of color, you who live closer to
Nature than Europeans, than your Tyrants, recognize
these gentle laws and show that an enlightened Nation
was not mistaken to treat you like men and give you
rights that you never had in America. To draw nearer to
justice and humanity, remember, and never lose sight
of this, your Fatherland condemns you to a frightful
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servitude and your own parents put you up for sale:
men are hunted in your frightful climes like animals
are hunted elsewhere. The true Philosophy of the en-
lightened man prompts him to snatch his fellow-man
from the midst of a primitively horrible situation where
men not only sold one another, but where they still ate
each other. The true man has regards for all men.
These are my principles, which differ greatly from
those of these so-called defenders of Liberty, these fire-
brands, these incendiary spirits who preach equality
and liberty with all the authority and ferocity of Des-
pots. America, France, and perhaps the Universe, will
owe their fall to a few energumen that France has
produced, the decadence of Empires and the loss of
the arts and sciences. This is perhaps a fatal truth. Men
have grown old, they seem to want to be born again,
and according to the principles of Brissot, animal life
suits man perfectly; I love Nature more than he, she
has placed the laws of humanity and wise equality in
my soul; but when I consider this Nature, I often see
her in contradiction with her principles, and every-
thing then seems subordinate. Animals have their Em-
pires, Kings, Chiefs, and their reign is peaceable; an
invisible and charitable hand seems to conduct their
administration. I am not entirely an enemy of M.
Brissot’s principles, but I believe them impracticable
among men: | have treated this matter before him. I
dared, after the august Author of The Social Contract,
provide Man’s Original Happiness, published in 1789.
I wrote a Novel, and never will men be pure enough,
great enough, to recover this original happiness, which
I found only in a blissful fiction. Ah! If it were possible
for them to achieve this, the wise and humane laws
that I establish in this social contract would make all
men brothers, the Sun would be the true God that they
would invoke; but always fickle, the Social Contract,
Original Happiness and the august Work of M. Brissot
will always be chimerae and not a useful instruction.
Imitations of Jean-Jacques are defaced in this new re-
gime, what, then, would those of Madame de Gouges
and M. Brissotbe? It is easy, even for the mostignorant,
to make revolutions in paper notebooks; but, alas! ev-
ery People’s experience, and now the French experi-
ence, teaches me that the most learned and the most
wise do not establish their doctrines without produc-
ing all kinds of troubles.

I stray from the aim of my Preface, and time does
not permit me to give free reign to philosophical rea-
sons. It was a question of justifying Black Slavery,
which the odious Colonists had proscribed and pre-
sented as an incendiary work. Let the public judge and
pronounce, I await its decree for my justification.
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DRrAMATIS PERSONAE

Zamor, educated Indian

Mirza, young Indian, Zamor’s lover

M. de Saint-Frémont, Governor of an island
in the Indies

Mme de Saint-Frémont, his wife

Valere, French gentleman, Sophie’s husband
Sophie, M. de Saint-Frémont’s natural
daughter

Betzi, Mme de Saint-Frémont’s maid
Caroline, Slave

Indian, M. de Saint-Frémont'’s slave steward
Azor, M. de Saint-Frémont's valet

M. de Belfort, Major from the garrison
Judge

M. de Saint-Frémont’s Man-Servant

Old Indian

Several Indian Planters of both sexes, and
Slaves

Grenadiers and French Soldiers

THE SCENE IN THE FIRST ACT IS A DESERTED
ISLAND; IN THE SECOND, A LARGE, NEIGHBORING
CITY IN THE INDIES, AND IN THE THIRD, A
NEARBY PLANTATION.

Actl

SHORE OF A DESERTED ISLAND, SURROUNDED BY
STEEP CLIFFS, FROM WHICH THE HIGH SEA IS
VISIBLE IN THE DISTANCE. ON ONE SIDE IN
FRONT IS THE OPEN DOOR OF A HUT
SURROUNDED BY FRUIT TREES FROM THE
REGION: THE ENTRANCE TO A SEEMINGLY
IMPENETRABLE FOREST FILLS THE OTHER SIDE.
JUST AS THE CURTAIN RISES, A STORM AGITATES
THE WAVES: A SHIP HAS JUST BROKEN TO PIECES
ON THE ROCKS. THE WINDS DIE DOWN AND THE
SEA BECOMES CALM.

Scene 1

Zamor, Mirza

ZAMOR: Dispel your fears, my dear Mirza; this vessel
is not sent by our persecutors: as far as I can judge,
it is French. Alas! it has just broken to pieces on
these rocks, none of the crew has escaped.

MIRZA: Zamor, I fear only for you; punishment does
not frighten me; I shall bless my fate if we end our

ZAMOR: O my Mirza! How you move me!
MIRZA: Alas! What have you done? my love has ren-

dered you guilty. Without the unhappy Mirza you
would never have run away from the best of all
Masters, and you would not have killed his con-
fidential agent.

ZAMOR: The barbarian! he loved you, and that made

him your tyrant. Love rendered him fierce. The
tiger dared charge me with the chastisement that
he inflicted upon you for not wanting to respond
to his unbridled passion. The education that our
governor had given me added to the sensibility of
my rude manners and rendered the frightful des-
potism that commanded me to punish you even
more intolerable.

MIRZA: You should have let me die; you would be

beside our Governor who cherishes you like his
child. I have caused your troubles and his.

ZAMOR: Me, let you perish! Ah! Gods! Hey! Why

remind me of the virtues and kindnesses of this
respectable Master? I have performed my duty to
him: I have paid for his kindnesses, rather with
the tenderness of a son, than the devotion of a
slave. He believes me guilty, and that is what
renders my torment more frightful. He does not
know what a monster he had honored with his
confidence. I have saved my fellow-men from his
tyranny; but, my dear Mirza, let us destroy a mem-
ory too dear and too fatal: we no longer have any
protectors save Nature. Benevolent Mother! You
know our innocence. No, you will not abandon
us, and this deserted spot will hide us from all
eyes.

MIRZA: The little that I know, I owe to you, Zamor;

but tell me why Europeans and Planters have
such advantage over us, poor slaves? They are,
however, made like us: we are men like them:
why, then, such a great difference between their
kind and ours?

ZAMOR: That difference is very small; it exists only in

color; but the advantages that they have over us
are huge. Art has placed them above Nature: in-
struction has made Gods of them, and we are only
men. They use us in these climes as they use
animals in theirs. They came to these regions,
seized the lands, the fortunes of the Native Island-
ers, and these proud ravishers of the properties of
a gentle and peaceable people in its home, shed
all the blood of its noble victims, sharing amongst
themselves its bloody spoils and made us slaves as
areward for the riches that they ravished, and that
we preserve for them. These are their own fields
that they reap, sown with the corpses of the Plant-

days together. ers, and these crops are now watered with our
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sweat and our tears. Most of these barbaric mas-
ters treat us with a cruelty that makes Nature
shudder. Our wretched species has grown accus-
tomed to these chastisements. They take care not
to instruct us. If by chance our eyes were to open,
we would be horrified by the state to which they
have reduced us, and we would shake off a yoke as
cruel as it is shameful; but is it in our power to
change our fate? The man vilified by slavery has
lostall his energy, and the most brutalized among
us are the least unhappy. | have always shown the
same zeal to my master, but I have taken care not
to make my way of thinking known to my com-
rades. God! Divert the presage that still menaces
these climes, soften the hearts of our Tyrants, and
give man back the rights that he has lost in the
very bosom of Nature.

MIRZA: How we are to be pitied!

ZAMOR: Perhaps our fate will change before long. A
gentle and consoling morality has unveiled Euro-
pean error. Enlightened men gaze compassion-
ately upon us: we shall owe them the return of this
precious liberty, man’s primary treasure, of which
cruel ravishers have deprived us for so long.

MIRZA: I would be happy to be as well instructed as
you; but I only know how to love you.

ZAMOR: Your artlessness charms me; it is the imprint
of Nature. I leave you for a moment. Go and
gather some fruit. I am going to take a walk down
to the shore to collect the debris from this ship-
wreck. But, what do I see? A woman who is strug-
gling against the waves! Ah! Mirza, [ fly to her
rescue. Must excessive misfortune excuse us from
being humane? (He descends toward the rock)

Scene 11

MIRZA: (Alone) Zamor is going to save this poor un-
fortunate soul! How can I not adore such a ten-
der, compassionate heart? Now that I am un-
happy, I am more conscious of how sweet it is to
soothe the misfortunes of others. (She exits toward
the forest)

Scene 111

VALERE, ALONE, ENTERS FROM THE
OPPOSITE SIDE

VALERE: Nothing in sight on the agitated waves. O
my wife! You are lost forever! Hey! Could I sur-
vive you? No: I must be reunited with you. I
gathered my strength to save your life, and I have
only escaped the fury of the waves. [ breathe but
with horror: separated from you, each instant re-
doubles my sorrow. I search for you in vain, in
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vain do I call out your name: Your voice resounds
in my heart, but it does not strike my ear. I fly from
you. (He descends with difficulty and falls at the
back of the Theatre propped up against a boulder)
A thick cloud covers my eyes, my strength aban-
dons me! Almighty God, grant me strength that I
may drag myself as far as the sea! I can no longer
hold myself up. (He remains immobile from ex-
haustion)

Scene IV
Valére, Mirza

MIRZA, RUSHING UP AND CATCHING SIGHT OF
VALERE

MIRZA: Ah! God! Who is this man? Suppose he were
coming to lay hands on Zamor and separate me
from him! Alas! What would become of me? But,
no, perhaps he does not have so evil a scheme; he
is not one of our persecutors. I am suffering . . .
Despite my fears, I cannot help myself from com-
ing to his aid. I cannot see him in this state much
longer. He looks like a French man. (To Valére)
Monsieur, Frenchman . . . He does not respond.
What to do! (She calls out) Zamor, Zamor. (With
reflection) Let us climb upon the rock to see if he
is coming. (She runs up to it and immediately
climbs down) I do not see him. (She retums to
Valére) Frenchman, Frenchman, answer me? He
does notanswer. What help can I give him? I have
nothing; how unhappy I am! (Taking Valere’s arm
and striking his hand) Poor stranger, he is very ill,
and Zamor is not here: he has more strength than
I; but let us search in our hut for something that
will revive him. (She exits)

Scene V
Valere, Zamor, Sophie

ZAMOR, ENTERING FROM THE SIDE BY THE ROCK,
AND CARRYING SOPHIE WHO APPEARS TO HAVE
FAINTED IN HIS ARMS, GARBED IN A WHITE
DRESSING-GOWN, BELTED, AND WITH HER HAIR
DISHEVELED

ZAMOR: Regain your strength, Madame; I am only
an Indian slave, but I shall help you.

SOPHIE: (In a dying voice) Whoever you may be,
leave me. Your pity is more cruel to me than the
waves. | have lost what was most dear to me. Life
is odious to me. O Valere! O my spouse! What has
become of you?
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VALERE: Whose voice is that I hear? Sophie!

SOPHIE: (Noticing Valére) What do I see . . . It is he!

VALERE: (Getting up and falling at Sophles feet)
Almighty God! You have returned my Sophie to
me! O dear spouse! Object of my tears and my
tenderness! I succumb to my suffering and to my
Joy.

SOPHIE: Divine Providence! you have saved me!
Complete your work, and return my father to me.

Scene VI

VALERE, ZAMOR, SOPHIE, MIRZA, BRINGING
SOME FRUIT AND WATER; SHE ENTERS
RUNNING, AND SURPRISED TO SEE A WOMAN,
SHE STOPS

ZAMOR: Approach, Mirza, there is nothing to fear.
These are two unfortunates like us; they have
rights on our souls.

VALERE: Compasswnate being to whom I owe my
life and my spouse’s life! You are not a Savage; you
have neither the language nor the manners of
one. Are you the master of this Island?

ZAMOR: No, but we have been living here alone for
several days. You seem like a Frenchman to me. If
the company of slaves does not seem contempt-
ible to you, they will gladly share the possession of
this Island with you, and if destiny wills it, we
shall end our days together.

SOPHIE: (To Valére) How this language interests me!
(To the slaves) Generous mortals, I would accept
your offers, if I were not going farther to look for a
father whom I shall perhaps never find again! We
have been wandering the seas for two years, and
we have found no trace of him.

VALERE: Well then! Let us remain in this spot: let us
accept the hospitality of these Indians for awhile
and be persuaded, my dear Sophie, that by dint of
perseverance we shall find the author of your days
on this Continent.

SOPHIE: Cruel destiny! We have lost everything; how
can we continue our search?

VALERE: I share your sorrow. (To the Indians) Gener-
ous mortals, do not abandon us.

MIRZA: Us, abandon you! Never, no, never.

ZAMOR: Yes, my dear Mirza, let us console them in
their misfortunes. (To Valére and Sophie) Rely
upon me; | am going to examine the entire area
by the cliff: if your lost goods are among the debris
from the vessel, I promise to bring them to you.
Enter our hut, unhappy Strangers; you need rest;
I am going to try to calm your agitated spirits.

SOPHIE: Compassionate mortals, we must repay you
for so much kindness! You have saved our lives,

ZAMOR: You owe us nothing, in helping you I obey
only the voice of my heart. (He exits)

Scene VII

Mirza, Sophie, Valére

MIRZA: (To Sophie) I like you, though you are not a
slave. Come, I shall care for you. Give me your
arm. Ah! what a pretty hand, so different from
mine! Let us sit here. (Gaily) How happy I am to
be with you! You are as fair as our Governor’s wife.

SOPHIE: Yes? You have a Governor on this Island?

VALERE: It seems to me that you told us that you live
here alone?

MIRZA: (With frankness) Oh! It is quite true, and
Zamor has not deceived you. I spoke to you of the
Governor of the Colony, who does not live with
us. (Aside) I must be careful of what I am going to
say; for if he knew that Zamor has killed a white
man, he would not want to remain with us.

SOPHIE: (To Valére) Her ingenuousness delights me,
her countenance is sweet, and prejudices in her
favor.

VALERE: I have not seen a prettier Negress.

MIRZA: You mock me; I am not for all that the pretti-
est; but, tell me, are all French women as fair as
you? They must be so; for Frenchmen are all good,
and you are not slaves.

VALERE: No, Frenchmen have a horror of slavery.
One day more free they will see about tempering
your fate.

MIRZA: (With surprise) More free one day, how so,
are you not free?

VALERE: We are free in semblance, but our irons are
only the heavier. For several centuries the French
have been groaning under the despotism of Min-
isters and Courtiers. The power of a single Master
is in the hands of a thousand Tyrants who trample
the People underfoot. This People will one day
break its irons and, resuming all its rights under
Natural Law, it will teach these Tyrants what the
union of a people too long oppressed and enlight-
ened by a sound philosophy can do.

MIRZA: Oh! Dear God! There are then evil men
everywhere!

Scene VIII

Zamor, on the cliff, Sophie, Valere, Mirza

ZAMOR: The worst has happened, unhappy Strang-
ers! You have no hope. A wave has just swallowed
up the remains of the equipage along with all of
your hopes.

SOPHIE: Alas! What shall become of us?

how shall | ever acquit m myself toward you7 VALERE: A vesse! can land on this Island.
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ZAMOR: You do not know, unhappy Strangers, how
dangerous this coast is. There are only unfortu-
nates like Mirza and me, who have dared to ap-
proach it and overcome all perils to inhabit it. We
are, however, only two leagues from one of the
bigger towns in the Indies; a town that I shall
never see again unless our tyrants come and tear
us away from here to make us suffer the punish-
ment to which we are condemned.

SOPHIE: Torture!

VALERE: What crime have you both committed? Ah!
I see; you are too educated for a slave, and the
person who gave you your instruction has paid a
high price no doubt.

ZAMOR: Monsieur, do not hold your fellowmen’s
prejudices against me. I had a Master who was
dear to me: I would have sacrificed my life to
prolong his days, but his Steward was a monster
whom I have purged from the land. He loved
Mirza; but his love was scorned. He learned that
she preferred me, and in his fury he had me suffer
frightful treatment; but the most terrible was to
demand that I become the instrument of his ven-
geance against my dear Mirza. I rejected such a
commission with horror. Irritated by my disobedi-
ence, he came at me with his naked sword; I
avoided the blow that he wanted to give me; I
disarmed him and he fell dead at my feet. | had
but the time to carry off Mirza and to flee with her
in a longboat.

SOPHIE: How I pity him, this unhappy man! Though
he has committed murder, this murder seems
worthy of mercy to me.

VALERE: I am interested in their fate; they brought
me back to life, they saved yours: I shall defend
them at the cost of my days. I shall go myself to see
his Governor: If he is a Frenchman, he must be
humane and generous.

ZAMOR: Yes, Monsieur, he is a Frenchman and the
best of men.

MIRZA: Ah! If all the Colonists were like him, we
would be less unhappy.

ZAMOR: I have belonged to him since I was eight
years old; he took pleasure in having me educated
and loved me as if | had been his son; for he never
had one, or perhaps he was deprived of one: he
seems to regret something. Sometimes you hear
him sighing; surely he strives to hide some great
sorrow. I have often surprised him in tears: he
adores his wife, and she him in kind. If it de-
pended only upon him, I would be pardoned; but
they need an example. There is no hope of a
pardon for a slave who has raised a hand against

his Commander.
SOPHIE: (To Valére) 1 do not know why this Governor
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interests me. The account of his sorrows lies heavy
on my heart; he is generous, clement; he can
pardon you. I shall go myself and throw myself at
his feet. His name? If only we could leave this
Island.

ZAMOR: His name is Monsieur de Saint-Frémont.

SOPHIE: Alas! This name is unknown to me; but no
matter, he is a Frenchman: he will hear me, and
I hope to move him to mercy. (To Valére) If with
the longboat that saved them, we could guide
ourselves into port, there is no peril that I would
not brave to defend them.

VALERE: I admire you, my dear Sophie! I approve of
your plan: we have only to make our way to their
Governor. (To the Slaves) My friends, this step
barely discharges us of our obligation to you.
Happy if our entreaties and our tears move your
generous Master! Let us leave, but what do I see?
Here are some slaves who are examining us and
who are hurrying toward us. They are carrying
chains.

SOPHIE: Unhappy lovers, you are lost!

ZAMOR: (Turns around and sees the Slaves) Mirza,
the worst has happened! They have found us.

Scene IX

The Same, an Indian, several slaves who are
running down from the rock

INDIAN: (To Zamor) Scoundrel! At last, I find you;
you will not escape punishment.

MIRZA: May they put me to death before him!

ZAMOR: O my dear Mirza!

INDIAN: Put them in chains.

VALERE: Monsieur, listen to our entreaties! What are
you going to do with these Slaves?

INDIAN: A terrible example.

SOPHIE: You are taking them away to put them to
death? You will take away our lives before tearing
them from our arms.

VALERE: What are you doing? My dear Sophie! We
can place all our hope in the Governor’s indul-
gence.

INDIAN: Do not flatter yourself. The Governor must
set an example for the Colony. You do not know
this cursed race; they would slit our throats with-
out pity if the voice of humanity spoke in their
favor. That is what you must always expect, even
from Slaves who have received some instruction.
They are born to be savages and tamed like ani-
mals.

SOPHIE: What frightful prejudice! Nature did not
make them Slaves; they are men like you.

INDIAN: What language do you speak, Madame?

SOPHIE: The same which I would speak before your
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Governor. Itis gratitude that interests me in these
unfortunates, who know better than you the rights
of pity; he whose position you uphold was no
doubt a wicked man.

ZAMOR: Ah! Madame, cease your entreaties; his soul
is hardened and does not know kindness. It is his
daily task to make this rigor conspicuous. He be-
lieves that he would not be performing his duty if
he did not push rigor to cruelty.

INDIAN: Wretch!

ZAMOR: 1 fear you no longer. I know my fate and
shall submit to it.

SOPHIE: How their misfortune renders them interest-
ing! What would I not do to save them!

VALERE: (To the Indian) Take us away with them,
Monsieur. You will oblige us to withdraw from
here. (Aside) I hope to move the Governor to
mercy.

INDIAN: I consent with pleasure, especially as the
danger leaving this Island is not the same as that
risked to reach it.

VALERE: But Monsieur, how were you able to land
here?

INDIAN: I risked everything for the good of the Col-
ony. See if it is possible to pardon them. We are no
longer the Masters of our Slaves. Our Governor’s
life is perhaps in danger, and order will be re-
stored on the plantations once these two poor
wretches are punished. (To the Negroes) Negroes,
fire the cannon, and let the prearranged signal
announce to the Fort that the criminals are taken.

ZAMOR: Let us go Mirza, we are going to die.

MIRZA: Ah! God! I am the cause of his death.

ZAMOR: Our good action in saving these Strangers
will cast some charm on our last moments, and
we shall taste at least the sweetness of dying to-
gether.

ZAMOR AND MIRZA ARE LED AWAY; THE OTHER

CHARACTERS FOLLOW THEM, AND THEY ARE ALL

ABOUT TO EMBARK. THE NEXT MOMENT THE SHIP

CARRYING THEM GOES PAST.

End of Act One.

Actll

A COMPANY DRAWING-ROOM WITH INDIAN
FURNISHINGS.

Scene |

Betzi, Azor

BETZI: Well, Azor, what do they say about Mirza and
Zamor? They are searching for them everywhere.

en's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.

AZOR: There is talk of putting them to death on the
rock by the plantation; I even believe that prepa-
rations for their punishment are being readied. |
tremble that they may find them.

BETZI: But the Governor can pardon them. He is
their master.

AZOR: That must be impossible; for he loves Zamor,
and he says that he never had any complaint with
him. The whole Colony is asking for their death;
he cannot refuse it without compromising him-
self.

BETZI: Our Governor was not made to be a Tyrant.

AZOR: How good he is to us! All Frenchmen are the
same; but the Natives of this country are much
more cruel.

BETZI: I have been assured that we were not origi-
nally slaves.

AZOR: Everything leads us to believe that. There are
still climes where Negroes are free.

BETZI: How fortunate they are!

AZOR: Ah! We are really to be pitied.

BETZI: And no one undertakes our defense! We are
even forbidden to pray for our fellow men.

AZOR: Alas! the father and mother of the unfortunate
Mirza will witness their daughter’s punishment.

BETZI: Such ferociousness!

AZOR: That is how they treat us.

BETZI: But, tell me, Azor, why did Zamor kill the
Steward?

AZOR: I was assured that it was from jealousy. You
know quite well that Zamor was Mirza’s lover.

BETZI: Yes, it was you who informed me of it.

AZOR: The Commander loved her too.

BETZI: But he ought not to kill him for that.

AZOR: That is true.

BETZI: There were other reasons.

AZOR: That may well be, but I am unaware of them.

BETZI: If we could let them escape, I am sure that
Monsieur and Madame de St-Frémont would not
be angry.

AZOR: I think that too, but those who would serve
them would put themselves at great risk.

BETZI: No doubt, but there would not be a death
penalty.

AZOR: Perhaps, I still know that I would not risk it.

BETZI: We should at least talk to their friends; they
could win over the other slaves. They all love
Zamor and Mirza.

AZOR: There is talk of arming the entire regiment.

BETZI: It is hopeless.

AZOR: On the contrary, we must urge them to obey
for the good of our comrades.

BETZI: You are right; do it if you can, for I would
never have the strength for it.



Scene Il

The Same, Coraline
CORALINE: (Running) O my dear comrades! What

bad news I bring you! It is certain that cannon fire
has been heard and that Zamor and Mirza are
captured.

AZOR: Come, that is not possible, Coraline.

BETZI: Almighty God!

CORALINE: I was at the port when they announced
this unfortunate news. Several Colonists were
awaiting impatiently a ship that could be seen in
the distance. It finally entered port, and all the
planters surrounded it immediately. I ran away,
trembling. Poor Mirza! unhappy Zamor! our ty-
rants will not pardon them.

AZOR: Oh! You may take my word for it; they will
soon be dead.

BETZI: Without a hearing? Without a trial?

CORALINE: Trial! We are forbidden to be innocent
and to justify ourselves.

AZOR: What generosity! And, in the bargain, they sell
us like cattle at the market.

BETZI: A commerce of men! O Heaven! Humanity is
repulsive.

AZOR: Itis quite true, my father and I were bought on
the Coast of Guinea.

CORALINE: There, there, my poor Azor, whatever
our deplorable fate, I have a presentiment that we
shall not always be in irons, and perhaps before
long. ..

AZOR: Well then! What shall we see? Shall we be
masters in our turn?

CORALINE: Perhaps; but no, we would be too wick-
ed. Indeed, to be good, one must be neither mas-
ter nor slave.

AZOR: Neither master, nor slave; Oh! Oh! And what
do you want us to be? Do you know, Coraline,
that you no longer know what you are saying,
though our comrades assure us that you know
more about this than we do?

CORALINE: There, there, my poor boy, if you knew
what I know! I read in a certain Book that to be
happy one need only be free and a good Farmer.
We lack but liberty, let them give it to us, and you
will see that there will no longer be masters or
slaves.

AZOR: I do not understand you.

BETZI: Neither do I.

CORALINE: My God, how kind you both are! Tell
me, was Zamor not free? And because of that, did
he want to leave our kind Master?; we shall all do
the same thing. Let the Masters give liberty; no
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Slave will leave the workshop. Imperceptibly, the
rudest among us will instruct themselves, recog-
nize the laws of humanity and justice, and our
superiors will find in our attachment, in our zeal,
the reward for this kindness.

AZOR: You speak like a man! You sound like the
Govemor . . . Oh! One must have wit to retain
everything that others say. But, here is Madame.

BETZI: Here is Madame, let us be silent!

CORALINE: We must not tell Madame that we fear
that Zamor has been captured. That would grieve
her too much.

AZOR: Oh! Yes.

Scene II1

The Same, Mme de Saint-Frémont

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: My children, I need
to be alone. Leave me, and do not enter unless |

call for you, or you have some news to announce.
(They exit)

Scene IV
MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Alone) My spouse

has gone out on account of this unfortunate mat-
ter: he went to one of the plantations where his
attendance was requested. Since this catastrophe
revolt reigns in the minds of our slaves. All main-
tain that Zamor is innocent, and that he only
killed the Commander because he saw himself
forced to; but the Colonists have gathered to ask
for the death of Mirza and Zamor, and Mirza and
Zamor are being sought everywhere. My husband
really wanted to pardon Zamor, though he pro-
nounced his judgment, as well as that of poor
Mirza, who is to perish with her lover. Alas! Ex-
pectation of their punishment throws me into a
profound sadness. I am thus not born to be happy!
In vain am I adored by my spouse: my love cannot
conquer the melancholy that consumes him. He
has been suffering for more than ten years, and 1
cannot divine the cause of his sorrow. Itis the only
one of his secrets which he has not entrusted to
me. When he returns I must redouble my efforts
to wrench it from him. But I hear him.

Scene V

Mme de Saint-Frémont, M. de Saint-Frémont

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: Well, then! My dear,
did your presence dispel this unrest?

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: All of my slaves have
returned to their duties; but they ask me to pardon
Zamor. This matter is quite delicate, (Aside) and
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as a crowning misfortune, I have just received
heart-rending news from France.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: What are you saying,
my dear, you seem to reproach yourself. Ah! If
you are only guilty with regard to me, I forgive you
so long as your heart is still mine. You look away;
I see the tears in your eyes. Ah! My dear, I no
longer have your trust; 1 am becoming tiresome to
you; I am going to retire.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: You, become tiresome
to me! Never, never. Ah! If I could have strayed
from my duty, your sweetness alone would have
brought me back to your feet, and your great
virtues would render me still more in love with
your charms.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: But you hide a secret
worry from me. Confess it to me. Your stifled sighs
make me suspect so. France was dear to you; she
is your Country . . . Perhaps an inclination . . .

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Stop, stop, dear spouse,
and do not reopen an old wound that had closed
beside you. I fear distressing you.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: If I were dear to you,
you must give me proof of it.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: What kind of proof do
you demand?

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: The kind that reveals
the causes of your affliction to me.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: This is what you want?

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: I demand it; be for-
given, by this complaisance, for this secret that
you have kept from me for so long.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: I obey. I am from a Prov-
ince where unjust and inhuman laws deprive
younger children of the equal share that Nature
gives to children born of the same father and
mother. [ was the youngest of seven; my parents
sent me to the Court to ask for employment; but
how could I have succeeded in a country where
virtue is a chimera, and where nothing is ob-
tained without intrigue and baseness. However, 1
made the acquaintance of a worthy Scottish Gen-
tleman who had come in the same purpose. He
was not rich, and had a daughter in a Convent: he
took me there. This interview turned fatal for
both of us. The father, after several months, left
for the army: He enjoined me to go and see his
daughter, and even said that she could be en-
trusted to me when she wanted to go out. This
worthy friend, this good father, did not foresee the
consequences occasioned by hisimprudence. He
was killed in battle. His daughter was all alone in
the world, without family or friends. She saw only
me, and appeared to desire only my presence.
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Love rendered me guilty: Spare me the rest:

swore an oath to be her spouse; there is my crime.
MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: But, my dear, did you

determine by yourself to abandon her?

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Who, me? to have aban-
doned such a fine woman? Ah! The longest ab-
sence would never have made me forget her. I
could not marry her without the consent of my
whole family. She became the mother of a daugh-
ter. Our liaison was discovered; I was banished.
They procured me a commission as Captain in a
regiment that was leaving for the Indies and made
me embark in it. Not long after I received the false
news that Clarisse was dead, and that only my
daughter remained. I saw you every day; with
time your presence weakened the impression that
Clarisse’s image still made on my heart. I re-
quested your hand, you accepted my vows, and
we were united; but by an over-refinement of
barbarity, the cruel relation who had deceived me
informed me that Clarisse was still living.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: Alas! At what fatal
price have I the honor of being your spouse! My
dear, you are more unhappy than guilty. Clarisse
herself would forgive you, if she were witness to
your remorse. We must conduct an intensive search,
so that your property and mine may acquit us
toward these unfortunates. I have no other rela-
tions but yours. I am making your daughter my
heiress; but your heart is a treasure that it is not in
my power to surrender to another.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Ah! Worthy spouse, I ad-
mire your virtues. Alas! I see only Clarisse who
was capable of imitating them. It is thus at oppo-
site ends of the earth that I was destined to meet
the fairest and the most virtuous of your sex!

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: You deserve a com-
panion worthy of yourself; but, my dear, consider
that in marrying me you consented to take the
name of my father, who, by giving you his name,
had no other aim save yielding his position to you
as to an adopted son. You must write your rela-
tions, especially your most faithful friends, that
they renew the search, and give us prompt news of
these unfortunates. I believe, my dear, that I shall
have the strength to leave you in order to seek the
daughter whom you fathered. I already feel a
mother’s compassion for her; but at the same time
Ishudder. O my dear, my dear! If I had to separate
from you! If Clarisse tore you from my arms! . . .
Her misfortunes, her virtues, her charms . . . Ah!
Forgive, forgive my despair, forgive me, dear
spouse, you are not capable of abandoning me
and making two victims for one.



M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Dear spouse! O half of
myself! Cease breaking this heart which already
grieves too much. No doubt Clarisse is no longer
alive, as it has been two years now that all of the
funds that I send to France for her and for my
daughter are sent back to me. What has become
of them is not even known. But someone is com-
ing; we shall resume this conversation later.

Scene VI

M. and Mme de Saint-Frémont, a Judge

JUDGE: Monsieur, I have come to inform you that
the criminals are captured.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: What! So soon! Time
would have erased their crime.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Grieved) What a fright-
ful example I am obliged to give!

JUDGE: Remember, Monsieur, your father-in-law’s
disgrace in this instance. He was constrained to
give up his position for having exercised it with
too much kindness.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Aside) Unhappy Zamor,
you are going to perish! I have thus raised you
from childhood only to see you dragged off to be
tortured. (Aloud) That my good offices should
become fatal for him! If T had left him in his rude
manners, perhaps he would not have committed
this crime. He had no vicious inclinations in his
soul. Honesty and virtue distinguished him in the
bosom of slavery. Raised in a simple and hard life,
despite the instruction that he had received, he
never forgot his roots. How sweet it would be for
me to be able to justify him! As a simple planter,
I would perhaps be able to temper his arrest; but
as Governor I am forced to deliver him to the full
rigor of the law.

JUDGE: They must be put to death at once, more
especially as two Europeans have incited a gen-
eral revolt among the Slaves. They depicted your
Commander as a monster. The Slaves listened
avidly to these seditious speeches, and all have
promised not to execute the orders that they were
given.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Who are these foreigners?

JUDGE: They are French citizens who were found on
the coast where these criminals had taken refuge.
They claim that Zamor saved their lives.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Alas! These unfortunate
French citizens were no doubt shipwrecked, and
gratitude alone has produced this indiscreet zeal.

JUDGE: You see, Governor, sir, that there is no time to
lose, if you want to avoid the total ruin of our
plantations. There is hopeless disorder.
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M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: I do not have the good
fortune of having been born in your climes; but
what sway the unfortunate hold over sensitive
souls! It is not your fault if the manners of your
country familiarized you with these harsh treat-
ments that you exercise without remorse on men
who have no other defense save their timidity, and
whose work, so ill recompensed, increases our
fortunes by increasing our authority over them.
They have a thousand tyrants for one. Sovereigns
render their People happy: every Citizen is free
under a good Master, and in this country of sla-
very one must be barbaric in spite of oneself. Hey!
How can I help abandoning myself to these re-
flections, when the voice of humanity cries out
from the bottom of my heart: “Be kind and sensi-
tive to the cries of the wretched.” I know that my
opinion must displease you: Europe, however,
takes care to justify it, and I dare hope that before
long there will no longer be any slaves. O Louis!
O adored Monarch! Would that I could this very
moment put under your eyes the innocence of
these condemned souls! In granting their pardon,
you would render freedom to those too long un-
recognized; but no matter: you want an example,
it shall be done, though the Blacks assure us that
Zamor is innocent.

JUDGE: Can you believe them in this?

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: They cannot deceive me,
and I know more than they the virtues of Zamor.
You want him to die without a hearing? I consent
with regret; but you will not be able to reproach
me for having betrayed the interests of the Col-
ony.

JUDGE: You must do it, Governor, sir, in this matter
in which you see that we are threatened with a
general revolt. You must give the orders to arm the
troops.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Follow me; we shall see
what decision should be made.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: My dear, I see you go
in sorrow.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: My presence is necessary
to restore order and discipline.

Scene VII

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Alone) How I pity
these wretches! The worst has happened! They
are going to die. What chagrin for my spouse; but
a greater chagrin agitates me once more. All that
bears the name of a French woman terrifies me! If
it were Clarisse! Oh! Unhappy me, what would
be my fate? I know the virtues of my spouse, but [
am his wife. No, no! let us cease in our deception!
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Clarisse, in misfortune, has greater rights on his
soul! Let us hide the trouble that agitates me.

Scene VIII

Mme De Saint-Frémont, Betzi rushing up

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: What news is there,
Betzi?

BETZI: (With exaltation) The Governor is not here?

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: No, he has just gone
out, speak?

BETZI: Ah! Let me regain my senses . .. We were on
the terrace; from time to time we glanced sadly
at the plantation. We see Mirza’s father arrive
from afar with another Slave; amid them was a
foreigner, her hair disheveled and sorrow color-
ing her face: her eyes stared at the ground, and
though she walked quickly, she seemed very pre-
occupied. When she was near us, she asked for
Mme de Saint-Frémont. She informed us that
Zamor had saved her from the fury of the waves.
She added: I shall die at the feet of the Governor
ifIdo not obtain his pardon. She wants to implore
your assistance. Here she is.

Scene IX

The Same, Sophie, followed by all the Slaves
SOPHIE: (Throwing herself at the knees of Mme de

Saint-Frémont) Madame, I embrace your knees.
Have pity on an unhappy stranger who owes ev-
erything to Zamor and has no other hope but in
your kind actions.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Aside) Ah! I breathe
again. (Aloud, while lifting Sophie to her feet)
Rise, Madame, I promise to do all that is within
my power. (Aside) Her youth, her sensibility, touch
my heart beyond words. (To Sophie) Interesting
Stranger, I shall use every means to make my
spouse grant the pardon that you demand. Be-
lieve that I share your sorrows. I sense how dear
these unfortunates must be to you.

SOPHIE: Without Zamor's help, as intrepid as it was
humane, I would have perished in the waves. I
owe him the good fortune of seeing you. What he
did for me earns him my heartfelt assurance of his
natural rights; but these rights do not render me
unjust, Madame, and the testimony that they ren-
der to your rare qualities shows well enough that
Zamor and Mirza cannot be reproached with a
premeditated crime. What humanity! What zeal
in succoring us! The fate that pursues them was to
inspire them with fear rather than pity; but, far
from shunning peril, Zamor has dared all. Judge,
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Madame, if with these feelings of humanity, a
mortal can be guilty; his crime was involuntary,
and to acquit him as innocent is to treat him as he
deserves.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (To the Slaves) My
children, we must unite with the Colonists and
ask that Zamor and Mirza be pardoned. We have
no time to lose: (To Sophie) and you, whom I am
burning to know, you are a French woman, per-
haps you could . . . but moments are dear to us.
Go back beside these unfortunates; Slaves, ac-
company her.

SOPHIE: (Transported) Ah! Madame, so many kind-
nesses at once! Alas! I should like, as much as |
desire it, to prove my gratitude to you. (She kisses
her hands) Soon my spouse will come and acquit
himself of his obligation to you. Dear Valere,
what happy news [ am going to tell you! (She exits
with the Slaves)

Scene X

Mme de Saint-Frémont, Betzi, Coraline

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Aside) I find a resem-
blance in the features of this Stranger . .. What a
chimera! . . . (Aloud) And you, Coraline, sum-
mon M. de Saint-Frémont’s Secretary.

CORALINE: Ah! Madame, you are unaware of what is
happening: he has just commanded your doors
closed by order of the Governor. Everything is
ablaze . .. Listen, Madame . . . There is the call to
arms . . . and the sound of bells . . . (The alarm
must be heard in the distance)

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Going with fright to
the back of the theatre) Wretched! What is to
become of me? What does my husband do?

BETZI: | tremble for my comrades.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Having given way to
the greatest sorrow) God, my Spouse is perhaps in
danger! I fly to his aid . . .

CORALINE: Set your mind at rest, Madame, there is
nothing to fear for the Governor. He is at the head
of the regiment. But even if he were in the midst
of the tumult, all the Slaves would respect his life.
He is too cherished for anyone to want to harm
him. The Slaves bear ill will only against some
planters: they reproach them with the punish-
ment of Zamor and Mirza; they are certain that
without these planters Zamor and Mirza would
not have been condemned.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Agitated) What! They
are going to put them to death.

CORALINE: Alas! Soon my poor comrades will be no
longer.
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MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (With alacrity) No,
my children, they shall not perish: my husband
will be moved by my tears, by this Stranger’s de-
spair, who, perhaps better than I, will know how
to move him. His heart does not need to be in-
cited to do good; but he can take everything upon
himself. (Aside} And if this French woman were
to give him news of his daughter! Almighty God!
he would owe everything to these victims who are
being dragged off to torture. (Aloud) Let us go,
Betzi, we must join my husband, tell him . . . But
how to enter into an explanation just now? I must
see him myself. Where is he now?

CORALINE: I do not know precisely with which regi-
ment he is: the entire army is in rout. They say
only that M. de Saint-Frémont restores calm and
order wherever he passes. It would be very dif-
ficult to find him just now. We have but to return
to the plantation, if we have not already been
forestalled. But the roads are broken up or cut off.
Itis hardly conceivable that they could have done
so much damage in so little time.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: No matter. I fear nei-
ther danger nor weariness when the lives of two
unfortunates are at stake.

End of Act II

Act I

A WILD SPOT FROM WHICH TWO POINTED HILLS
ARE VISIBLE, BORDERED BY CLUSTERS OF
SHRUBBY TREES FOR AS FAR AS THE EYE CAN SEE.
ON ONE SIDE IS A STEEP CLIFF WHOSE SUMMIT IS
A PLATFORM AND WHOSE BASE IS
PERPENDICULAR TO THE FORE-STAGE. ALL OF
THE CHARACTERS COME ON STAGE FROM THE
SIDE OF ONE OF THE HILLS SO THAT THE
AUDIENCE CAN SEE THEM ENTER. A FEW NEGRO
HUTS ARE SCATTERED HERE AND THERE.

Scene 1

Valere, Zamor, Mirza

VALERE: Free! Both of you are free! I hasten to your
chief. It will not be long before my wife reappears
before our eyes. She will no doubt have obtained
your pardon from M. de Saint-Frémont. I leave
you for a moment but do not lose sight of you.

Scene 11

Zamor, Mirza
ZAMOR: O my dear Mirza, our fate is deplorable! It is
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becoming so frightful that Ifear this Frenchman’s
zeal to save us will only harm him and his wife.
What a devastating idea!

MIRZA: The same idea pursues me: but perhaps his
worthy wife will have succeeded in moving our
Governor to mercy; let us not grieve before her
return.

ZAMOR: [ bless my death since I die with you; but,
how cruel it is to lose one’s life a culprit! I have
been judged such, our good master believes it;
that is what makes me despair.

MIRZA: I want to see the Governor myself. This last
wish must be granted me. [ shall throw myself at
his feet; I shall reveal everything to him.

ZAMOR: Alas! What could you say to him?

MIRZA: I shall make him know the cruelty of his
Commander and of his ferocious love.

ZAMOR: Your tenderness for me blinds you: you want
to accuse yourself to render me innocent! If you
scorn life at this price, do you believe me miserly
enough to want to preserve it at your expense?
No, my dear Mirza, there is no happiness for me
on earth if [ do not share it with you.

MIRZA: It is the same for me; I could no longer live
without seeing you.

ZAMOR: How sweet it would have been for us to
prolong our days together! This spot reminds me
of our first encounter. It is here that the tyrant
received his death; it is here that they are going to
end our lives. Nature seems to stand in contrast
with herself in this spot. Formerly she smiled
upon us: she has lost none of her attractions; but
she shows us both the image of our past happiness
and the horrible fate to which we shall be victim.
Ah! Mirza, how cruel it is to die when one is in
love.

MIRZA: How you move me! Do not distress me more.
Ifeel that my courage abandons me; but this good
Frenchman is returning to us; what shall we learn
from him?

Scene 11

Zamor, Mirza, Valére

VALERE: O my benefactors! You must run away. Avail
yourselves of these precious moments that your
comrades procure for you. They are blocking off
the roads; respond to their zeal and their cour-
age. They risk themselves for you; flee to another
clime. It is quite possible that my wife will not
obtain your pardon. Several troops of soldiers can
be seen approaching: you have time to escape by
this hill. Go and live in the forests: your fellow
men will receive you in their bosom.
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MIRZA: This Frenchman is right. Come, follow me.
He loves us; let us profit from his advice. Run
away with me, dear Zamor; do not fear returning
to live in the heart of the forest. You scarcely
remember our laws, but soon your dear Mirza
will recall their gentle impression for you.

ZAMOR: Well! I yield. It is but for you that I cherish
life. (He embraces Valére) Farewell, most gener-
ous of men!

MIRZA: Alas! I must leave you, then, without the

leasure of throwing myself at your wife’s feet!

VALERE: She will share your regrets, you can be sure;
but flee this fatal spot.

Scene IV

The Same, Sophie, Slaves

SOPHIE: (Rushing into Valere’s arms) Ah!, my friend,
thank Heaven: these victims shall not perish. Ma-
dame de Saint-Frémont promised me they would
be pardoned.

VALERE: (With joy) Almighty God! What supreme
happiness!

ZAMOR: Ah! I recognize her fair soul in these pro-
ceedings. (To Valére) Generous foreigners, may
Heaven gratify your wishes! The Supreme Being
will never abandon those who seek his likeness in

0od works.

VALERE: Ah! How happy you make our days!

MIRZA: How fortunate we are to have succored these
French citizens! They owe us much; but we owe
them even more.

SOPHIE: Madame de Saint-Frémont has assembled
her best friends. I have instructed her of their
innocence; she exerts all possible zeal in saving
them. [ had no trouble interesting her on their be-
half; her soul is so fair, so sensitive to the troubles
of the unfortunate.

ZAMOR: Her respectable husband equals her in mer-
it and goodness.

SOPHIE: I did not have the good fortune of seeing him.

ZAMOR: (Alarmed) What do 1 see! A throng of sol-
diers arriving! Ah! All is over! You have been
deceived, generous Frenchman; we are lost.

SOPHIE: Do not become alarmed; we must first find
out...

VALERE: I shall risk my life to defend them. Alas!
They were going to run away when you came to
reassure them. I am going to ask the Officer in
charge of this detachment what his mission is. (A
Company of Grenadiers and one of French Sol-
diers line up in the back of the Theatre, their bayo-
nets extended. A troop of Slaves with bows and
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arrows stands in front of them; the troop is headed
by the Major, the Judge, and M. de Saint-Fré-
mont’s Slave Steward.)

Scene V

The Same, Major, Judge, Indian, Grenadiers
and French Soldiers, several Slaves

VALERE: Monsieur, may I ask you what matter brings
you here?

MAJOR: A cruel function. I come to execute the death
sentence pronounced against these wretches.

SOPHIE: (Upset) You are going to have them put to
death?

MAJOR: Yes, Madame.

VALERE: No, this frightful sacrifice will not be car-
ried out.

SOPHIE: Madame de Saint-Frémont promised me
they would be pardoned.

JUDGE: (Harshly) That is not within her power, the
Governor himself could not grant them their par-
don. Desist therefore in your stubborn wish to
save them. You make their punishment more ter-
rible. (To the Major) Major, sir, execute the order
that you were given. (To the Slaves) And you, lead
the criminals to the top of the rock.

INDIAN COMMANDER: Draw your bows!

VALERE: Stop! (The Slaves listen only to Valere)

JUDGE: Obey. (The Major signals to the Soldiers; they
run with their bayonets, which they point at the
Slaves’ chests; not one Slave budges)

ZAMOR: (Rushing up to meet them) What are you
doing? Only I deserve to die. What have my poor
comrades done to you? Why slaughter them?
Turn your arms against me. (He opens his jacket)
Here is my breast! Cleanse their disobedience in
my blood. The Colony asks only my death. Is it
necessary that so many innocent victims who
were not parties to my crime perish?

MIRZA: I am as guilty as Zamor; do not separate me
from him: take my life out of pity; my days are
bound to his destiny. I want to die first.

VALERE: (To the Judge) Monsieur, grant a stay of
execution, [ beg of you. I assure you they are to be
pardoned.

MAJOR: (To the Judge) Monsieur, we can take this up
ourselves; let us await the Governor.

JUDGE: (Harshly) 1 listen to nothing save my duty
and the law.

VALERE: (Furious) Barbarian! Though your position
makes the soul callous, your being even more
cruel than the laws have prescribed, degrades
what you do.



JUDGE: Maijor, sir, have this impudent man taken
away to the Citadel.

MAJOR: He is a Frenchman: he will answer to the
Governor for his conduct; I am not required to
take orders from you in this matter.

JUDGE: Then execute those you were given.

SOPHIE: (With heroism) This excess of cruelty gives
me courage. (She runs and places herself between
Zamor and Mirza, takes them both by the hand,
and says to the Judge) Barbarian! Dare to have me
assassinated with them; I shall not leave them;
nothing can wrench them from my arms.

VALERE: (Transported) Ah! My dear Sophie, this act
of courage makes you even dearer to my heart.

JUDGE: (To the Major) Monsieur, have this impu-
dent woman removed: you are not fulfilling your
duty.

MAJOR: (Indignant) You demand it; but you will an-
swer for the consequences. (To the Soldiers) Sepa-
rate these foreigners from these slaves. (Sophie
screams while clasping Zamor and Mirza to her
breast)

VALERE: (Furious, running after Sophie) If there is
the slightest violence against my wife, then I can-
not be held responsible for my actions. (To the
Judge) And You, Barbarian, tremble, you may be
sacrificed to my righteous fury.

A SLAVE: Were they to put us all to death, we would
defend them. (The Slaves line up around them,
forming a rampart, the Soldiers and Grenadiers
approach with their bayonets)

MAJOR: (To the Soldiers) Soldiers, stop. (To the Judge)
I was not sent here to order carnage and blood-
shed, but, rather to restore order. The Governor
will not be long, and his prudence will best indi-
cate what we must do. (To the Foreigners and the
Slaves) Take heart; I will not use force; your ef-
forts would be useless if I wanted to exercise it. ( To
Sophie} And you, Madame, you may stand aside
with these wretches; 1 await the Governor. (So-
phie, Zamor and Mirza, exit with several Slaves)

Scene VI

Valére, Major, Judge, Indian, Grenadiers and
Soldiers, Slaves

VALERE: I cannot abandon my wife in this state. Do
your utmost to sway M. de Saint-Frémont. I do
not need to recommend clemency to you; it must
reign in your soul. Warriors have always been
generous.

*MAJOR: Rely upon me; withdraw and appear when it
1s time.
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(Valére exits)
Scene VII

The Same, Except Valere
MAJOR: (To the Judge) There, Monsieur, is the fruit of

too much harshness.

JUDGE: We are losing the Colony today because of
your moderation.

MAJOR: More exactly; moderation is what may save
the Colony. You know only your cruel laws, but I
know the art of war and human nature. These are
not our enemies whom we are fighting; these are
our Slaves, or rather our Farmers. You would have
them put to the sword to drive them to defeat, but,
in this instance, imprudence would take us fur-
ther than you think.

Scene VIII

The Same, M. de Saint-Frémont, entering from
one side of the stage and Valére from the other.
Two Companies of Grenadiers and Soldiers
escort several Slaves in irons.

VALERE: (To M. de Saint-Frémont) Ah! Monsieur,
hear our prayers: you are a Frenchman, you will
be just.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: I approve of your zeal;
but in these climes zeal becomes indiscreet; it has
even caused much trouble. I have just witnessed
the most frightful attempt on a Magistrate. I had
to use violence, contrary to my nature, to stop the
slaves in their cruelty. | know all that you owe to
these wretched creatures; but you do not have the
right to defend them, nor to change the laws and
manners of a country.

VALERE: I have atleast the right that gratitude gives to
all fair souls: whatever harshness you feign, my
heart appeals to your heart.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Cease your entreaties, it

ains me too much to refuse you.

VALERE: Your worthy wife had made us hope against
hope.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: She herself, Monsieur, is
convinced of the absolute impossibility of what

ou ask.

VALERE: If it is a crime to have killed a monster who
made nature shudder, this crime, at least, is ex-
cusable. Zamor was defending his own life, and
that is his natural right.

JUDGE: You abuse the Governor’s complaisance: you
have already been told this. The laws condemn
them as homicides; can you change the laws?
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VALERE: No; but the laws could be tempered in favor
of an involuntary crime.

JUDGE: Do you really think that? Temper the law in
favor of a slavel We are not here in France; we
need examples.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: The worst has happened;
the general order must be executed.

VALERE: These words make my blood run cold and
lie heavy on my heart . . . Dear wife, what will
become of you? Ah! Monsieur, if you knew her
sensibility, her misfortunes, you would be moved;
she had placed all her hopes in your goodness;
she even flattered herself that you would give her
some particulars on the fate of a parent, her sole
support, of whom she has been deprived since
childhood, and who must be settled in some part
of this Continent.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Be assured that I shall do
everything in my power to help you; but, as for the
criminals, I can do nothing for them. Unhappy
Stranger! Go and console her: she interests me
without my knowing her. Deceive her even, if
need be, so that she does not witness this frightful
torture: tell her that they want to interrogate these
wretches, that they must be left alone, and that
their pardon depends perhaps upon this wise pre-
caution.

VALERE: (Weeping) How we are to be pitied! I shall
not survive their loss. (He exits)

Scene IX

The Same, Except Valere

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: How this Frenchman
grieves me! His regrets on behalf of these unfortu-
nates increase mine. They must die, and in spite
of my leaning towards clemency . . . (With reflec-
tion) Zamor saved this foreigner; she is a French
woman, and if I believe her husband, she is search-
ing for a parent who lives in these climes. Would
he be afraid to explain himself? His sorrow, his
searches, his misfortunes . . . Unfortunate, if it
were she . . . where is nature going to mislead me!
And why am [ surprised? This Foreigner’s adven-
ture is so much like my daughter’s . . . and my
cankered heart would like to rediscover my daugh-
ter in her. It is the fate of the wretched to cherish
hope and to find consolation in the slightest con-
nections.

JUDGE: Major, sir, advance your Soldiers. (To the
Indian) Commander, sir, escort the Slaves, and
line them up as customary. (The Indian exits with
the armed Slaves, while a troop of the others throw
themselves at the feet of M. de Saint-Frémont)

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Down\oacie&gn behalf of Unknown Institution

Scene X

The Same, Except the Indian (Armed Slaves are
replaced by unarmed Slaves)

A SLAVE: (Kneeling) Monseigneur, we have not been
among the rebels’ number. May we be permitted
to ask for the pardon of our comrades! To redeem
their lives we would suffer the most terrible chas-
tisements. Increase our arduous toil; reduce our
food rations; we would endure this punishment
with courage. Monseigneur, you are moved to
tears, | see the tears in your eyes.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: My children, my friends,
what are you proposing? (To the Judge) How do
you want me to respond to this act of heroism?
Ah! Heavens! They show such greatness of soul,
and we dare to regard them as the meanest of
men! Civilized men! You believe yourselves su-
perior to Slaves! From infamy and the vilest state,
equity and courage raise them in one instant to
the ranks of the most generous mortals. You see
the example before your eyes.

JUDGE: They know your heart well; but you cannot
yield to your inclination without compromising
your dignity. I know them better than you; they
promise everything in these moments; besides,
these criminals are no longer in your power; they
are delivered to the rigor of the law.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Well, then, I abandon
them to you. Alas! Here they are. Where can I
hide? How cruel this duty is!

Scene XI

The Same, Indian, Zamor, Mirza

ZAMOR: There is no longer any hope; our benefac-
tors are surrounded by soldiers. Embrace me for
the last time, my dear Mirzal

MIRZA: I bless my fate, since the same torment re-
unites us. (To an old man and an old Slave wom-
an) Adieu, dear authors of my days; do not cry for
your dear Mirza; she is no longer to be pitied. (To
the Slaves of her sex) Adieu, my companions.

ZAMOR: Slaves, Colonists, listen to me: I have killed
aman; [ deserve to die. Do not regret my punish-
ment, it is necessary for the good of the Colony.
Mirza is innocent; but she cherishes her death.
(To the Slaves, in particular) And you, my dear
friends, listen to me in my last hour. I leave this
life, I die innocent but fear rendering yourself
guilty by defending me: fear especially this fac-
tious spirit, and never deliver yourselves into ex-
cess to escape slavery; fear breaking your irons



with too much violence; time and divine justice
are on your side; stand by the Governor and his
respectable spouse. Pay them by your zeal and
your attachment for all that I owe them. Alas! I
cannot fulfill my obligation to them. Cherish this
good Master, this good father, with a filial tender-
ness as | have always done. I shall die happy if 1
can believe at least that he will miss me! (He
throws himself at his feet) Ah! My dear Master, am
I still permitted to name you thus?

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: (With intense sorrow)
These words wring my heart. Wretched man!
What have you done? Go, I no longer hold it
against you; I suffer enough from the fatal duty
that I fulfill.

ZAMOR: (Bows and kisses his feet) Ah! My dear mas-
ter, death holds nothing frightful for me. You still
cherish me; I die happy. (He takes his hands) May
I kiss these hands for the last time!

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Full of pity) Leave me,
leave me, you are breaking my heart.

ZAMOR: (To the armed Slaves) My friends, do your
duty. (He takes Mirza in his arms and climbs upon
the rock with her, where they both kneel. The Slaves
aim their arrows)

Scene XII

The Same, Mme de Saint-Frémont, with her
Slaves, Grenadiers and French Soldiers

. MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: Stop, Slaves, and re-
spect your governor’s wife. (To her husband) Mercy,
my friend, mercy!

Scene XIII and last

The Same, Valére, Sophie

SOPHIE: (To Valére) You restrain me in vain. I abso-
lutely want to see them. Cruel one! You deceived
me. (To Mme de Saint-Frémont) Ah! Madame,
my strength abandons me. (She falls into the arms
of the Slaves)

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: (To her husband) My
friend, you see this French woman's despair; would
you not be moved?

SOPHIE: (Recovering herself and throwing herself at
the feet of M. de Saint Frémont) Ah Monsieur! I
shall die of sorrow at your feet if you do not grant
their pardon. It is within your heart and depends
upon your power. Ah! If I cannot obtain it life no
longer matters to me! We have lost everything.
Deprived of a mother and of my fortune, aban-
doned at the age of five by a father, my consola-
tion was in saving two victims who are dear to you.
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M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Aside, in the keenest agi-
tation) My memory . . . these features . . . thattime
... herage . .. What confusion stirs my soul. (To
Sophie) Ah Madame! Respond to my marked at-
tention; may I ask you the names of those who
gave you birth?

SOPHIE: (Leaning on Valére) Alas!

VALERE: Oh my dear Sophie!

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: (More warmly) Sophie
.. . (Aside) She was named Sophie. (Aloud) What
name did you utter . . . Speak, answer me, for
pity’s sake, Madame, who was your mother?

SOPHIE.: (Aside) What confusion agitates him, the
more | examine him . . . (Aloud) The unfortunate
Clarisse de Saint-Fort was my mother.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: Ah! My daughter, recog-
nize me. Nature did not deceive me. Recognize
the voice of a father too long absent from you and
from your mother.

SOPHIE: Ah! My father! I am dying. (She falls into the
arms of the Soldiers)

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: O my daughter! O my
blood!

SOPHIE: What did I hear? Yes, yes it is he . . . His
features are still etched in my soul . . . What good
fortune makes me find myself in your arms once
more! I cannot express all the feelings that agitate
me. But these wretched creatures, O my father,
their fate is in your hands. Without their help
your daughter would have perished. Grant to na-
ture the first favor that she asks of you. Planters,
Slaves, fall at the knees of the most generous of
men; one finds clemency at the feet of virtue. (All
kneel, except the Judge and the Soldiers)

SLAVES: Monseigneur!

PLANTERS: Governor, sir!

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: What do you demand of
me?

ALL: Their pardon.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: (Moved) My children,
my wife, my friends, I grant it to you.

ALL: What happiness! (The Grenadiers and soldiers
genuflect)

MAJOR: Brave warriors, do not blush at this show of
sensibility; it purifies, not vilifies, courage.

MIRZA: Bless me! You change our unhappy fate; our
happiness runneth over; manifestations of your
justice never cease.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: My friends, I give you
your liberty and shall look after your fortune.

ZAMOR: No, my master; keep watch over your kind-
nesses. The most precious kindness for our hearts
would be to live in your midst along with all that
you hold most dear.
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M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: What! I have found my
daughter again! I clasp her in my arms. A cruel
fate thus ends its pursuit of me! O my dear Sophie!
How I fear to learn of your mother’s cruel fate.

SOPHIE: Alas! My poor mother is no longer! But, dear
father, how sweet it is for me to see you. (To
Valére) Dear Valere!

VALERE: I share your happiness.

MME DE SAINT-FREMONT: My daughter, sec in
me only a tender mother. Your father knows my
intentions, and you will soon learn them yourself.
Let us concern ourselves only with the marriage
of Zamor and Mirza.

MIRZA: We are going to live to love each other. We
shall live happily ever after.

ZAMOR: Yes, my dear Mirza; yes, we shall live hap-
pily ever after.

M. DE SAINT-FREMONT: My friends, I have just
granted you your pardon. Would that I might also
give liberty to all your fellow men, or at least
temper their fate! Slaves, listen to me; if ever your
destiny were to change, do not lose sight of the
love of the public good, which until now has been
unknown to you. Know that man, in his liberty,
needs still to submit to wise and humane laws,
and without disposing yourselves to reprehensible
excesses, place all your hopes in a benevolentand
enlightened Government. Let us go, my friends,
my children, so that a general holiday may be the
happy presage of this sweet liberty.

End

.

Declaration of the Rights of Woman
and Citizen (1791)

Man, are you capable of being just? It is a woman
who asks you this question; at least you will not deny
her this right. Tell me! Who has given you the sover-
eign authority to oppress my sex? Your strength? Your
talents? Observe the creator in his wisdom; regard
nature in all her grandeur, with which you seem to
want to compare yourself; and give me, if you dare, an
example of this tyrannical empire. (From Paris to Peru,
from Rome to Japan, the most stupid animal, in my
opinion, is man.) Go back to the animals, consult the
elements, study the plants, then glance over all the
modifications of organized matter, and cede to the
evidence when I offer you the means. Seek, search,
and distinguish, if you can, the sexes in the administra-
tion of nature. Everywhere you will find them mingled,
i Antho
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everywhere they cooperate in harmony with this im-
mortal masterpiece. Only man has fashioned himselfa
principle out of this exception. Bizarre, blind, bloated
by science and degenerate, in this century of enlight-
enment and wisdom, he, in grossest ignorance, wishes
to exercise the command of a despot over a sex that has
received every intellectual faculty; he claims to rejoice
in the Revolution and claims his rights to equality, at
the very least.

Declaration of the Rights of
Woman and Citizen

To be decreed by the National Assembly in its last
meetings or in those of the next legislature.

Preamble

The mothers, daughters, and sisters, representa-
tives of the nation, demand to be constituted a national
assembly. Considering that ignorance, disregard of or
contempt for the rights of women are the only causes
of public misfortune and of governmental corruption,
they have resolved to set forth in a solemn declaration,
the natural, inalienable and sacred rights of woman; to
the end that this declaration, constantly held up to all
members of society, may always remind them of their
rights and duties; to the end that the acts based on
women'’s power and those based on the power of men,
being constantly measured against the goal of all po-
litical institutions, may be more respected; and so that
the demands of female citizens, henceforth founded
on simple and indisputable principles, may ever up-
hold the constitution and good morals, and may con-
tribute to the happiness of all.

Consequently, the sex that is superior in beauty as
well as in courage of maternal suffering, recognizes
and declares, in the presence and under the auspices
of the Supreme Being, the following rights of woman
and citizen.

Article One. Woman is born free and remains
equal in rights to man. Social distinctions can be founded
only on general utility.

II. The goal of every political association is the
preservation of the natural and irrevocable rights of
Woman and Man. These rights are liberty, property,
security, and especially resistance to oppression.

I11. The principle of all sovereignty resides essen-
tially in the Nation, which is none other than the union
of Woman and Man; no group, no individual can exer-
cise any authority that is not derived expressly from it.

IV. Liberty and Justice consist of rendering to per-
sons those things that belong to them; thus, the exer-
cise of woman'’s natural rights is limited only by the
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perpetual tyranny with which man opposes her; these
limits must be changed according to the laws of nature
and reason.

V. The laws of nature and of reason prohibit all acts
harmful to society; whatever is not prohibited by these
wise and divine laws cannot be prevented, and no one
can be forced to do anything unspecified by the law.

VL. The law should be the expression of the gen-
eral will: all female and male citizens must participate
in its elaboration personally or through their represen-
tatives. It should be the same for all; all female and
male citizens, being equal in the eyes of the law, should
be equally admissible to all public offices, places, and
employments, according to their capacities and with
no distinctions other than those of their virtues and
talents.

VII. No woman is immune; she can be accused,
arrested, and detained in such cases as determined by
law. Women, like men, must obey these rigorous laws.

VIIL. Only punishments strictly and obviously nec-
essary may be established by law. No one may be
punished except under a law established and promul-
gated before the offense occurred, and which is legally
applicable to women.

IX. If any woman is declared guilty, then the law
must be enforced rigorously.

X. No one should be punished for their opinions.
Woman has the right to mount the scaffold; she should
likewise have the right to speak in public, provided
that her demonstrations do not disrupt public order as
established by law.

XI. Free communication of thoughts and opinions
is one of the most precious rights of woman, since this
liberty assures the legitimate paternity of fathers with
regard to their children. Every female citizen can there-
fore freely say: “l am the mother of a child that belongs
to you,” without a barbaric prejudice forcing her to
conceal the truth; she must also answer for the abuse of
this liberty in cases determined by law.

XII. Guarantee of the rights of woman and female
citizens requires the existence of public services. Such
guarantee should be established for the advantage of
everyone, not for the personal benefit of those to whom
these services are entrusted.

XIII. For the maintenance of public forces and
administrative expenses, the contributions of women
and men shall be equal; the woman shares in all forced
labor and all painful tasks, therefore she should have
the same share in the distribution of positions, tasks,
assignments, honors, and industry.

XIV. Female and male citizens have the right to
determine the need for public taxes, either by them-
selves or through their representatives. Female citi-
zens can agree to this only if they are admitted to an
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equal share not only in wealth but also in public ad-
ministration, and by determining the proportion and
extent of tax collection.

XV. The mass of women, allied for tax purposes to
the mass of men, has the right to hold every public
official accountable for his administration.

XVI. Any society in which the guarantee of rights is
not assured, or the separation of powers determined,
has no constitution. The constitution is invalid if the
majority of individuals who compose the Nation have
not cooperated in writing it.

XVII The right of property is inviolable and sacred
to both sexes, jointly or separately. No one can be
deprived of it, since it is a true inheritance of nature
except when public necessity, certified by law, clearly
requires it, subject to just and prior compensation.

Postamble

Woman, wake up! The tocsin of reason is sounding
throughout the Universe; know your rights. The pow-
erful empire of nature is no longer surrounded by
prejudices, fanaticism, superstition and lies. The torch
of truth has dispelled all the clouds of stupidity and
usurpation. Man enslaved has multiplied his forces; he
has had recourse to yours in order to break his own
chains. Having become free, he has become unjust
toward his mate. Oh Women! Women! when will you
cease to be blind? What advantages have you gained in
the Revolution? A more marked scorn, a more signal
disdain. During centuries of corruption, you reigned
only over the weakness of men. Your empire is de-
stroyed; what then remains for you? The proof of man’s
injustice. The claim of your patrimony founded on the
wise decrees of nature—what have you to fear from
such a splendid enterprise? The good word of the
legislator at the marriage of Canaan? Do you not fear
that our French legislators, who are correcting this
morality, which was for such a long time appended to
the realm of politics but is no longer fashionable, will
again say to you, “Women, what do we have in com-
mon with you?” You must answer, “Everything!” If, in
their weakness, they are obstinate in drawing this con-
clusion contrary to their principles, you must coura-
geously invoke the force of reason against their vain
pretensions of superiority. Unite yourselves under the
banner of philosophy; deploy all the energy of your
character, and soon you will see these prideful ones,
your adoring servants, no longer grovelling at your feet
but proud to share with you the treasures of the Su-
preme Being. Whatever the obstacles that are put in
your way, it is in your power to overturn them; you
have only to will it. Let us turn now to the frightful
picture of what you have been in society; and since
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there is currently a question of national education, let
us see if our wise legislators will think wisely about the
education of women.

Women have done more evil than good. They
have had their share in coercion and double-dealings.
When forcibly abused, they have countered with strat-
agems; they have had recourse to all the resources of
their charms, and the most blameless among them has
not hesitated to use them. They have used poison and
irons; they have commanded crime and virtue alike.
For centuries, the government of France in particular
has depended on the nocturnal administration of wom-
en; the cabinet had no secrets from their indiscretion:
embassy, military command, ministry, presidency, pon-
tificate, cardinalate—one might say everything pro-
fane and sacred subject to the foolishness of man has
been subordinated to the greed and ambition of the
female sex, which was formerly contemptible and re-
spected but, since the revolution, is respectable and
yet contemptible.

What could I not say about this paradox! I have
only a moment for offering a few remarks, but this
moment will attract the attention of the most remote
posterity. Under the Old Regime, all were vicious, all
were guilty; but could one not perceive the improve-
ment of things, even in the substance of vice? A wom-
an needed only to be beautiful or lovable; when she
possessed these two advantages, she saw a hundred
fortunes at her feet. If she did not profit from this
situation, she had either a bizarre character or a rare
philosophy that led her to despise wealth; in such a
case she was relegated to the status of a brainless per-
son; the most indecent woman could make herself
respected with enough gold; the buying and selling of
women was a kind of industry taken for granted in the
first rank of society, which, henceforth, will have no
credit. If it did, the revolution would be lost, and under
the new order we would remain ever corrupt. Still, can
reason hide the fact that all other routes to fortune are
closed to woman, whom man buys like a slave on the
African coast? The difference is great, as we know. The
slave commands the master; but if the master sets her
free, without compensation, at an age when the slave
has lost all her charms, what becomes of this unfortu-
nate creature? A contemptible toy; even the doors of
charity are closed to her; she is poor and old, they say;
why didn’t she know how to make her fortune? Other
more touching examples suggest themselves to reason.
Avyoung person without experience, seduced by a man
she loves, will abandon her parents to follow him; the
ungrateful fellow will leave her after a few years, and
the older she has grown with him, the more inhuman
will his inconstancy be. If she has children, he will
abandon her all the same. If he is rich, he will think

himself exempt from sharing his fortune with his noble
victims. If some commitment binds him to his duties,
he will violate its power by using all legal loopholes. If
he is married, other commitments lose their rights.
What laws then remain to be made in order to destroy
vice down to its very roots? One dealing with the shar-
ing of fortunes between men and women, and another
with public administration. It is clear that a woman
born to a rich family gains a great deal from equal
inheritance. But a woman born to a poor family of
merit and virtue—what is her fate? Poverty and shame.
If she does not excel in music or painting, she cannot
be admitted to any public office, even though she
might be quite capable. I wish only to give an overview
of things. I will examine them more thoroughly in the
new edition of my political works, with notes, which I
propose to offer to the public in a few days.

I resume my text with regard to morals. Marriage is
the tomb of confidence and love. A married woman
can, with impunity, present bastards to her husband
and the bastards with the fortune that does not belong
to them. An unmarried woman has merelya slim right:
ancient and inhuman laws have refused her the right
to the name and property of the father of her children,
and no new laws on this matter have been passed. If my
attempt thus to give my sex an honorable and just
stability is now considered a paradox on my part, an
atternpt at the impossible, I must leave to men yet to
come the glory of discussing this matter; but mean-
while, one can pave the way through national educa-
tion, the restoration of morals, and by conjugal contracts.

Model for a Social Contract between
a Man and a Woman

We, N & N, of our own free will, unite ourselves for
the remainder of our lives and for the duration of our
mutual inclinations, according to the following condi-
tions: We intend and desire to pool our fortunes as
community property, while nevertheless preserving
the right to divide them on behalf of our own children
and those we might have with someone else, mutually
recognizing that our fortune belongs directly to our
children, from whatever bed they might spring, and
that all of them have the right to carry the name of the
fathers and mothers who have acknowledged them,
and we obligate ourselves to subscribe to the law that
punishes the renunciation of one’s own flesh and blood.
We obligate ourselves equally, in case of separation, to
divide our fortune, and to set apart the portion belong-
ing to our children as indicated by the law; and in the
case of perfect union, the first to die would assign half
the property to their children; and if one of us should
die without children, the survivor would inherit every-
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thing, unless the dying party had disposed of his half of
the common wealth in favor of someone else he might
deem appropriate.

Here is the general formula for the conjugal agree-
ment I am proposing. Upon reading this unorthodox
piece, I envision all the hypocrites, prudes, clergy, and
their gang of diabolic followers rising up against me.
But would this plan not offer to the wise a moral
means of achieving the perfectibility of a happy gov-
ernment? [ shall prove it in a few words. A rich and
childless epicurean fervently thinks fit to go to his poor
neighbor’s house to augment his family. Once a law is
passed that will authorize the rich man to adopt the
poor woman’s children, the bonds of society will be
strengthened and its morals purified. This law would
perhaps save the wealth of the community and check
the disorder that leads so many victims into the refuges
of shame, servility, and degeneration of human prin-
ciples, where nature has so long bemoaned its oppres-
sion. May the critics of rational philosophy therefore
cease to protest against primitive morals or else go bury
themselves in the sources they cite. (Abraham had
some very legitimate children with Agar, the servant of
his wife.)

I'should like a law that protects widows and maid-
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ens deceived by the false promises of a man to whom
they have become attached; I would like this law to
force a fickle-minded man to stand by his agreements
or else provide an indemnity proportional to his for-
tune. Moreover, I would like this law to be rigorous
against women, at least against those impudent
enough to appeal to a law which they themselves have
violated by their own misconduct, if this can be proved.
At the same time, I would like prostitutes to be placed
in designated quarters, as I discussed in 1788 in Le
Bonheur primitif de 'homme. It is not the prostitutes
who contribute most to the depravation of morals; it is
the women of Society. By reeducating the latter, one
can modify the former. At first this chain of fraternal
union will prove disorderly, but eventually it will result
in perfect harmony. I am offering an invincible means
of elevating the soul of women; it is for them to join in
all the activities of men. If man insists on finding this
means impracticable, let him share his fortune with
woman, not according to his whim, but according to
the wisdom of the law. Prejudice will tumble down;
customs and manners will be purified; and nature will
recapture all its rights. Add to this the marriage of
priests, the reaffirmation of the King on his throne, and
the French government will never perish.
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Mary Wollstonecraft (1759-97)

Mary Wollstonecraft was born in London in 1759
and died from complications of childbirth in 1797 when
she was thirty-eight years old. Wollstonecraft’s writings
fall within a number of intellectual traditions and gen-
res including feminist theory, political theory, and edu-
cational theory. She wrote political and historical works,
tracts, novels, and contributions to popular periodicals.
Wollstonecraft was a participant in the radical, dissent-
ing circles in London at the end of the eighteenth cen-
tury, and she was important both for her place in those
conversations and for her works which were well known
at the time and have come to be widely read recently.
Her present-day reputation rests mostly on the Vindica-
tion of the Rights of Woman, published in 1792, but
her Vindication of the Rights of Men, which appeared
in 1790, was the earliest attack on the prominent, con-
servative assessment of the French Revolution by Ed-
mund Burke entitled Reflections on the Revolution in
France. A Vindication of the Rights of Men received a
great deal of attention when it appeared and was more
important among radical intellectuals than her writings
on women, which were to gain her more lasting fame.

Wollstonecraft was in many ways a surprising mem-
ber of this radical group. She came from a once-success-
ful merchant family. Her grandfather was a wealthy
weaver, but her father, with little financial or entrepre-
neurial sense, failed in his hopes to parlay the family’s
wealth into respectability as a country gentleman. Her
father’s financial failures meant the family moved often,
and Mary was able to gain only a haphazard education.
Early on, she developed an unusually adult sense of re-
sponsibility for the family’s economic status and, with
a close adolescent friend, Fanny Blood, pledged to work
to keep the family afloat financially. She resented the
time and money that was bestowed upon her eldest
brother’s education and career, and her family situation
influenced her feminism, which focused on women’s
inadequate education and lack of economic indepen-
dence.

Mary Wollstonecraft’s need for economic stability,
and her sense that she was responsible for the lives of
female friends and family, led her to take positions as a
companion, governess, and teacher in a girls’ school and
regularly to interfere in the lives of those about her for
what she considered to be their own good. Following
some econontic setbacks and the death of her friend
Fanny, she determined to move to London and become
a professional writer. There she wrote for a new publica-
tion, the Analytical Review, and had earlier made some
income from her Thoughts on the Education of Daugh-

ters (1787) and a novel, Mary, a Fiction (1788). In the
1790s she became more closely associated with radical
pamphleteers including Protestant dissenter Richard
Price and political writers such as Thomas Paine and
William Godwin. She was a prolific member of that
circle, writing political tracts and literary criticism and
focusing, as her colleagues did not, on the continual
dismissal of women as serious, rational members of soci-
ety who deserved the education and public responsibil-
ity appropriate to their equal abilities.

She is sometimes reproached for having had singu-
larly unsuccessful relationships with men, first falling
in love with Henry Fuseli, a painter, who was a married
man. He did not return her affection. Likely the most
disastrous of her relationships was with Gilbert Imlay,
an American businessman who was trying to make mon-
ey from the economic and social dislocations of the
French Revolution. They met in Paris after Wollstone-
craft had traveled there in 1792 to assess the progress of
the revolution. They lived together out of wedlock, and
she had a daughter whom she called Fanny after her
dead friend. As Imlay’s interest in her waned she twice
attempted suicide. By 1796 she returned to London to
resume her writing career and put this unsuccessful
relationship behind her.

After her return to London, she formed an uncon-
ventional relationship with William Godwin, the au-
thor of Political Justice and one of the radical circle to
which she had earlier belonged. She became pregnant
and they married but even then maintained separate
households. Her premarital pregnancy shocked much of
respectable London, and Wollstonecraft's intellectual
and personal reputation was disparaged following her
death eleven days after the birth of her daughter, the
novelist Mary Shelley. While Godwin was a better match
for her than her earlier love interests, he is often criti-
cized by feminist scholars for not maintaining all of
Wollstonecraft’s works and for emphasizing her unor-
thodox personal life over the intellectual and literary
contributions of her writings.

As noted earlier, the Vindication of the Rights of
Woman has gained Wollstonecraft a lasting reputation
among feminist theorists. Her emphasis within that
work on the superficial lives of most middle- and upper-
class women and on the necessity to recognize women’s
rational natures laid the groundwork for many of the
writings and efforts of those in nineteenth-century wom-
en’s rights organizations. She argued strongly for the
reformation of girls’ education and the need for ad-
vanced training for women. Such views undergirded the
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efforts of women in the nineteenth century to establish
women’s colleges, to seek admission for women to vari-
ous professions, to pass married women’s property acts so
that middle- and upper-class women could keep control
of their property following marriage, and to allow wom-
en to support themselves independently.

Her Vindication of the Rights of Men, which has
received much less attention either by feminist scholars
or by political theorists, argued cogently and strongly
against Burke’s glorification of the British constitutional
structure in which gradual change and political reform
based on legislative bodies such as the British parlia-
ment was superior to radical or revolutionary change
tied to events such as the French Revolution. She intro-
duced arguments on property and class divisions, simi-
lar to some later offered by Karl Marx, to contend that
only a limited number of citizens and interests were
heard through British constitutionalism. As happened
for numerous other women thinkers, Wollstonecraft’s
general political works have been subordinated to her
writings and views about women, even though they were
widely discussed during her lifetime. Thus it is valuable
for us to reassess this work that appeared before her
major feminist work, to understand the range of her
contributions to radical debates and British reactions to
the French Revolution in the late 1700s, and to under-
stand the general social and political principles which
underlay the Vindication of the Rights of Woman.

The first printing of A Vindication of the Rights of
Men appeared anonymously in 1790; the excerpts be-
low are from the second printing, in which the author’s
name was first acknowledged.
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A Vindication of the Rights of Men
(1790)

In a Letter to the Right Honourable
Edmund Burke; Occasioned by
His Reflections on the
Revolution in France

Advertisement.

M. Burke’s Reflections on the French Revolution
first engaged my attention as the transient topic of the
day; and reading more for amusement than informa-
tion, my indignation was roused by the sophistical
arguments, that every moment crossed me, in the ques-
tionable shape of natural feelings and common sense.

Many pages of the following letter were the effu-
sions of the moment; but, swelling imperceptibly to a
considerable size, the idea was suggested of publishing
a short vindication of the Rights of Men.

Not having leisure or patience to follow this desul-
tory writer through all the devious tracks in which his
fancy has started fresh game, I have confined my stric-
tures, in a great measure, to the grand principles at
which he has levelled many ingenious arguments in a
very specious garb.

Sir,

It is not necessary, with courtly insincerity, to apol-
ogise to you for thus intruding on your precious time,
not to profess that I think it an honour to discuss an
important subject with a man whose literary abilities
have raised him to notice in the state. I have not yet
learned to twist my periods, nor, in the equivocal idiom
of politeness, to disguise my sentiments, and imply
what I should be afraid to utter: if, therefore, in the
course of this epistle, I chance to express contempt,
and even indignation, with some emphasis, I beseech
you to believe that it is not a flight of fancy; for truth, in
morals, has ever appeared to me the essence of the
sublime; and, in taste, simplicity the only criterion of
the beautiful. But I war not with an individual when I

contend for the rights of men and the liberty of reason.
You see I do not condescend to cull my words to avoid
the invidious phrase, nor shall I be prevented from
giving a manly definition of it, by the flimsy ridicule
which a lively fancy has interwoven with the present
acceptation of the term. Reverencing the rights of
humanity, I shall dare to assert them; not intimidated
by the horse laugh that you have raised, or waiting till
time has wiped away the compassionate tears which
you have elaborately laboured to excite.

From the many just sentiments interspersed
through the letter before me, and from the whole ten-
dency of it, I should believe you to be a good, though
avain man, if some circumstances in your conduct did
not render the inflexibility of your integrity doubtful;
and for this vanity a knowledge of human nature en-
ables me to discover such extenuating circumstances,
in the very texture of your mind, that I am ready to call
it amiable, and separate the public from the private
character.

I know that a lively imagination renders a man
particularly calculated to shine in conversation and in
those desultory productions where method is disre-
garded; and the instantaneous applause which his elo-
quence extorts is at once a reward and a spur. Once a
wit and always a wit, is an aphorism that has received
the sanction of experience; yet I am apt to conclude
that the man who with scrupulous anxiety endeavours
to support that shining character, can never nourish by
reflection any profound, or, if you please, metaphysi-
cal passion. . . .

And though some dry reasoner might whisper that
the arguments were superficial, and should even add,
that the feelings which are thus ostentatiously dis-
played are often the cold declamation of the head, and
not the effusions of the heart—what will these shrewd
remarks avail, when the witty arguments and orna-
mental feelings are on a level with the comprehension
of the fashionable world, and a book is found very
amusing? Even the Ladies, Sir, may repeat your spright-
ly sallies, and retail in theatrical attitudes many of your
sentimental exclamations. Sensibility is the manie of
the day, and compassion the virtue which is to cover a
multitude of vices, whilst justice is left to mourn in
sullen silence, and balance truth in vain.

In life, an honest man with a confined understand-
ing is frequently the slave of his habits and the dupe of
his feelings, whilst the man with a clearer head and
colder heart makes the passions of others bend to his
interest; but truly sublime is the character that acts
from principle, and governs the inferior springs of
activity without slackening their vigour; whose feel-
ings give vital heat to his resolves, but never hurry him
into feverish eccentricities. . . .

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Down\oadefﬂ; behalf of Unknown Institution



Quitting now the flowers of rhetoric, let us, Sir,
reason together; and, believe me, I should not have
meddled with these troubled waters, in order to point
out your inconsistencies, if your wit had not burnished
up some rusty, baneful opinions, and swelled the shal-
low current of ridicule till it resembled the flow of
reason, and presumed to be the test of truth.

I shall not attempt to follow you through ‘horse-
way and foot-path;’ but, attacking the foundation of
your opinions, I shall leave the superstructure to find a
centre of gravity on which it may lean till some strong
blast puffs it into air; or your teeming fancy, which the
ripening judgment of sixty years has not tamed, pro-
duces another Chinese erection, to stare, at every turn,
the plain country people in the face, who bluntly call
such an airy edifice—a folly.

The birthright of man, to give you, Sir, a short
definition of this disputed right, is such a degree of
liberty, civil and religious, as is compatible with the
liberty of every other individual with whom he is unit-
ed in a social compact, and the continued existence of
that compact.

Liberty, in this simple, unsophisticated sense, I
acknowledge, is a fair idea that has never yet received
a form in the various governments that have been
established on our beauteous globe; the demon of
property has ever been at hand to encroach on the
sacred rights of men, and to fence round with awful
pomp laws that war with justice. But that it results from
the eternal foundation of right—from immutable truth
—who will presume to deny, that pretends to rational-
ity—if reason has led them to build their morality and
religion on an everlasting foundation —the attributes
of God?

I glow with indignation when I attempt, methodi-
cally, to unravel your slavish paradoxes, in which I can
find no fixed first principle to refute; I shall not, there-
fore, condescend to shew where you affirm in one page
what you deny in another; and how frequently you
draw conclusions without any previous premises: —it
would be something like cowardice to fight with a man
who had never exercised the weapons with which his
opponent chose to combat, and irksome to refute sen-
tence after sentence in which the latent spirit of tyr-
anny appeared.

I perceive, from the whole tenor of your Reflec-
tions, that you have a moral antipathy to reason; but, if
there is any thing like argument, or first principles, in
your wild declamation, behold the result: — that we are
to reverence the rust of antiquity, and term the unnatu-
ral customs, which ignorance and mistaken self-inter-
esthave consolidated, the sage fruit of experience; nay,
that, if we do discover some errors, our feelings should
lead us to excuse, with blind love, or unprincipled
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filial affection, the venerable vestiges of ancient days.
These are gothic notions of beauty—the ivy is beauti-
ful, but, when it insidiously destroys the trunk from
which it receives support, who would not grub it up?

Further, that we ought cautiously to remain for
ever in frozen inactivity, because a thaw, whilst it nour-
ishes the soil, spreads a temporary inundation; and the
fear of risking any personal present convenience should
prevent a struggle for the most estimable advantages.
This is sound reasoning, I grant, in the mouth of the
rich and short-sighted.

Yes, sir, the strong gained riches, the few have
sacrificed the many to their vices; and, to be able to
pamper their appetites, and supinely exist without ex-
ercising mind or body, they have ceased to be men.—
Lost to the relish of true pleasure, such beings would,
indeed, deserve compassion, if injustice was not soft-
ened by the tyrant’s plea—necessity; if prescription
was not raised as an immortal boundary against inno-
vation. Their minds, in fact, instead of being culti-
vated, have been so warped by education, that it may
require some ages to bring them back to nature, and
enable them to see their true interest, with that degree of
conviction which is necessary to influence their conduct.

The civilization which has taken place in Europe
has been very partial, and, like every custom that an
arbitrary point of honour has established, refines the
manners at the expence of morals, by making senti-
ments and opinions current in conversation that have
no root in the heart, or weight in the cooler resolves of
the mind. —And what has stopped its progress?—he-
reditary property—hereditary honours. The man has
been changed into an artificial monster by the station
in which he was born, and the consequent homage
that benumbed his faculties like the torpedo’s touch; —
or a being, with a capacity of reasoning, would not
have failed to discover, as his faculties unfolded, that
true happiness arose from the friendship and intimacy
which can only be enjoyed by equals; and that charity
is not a condescending distribution of alms, but an
intercourse of good offices and mutual benefits, found-
ed on respect for justice and humanity.

Governed by these principles, the poor wretch,
whose inelegant distress extorted from a mixed feeling
of disgust and animal sympathy present relief, would
have been considered as a man, whose misery de-
manded a part of his birthright, supposing him to be
industrious; but should his vices have reduced him to
poverty, he could only have addressed his fellow-men
as weak beings, subject to like passions, who ought to
forgive, because they expect to be forgiven, for suffer-
ing the impulse of the moment to silence the sugges-
tions of conscience, or reason, which you will; for, in
my view of things, they are synonymous terms.
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Will Mr. Burke be at the trouble to inform us, how
far we are to go back to discover the rights of men, since
the light of reason is such a fallacious guide that none
but fools trust to its cold investigation?

In the infancy of society, confining our view to our
own country, customs were established by the lawless
power of an ambitious individual; or a weak prince was
obliged to comply with every demand of the licentious
barbarous insurgents, who disputed his authority with
irrefragable arguments at the point of their swords; or
the more specious requests of the Parliament, who
only allowed him conditional supplies.

Are these the venerable pillars of our constitution?
And is Magna Charta to rest for its chief support on a
former grant, which reverts to another, till chaos be-
comes the base of the mighty structure —or we cannot
tell what?—for coherence, without some pervading
principle of order, is a solecism. . . .

The imperfection of all modern governments
must, without waiting to repeat the trite remark, that
all human institutions are unavoidably imperfect, in a
great measure have arisen from this simple circum-
stance, that the constitution, if such an heterogeneous
mass deserve that name, was settled in the dark days of
ignorance, when the minds of men were shackled by
the grossest prejudices and most immoral superstition.
And do you, Sir, a sagacious philosopher, recommend
night as the fittest time to analyze a ray of light?

Are we to seek for the rights of men in the ages
when a few marks were the only penalty imposed for
the life of a man, and death for death when the prop-
erty of the rich was touched? when—1I blush to dis-
cover the depravity of our nature—when a deer was
killed! Are these the laws that it is natural to love, and
sacrilegious to invade? —Were the rights of men un-
derstood when the law authorized or tolerated mur-
der? —or is power and right the same in your creed?

But in fact all your declamation leads so directly to
this conclusion, that I beseech you to ask your own
heart, when you call yourself a friend of liberty whether
it would not be more consistent to style yourself the
champion of property, the adorer of the golden image
which power has set up? —And, when you are examin-
ing your heart, if it would not be too much like math-
ematical drudgery, to which a fine imagination very
reluctantly stoops, enquire further, how it is consistent
with the vulgar notions of honesty, and the foundation
of morality —truth; for a man to boast of his virtue and
independence, when he cannot forget that he is at the
moment enjoying the wages of falsehood (see Mr.
Burke’s Bills for ceconomical reform); and that, in a
skulking, unmanly way, he has secured himself a pen-
sion of fifteen hundred pounds per annum on the Irish
establishment? Do honest men, Sir, for I am not rising

to the refined principle of honour, ever receive the
reward of their public services, or secret assistance, in
the name of another?

But to return from a digression which you will
more perfectly understand than any of my readers—
on what principle you, Sir, can justify the reformation,
which tore up by the roots an old establishment, I
cannot guess— but, I beg your pardon, perhaps you do
not wish to justify it—and have some mental reserva-
tion to excuse you, to yourself, for not openly avowing
your reverence. Or, to go further back;—had you been
a Jew—you would have joined in the cry—crucify
him! The promulgator of a new doctrine, and the
violator of old laws and customs, that not melting like
ours, into darkness and ignorance, rested on Divine
authority, must have been a dangerous innovator, in
your eyes, particularly if you had not been informed
that the Carpenter’s Son was of the stock and lineage of
David. But there is no end to the arguments which
might be deduced to combat such palpable absurdi-
ties, by shewing the manifest inconsistencies which
are necessarily involved in a direful train of false opin-
ions.

Itis necessary emphatically to repeat, that there are
rights which men inherit at their birth, as rational
creatures, who were raised above the brute creation by
their improvable faculties; and that, in receiving these,
not from their forefathers but, from God, prescription
can never undermine natural rights.

A father may dissipate his property without his
child having any right to complain;—but should he
attempt to sell him for a slave, or fetter him with laws
contrary to reason; nature, in enabling him to discern
good from evil, teaches him to break the ignoble chain,
and not to believe that bread becomes flesh, and wine
blood, because his parents swallowed the Eucharist
with this blind persuasion.

There is no end to this implicit submission to au-
thority—some where it must stop, or we return to
barbarism; and the capacity of improvement, which
gives us a natural sceptre on earth, is a cheat, an ignis-
fatuus, that leads us from inviting meadows into bogs
and dung-hills. And if it be allowed that many of the
precautions, with which any alteration was made, in
our government, were prudent, it rather proves its
weakness than substantiates an opinion of the sound-
ness of the stamina, or the excellence of the constitu-
tion.

But on what principle Mr. Burke could defend
American independence, I cannot conceive; for the
whole tenor of his plausible arguments settles slavery
on an everlasting foundation. Allowing his servile rev-
erence for antiquity, and prudent attention to self-
interest to have the force which he insists on, the slave
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trade ought never to be abolished; and, because our
ignorant forefathers, not understanding the native dig-
nity of man, sanctioned a traffic that outrages every
suggestion of reason and religion, we are to submit to
the inhuman custom, and term an atrocious insult to
humanity the love of our country, and a proper submis-
sion to the laws by which our property is secured.

—Security of property! Behold, in a few words, the
definition of English liberty. And to this selfish prin-
ciple every nobler one is sacrificed. — The Briton takes
place of the man, and the image of God is lost in the
citizen! But it is not that enthusiastic flame which in
Greece and Rome consumed every sordid passion: no,
self is the focus; and the disparting rays rise not above
our foggy atmosphere. But softly—it is only the prop-
erty of the rich that is secure; the man who lives by the
sweat of his brow has no asylum from oppression; the
strong man may enter—when was the castle of the
poor sacred? and the base informer steal him from the
family that depend on his industry for subsistence.

Fully sensible as you must be of the baneful conse-
quences that inevitably follow this notorious infringe-
ment on the dearest rights of men, and that it is an
infernal blot on the very face of our immaculate con-
stitution, I cannot avoid expressing my surprise that
when you recommended our form of government as a
model, you did not caution the French against the
arbitrary custom of pressing men in the sea service.
You should have hinted to them, that property in En-
gland is much more secure than liberty, and not have
concealed that the liberty of an honest mechanic —his
all—is often sacrificed to secure the property of the
rich. For itis a farce to pretend that a man fights for his
country, his hearth, or his altars, when he has neither
liberty nor property.—His property is in his nervous
arms—and they are compelled to pull a strange rope at
the surly command of a tyrannic boy, who probably
obtained his rank on account of his family connec-
tions, or the prostituted vote of his father, whose inter-
est in a borough, or voice as a senator, was acceptable
to the minister.

Our penal laws punish with death the thief who
steals a few pounds; but to take by violence, or trepan,
a man, is no such heinous offence. —For who shall
dare to complain of the venerable vestige of the law
that rendered the life of a deer more sacred than that of
a man? But it was the poor man with only his native
dignity who was thus oppressed —and only metaphysi-
cal sophists and cold mathematicians can discern this
insubstantial form; it is a work of abstraction—and a
gentleman of lively imagination must borrow some
drapery from fancy before he can love or pity a man. —
Misery, to reach your heart, I perceive, must have its
cap and bells; your tears are reserved, very naturally
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considering your character, for the declamation of the
theatre, or for the downfall of queens, whose rank al-
ters the nature of folly, and throws a graceful veil over
vices that degrade humanity; whilst the distress of many
industrious mothers, whose helpmates have been torn
from them, and the hungry cry of helpless babes, were
vulgar sorrows that could not move your commisera-
tion, though they might extort an alms. . . .

If I were not afraid to derange your nervous sys-
tem by the bare mention of a metaphysical enquiry, I
should observe, sir, that self-preservation is, literally
speaking, the first law of nature; and that the care
necessary to support and guard the body is the first step
to unfold the mind, and inspire a manly spirit of inde-
pendence. The mewing babe in swaddling-clothes,
who is treated like a superior being, may perchance
become a gentleman; but nature must have given him
uncommon faculties if, when pleasure hangs on every
bough, he has sufficient fortitude either to exercise his
mind or body in order to acquire personal merit. The
passions are necessary auxiliaries of reason: a present
impulse pushes us forward, and when we discover that
the game did not deserve the chace, we find that we
have gone over much ground, and not only gained
many new ideas, but a habit of thinking. The exercise
of our faculties is the great end, though not the goal we
had in view when we started with such eagerness.

It would be straying still further into metaphysics
to add, that this is one of the strongest arguments for
the natural immortality of the soul. — Every thing looks
like a means, nothing like an end, or point of rest,
when we can say, now let us sit down and enjoy the
present moment; our faculties and wishes are propor-
tioned to the present scene; we may return without
repining to our sister clod. And, if no conscious dignity
whisper that we are capable of relishing more refined
pleasures, the thirst of truth appears to be allayed; and
thought, the faint type of an immaterial energy, no
longer bounding it knows not where, is confined to the
tenement that affords it sufficient variety. —The rich
man may then thank his God that he is not like other
men — but when is retribution to be made to the miser-
able, who cry day and night for help, and there is no
one at hand to help them? And not only misery but
immorality proceeds from this stretch of arbitrary au-
thority. The vulgar have not the power of emptying
their mind of the only ideas they imbibed whilst their
hands were employed; they cannot quickly turn from
one kind of life to another. Pressing them entirely
unhinges their minds; they acquire new habits, and
cannot return to their old occupations with their for-
mer readiness; consequently they fall into idleness,
drunkenness, and the whole train of vices which you
stigmatise as gross.
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A government that acts in this manner cannot be
called a good parent, nor inspire natural (habitual is
the proper word) affection, in the breasts of children
who are thus disregarded.

The game laws are almost as oppressive to the
peasantry as press-warrants to the mechanic. In this
land of liberty what is to secure the property of the poor
farmer when his noble landlord chooses to plant a
decoy field near his little property? Game devour the
fruit of his labour; but fines and imprisonment await
him if he dare to kill any—or lift up his hand to inter-
rupt the pleasure of his lord. How many families have
been plunged, .in the sporting countries, into misery
and vice for some paltry transgression of these coercive
laws, by the natural consequence of that anger which a
man feels when he sees the reward of his industry laid
waste by unfeeling luxury? —when his children’s bread
is given to dogs!

You have shewn, Sir, by your silence on these
subjects, that your respect for rank has swallowed up
the common feelings of humanity; you seem to con-
sider the poor as only the live stock of an estate, the
feather of hereditary nobility. When you had so little
respect for the silent majority of misery, I am not sur-
prised at your manner of treating an individual whose
brow a mitre will never grace, and whose popularity
may have wounded your vanity —for vanity is ever sore.
Even in France, Sir, before the revolution, literary
celebrity procured a man the treatment of a gentle-
man; but you are going back for your credentials of
politeness to more distant times. —Gothic affability is
the mode you think proper to adopt, the condescen-
sion of a Baron, not the civility of a liberal man. Polite-
ness is, indeed, the only substitute for humanity; or
what distinguishes the civilised man from the unlet-
tered savage? And he who is not governed by reason
should square his behaviour by an arbitrary standard;
but by what rule your attack on Dr. Price was regulated
we have yet to learn. . ..

Dr. Price, when he reasons on the necessity of men
attending some place of public worship, concisely ob-
viates an objection that has been made in the form of
an apology, by advising those, who do not approve of
our Liturgy, and cannot find any mode of worship out
of the church, in which they can conscientiously join,
to establish one for themselves. This plain advice you
have tortured into a very different meaning, and repre-
sented the preacher as activated by a dissenting phren-
sy, recommending dissensions, ‘not to diffuse truth,
but to spread contradictions’ (Page 15). A simple ques-
tion will silence this impertinent declamation. —What
is truth? A few fundamental truths meet the first en-
quiry of reason, and appear as clear to an unwarped
mind, as that air and bread are necessary to enable the

body to fulfil its vital functions; but the opinions which
men discuss with so much heat must be simplified and
brought back to first principles; or who can discrimi-
nate the vagaries of the imagination, or scrupulosity of
weakness, from the verdict of reason? Let all these
points be demonstrated, and not determined by arbi-
trary authority and dark traditions, lest a dangerous
supineness should take place; for probably, in ceasing
to enquire, our reason would remain dormant, and
delivered up, without a curb, to every impulse of pas-
sion, we might soon lose sight of the clear light which
the exercise of our understanding no longer kept alive.
To argue from experience, it should seem as if the
human mind, averse to thought, could only be opened
by necessity; for, when it can take opinions on trust,
it gladly lets the spirit lie quiet in its gross tenement.
Perhaps the most improving exercise of the mind, con-
fining the argument to the enlargement of the under-
standing, is the restless enquiries that hover on the
boundary, or stretch over the dark abyss of uncertainty.
These lively conjectures are the breezes that preserve
the still lake from stagnating. We should be aware of
confining all moral excellence to one channel, how-
ever capacious; or, if we are so narrow-minded, we
should not forget how much we owe to chance that our
inheritance was not Mahometism; and that the iron
hand of destiny, in the shape of deeply rooted author-
ity, has not suspended the sword of destruction over
our heads. But to return to the misrepresentation.

Blackstone, to whom Mr. Burke pays great defer-
ence, seems to agree with Dr Price, that the succession
of the King of Great Britain depends on the choice of
the people, or that they have a power to cut it off; but
this power, as you have fully proved, has been cau-
tiously exerted, and might with more propriety be
termed a right than a power. Be it so! —yet when you
elaborately cited precedents to shew that our forefa-
thers paid great respect to hereditary claims, you
might have gone back to your favourite epoch, and
shewn their respect for a church that fulminating laws
have since loaded with opprobrium. The preponder-
ance of inconsistencies, when weighed with prece-
dents, should lessen the most bigotted veneration for
antiquity, and force men of the eighteenth century to
acknowledge, that our canonized forefathers were un-
able, or afraid, to revert to reason, without resting on
the crutch of authority; and should not be brought as a
proof that their children are never to be allowed to
walk alone.

When we doubt the infallible wisdom of our an-
cestors, it is only advancing on the same ground to
doubt the sincerity of the law, and the propriety of that
servile appellation — our Sovereign Lord the King. Who
were the dictators of this adulatory language of the
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law? Were they not courtly parasites and worldly priests?
Besides, whoever at divine service, whose feelings were
not deadened by habit, or their understanding quies-
cent, ever repeated without horror the same epithets
applied to a man and his Creator? . . .

You further sarcastically animadvert on the consis-
tency of the democratists, by wresting the obvious
meaning of a common phrase, the dregs of the people;
or your contempt for poverty may have led you into an
error. Be that as it may, an unprejudiced man would
have directly perceived the single sense of the word,
and an old Member of Parliament could scarcely have
missed it. He who had so often felt the pulse of the
electors needed not have gone beyond his own experi-
ence to discover that the dregs alluded to were the
vicious, and not the lower class of the community.

Again, Sir, I must doubt your sincerity or your
discernment. — You have been behind the curtain; and,
though it might be difficult to bring back your so-
phisticated heart to nature and make you feel like a
man, yet the awestruck confusion in which you were
plunged must have gone off when the vulgar emotion
of wonder, excited by finding yourself a Senator, had
subsided. Then you must have seen the clogged wheels
of corruption continually oiled by the sweat of the
laborious poor, squeezed out of them by unceasing
taxation. You must have discovered that the majority in
the House of Commons was often purchased by the
crown, and that the people were oppressed by the
influence of their own money, extorted by the venal
voice of a packed representation.

You must have known that a man of merit can-
not rise in the church, the army, or navy, unless he has
some interest in a borough; and that even a paltry ex-
ciseman’s place can only be secured by electioneer-
ing interest. I will go further, and assert that few Bish-
ops, though there have been learned and good bish-
ops, have gained the mitre without submitting to a
servility of dependence that degrades the man.—All
these circumstances you must have known, yet you
talk of virtue and liberty, as the vulgar talk of the letter
of the law; and the polite of propriety. It is true that
these ceremonial observances produce decorum,; the
sepulchres are white-washed, and do not offend the
squeamish eyes of high rank; but virtue is out of the
question when you only worship a shadow, and wor-
ship it to secure your property.

Man has been termed, with strict propriety, a mi-
crocosm, a little world in himself. —He is so;—yet
must, however, be reckoned an ephemera, o, to adopt
your figure of rhetoric, a summer’s fly. The perpetua-
tion of property in our families is one of the privileges
you most warmly contend for; yet it would not be very
difficult to prove that the mind must have a very lim-
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ited range that thus confines its benevolence to such a
narrow circle, which, with great propriety, may be
included in the sordid calculations of blind self-love.

Abrutal attachment to children has appeared most
conspicuous in parents who have treated them like
slaves, and demanded due homage for all the property
they transferred to them, during their lives. It has led
them to force their children to break the most sacred
ties; to do violence to a natural impulse, and run into
legal prostitution [i.e., marriage—BAC] to increase
wealth or shun poverty; and, still worse, the dread of
parental malediction has made many weak characters
violate truth in the face of Heaven; and, to avoid a
father’s angry curse, the most sacred promises have
been broken. It appears to be a natural suggestion of
reason, that a man should be freed from implicit obe-
dience to parents and private punishments, when he is
of an age to be subject to the jurisdiction of the laws of
his country; and that the barbarous cruelty of allowing
parents to imprison their children, to prevent their
contaminating their noble blood by following the dic-
tates of nature when they chose to marry, or for any
misdemeanor that does not come under the cogni-
zance of public justice, is one of the most arbitrary
violations of liberty.

Who can recount all the unnatural crimes which
the laudable, interesting desire of perpetuating a name
has produced? The younger children have been sac-
rificed to the eldest son; sent into exile, or confined in
convents, that they might not encroach on what was
called, with shameful falsehood, the family estate. Will
Mr. Burke call this parental affection reasonable or
virtuous? —No; it is the spurious offspring of over-
weening, mistaken pride—and not that first source of
civilization, natural parental affection, that makes no
difference between child and child, but what reason
justifies by pointing out superior merit.

Another pernicious consequence which unavoid-
ably arises from this artificial affection is, the insuper-
able bar which it puts in the way of early marriages. It
would be difficult to determine whether the minds or
bodies of our youth are most injured by this impedi-
ment. Our young men become selfish coxcombs, and
gallantry with modest women, and intrigues with those
of another description, weaken both mind and body,
before either has arrived at maturity. The character of
amaster of a family, a husband, and a father, forms the
citizen imperceptibly, by producing a sober manliness
of thought, and orderly behaviour; but, from the lax
morals and depraved affections of the libertine, what
results? —a sinical man of taste, who is only anxious to
secure his own private gratifications, and to maintain
his rank in society.

The same system has an equally pernicious effect
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on female morals. —Girls are sacrificed to family con-
venience, or else marry to settle themselves in a supe-
rior rank, and coquet, without restraint, with the fine
gentleman whom I have already described. And to
such lengths has this vanity, this desire of shining,
carried them, that it is not now necessary to guard girls
against imprudent love matches; for if some widows
did not now and then fall in love, Love and Hymen
would seldom meet, unless at a village church.

Ido notintend to be sarcastically paradoxical when
I say, that women of fashion take husbands that they
may have it in their power to coquet, the grand busi-
ness of genteel life, with a number of admirers, and
thus flutter the spring of life away, without laying up
any store for the winter of age, or being of any use to
society. Affection in the marriage state can only be
founded on respect—and are these weak beings re-
spectable? Children are neglected for lovers and we
express surprise that adulteries are so common! A
woman never forgets to adorn herself to make an im-
pression on the senses of the other sex, and to extort the
homage which it is gallant to pay, and yet we wonder
that they have such confined understandings.

Have ye not heard that we cannot serve two mas-
ters? An immoderate desire to please contracts the
faculties, and immerges, to borrow the idea of a great
philosopher, the soul in matter, till it becomes unable
to mount on the wing of contemplation.

Itwould be an arduous task to trace all the vice and
misery that arise in society from the middle class of
people apeing the manners of the great. All are aiming
to procure respect on account of their property; and
most places are considered as sinecures that enable
men to start into notice. The grand concern of three
parts out of four is to contrive to live above their equals,
and to appear to be richer than they are. How much
domestic comfort and private satisfaction is sacrificed
to this irrational ambition! It is a destructive mildew
that blights the fairest virtues; benevolence, friend-
ship, generosity, and all those endearing charities
which bind human hearts together, and the pursuits
which raise the mind to higher contemplations, all
that were not cankered in the bud by the false notions
that ‘grew with its growth and strengthened with its
strength,’ are crushed by the iron hand of property!

Property, I do not scruple to aver it, should be
fluctuating, which would be the case, if it were more
equally divided amongst all the children of a family;
else it is an everlasting rampart, in consequence of a
barbarous feudal institution, that enables the elder son
to overpower talents and depress virtue. . . .

The only security of property that nature autho-
rizes and reason sanctions is, the right a man has to
enjoy the acquisitions which his talents and industry

have acquired; and to bequeath them to whom he
chooses. Happy would it be for the world if there were
no other road to wealth or honour; if pride, in the
shape of parental affection, did not absorb the man,
and prevent friendship from having the same weight as
relationship. Luxury and effeminacy would not then
introduce so much idiotism into the noble families
which form one of the pillars of our state: the ground
would not lie fallow, nor would undirected activity of
mind spread the contagion of restless idleness, and its
concomitant, vice, through the whole mass of society.

Instead of gaming they might nourish a virtuous
ambition, and love might take place of the gallant-
ry which you, with knightly fealty, venerate. Women
would probably then act like mothers, and the fine
lady, become a rational woman, might think it neces-
sary to superintend her family and suckle her children,
in order to fulfil her part of the social compact. But
vain is the hope, whilst great masses of property are
hedged round by hereditary honours; for numberless
vices, forced in the hot-bed of wealth, assume a sightly
form to dazzle the senses and cloud the understand-
ing. The respect paid to rank and fortune damps every
generous purpose of the soul, and stifles the natural
affections on which human contentment ought to be
built. Who will venturously ascend the steeps of virtue,
or explore the great deep for knowledge, when the one
thing needful, attained by less arduous exertions, if not
inherited, procures the attention man naturally pants
aftter, and vice ‘loses half its evil by losing all its gross-
ness’ (Page 113).—What a sentiment to come from a
moral pen!

A surgeon would tell you that by skinning over a
wound you spread disease through the whole frame;
and, surely, they indirectly aim at destroying all purity
of morals, who poison the very source of virtue, by
smearing a sentimental varnish over vice, to hide its
natural deformity. . . .

‘On this scheme of things (p. 114) a king is but a
man; a queen is but a woman; a woman is but an
animal, and an animal not of the highest order. —All
true, Sir; if she is not more attentive to the duties of
humanity than queens and fashionable ladies in gen-
eral are. [ will still further accede to the opinion you
have so justly conceived of the spirit which begins to
animate this age.— ‘All homage paid to the sex in gen-
eral, as such, and without distinct views, is to be re-
garded as romance and folly” Undoubtedly; because
such homage vitiates them, prevents their endeavour-
ing to obtain solid personal merit; and, in short, makes
those beings vain inconsiderate dolls, who ought to
be prudent mothers and useful members of society.
‘Regicide and sacrilege are but fictions of superstition
corrupting jurisprudence, by destroying its simplicity.
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The murder of a king, or a queen, or a bishop, are only
common homicide. —Again I agree with you. . ..

It is an arduous task to follow the doublings of
cunning, or the subterfuges of inconsistency; for in
controversy, as in battle, the brave man wishes to face
his enemy, and fight on the same ground. Knowing,
however, the influence of a ruling passion, and how
often it assumes the form of reason when there is much
sensibility in the heart, I respect an opponent, though
he tenaciously maintains opinions in which I cannot
coincide; but, if [ once discover that many of those
opinions are empty rhetorical flourishes, my respect is
soon changed into that pity which borders on con-
tempt; and the mock dignity and haughty stalk, only
reminds me of the ass in the lion’s skin.

A sentiment of this kind glanced across my mind
when I read the following exclamation. ‘Whilst the
royal captives, who followed in the train, were slowly
moved along, amidst the horrid yells, and shrilling
screams, and frantic dances, and infamous contume-
lies, and all the unutterable abominations of the furies
of hell, in the abused shape of the vilest of women’
(Page 106). Probably you mean women who gained a
livelihood by selling vegetables or fish, who never had
had any advantages of education; or their vices might
have lost part of their abominable deformity, by losing
part of their grossness. The queen of France —the great
and small vulgar, claim our pity; they have almost
insuperable obstacles to surmount in their progress
towards true dignity of character; still I have such a
plain downright understanding that I do not like to
make a distinction without a difference. But it is not
very extraordinary that you should, for throughout your
letter you frequently advert to a sentimental jargon,
which haslong been current in conversation, and even
in books of morals, though it never received the regal
stamp of reason. A kind of mysterious instinct is sup-
posed to reside in the soul, that instantaneously dis-
cerns truth, without the tedious labour of ratiocina-
tion. This instinct, for I know not what other name to
give it, has been termed common sense, and more
frequently sensibility; and, by a kind of indefeasible
right, it has been supposed, for rights of this kind are
not easily proved, to reign paramount over the other
faculties of the mind, and to be an authority from
which there is no appeal. . . .

Children are born ignorant, consequently inno-
cent; the passions, are neither good nor evil disposi-
tions, till they receive a direction, and either bound
over the feeble barrier raised by a faint glimmering of
unexercised reason, called conscience, or strengthen
her wavering dictates till sound principles are deeply
rooted, and able to cope with the headstrong passions
that often assume her awful form. What moral purpose
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can be answered by extolling good dispositions, as they
are called, when these good dispositions are described
as instincts; for instinct moves in a direct line to its
ultimate end, and asks not for guide or support. But if
virtue is to be acquired by experience, or taught by
example, reason, perfected by reflection, must be the
director of the whole host of passions, which produce
a fructifying heat, but no light, that you would exalt
into her place. —She must hold the rudder, or, let the
wind blow which way it list, the vessel will never ad-
vance smoothly to its destined port; for the time lost in
tacking about would dreadfully impede its progress.

In the name of the people of England, you say,
‘that we know we have made no discoveries; and we
think that no discoveries are to be made in morality;
nor many in the great principles of government, nor in
the ideas of liberty, which were understood long before
we were born, altogether as well as they will be after
the grave has heaped its mould upon our presumption,
and the silent tomb shall have imposed its law on our
pert loquacity. In England we have not yet been com-
pletely emboweled of our natural entrails; we still feel
within us, and we cherish and cultivate those inbred
sentiments which are faithful guardians, the active
monitors of our duty, the true supporters of all liberal
and manly morals’ (Page 128). —What do you mean by
inbred sentiments? From whence do they come? How
were they bred? Are they the brood of folly, which
swarm like the insects on the banks of the Nile, when
mud and putrefaction have enriched the languid soil?
Were these inbred sentiments faithful guardians of our
duty when the church was an asylum for murderers,
and men worshipped bread as 2 God? when slavery
was authorized by law to fasten her fangs on human
flesh, and the iron eat into the very soul? If these senti-
ments are not acquired, if our passive dispositions do
not expand into virtuous affections and passions, why
are not the Tartars in the first rude horde endued with
sentiments white and elegant as the driven snow? Why
is passion or heroism the child of reflection, the con-
sequence of dwelling with intent contemplation on
one object? The appetites are the only perfect inbred
powers that I can discern; and they like instincts have
a certain aim, they can be satisfied—but improveable
reason has not yet discovered the perfection it may ar-
rive at—God forbid!

First, however, it is necessary to make what we
know practical. Who can deny, that has marked the
slow progress of civilization, that men may become
more virtuous and happy without any new discovery in
morals? Who will venture to assert that virtue would
not be promoted by the more extensive cultivation of
reason? If nothing more is to be done, let us eat and
drink, for to-morrow we die—and die for ever! Who
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will pretend to say, that there is as much happiness
diffused on this globe as it is capable of affording? as
many social virtues as reason would foster, if she could
gain the strength she is able to acquire even in this
imperfect state; if the voice of nature was allowed to
speak audibly from the bottom of the heart, and the
native unalienable rights of men were recognized in
their full force; if factitious merit did not take place of
genuine acquired virtue, and enable men to build
their enjoyment on the misery of their fellow creatures;
if men were more under the dominion of reason than
opinion, and did not cherish their prejudices ‘because
they were prejudices?’ (Page 129). 1 am not, Sir, aware
of your sneers, hailing a millennium, though a state of
greater purity of morals may not be a mere poetic
fiction; nor did my fancy ever create a heaven on earth,
since reason threw off her swaddling clothes. I per-
ceive, but too forcibly, that happiness, literally speak-
ing, dwells not here; —and that we wander to and fro in
a vale of darkness as well as tears. | perceive that my
passions pursue objects that the imagination enlarges,
till they become only a sublime idea that shrinks from
the enquiry of sense, and mocks the experimental phi-
losophers who would confine this spiritual phlogiston
in their material crucibles. I know that the human
understanding is deluded with vain shadows, and that
when we eagerly pursue any study, we only reach the
boundary set to human enquires. — Thus far shalt thou
go, and no further, says some stern difficulty; and the
cause we were pursuing melts into utter darkness. But
these are only the trials of contemplative minds, the
foundation of virtue remains firm.—The power of ex-
ercising our understanding raises us above the brutes;
and this exercise produces that ‘primary morality,
which you term ‘untaught feelings.’

If virtue be an instinct, I renounce all hope of
immortality; and with it all the sublime reveries and
dignified sentiments that have smoothed the rugged
path of life: it is all a cheat, a lying vision; I have dis-
quieted myself in vain; for in my eye all feelings are
false and spurious, that do not rest on justice as their
foundation, and are not concentred by universal love.

I reverence the rights of men. —Sacred rights! For
which [ acquire a more profound respect, the more I
look into my own mind; and, professing these hetero-
dox opinions, I still preserve my bowels; my heart is
human, beats quick with human sympathies—and I
FEAR GOD!

I bend with awful reverence when I enquire on
what my fear is built. —I fear that sublime power,
whose motive for creating me must have been wise and
good; and I submit to the moral laws which my reason
deduces from this view of my dependence on him.—
It is not his power that I fear—it is not to an arbitrary

will, but to unerring reason that I submit. — Submit—
yes;  disregard the charge of arrogance, to the law that
regulates his just resolves. . . .

This fear of God makes me reverence myself.—
Yes, Sir, the regard I have for honest fame, and the
friendship of the virtuous, falls far short of the respect
which I have for myself. And this, enlightened self-
love, if an epithet the meaning of which has been
grossly perverted will convey my idea, forces me to see;
and, if I may venture to borrow a prostituted term, to
feel, that happiness is reflected, and that, in communi-
cating good, my soul receives its noble aliment.—I do
not trouble myself, therefore, to enquire whether this
is the fear the people of England feel: —and, if it be
natural to include all the modifications which you
have annexed —it is not (Vide Reflections, p. 128).

Besides, I cannot help suspecting that; if you had
the enlightened respect for yourself, which you affect
to despise, you would not have said that the constitu-
tion of our church and state, formed, like most other
modern ones, by degrees, as Europe was emerging out
of barbarism, was formed ‘under the auspices, and was
confirmed by the sanctions, of religion and piety.’ You
have turned over the historic page; have been hack-
neyed in the ways of men, and must know that private
cabals and public feuds, private virtues and vices,
religion and superstition, have all concurred to foment
the mass and swell it to its present form; nay more, that
it in part owes its sightly appearance to bold rebellion
and insidious innovation. Factions, Sir, have been the
leaven, and private interest has produced public
good. . ..

Such a curious paragraph occurs in this part of
your letter, that  am tempted to transcribe it, and must
beg you to elucidate it, if I misconceive your meaning.
(‘When the people have emptied themselves of all the
lust of selfish will, which without religion it is utterly
impossible they ever should; when they are conscious
that they exercise, and exercise perhaps in an higher
link of the order of delegation, the power, which to be
legitimate must be according to that eternal immu-
table law, in which will and reason are the same, they
will be more careful how they place power in base and
incapable hands. In their nomination to office, they
will not appoint to the exercise of authority as to a
pitiful job, but as to an holy function; not according to
their sordid selfish interest, nor to their wanton ca-
price, nor to their arbitrary will; but they will confer
that power (which any man may tremble to give or to
receive) on those only, in whom they may discern that
predominant proportion of active virtue and wisdom,
taken together and fitted to the charge, such, as in the
great and inevitable mixed mass of human imperfec-
tions and infirmities, is to be found.’ P. 140.)
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The only way in which the people interfere in
government, religious or civil, is in electing represen-
tatives. And, Sir, let me ask you, with manly plain-
ness—are these holy nominations? Where is the booth
of religion? Does she mix her awful mandates, or lift
her persuasive voice, in those scenes of drunken riot
and beastly gluttony? Does she preside over those noc-
turnal abominations which so evidently tend to de-
prave the manners of the lower class of people? The
pestilence stops not here—the rich and poor have
one common nature, and many of the great families,
which, on this side adoration, you venerate, date their
misery, I speak of stubborn matters of fact, from the
thoughtless extravagance of an electioneering frolic. —
Yet, after the effervescence of spirits, raised by opposi-
tion, and all the little and tyrannic arts of canvassing
are over—quiet souls! they only intend to march rank
and file to say yes—or no.

Experience, I believe, will shew that sordid inter-
est, or licentious thoughtlessness, is the spring of ac-
tion at most elections. —Again, I beg you not to lose
sight of my modification of general rules. So far are the
people from being habitually convinced of the sanctity
of the charge they are conferring, that the venality of
their votes must admonish them that they have no right
to expect disinterested conduct. But to return to the
church, and the habitual conviction of the people of
England.

So far are the people from being ‘habitually con-
vinced that no evil can be acceptable, either in the act
or the permission, to him whose essence is good’ (Page
140), that the sermons which they hear are to them
almost as unintelligible as if they were preached in a
foreign tongue. The language and sentiments rising
above their capacities, very orthodox Christians are
driven to fanatical meetings for amusement, if not for
edification. The clergy, I speak of the body, not forget-
ting the respect and affection which I have for indi-
viduals, perform the duty of their profession as a kind
of fee-simple, to entitle them to the emoluments ac-
cruing from it; and their ignorant flock think that
merely going to church is meritorious.

So defective, in fact, are our laws, respecting reli-
gious establishments, that I have heard many rational
pious clergymen complain, that they had no method
of receiving their stipend that did not clog their en-
deavours to be useful; whilst the lives of many less
conscientious rectors are passed in litigious disputes
with the people they engaged to instruct; or in distant
cities, in all the ease of luxurious idleness.

But you return to your old firm ground. —Art thou
there, True-penny? Must we swear to secure property,
and make assurance doubly sure, to give your per-
turbed spirit rest? Peace, peace to the manes of thy

A Vindication of the Rights of Men (1790)

patriotic phrensy, which contributed to deprive some
of thy fellow-citizens of their property in America:
another spirit now walks abroad to secure the property
of the church. —The tithes are safe! —We will not say
forever—because the time may come, when the travel-
ler may ask where proud London stood? When its
temples, its laws, and its trade, may be buried in one
common ruin, and only serve as a byword to point a
moral, or furnish senators, who wage a wordy war, on
the other side of the Atlantic, with tropes to swell their
thundering bursts of eloquence. . . .

What, but the rapacity of the only men who exer-
cised their reason, the priests, secured such vast prop-
erty to the church, when a man gave his perishable
substance to save himself from the dark torments of
purgatory: and found it more convenient to indulge
his depraved appetites, and pay an exorbitant price for
absolution, than listen to the suggestions of reason,
and work out his own salvation: in a word, was not the
separation of religion from morality the work of the
priests, and partly achieved in those honourable days
which you so piously deplore?

That civilization, that the cultivation of the under-
standing, and refinement of the affections, naturally
make a man religious, I am proud to acknowledge. —
What else can fill the aching void in the heart, that
human pleasures, human friendships can never fill?
what else can render us resigned to live, though con-
demned to ignorance?—What but a profound rever-
ence for the model of all perfection, and the mysteri-
ous tie which arises from a love of goodness? What can
make us reverence ourselves, but a reverence for that
Being, of whom we are a faint image? That mighty
Spirit moves on the waters— confusion hears his voice,
and the troubled heart ceases to beat with anguish, for
trust in Him bade it be still. Conscious dignity may
make us rise superior to calumny, and sternly brave the
winds of adverse fortune, —raised in our own esteem
by the very storms of which we are the sport—but
when friends are unkind, and the heart has not the
prop on which it fondly leaned, where can a tender
suffering being fly but to the Searcher of hearts? and,
when death has desolated the present scene, and torn
from us the friend of our youth—when we walk along
the accustomed path, and, almost fancying nature
dead, ask, Where art thou who gave life to these well-
known scenes? when memory heightens former plea-
sures to contrast our present prospects—there is but
one source of comfort within our reach; —and in this
sublime solitude the world appears to contain only the
Creator and the creature, of whose happiness he is the
source.— These are human feelings; but I know not of
any common nature or common relation amongst
men but what results from reason. The common affec-

Smith, Hilda, and Berenice Carroll. Women's Political and Social Thought: An Anthology.
E-book, Bloomington IN USA: Indiana University Press, 2000, https://doi.org/10.2979/WomensPoliticalandSo.
Downloaded on behalf of Unknown Institution

165



Mary Wollstonecraft

tions and passions equally bind brutes together; and it
is only the continuity of those relations that entitles us
to the denomination of rational creatures; and this con-
tinuity arises from reflection —from the operations of
that reason which you contemn with flippant disrespect.

If then it appears, arguing from analogy, that re-
flection must be the natural foundation of rational
affections, and of that experience which enables one
man to rise above another, a phenomenon that has
never been seen in the brute creation, it may not be
stretching the argument further than it will go to sup-
pose, that those men who are obliged to exercise
their reason have the most reason, and are the persons
pointed out by Nature to direct the society of which
they make a part, on any extraordinary emergency.

Time only will shew whether the general censure,
which you afterwards qualify, if not contradict, and the
unmerited contempt that you have ostentatiously dis-
played of the National Assembly, be founded on rea-
son, the offspring of conviction, or the spawn of envy.
Time may shew, that this obscure throng knew more
of the human heart and of the legislation than the
profligates of rank, emasculated by hereditary effemi-
nacy.

It is not, perhaps, of very great consequence who
were the founders of a state; savages, thieves, curates,
or practitioners in the law. It is true, you might sarcas-
tically remark, that the Romans had always a smack of
the old leaven, and that the private robbers, supposing
the tradition to be true, only became public depreda-
tors. You might have added, that their civilization must
have been very partial, and had more influence on the
manners than morals of the people; or the amuse-
ments of the amphitheatre would not have remained
an everlasting blot not only on their humanity, but on
their refinement, if a vicious elegance of behaviour
and luxurious mode of life is not a prostitution of the
term. However, the thundering censures which you
have cast with a ponderous arm, and the more playful
bushfiring of ridicule, are not arguments that will ever
depreciate the National Assembly, for applying to their
understanding rather than to their imagination, when
they met to settle the newly acquired liberty of the state
on a solid foundation. . . .

But, in settling a constitution that involved the
happiness of millions, that stretch beyond the compu-
tation of science, it was, perhaps, necessary for the
Assembly to have a higher model in view than the
imagined virtues of their forefathers; and wise to de-
duce their respect for themselves from the only legiti-
mate source, respect for justice. Why was it a duty to
repair an ancient castle, built in barbarous ages, of
Gothic materials? Why were the legislators obliged
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to rake amongst heterogeneous ruins; to rebuild old
walls, whose foundations could scarcely be explored,
when a simple structure might be raised on the foun-
dation of experience, the only valuable inheritance
our forefathers could bequeath? Yet of this bequest we
can make little use till we have gained a stock of our
own; and even then, their inherited experience would
rather serve as lighthouses, to warn us against danger-
ous rocks or sand-banks, than as finger-posts that stand
at every turning to point out the right road.

Nor was it absolutely necessary that they should be
diffident of themselves when they were dissatisfied
with, or could not discern the almost obliterated consti-
tution of their ancestors (Page 53). They should first
have been convinced that our constitution was not
only the best modern, but the best possible one; and
that our social compact was the surest foundation of all
the possible liberty a mass of men could enjoy, that the
human understanding could form. They should have
been certain that our representation answered all the
purposes of representation; and that an established
inequality of rank and property secured the liberty of
the whole community, instead of rendering it 2 sound-
ing epithet of subjection, when applied to the nation at
large. They should have had the same respect for our
House of Commons that you, vauntingly, intrude on
us, though your conduct throughout life has spoken a
very different language; before they made a point of
not deviating from the model which first engaged their
attention.

That the British House of Commons is filled with
every thing illustrious in rank, in descent, in heredi-
tary, and acquired opulence, may be true,—but that it
contains every thing respectable in talents, in military,
civil, naval, and political distinction, is very problem-
atical. Arguing from natural causes, the very contrary
would appear to the speculatist to be the fact; and let
experience say whether these speculations are built on
sure ground.

It is true you lay great stress on the effects produced
by the bare idea of a liberal descent (Page 49); but
from the conduct of men of rank, men of discernment
would rather be led to conclude, that this idea obliter-
ated instead of inspiring native dignity, and substituted
a factitious pride that disemboweled the man. The
liberty of the ¥ich has its ensigns armorial to puff the
individual out with insubstantial honours; but where
are blazoned the struggles of virtuous poverty? Who,
indeed, would dare to blazon what would blur the
pompous monumental inscription you boast of, and
make us view with horror, as monsters in human shape,
the superb gallery of portraits proudly set in battle
array? . ..



Where is the dignity, the infallibility of sensibility,
in the fair ladies, whom, if the voice of rumour is to be
credited, the captive negroes curse in all the agony of
bodily pain, for the unheard of tortures they invent? It
is probable that some of them, after the sight of a
flagellation, compose their ruffled spirits and exercise
their tender feelings by the perusal of the last imported
novel. —How true these tears are to nature, I leave you
to determine. But these ladies may have read your
Enquiry concerning the origin of our ideas of the
Sublime and Beautiful, and, convinced by your argu-
ments, may have laboured to be pretty, by counterfeit-
ing weakness.

You may have convinced them that littleness and
weakness are the very essence of beauty; and that the
Supreme Being in giving women beauty in the most
supereminent degree, seemed to command them, by
the powerful voice of Nature, not to cultivate the moral
virtues that might chance to excite respect, and inter-
fere with the pleasing sensations they were created to
inspire. Thus confining truth, fortitude, and human-
ity, within the rigid pale of manly morals, they might
justly argue, that to be loved, women’s high end and
great distinction! they should ‘learn to lisp, to totter in
their walk, and nick-name God’s creatures.’ Never,
they might repeat after you, was any man, much less a
woman, rendered amiable by the force of those exalted
qualities, fortitude, justice, wisdom, and truth; and
thus forewarned of the sacrifice they must make to
those austere, unnatural virtues, they would be autho-
rized to turn all their attention to their persons, system-
atically neglecting morals to secure beauty. . . .

But should experience prove that there is a beauty
in virtue, a charm in order, which necessarily implies
exertion, a depraved sensual taste may give way to a
more manly one—and melting feelings to rational sat-
isfactions. Both may be equally natural to man; the test
is their moral difference, and that point reason alone
can decide.

Such a glorious change can only be produced by
liberty. Inequality of rank must ever impede the growth
of virtue, by vitiating the mind that submits or domi-
neers; that is ever employed to procure nourishment
for the body, or amusement for the mind. And if this
grand example be set by an assembly of unlettered
clowns, if they can produce a crisis that may involve
the fate of Europe, and ‘more than Europe’ (Page 11),
you must allow us to respect unsophisticated reason,
and reverence the active exertions that were not re-
laxed by a fastidious respect for the beauty of rank, ora
dread of the deformity produced by any void in the
social structure.

After your contemptuous manner of speaking of
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the National Assembly, after descanting on the coarse
vulgarity of their proceedings, which, according to
your own definition of virtue, is a proof of its genuine-
ness; was it not a little inconsistent, not to say absurd,
to assert, that a dozen people of quality were not a
sufficient counterpoise to the vulgar mob with whom
they condescended to associate? Have we half a dozen
leaders of eminence in our House of Commons, or
even in the fashionable world? Yet the sheep obsequi-
ously pursue their steps with all the undeviating sagac-
ity of instinct.

In order that liberty should have a firm foundation,
an acquaintance with the world would naturally lead
cool men to conclude that it must be laid, knowing the
weakness of the human heart, and the ‘deceitfulness
of riches, either by poor men, or philosophers, if a
sufficient number of men, disinterested from prin-
ciple, or truly wise, could be found. Was it natural to
expect that sensual prejudices should give way to rea-
son, or present feelings to enlarged views? —No; I am
afraid that human nature is still in such a weak state,
that the abolition of titles, the corner-stone of despo-
tism, could only have been the work of men who had
no titles to sacrifice. The National Assembly, it is true,
contains some honourable exceptions; but the majority
had not such powerful feelings to struggle with, when
reason led them to respect the naked dignity of virtue.

Weak minds are always timid. And what can equal
the weakness of mind produced by servile flattery, and
the vapid pleasures that neither hope nor fear sea-
soned? Had the constitution of France been new mod-
elled, or more cautiously repaired, by the lovers of
elegance and beauty, it is natural to suppose that the
imagination would have erected a fragile temporary
building; or the power of one tyrant, divided amongst
a hundred, might have rendered the struggle for Iib-
erty only a choice of masters. And the glorious chance
that is now given to human nature of attaining more
virtue and happiness than has hitherto blessed our
globe, might have been sacrificed to a meteor of the
imagination, a bubble of passion. The ecclesiastics,
indeed, would probably have remained in quiet pos-
session of their sinecures; and your gall might not have
been mixed with your ink on account of the daring
sacrilege that brought them more on a level. The
nobles would have had bowels for their younger sons,
if not for the misery of their fellow-creatures. An august
mass of property would have been transmitted to pos-
terity to guard the temple of superstition, and prevent
reason from entering with her officious light. And the
pomp of religion would have continued to impress the
senses, if she were unable to subjugate the passions.

Is hereditary weakness necessary to render religion
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lovely? and will her form have lost the smooth delicacy
that inspires love, when stripped of its Gothic drapery?
Must every grand model be placed on the pedestal of
property? and is there no beauteous proportion in vir-
tue, when not clothed in a sensual garb?

Of these questions there would be no end, though
they lead to the same conclusion; —that your politics
and morals, when simplified, would undermine reli-
gion and virtue to set up a spurious, sensual beauty,
that has long debauched your imagination, under the
specious form of natural feelings.

And what is this mighty revolution in property
[confiscation of the lands of the clergy, November
1789—BAC]? The present incumbents only are in-
jured, or the hierarchy of the clergy, an ideal part of the
constitution, which you have personified, to render
your affection more tender. How has posterity been
injured by a distribution of property snatched, per-
haps, from innocent hands, but accumulated by the
most abominable violation of every sentiment of jus-
tice and piety. Was the monument of former ignorance
and iniquity to be held sacred, to enable the present
possessors of enormous benefices to dissolve in indo-
lent pleasures? Was not their convenience, for they
have not been turned adrift on the world, to give place
to a just partition of the land belonging to the state?
And did not the respect due to the natural equality of
man require this triumph over Monkish rapacity? Were
those monsters to be reverenced on account of their
antiquity, and their unjust claims perpetuated to their
ideal children, the clergy, merely to preserve the sa-
cred majesty of Property inviolate, and to enable the
Church to retain her pristine splendor? Can posterity
be injured by individuals losing the chance of obtain-
ing great wealth, without meriting it, by its being di-
verted from a narrow channel, and disembogued into
the sea that affords clouds to water all the land? Be-
sides, the clergy not brought up with the expectation of
great revenues will not feel the loss; and if bishops
should happen to be chosen on account of their per-
sonal merit, religion may be benefited by the vulgar
nomination.

The sophistry of asserting that Nature leads us to
reverence our civil institutions from the same prin-
ciple that we venerate aged individuals, is a palpable
fallacy ‘that is so like truth, it will serve the turn as well.
And when you add, ‘that we have chosen our nature
rather than our speculations, our breasts rather than
our inventions’ (Page 50), the pretty jargon seems
equally unintelligible.

But it was the downfall of the visible power and
dignity of the church that roused your ire; you could
have excused a little squeezing of the individuals to
supply present exigencies; the actual possessors of the

property might have been oppressed with something
like impunity, if the church had not been spoiled of its
gaudy trappings. You love the church, your country,
and its laws, you repeatedly tell us, because they de-
serve to be loved; but from you this is not a panegyric:
weakness and indulgence are the only incitements to
love and confidence that you can discern, and it can-
not be denied that the tender mother you venerate
deserves, on this score, all your affection.

It would be as vain a task to attempt to obviate all
your passionate objections, as to unravel all your plau-
sible arguments, often illustrated by known truths, and
rendered forcible by pointed invectives. I only attack
the foundation. On the natural principles of justice I
build my plea for disseminating the property artfully
said to be appropriated to religious purposes, but, in
reality, to support idle tyrants, amongst the society
whose ancestors were cheated or forced into illegal
grants. Can there be an opinion more subversive of
morality, than that time sanctifies crimes, and silences
the blood that calls out for retribution, if not for ven-
geance? If the revenue annexed to the Gallic church
was greater than the most bigoted protestant would
now allow to be its reasonable share, would it not have
been trampling on the rights of men to perpetuate
such an arbitrary appropriation of the common flock,
because time had rendered the fraudulent seizure ven-
erable? Besides, if Reason had suggested, as surely she
must, if the imagination had not been allowed to dwell
on the fascinating pomp of ceremonial grandeur, that
the clergy would be rendered both more virtuous and
useful by being put more on a par with each other, and
the mass of the people it was their duty to instruct;—
where was there room for hesitation? The charge of
presumption, thrown by you on the most reasonable
innovations, may, without any violence to truth, be
retorted on every reformation that has meliorated our
condition, and even on the improvable faculty that
gives us a claim to the pre-eminence of intelligent
beings. . ..

A fallacy of this kind, I think, could not have es-
caped you when you were treating the subject that
called forth your bitterest animadversions, the con-
fiscation of the ecclesiastical revenue. Who of the vin-
dicators of the rights of men ever ventured to assert,
that the clergy of the present day should be punished
on account of the intolerable pride and inhuman cru-
elty of many of their predecessors? (Vide Page 210).
Noj; such a thought never entered the mind of those
who warred with inveterate prejudices. A desperate
disease required a powerful remedy. Injustice had no
right to rest on prescription; nor has the character of
the present clergy any weight on the argument.

You find it very difficult to separate policy from
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justice: in the political world they have frequently
been separated with shameful dexterity. To mention a
recent instance. According to the limited views of
timid, or interested politicians, an abolition of the
infernal slave trade would not only be unsound policy,
but a flagrant infringement of the laws (which are al-
lowed to have been infamous) that induced the plant-
ers to purchase their estates. But is it not consonant
with justice, with the common principles of humanity,
not to mention Christianity, to abolish this abomi-
nable mischief? There is not one argument, one invec-
tive, levelled by you at the confiscators of the church
revenue, which could not, with the strictest propriety,
be applied by the planters and negro-drivers to our
Parliament, if it gloriously dared to shew the world that
British senators were men: if the natural feelings of
humanity silenced the cold cautions of timidity, till
this stigma on our nature was wiped off, and all men
were allowed to enjoy their birth-right—liberty, till by
their crimes they had authorized society to deprive
them of the blessing they had abused.

The same arguments might be used in India, if any
attempt were made to bring back things to nature, to
prove that a man ought never to quit the cast that
confined him to the profession of his lineal forefathers.
The Bramins would doubtless find many ingenious
reasons to justify this debasing, though venerable pre-
judice; and would not, it is to be supposed, forget to
observe that time, by interweaving the oppressive law
with many useful customs, had rendered it for the
present very convenient, and consequently legal. Al-
most every vice that has degraded our nature might be
justified by shewing that it had been productive of
some benefit to society: for it would be as difficult to
point out positive evil as unallayed good, in this imper-
fect state. What indeed would become of morals, if
they had no other test than prescription? The man-
ners of men may change without end; but, wherever
reason receives the least cultivation—wherever men
rise above brutes, morality must rest on the same base.
And the more man discovers of the nature of his mind
and body, the more clearly he is convinced, that to act
according to the dictates of reason is to conform to the
law of God.

The test of honour may be arbitrary and fallacious,
and, retiring into subterfuge, elude close enquiry; but
true morality shuns not the day, nor shrinks from the
ordeal of investigation. Most of the happy revolutions
that have taken place in the world have happened
when weak princes held the reins they could not man-
age; but are they, on that account, to be canonized as
saints or demi-gods, and pushed forward to notice on
the throne of ignorance? Pleasure wants a zest, if expe-
rience cannot compare it with pain; but who courts
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pain to heighten his pleasures? A transient view of
society will further illustrate arguments which appear
so obvious that I am almost ashamed to produce
illustrations. How many children have been taught
ceconomy, and many other virtues, by the extravagant
thoughtlessness of their parents; yet a good education
is allowed to be an inestimable blessing. The tenderest
mothers are often the most unhappy wives; but can the
good that accrues from the private distress that pro-
duces a sober dignity of mind justify the inflictor?

Right or wrong may be estimated according to the
point of sight, and other adventitious circumstances;
but, to discover its real nature, the enquiry must go
deeper than the surface, and beyond the local conse-
quences that confound good and evil together. The
rich and weak, a numerous train, will certainly ap-
plaud your system, and loudly celebrate your pious
reverence for authority and establishments— they find
it pleasanter to enjoy than to think; to justify oppres-
sion than correct abuses. —The rights of men are grat-
ing sounds that set their teeth on edge; the impertinent
enquiry of philosophic meddling innovation. If the
poor are in distress, they will make some benevolent
exertions to assist them; they will confer obligations,
but not do justice. Benevolence is a very amiable spe-
cious quality; yet the aversion which men feel to ac-
cept a right as a favour, should rather be extolled as a
vestige of native dignity, than stigmatized as the odious
offspring of ingratitude. The poor consider the rich as
their lawful prey; but we ought not too severely to
animadvert on their ingratitude. When they receive an
alms they are commonly grateful at the moment; but
old habits quickly return, and cunning has ever been a
substitute for force.

That both physical and moral evil were not only
foreseen, but entered into the scheme of Providence,
when this world was contemplated in the Divine mind,
who can doubt, without robbing Omnipotence of a
most exalted attribute? But the business of the life of a
good man should be, to separate light from darkness, to
diffuse happiness, whilst he submits to unavoidable
misery. And a conviction that there is much unavoid-
able wretchedness, appointed by the grand Disposer of
all events, should not slacken his exertions: the extent
of what is possible can only be discerned by God. The
justice of God may be vindicated by a belief in a future
state; but, only by believing that evil is educing good
for the individual, and not for an imaginary whole.
The happiness of the whole must arise from the happi-
ness of the constituent parts, or the essence of justice is
sacrificed to a supposed grand arrangement. And that
may be good for the whole of a creature’s existence,
that disturbs the comfort of a small portion. The evil
which an individual suffers for the good of the commu-
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nity is partial, it must be allowed, if the account is
settled by death. —But the partial evil which it suffers,
during one stage of existence, to render another stage
more perfect, is strictly just. . . .

It may be confidently asserted that no man chooses
evil, because it is evil; he only mistakes it for happi-
ness, the good he seeks. And the desire of rectifying
these mistakes, is the noble ambition of an enlight-
ened understanding, the impulse of feelings that Phi-
losophy invigorates. To endeavour to make unhappy
men resigned to their fate, is the tender endeavour of
short-sighted benevolence, of transient yearnings of
humanity; but to labour to increase human happiness
by extirpating error, is a masculine godlike affection.
This remark may be carried still further. Men who
possess uncommon sensibility, whose quick emotions
shew how closely the eye and heart are connected,
soon forget the most forcible sensations. Not tarrying
long enough in the brain to be subject to reflection,
the next sensations, of course, obliterate them. Mem-
ory, however, treasures up these proofs of native good-
ness; and the being who is not spurred on to any virtu-
ous act, still thinks itself of consequence, and boasts
of its feelings. Why? Because the sight of distress, or
an affecting narrative, made its blood flow with more
velocity, and the heart, literally speaking, beat with
sympathetic emotion. We ought to beware of con-
founding mechanical instinctive sensations with emo-
tions that reason deepens, and justly terms the feel-
ings of humanity. This word discriminates the active
exertions of virtue from the vague declamation of sensi-
bility.

The declaration of the National Assembly, when
they recognized the rights of men, was calculated to
touch the humane heart—the downfall of the clergy,
to agitate the pupil of impulse. On the watch to find
fault, faults met your prying eye; a different preposses-
sion might have produced a different conviction.

When we read a book that supports our favourite
opinions, how eagerly do we suck in the doctrines, and
suffer our minds placidly to reflect the images that
illustrate the tenets we have previously embraced. We
indolently acquiesce in the conclusion, and our spirit
animates and corrects the various subjects. But when,
on the contrary, we peruse a skilful writer, with whom
we do not coincide in opinion, how attentive is the
mind to detect fallacy. And this suspicious coolness
often prevents our being carried away by a stream of
natural eloquence, which the prejudiced mind terms
declamation —a pomp of words! We never allow our-
selves to be warmed; and, after contending with the
writer, are more confirmed in our opinion; as much,
perhaps, from a spirit of contradiction as from reason.
A lively imagination is ever in danger of being be-

trayed into error by favourite opinions, which it almost
personifies, the more effectually to intoxicate the un-
derstanding. Always tending to extremes, truth is left
behind in the heat of the chace, and things are viewed
as positively good, or bad, though they wear an equivo-
cal face. . ..

But, among all your plausible arguments, and witty
illustrations, your contempt for the poor always ap-
pears conspicuous, and rouses my indignation. The
following paragraph in particular struck me, as breath-
ing the most tyrannic spirit, and displaying the most
factitious feelings. ‘Good order is the foundation of all
good things. To be enabled to acquire, the people,
without being servile, must be tractable and obedient.
The magistrate must have his reverence, the laws their
authority. The body of the people must not find the
principles of natural subordination by art rooted out of
their minds. They must respect that property of which
they cannot partake. They must labour to obtain what
by labour can be obtained; and when they find, as they
commonly do, the success disproportioned to the en-
deavour, they must be taught their consolation in the
final proportions of eternal justice. Of this consolation,
whoever deprives them, deadens their industry, and
strikes at the root of all acquisition as of all conserva-
tion. He that does this, is the cruel oppressor, the mer-
ciless enemy, of the poor and wretched; at the same
time that, by his wicked speculations, he exposes the
fruits of successful industry, and the accumulations of
fortune,’ (ah! there’s the rub) ‘to plunder of the negli-
gent, the disappointed, and the unprosperous’ (Page
351).

This is contemptible hard-hearted sophistry, in the
specious form of humility, and submission to the will
of Heaven. —It is, sir, possible to render the poor hap-
pier in this world, without depriving them of the con-
solation which you gratuitously grant them in the next.
They have a right to more comfort than they at present
enjoy; and more comfort might be afforded them,
without encroaching on the pleasures of the rich: not
now waiting to enquire whether the rich have any right
to exclusive pleasures. What do I say? —encroaching!
No; if an intercourse were established between them,
it would impart the only true pleasure that can be
snatched in his land of shadows, this hard school of
moral discipline.

I know, indeed, that there is often something dis-
gusting in the distresses of poverty, at which the imagi-
nation revolts, and starts back to exercise itself in the
more attractive Arcadia of fiction. The rich man builds
a house, art and taste give it the highest finish. His
gardens are planted, and the trees grow to recreate the
fancy of the planter, though the temperature of the
climate may rather force him to avoid the dangerous
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damps they exhale, than seek the umbrageous retreat.
Every thing on the estate is cherished but man; —yet,
to contribute to the happiness of man, is the most
sublime of all enjoyments. But if, instead of sweeping
pleasure-grounds, obelisks, temples, and elegant cot-
tages, as objects for the eye, the heart was allowed to
beat true to nature, decent farms would be scattered
over the estate, and plenty smile around. Instead of the
poor being subject to the griping hand of an avaricious
steward, they would be watched over with fatherly
solicitude, by the man whose duty and pleasure it was
to guard their happiness, and shield from rapacity the
beings who, by the sweat of their brow, exalted him
above his fellows. . . .

What salutary dews might not be shed to refresh
this thirsty land, if men were more enlightened! Smiles
and premiums might encourage cleanliness, industry,
and emulation.—A garden more inviting than Eden
would then meet the eye, and springs of joy murmur
on every side. The clergyman would superintend his
own flock, the shepherd would then love the sheep he
daily tended; the school might rear its decent head,
and the buzzing tribe, let loose to play, impart a por-
tion of their vivacious spirits to the heart that longed to
open their minds, and lead them to taste the pleasures
of man. Domestic comfort, the civilizing relations of
husband, brother, and father, would soften labour, and
render life contented.

Returning once from a despotic country to a part of
England well cultivated, but not very picturesque —
with what delight did I not observe the poor man’s
garden—The homely palings and twining woodbine, with
all the rustic contrivances of simple, unlettered taste,
was a sight which relieved the eye that had wandered
indignant from the stately palace to the pestiferous
hovel, and turned from the awful contrast into itself to
mourn the fate of man, and curse the arts of civilization!

Why cannot large estates be divided into small
farms? these dwellings would indeed grace our land.
Why are huge forests still allowed to stretch out with
idle pomp and all the indolence of Eastern grandeur?
Why does the brown waste meet the traveller’s view,
when men want work? But commons cannot be en-
closed without acts of parliament to increase the prop-
erty of the rich! Why might not the industrious peasant
be allowed to steal a farm from the heath? This sight
I have seen;—the cow that supported the children
grazed near the hut, and the cheerful poultry were
fed by the chubby babes, who breathed a bracing air,
far from the diseases and the vices of cities. Domina-
tion blasts all these prospects; virtue can only flourish
amongst equals, and the man who submits to a fellow-
creature, because it promotes his worldly interest, and
he who relieves only because it is his duty to lay up a
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treasure in heaven, are much on a par, for both are
radically degraded by the habits of their life.

In this great city, that proudly rears its head, and
boasts of its population and commerce, how much
misery lurks in pestilential comers, whilst idle mendi-
cants assail, on every side, the man who hates to en-
courage impostors, or repress, with angry frown, the
plaints of the poor! How many mechanics, by a flux of
trade or fashion, lose their employment; whom misfor-
tunes, not to be warded off, lead to the idleness that
vitiates their character and renders them afterwards
averse to honest labour! Where is the eye that marks
these evils, more gigantic than any of the infringe-
ments of property, which you piously deprecate? Are
these remediless evils? And is the humane heart sat-
ished with turning the poor over to another world, to
receive the blessings this could afford? If society was
regulated on a more enlarged plan; if man was con-
tented to be the friend of man, and did not seek to bury
the sympathies of humanity in the servile appellation
of master; if, turning his eyes from ideal regions of taste
and elegance, he laboured to give the earth he inhab-
ited all the beauty it is capable of receiving, and was
ever on the watch to shed abroad all the happiness
which human nature can enjoy;—he who, respecting
the rights of men, wishes to convince or persuade
society that this is true happiness and dignity, is not the
cruel oppressor of the poor, nor a short-sighted philoso-
pher—He fears God and loves his fellow-creatures. —
Behold the whole duty of man!—the citizen who acts
differently is a sophisticated being.

Surveying civilized life, and seeing, with undazzled
eye, the polished vices of the rich, their insincerity,
want of natural affections, with all the specious train
that luxury introduces, I have turned impatiently to
the poor, to look for man undebauched by riches or
power—but alas! what did I see? a being scarcely above
the brutes, over which he tyrannized; a broken spirit,
worn-out body, and all those gross vices which the
example of the rich, rudely copied, could produce.
Envy built a wall of separation, that made the poor
hate, whilst they bent to their superiors; who, on their
part, stepped aside to avoid the loathsome sight of
human misery.

What were the outrages of a day [October 6] to
these continual miseries? Let those sorrows hide their
diminished head before the tremendous mountain of
woe that thus defaces our globe! Man preys on man;
and you mourn for the idle tapestry that decorated a
gothic pile, and the dronish bell that summoned the
fat priest to prayer. You mourn for the empty pageant of
aname, when slavery flaps her wing, and the sick heart
retires to die in lonely wilds, far from the abodes of
men. Did the pangs you felt for insulted nobility, the
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anguish that rent your heart when the gorgeous robes
were torn off the idol human weakness had set up,
deserve to be compared with the long-drawn sigh of
melancholy reflection, when misery and vice are thus
seen to haunt our steps, and swim on the top of every
cheering prospect? Why is our fancy to be appalled by
terrific perspectives of a hell beyond the grave? —Hell
stalks abroad; —the lash resounds on the slave’s naked
sides; and the sick wretch, who can no longer earn the
sour bread of unremitting labour, steals to a ditch to
bid the world a long good night—or, neglected in
some ostentatious hospital, breathes his last amidst the
laugh of mercenary attendants.

Such misery demands more than tears—I pause to
recollect myself; and smother the contempt I feel ris-
ing for your rhetorical flourishes and infantine sensi-
bility. . . .

Is it absolute blasphemy to doubt of the omnipo-
tence of the law, or to suppose that religion might be
more pure if there were fewer baits for hypocrites in
the church? . ..

Before I conclude my cursory remarks, it is but just
to acknowledge that I coincide with you in your opin-
ion respecting the sincerity of many modern philoso-
phers. Your consistency in avowing a veneration for
rank and riches deserves praise; but I must own that I
have often indignantly observed that some of the en-
lightened philosophers, who talk most vehemently of
the native rights of men, borrow many noble senti-
ments to adorn their conversation, which have no
influence on their conduct. They bow down to rank,
and are careful to secure property; for virtue, without
this adventitious drapery, is seldom very respectable in
their eyes—nor are they very quick-sighted to discern
real dignity of character when no sounding name ex-
alts the man above his fellows.—But neither open
enmity nor hollow homage destroys the intrinsic value
of those principles which rest on an eternal founda-
tion, and revert for a standard to the immutable at-
tributes of God.

The End
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Sarah M. Grimké (1792-1873) and Angelina E. Grimké (1805-79)

Sarah Moore Grimké and Angelina Emily Grimké
have been remembered most lastingly as abolitionists
and participants within the women'’s rights move-
ment. They are less remembered for their writings which
evolved from those commitments. Yet each wrote a range
of polemical and analytical works attempting to break
the bonds between Christian and respectable America
and the ownership of slaves or subordination of women.
They were thought to be scandalous individuals when
they lived, and the details of their lives continue to dom-
inate much of what is written about them by scholars
today. Contemporaries marveled at these daughters of
a family of prominent South Carolina slave owners,
who fled the South, became abolitionists and members
of the Society of Friends (Quakers), and spoke in public
in favor of both abolition and women’s rights. Not only
were they vilified by the traditional Southerners from
whom they had broken, they also parted company with
abolitionists who did not support women’s rights, and
they developed breaches with the Society of Friends in
Philadelphia when its members refused to grant full
racial equality to black members of the Society. They
had a strong, consistent, and enduring sense of justice,
and such views emerge from their works as well as in
their disputes with their enemies and allies.

Their growing perception of the evils of slavery
emerged from their interaction with the slaves owned
by their father. Sarah Grimké, as a Sunday school
teacher, taught slaves to read, although such teaching
was prohibited by South Carolina law. In 1819 at their
father’s death, the sisters freed their slaves. When Sarah
Grimké was twenty-six years old she moved to the North
and joined others (especially Quakers) who opposed the
existence of slavery. By 1829 Angelina Grimké joined
her sister in Philadelphia. The 1830s and 1840s were
the most active period for them in their public organiz-
ing against slavery (and later against women’s lack of
rights), following Angelina Grimké’s letter published in
William Lloyd Garrison’s The Liberator, in which she
attacked the institution of slavery. As two prominent
Southerners, the Grimkés were sought out by Northern
abolitionists, but resistance arose to their speaking in
public. Women were not expected to speak in public or
before mixed (dual sex) audiences. Thus many who were
excited about the prospect of these reformed slave own-
ers making a case for abolition resisted their being able
to do so because they were women. The sisters did speak
for the American Anti-Slavery Society from 1836 on, but
seldom without resistance from abolitionists and non-
abolitionists alike.
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The Grimké sisters, in their letters and writings,
appealed to women, to Christians, and to Southerners
to grasp the evil of slavery. While both sisters were de-
voted to abolition and women’s rights, Angelina wrote
more about, and was more active in, the cause of aboli-
tion, while Sarah devoted greater attention to women’s
causes. Angelina called upon women to act on the part
of the slave, less in the interest of their sex, as in her first
prominent work, An Appeal to the Christian Women of
the South, published in 1836. The Appeal was excori-
ated in the South because it was directed to white South-
ern women who were asked to oppose slavery in part on
grounds that it allowed white men (their husbands,
brothers, and fathers) to pursue sexual ties with slave
women and father children with them; yet this theme
imbued it with risqué qualities in the North and en-
hanced its popularity there. During this period, Sarah
Grimké was busy publishing works on both the evils of
slavery and women'’s secondary position within U.S. so-
ciety. From 1836 to 1838 she wrote Epistle to the Cler-
gy of the Southern States, Appeal to the Women of the
Nominally Free States, and her strongest feminist work,
Letters on the Equality of the Sexes and the Condition
of Woman.

In 1838 Angelina Grimké married Theodore Weld,
a leading abolitionist, and their wedding in Philadel-
phia (which included African Americans) led to rioting
that culminated in the burning of the Anti-Slavery Soci-
ety offices and the Shelter for Colored Orphans. After
1839, the sisters engaged in fewer public appearances
but still continued active support for both causes. They
both devoted time to the Weld-Grimké household, with
Sarah teaching her sister’s children and aiding in the
housekeeping following Angelina’s difficult recovery
from childbirth. In addition, following the Civil War,
they adopted two slaves who they assumed were their
nephews, since their brother was thought to be their
father. While strong abolitionists, they parted company
with a majority of male abolitionists by protesting the
Fifteenth Amendment, which granted suffrage to male
ex-slaves but failed to enfranchise women, either black
or white. Following the war, much of their effort was
through correspondence with suffrage leaders. Sarah
did speak at women’s rights conventions but never went
on major speaking tours, and Angelina was even more
restricted to her home in the last years before their deaths
in the 1870s.

They wrote some of the most effective works using
Christian doctrine to argue for the abolition of slavery
and for fair and equal treatment of African Americans,
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and to argue against the treatment of and powerlessness
of American women during the antebellum period. They
held that God had a view for the equality of all of his
creations, and they called upon believers to respect that
equality and work earnestly and untiringly for justice on
earth, not simply for salvation in heaven. Sarah Grim-
ké’s writings were some of the most impressive feminist
writings of the mid nineteenth century, and the writings
of both sisters are notable for the strength of their convic-
tions and the effective use of both logic and social guilt
to reach those who could be persuaded through argu-
ments of Christian, and more broadly human, guilt and
responsibility. While earlier scholars focused on the writ-
ings of the sisters, and on their roles within the aboli-
tionist and women’s rights movements, recently more
attention has been placed on the language and symbols
embedded in their public appearances during the 1830s.
The following selections include excerpts from An-
gelina Grimké’s Appeal to the Christian Women of the
South (1836) and from Sarah Grimké’s Letters on the
Equality of the Sexes and the Condition of Woman

(1838).
HLS
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Appeal to the Christian Women
of the South (1836)

Then Mordecai commanded to answer Esther. Think not
within thyself that thou shalt escape in the king’s house
more than all the Jews. For if thou altogether holdest thy
peace at this time, then shall there enlargement and
deliverance arise to the Jews from another place: but
thou and thy father’s house shall be destroyed: and who
knoweth whether thou art come to the kingdom for such
a time as this. And Esther bade them return Mordecai
this answer: —and so will I go unto the king, which is not
according to law, and if I perish, I perish.

Esther IV. 13-16.

Respected Friends,

It is because I feel a deep and tender interest in
your present and eternal welfare that I am willing thus
publicly to address you. Some of you have loved me as
arelative, and some have felt bound to me in Christian
sympathy, and Gospel friendship; and even when com-
pelled by a strong sense of duty, to break those outward
bonds of union which bound us together as members
of the same community, and members of the same
religious denomination, you were generous enough to
give me credit, for sincerity as a Christian, though you
believed I had been most strangely deceived. I thanked
you then for your kindness, and [ ask you now, for the
sake of former confidence, and friendship, to read the
following pages in the spirit of calm investigation and
fervent prayer. It is because you have known me, that I
write thus unto you.

But there are other Christian women scattered
over the Southern States, a very large number of whom
have never seen me, and never heard my name, and
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who feel no interest whatever in me. But I feel an
interest in you, as branches of the same vine from
whose root I daily draw the principle of spiritual vital-
ity—Yes! Sisters in Christ I feel an interest in you, and
often has the secret prayer arisen on your behalf, Lord
“open thou their eyes that they may see wondrous
things out of thy Law” — It is then, because I do feel and
do pray for you, that I thus address you upon a subject
about which of all others, perhaps you would rather
not hear any thing; but “would to God ye could bear
with me a little in my folly, and indeed bear with me,
for I am jealous over you with godly jealousy.” Be not
afraid then to read my appeal; it is not written in the
heat of passion or prejudice, but in that solemn calm-
ness which is the result of conviction and duty. It is
true, I am going to tell you unwelcome truths, but I
mean to speak those truths in love, and remember
Solomon says, “faithful are the wounds of a friend.” [
do not believe the time has yet come when Christian
women “will not endure sound doctrine,” even on the
subject of slavery, if it is spoken to them in tenderness
and love, therefore I now address you.

To all of you then, known or unknown, relatives or
strangers, (for you are all one in Christ,)  would speak.
I have felt for you at this time, when unwelcome light
is pouring in upon the world on the subject of slavery;
light which even Christians would exclude, if they
could, from our country, or at any rate from the south-
ern portion of it, saying, s its rays strike the rock bound
coasts of New England and scatter their warmth and
radiance over her hills and valleys, and from thence
travel onward over the Palisades of the Hudson, and
down the soft flowing waters of the Delaware and gild
the waves of the Potomac, “hitherto shalt thou come
and no further”; I know that even professors of His
name who has been emphatically called the “Light of
the world” would, if they could, build a wall of ada-
mant around the Southern States whose top might
reach unto heaven, in order to shut out the light which
is bounding from mountain to mountain and from the
hills to the plains and valleys beneath, through the vast
extent of our Northern States. But believe me, when I
tell you, their attempts will be as utterly fruitless as
were the efforts of the builders of Babel; and why?
Because moral, like natural light, is so extremely subtle
in its nature as to overleap all human barriers, and
laugh at the puny efforts of man to control it. All the
excuses and palliations of this system must inevitably
be swept away, justas other “refuges of lies” have been,
by the irresistible torrent of a rectified public opinion.
“The supporters of the slave system,” says Jonathan
Dymond in his admirable work on the Principles of
Morality, “will hereafter be regarded with the same
public feeling, as he who was an advocate for the slave

Appeal to the Christian Women of the South (1836)

trade now is.” It will be, and that very soon, clearly
perceived and fully acknowledged by all the virtuous
and the candid, that in principle it is as sinful to hold a
human being in bondage who has been born in Caro-
lina, as one who has been born in Africa. All that
sophistry of argument which has been employed to
prove, that although it is sinful to send to Africa to
procure men and women as slaves, who have never
been in slavery, that still, it is not sinful to keep those in
bondage who have come down by inheritance, will be
utterly overthrown. We must come back to the good
old doctrine of our forefathers who declared to the
world, “this self evident truth that all men are created
equal, and that they have certain inalienable rights
among which are life, liberty, and the pursuit of happi-
ness.” It is even a greater absurdity to suppose a man
can be legally born a slave under our free Republican
Government, than under the petty despotisms of bar-
barian Africa. If then, we have no right to enslave an
African, surely we can have none to enslave an Ameri-
can; if itis a self evident truth that all men, every where
and of every color are born equal, and have an inalien-
able right to liberty, then it is equally true that no man
can be born a slave, and no man can ever rightfully be
reduced to involuntary bondage and held as a slave,
however fair may be the claim of his master or mistress
through will and title-deeds.

But after all, it may be said, our fathers were cer-
tainly mistaken, for the Bible sanctions Slavery, and
that is the highest authority. Now the Bible is my
ultimate appeal in all matters of faith and practice, and
itis to this test I am anxious to bring the subject at issue
between us. Let us then begin with Adam and examine
the charter of privileges which was given to him. “Have
dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of
the air, and over every living thing that moveth upon
the earth.” In the eighth Psalm we have a still fuller
description of this charter which through Adam was
given to all mankind. “Thou madest him to have do-
minion over the works of thy hands; thou hast put all
things under his feet. All sheep and oxen, yea, and the
beasts of the field, the fowl of the air, the fish of the sea,
and whatsoever passeth through the paths of the seas.”
And after the flood when this charter of human rights
was renewed, we find no additional power vested in
man. “And the fear of you and the dread of you shall be
upon every beast of the earth, and every fowl of the air,
and upon all that moveth upon the earth, and upon all
the fishes of the sea, into your hand are they delivered.”
In this charter, although the different kinds of irratio-
nal beings are so particularly enumerated, and su-
preme dominion over all of them is granted, yet man is
never vested with this dominion over his fellow man; he
was never told that any of the human species were put
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under his feet; it was only all things, and man, who was
created in the image of his Maker, never can properly
be termed a thing, though the laws of Slave States do
call him a “chattel personal”; Man then, I assert never
was put under the feet of man, by that first charter of
human rights which was given by God, to the Fathers
of the Antediluvian and the Postdiluvian worlds, there-
fore this doctrine of equality is based on the Bible.

But it may be argued, that in the very chapter of
Genesis from which I have last quoted, will be found
the curse pronounced upon Canaan, by which his
posterity was consigned to servitude under his brothers
Shem and Japheth. I know this prophecy was uttered,
and was most fearfully and wonderfully fulfilled,
through the immediate descendants of Canaan, i.e.
the Canaanites, and 1 do not know but it has been
through all the children of Ham, but I do know that
prophecy does not tell us what ought to be, but what
actually does take place, ages after it has been deliv-
ered, and that if we justify America for enslaving the
children of Africa, we must also justify Egypt for reduc-
ing the children of Israel to bondage, for the latter was
foretold as explicitly as the former. | am well aware that
prophecy has often been urged as an excuse for Sla-
very, but be not deceived, the fulfillment of prophecy
will not cover one sin in the awful day of account. Hear
what our Saviour says on this subject, “it must needs be
that offences come, but woe unto that man through
whom they come” —Witness some fulfillment of this
declaration in the tremendous destruction of Jerusa-
lem, occasioned by that most nefarious of all crimes
the crucifixion of the Son of God. Did the fact of that
event having been foretold, exculpate the Jews from
sin in perpetrating it; No—for hear what the Apostle
Peter says to them on this subject, “Him being deliv-
ered by the determinate counsel and foreknowledge
of God, ye have taken, and by wicked hands have cru-
cified and slain.” Other striking instances might be
adduced, but these will suffice.

But it has been urged that the patriarchs held
slaves, and therefore, slavery is right. Do you really
believe that patriarchal servitude was like American
slavery? Can you believe it? If so, read the history of
these primitive fathers of the church and be unde-
ceived. . ..

But I shall be told, God sanctioned Slavery, yea
commanded Slavery under the Jewish Dispensation.
Let us examine this subject calmly and prayerfully. I
admit that a species of servitude was permitted to the
Jews, but in studying the subject I have been struck
with wonder and admiration at perceiving how care-
fully the servant was guarded from violence, injustice
and wrong. . . .

From these laws we learn that Hebrew men ser-

vants were bound to serve their masters only six years,
unless their attachment to their employers, their wives
and children, should induce them to wish to remain in
servitude, in which case, in order to prevent the possi-
bility of deception on the part of the master, the servant
was first taken before the magistrate, where he openly
declared his intention of continuing in his master’s
service, (probably a public register was kept of such) he
was then conducted to the door of the house, (in warm
climates doors are thrown open,) and there his ear was
publicly bored, and by submitting to this operation he
testified his willingness to serve him forever, i.e. during
his life, for Jewish Rabbins who must have understood
Jewish slavery, (as it is called,) “affirm that servants
were set free at the death of their masters and did not
descend to their heirs”: or that he was to serve him
until the year of Jubilee, when all servants were set at
liberty. To protect servants from violence, it was