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				I
			

			From my grand­fath­er Ver­us1 I learned good mor­als and the gov­ern­ment of my tem­per.

			From the repu­ta­tion and re­mem­brance of my fath­er,2 mod­esty and a manly char­ac­ter.

			From my moth­er,3 piety and be­ne­fi­cence, and ab­stin­ence, not only from evil deeds, but even from evil thoughts; and fur­ther, sim­pli­city in my way of liv­ing, far re­moved from the habits of the rich.

			From my great-grand­fath­er,4 not to have fre­quen­ted pub­lic schools, and to have had good teach­ers at home, and to know that on such things a man should spend lib­er­ally.

			From my gov­ernor, to be neither of the green nor of the blue party at the games in the Cir­cus, nor a par­tis­an either of the Par­mu­lari­us or the Scutari­us at the gla­di­at­ors’ fights; from him too I learned en­dur­ance of la­bour, and to want little, and to work with my own hands, and not to meddle with oth­er people’s af­fairs, and not to be ready to listen to slander.

			From Diognetus,5 not to busy my­self about tri­fling things, and not to give cred­it to what was said by mir­acle-work­ers and jug­glers about in­cant­a­tions and the driv­ing away of dae­mons and such things; and not to breed quails for fight­ing, nor to give my­self up pas­sion­ately to such things; and to en­dure free­dom of speech; and to have be­come in­tim­ate with philo­sophy; and to have been a hear­er, first of Bac­chi­us, then of Tan­dasis and Mar­cianus; and to have writ­ten dia­logues in my youth; and to have de­sired a plank bed and skin, and whatever else of the kind be­longs to the Gre­cian dis­cip­line.

			From Rus­ti­c­us6 I re­ceived the im­pres­sion that my char­ac­ter re­quired im­prove­ment and dis­cip­line; and from him I learned not to be led astray to soph­ist­ic emu­la­tion, nor to writ­ing on spec­u­lat­ive mat­ters, nor to de­liv­er­ing little hort­at­ory ora­tions, nor to show­ing my­self off as a man who prac­tises much dis­cip­line, or does be­ne­vol­ent acts in or­der to make a dis­play; and to ab­stain from rhet­or­ic, and po­etry, and fine writ­ing; and not to walk about in the house in my out­door dress, nor to do oth­er things of the kind; and to write my let­ters with sim­pli­city, like the let­ter which Rus­ti­c­us wrote from Sinuessa to my moth­er; and with re­spect to those who have of­fen­ded me by words, or done me wrong, to be eas­ily dis­posed to be pa­ci­fied and re­con­ciled, as soon as they have shown a read­i­ness to be re­con­ciled; and to read care­fully, and not to be sat­is­fied with a su­per­fi­cial un­der­stand­ing of a book; nor hast­ily to give my as­sent to those who talk over­much; and I am in­debted to him for be­ing ac­quain­ted with the dis­courses of Epic­t­etus, which he com­mu­nic­ated to me out of his own col­lec­tion.

			From Apol­loni­us7 I learned free­dom of will and un­devi­at­ing stead­i­ness of pur­pose; and to look to noth­ing else, not even for a mo­ment, ex­cept to reas­on; and to be al­ways the same, in sharp pains, on the oc­ca­sion of the loss of a child, and in long ill­ness; and to see clearly in a liv­ing ex­ample that the same man can be both most res­ol­ute and yield­ing, and not peev­ish in giv­ing his in­struc­tion; and to have had be­fore my eyes a man who clearly con­sidered his ex­per­i­ence and his skill in ex­pound­ing philo­soph­ic­al prin­ciples as the smal­lest of his mer­its; and from him I learned how to re­ceive from friends what are es­teemed fa­vours, without be­ing either humbled by them or let­ting them pass un­noticed.

			From Sex­tus,8 a be­ne­vol­ent dis­pos­i­tion, and the ex­ample of a fam­ily gov­erned in a fath­erly man­ner, and the idea of liv­ing con­form­ably to nature; and grav­ity without af­fect­a­tion, and to look care­fully after the in­terests of friends, and to tol­er­ate ig­nor­ant per­sons, and those who form opin­ions without con­sid­er­a­tion: he had the power of read­ily ac­com­mod­at­ing him­self to all, so that in­ter­course with him was more agree­able than any flat­tery; and at the same time he was most highly ven­er­ated by those who as­so­ci­ated with him: and he had the fac­ulty both of dis­cov­er­ing and or­der­ing, in an in­tel­li­gent and meth­od­ic­al way, the prin­ciples ne­ces­sary for life; and he nev­er showed an­ger or any oth­er pas­sion, but was en­tirely free from pas­sion, and also most af­fec­tion­ate; and he could ex­press ap­prob­a­tion without noisy dis­play, and he pos­sessed much know­ledge without os­ten­ta­tion.

			From Al­ex­an­der9 the gram­mari­an, to re­frain from fault­find­ing, and not in a re­proach­ful way to chide those who uttered any bar­bar­ous or sol­ecist­ic or strange-sound­ing ex­pres­sion; but dex­ter­ously to in­tro­duce the very ex­pres­sion which ought to have been used, and in the way of an­swer or giv­ing con­firm­a­tion, or join­ing in an in­quiry about the thing it­self, not about the word, or by some oth­er fit sug­ges­tion.

			From Fronto10 I learned to ob­serve what envy, and du­pli­city, and hy­po­crisy are in a tyr­ant, and that gen­er­ally those among us who are called Pa­tri­cians are rather de­fi­cient in pa­ternal af­fec­tion.

			From Al­ex­an­der the Pla­ton­ic, not fre­quently nor without ne­ces­sity to say to any­one, or to write in a let­ter, that I have no leis­ure; nor con­tinu­ally to ex­cuse the neg­lect of du­ties re­quired by our re­la­tion to those with whom we live, by al­leging ur­gent oc­cu­pa­tions.

			From Catu­lus,11 not to be in­dif­fer­ent when a friend finds fault, even if he should find fault without reas­on, but to try to re­store him to his usu­al dis­pos­i­tion; and to be ready to speak well of teach­ers, as it is re­por­ted of Dom­i­ti­us and Athen­odotus; and to love my chil­dren truly.

			From my broth­er12 Sever­us, to love my kin, and to love truth, and to love justice; and through him I learned to know Thrasea, Helvidi­us, Cato, Di­on, Bru­tus;13 and from him I re­ceived the idea of a polity in which there is the same law for all, a polity ad­min­istered with re­gard to equal rights and equal free­dom of speech, and the idea of a kingly gov­ern­ment which re­spects most of all the free­dom of the gov­erned; I learned from him also con­sist­ency and un­devi­at­ing stead­i­ness in my re­gard for philo­sophy; and a dis­pos­i­tion to do good, and to give to oth­ers read­ily, and to cher­ish good hopes, and to be­lieve that I am loved by my friends; and in him I ob­served no con­ceal­ment of his opin­ions with re­spect to those whom he con­demned, and that his friends had no need to con­jec­ture what he wished or did not wish, but it was quite plain.

			From Max­imus14 I learned self-gov­ern­ment, and not to be led aside by any­thing; and cheer­ful­ness in all cir­cum­stances, as well as in ill­ness; and a just ad­mix­ture in the mor­al char­ac­ter of sweet­ness and dig­nity, and to do what was set be­fore me without com­plain­ing. I ob­served that every­body be­lieved that he thought as he spoke, and that in all that he did he nev­er had any bad in­ten­tion; and he nev­er showed amazement and sur­prise, and was nev­er in a hurry, and nev­er put off do­ing a thing, nor was per­plexed nor de­jec­ted, nor did he ever laugh to dis­guise his vex­a­tion, nor, on the oth­er hand, was he ever pas­sion­ate or sus­pi­cious. He was ac­cus­tomed to do acts of be­ne­fi­cence, and was ready to for­give, and was free from all false­hood; and he presen­ted the ap­pear­ance of a man who could not be di­ver­ted from right rather than of a man who had been im­proved. I ob­served, too, that no man could ever think that he was des­pised by Max­imus, or ever ven­ture to think him­self a bet­ter man. He had also the art of be­ing hu­mor­ous in an agree­able way.

			In my fath­er15 I ob­served mild­ness of tem­per, and un­change­able res­ol­u­tion in the things which he had de­term­ined after due de­lib­er­a­tion; and no vain­glory in those things which men call hon­ours; and a love of la­bour and per­sever­ance; and a read­i­ness to listen to those who had any­thing to pro­pose for the com­mon weal; and un­devi­at­ing firm­ness in giv­ing to every man ac­cord­ing to his deserts; and a know­ledge de­rived from ex­per­i­ence of the oc­ca­sions for vig­or­ous ac­tion and for re­mis­sion. And I ob­served that he had over­come all pas­sion for boys; and he con­sidered him­self no more than any oth­er cit­izen;16 and he re­leased his friends from all ob­lig­a­tion to sup with him or to at­tend him of ne­ces­sity when he went abroad, and those who had failed to ac­com­pany him, by reas­on of any ur­gent cir­cum­stances, al­ways found him the same. I ob­served too his habit of care­ful in­quiry in all mat­ters of de­lib­er­a­tion, and his per­sist­ency, and that he nev­er stopped his in­vest­ig­a­tion through be­ing sat­is­fied with ap­pear­ances which first present them­selves; and that his dis­pos­i­tion was to keep his friends, and not to be soon tired of them, nor yet to be ex­tra­vag­ant in his af­fec­tion; and to be sat­is­fied on all oc­ca­sions, and cheer­ful; and to fore­see things a long way off, and to provide for the smal­lest without dis­play; and to check im­me­di­ately pop­u­lar ap­plause and all flat­tery; and to be ever watch­ful over the things which were ne­ces­sary for the ad­min­is­tra­tion of the em­pire, and to be a good man­ager of the ex­pendit­ure, and pa­tiently to en­dure the blame which he got for such con­duct; and he was neither su­per­sti­tious with re­spect to the gods, nor did he court men by gifts or by try­ing to please them, or by flat­ter­ing the popu­lace; but he showed sobri­ety in all things and firm­ness, and nev­er any mean thoughts or ac­tion, nor love of nov­elty. And the things which con­duce in any way to the com­mod­ity of life, and of which for­tune gives an abund­ant sup­ply, he used without ar­rog­ance and without ex­cus­ing him­self; so that when he had them, he en­joyed them without af­fect­a­tion, and when he had them not, he did not want them. No one could ever say of him that he was either a soph­ist or a homebred flip­pant slave or a ped­ant; but every­one ac­know­ledged him to be a man ripe, per­fect, above flat­tery, able to man­age his own and oth­er men’s af­fairs. Be­sides this, he hon­oured those who were true philo­soph­ers, and he did not re­proach those who pre­ten­ded to be philo­soph­ers, nor yet was he eas­ily led by them. He was also easy in con­ver­sa­tion, and he made him­self agree­able without any of­fens­ive af­fect­a­tion. He took a reas­on­able care of his body’s health, not as one who was greatly at­tached to life, nor out of re­gard to per­son­al ap­pear­ance, nor yet in a care­less way, but so that, through his own at­ten­tion, he very sel­dom stood in need of the phys­i­cian’s art or of medi­cine or ex­tern­al ap­plic­a­tions. He was most ready to give way without envy to those who pos­sessed any par­tic­u­lar fac­ulty, such as that of elo­quence or know­ledge of the law or of mor­als, or of any­thing else; and he gave them his help, that each might en­joy repu­ta­tion ac­cord­ing to his deserts; and he al­ways ac­ted con­form­ably to the in­sti­tu­tions of his coun­try, without show­ing any af­fect­a­tion of do­ing so. Fur­ther, he was not fond of change nor un­steady, but he loved to stay in the same places, and to em­ploy him­self about the same things; and after his par­oxysms of head­ache he came im­me­di­ately fresh and vig­or­ous to his usu­al oc­cu­pa­tions. His secrets were not but very few and very rare, and these only about pub­lic mat­ters; and he showed prudence and eco­nomy in the ex­hib­i­tion of the pub­lic spec­tacles and the con­struc­tion of pub­lic build­ings, his dona­tions to the people, and in such things, for he was a man who looked to what ought to be done, not to the repu­ta­tion which is got by a man’s acts. He did not take the bath at un­season­able hours; he was not fond of build­ing houses, nor curi­ous about what he ate, nor about the tex­ture and col­our of his clothes, nor about the beauty of his slaves.17 His dress came from Lori­um, his villa on the coast, and from Lanuvi­um gen­er­ally.18 We know how he be­haved to the toll-col­lect­or at Tus­cu­lum who asked his par­don; and such was all his be­ha­viour. There was in him noth­ing harsh, nor im­plac­able, nor vi­ol­ent, nor, as one may say, any­thing car­ried to the sweat­ing point; but he ex­amined all things sev­er­ally, as if he had abund­ance of time, and without con­fu­sion, in an or­derly way, vig­or­ously and con­sist­ently. And that might be ap­plied to him which is re­cor­ded of So­crates,19 that he was able both to ab­stain from, and to en­joy, those things which many are too weak to ab­stain from, and can­not en­joy without ex­cess. But to be strong enough both to bear the one and to be sober in the oth­er is the mark of a man who has a per­fect and in­vin­cible soul, such as he showed in the ill­ness of Max­imus.

			To the gods I am in­debted for hav­ing good grand­fath­ers, good par­ents, a good sis­ter, good teach­ers, good as­so­ci­ates, good kins­men and friends, nearly everything good. Fur­ther, I owe it to the gods that I was not hur­ried in­to any of­fence against any of them, though I had a dis­pos­i­tion which, if op­por­tun­ity had offered, might have led me to do some­thing of this kind; but, through their fa­vour, there nev­er was such a con­cur­rence of cir­cum­stances as put me to the tri­al. Fur­ther, I am thank­ful to the gods that I was not longer brought up with my grand­fath­er’s con­cu­bine, and that I pre­served the flower of my youth, and that I did not make proof of my vir­il­ity be­fore the prop­er sea­son, but even de­ferred the time; that I was sub­jec­ted to a ruler and a fath­er who was able to take away all pride from me, and to bring me to the know­ledge that it is pos­sible for a man to live in a palace without want­ing either guards or em­broidered dresses, or torches and statues, and such­like show; but that it is in such a man’s power to bring him­self very near to the fash­ion of a private per­son, without be­ing for this reas­on either mean­er in thought, or more re­miss in ac­tion, with re­spect to the things which must be done for the pub­lic in­terest in a man­ner that be­fits a ruler. I thank the gods for giv­ing me such a broth­er,20 who was able by his mor­al char­ac­ter to rouse me to vi­gil­ance over my­self, and who, at the same time, pleased me by his re­spect and af­fec­tion; that my chil­dren have not been stu­pid nor de­formed in body; that I did not make more pro­fi­ciency in rhet­or­ic, po­etry, and the oth­er stud­ies, in which I should per­haps have been com­pletely en­gaged, if I had seen that I was mak­ing pro­gress in them; that I made haste to place those who brought me up in the sta­tion of hon­our, which they seemed to de­sire, without put­ting them off with hope of my do­ing it some time after, be­cause they were then still young; that I knew Apol­loni­us, Rus­ti­c­us, Max­imus; that I re­ceived clear and fre­quent im­pres­sions about liv­ing ac­cord­ing to nature, and what kind of a life that is, so that, so far as de­pended on the gods, and their gifts, and help, and in­spir­a­tions, noth­ing hindered me from forth­with liv­ing ac­cord­ing to nature, though I still fall short of it through my own fault, and through not ob­serving the ad­mon­i­tions of the gods, and, I may al­most say, their dir­ect in­struc­tions; that my body has held out so long in such a kind of life; that I nev­er touched either Be­ne­dicta or Theodotus, and that, after hav­ing fallen in­to am­at­ory pas­sions, I was cured; and, though I was of­ten out of hu­mour with Rus­ti­c­us, I nev­er did any­thing of which I had oc­ca­sion to re­pent; that, though it was my moth­er’s fate to die young, she spent the last years of her life with me; that, whenev­er I wished to help any man in his need, or on any oth­er oc­ca­sion, I was nev­er told that I had not the means of do­ing it; and that to my­self the same ne­ces­sity nev­er happened, to re­ceive any­thing from an­oth­er; that I have such a wife,21 so obed­i­ent, and so af­fec­tion­ate, and so simple; that I had abund­ance of good mas­ters for my chil­dren; and that rem­ed­ies have been shown to me by dreams, both oth­ers, and against blood­spit­ting and gid­di­ness … ;22 and that, when I had an in­clin­a­tion to philo­sophy, I did not fall in­to the hands of any soph­ist, and that I did not waste my time on writers of his­tor­ies, or in the res­ol­u­tion of syl­lo­gisms, or oc­cupy my­self about the in­vest­ig­a­tion of ap­pear­ances in the heav­ens; for all these things re­quire the help of the gods and for­tune.

			Among the Quadi at the Granua.23

		
	
		
			
				Book
				II
			

			Be­gin the morn­ing by say­ing to thy­self, I shall meet with the busy­body, the un­grate­ful, ar­rog­ant, de­ceit­ful, en­vi­ous, un­so­cial. All these things hap­pen to them by reas­on of their ig­nor­ance of what is good and evil. But I who have seen the nature of the good that it is beau­ti­ful, and of the bad that it is ugly, and the nature of him who does wrong, that it is akin to me, not only of the same blood or seed, but that it par­ti­cip­ates in the same in­tel­li­gence and the same por­tion of the di­vin­ity, I can neither be in­jured by any of them, for no one can fix on me what is ugly, nor can I be angry with my kins­man, nor hate him. For we are made for co­oper­a­tion, like feet, like hands, like eye­lids, like the rows of the up­per and lower teeth.24 To act against one an­oth­er then is con­trary to nature; and it is act­ing against one an­oth­er to be vexed and to turn away.

			Whatever this is that I am, it is a little flesh and breath, and the rul­ing part. Throw away thy books; no longer dis­tract thy­self: it is not al­lowed; but as if thou wast now dy­ing, des­pise the flesh; it is blood and bones and a net­work, a con­tex­ture of nerves, veins, and ar­ter­ies. See the breath also, what kind of a thing it is, air, and not al­ways the same, but every mo­ment sent out and again sucked in. The third then is the rul­ing part: con­sider thus: Thou art an old man; no longer let this be a slave, no longer be pulled by the strings like a pup­pet to un­so­cial move­ments, no longer either be dis­sat­is­fied with thy present lot, or shrink from the fu­ture.

			All that is from the gods is full of Provid­ence. That which is from for­tune is not sep­ar­ated from nature or without an in­ter­weav­ing and in­vol­u­tion with the things which are ordered by Provid­ence. From thence all things flow; and there is be­sides ne­ces­sity, and that which is for the ad­vant­age of the whole uni­verse, of which thou art a part. But that is good for every part of nature which the nature of the whole brings, and what serves to main­tain this nature. Now the uni­verse is pre­served, as by the changes of the ele­ments so by the changes of things com­poun­ded of the ele­ments. Let these prin­ciples be enough for thee, let them al­ways be fixed opin­ions. But cast away the thirst after books, that thou may­est not die mur­mur­ing, but cheer­fully, truly, and from thy heart thank­ful to the gods.

			Re­mem­ber how long thou hast been put­ting off these things, and how of­ten thou hast re­ceived an op­por­tun­ity from the gods, and yet dost not use it. Thou must now at last per­ceive of what uni­verse thou art a part, and of what ad­min­is­trat­or of the uni­verse thy ex­ist­ence is an ef­flux, and that a lim­it of time is fixed for thee, which if thou dost not use for clear­ing away the clouds from thy mind, it will go and thou wilt go, and it will nev­er re­turn.

			Every mo­ment think stead­ily as a Ro­man and a man to do what thou hast in hand with per­fect and simple dig­nity, and feel­ing of af­fec­tion, and free­dom, and justice; and to give thy­self re­lief from all oth­er thoughts. And thou wilt give thy­self re­lief, if thou doest every act of thy life as if it were the last, lay­ing aside all care­less­ness and pas­sion­ate aver­sion from the com­mands of reas­on, and all hy­po­crisy, and self-love, and dis­con­tent with the por­tion which has been giv­en to thee. Thou seest how few the things are, the which if a man lays hold of, he is able to live a life which flows in quiet, and is like the ex­ist­ence of the gods; for the gods on their part will re­quire noth­ing more from him who ob­serves these things.

			Do wrong to thy­self,25 do wrong to thy­self, my soul; but thou wilt no longer have the op­por­tun­ity of hon­our­ing thy­self. Every man’s life is suf­fi­cient. But thine is nearly fin­ished, though thy soul rev­er­ences not it­self but places thy fe­li­city in the souls of oth­ers.

			Do the things ex­tern­al which fall upon thee dis­tract thee? Give thy­self time to learn some­thing new and good, and cease to be whirled around. But then thou must also avoid be­ing car­ried about the oth­er way. For those too are triflers who have wear­ied them­selves in life by their activ­ity, and yet have no ob­ject to which to dir­ect every move­ment, and, in a word, all their thoughts.

			Through not ob­serving what is in the mind of an­oth­er a man has sel­dom been seen to be un­happy; but those who do not ob­serve the move­ments of their own minds must of ne­ces­sity be un­happy.

			This thou must al­ways bear in mind, what is the nature of the whole, and what is my nature, and how this is re­lated to that, and what kind of a part it is of what kind of a whole; and that there is no one who hinders thee from al­ways do­ing and say­ing the things which are ac­cord­ing to the nature of which thou art a part.

			Theo­phrastus, in his com­par­is­on of bad acts—such a com­par­is­on as one would make in ac­cord­ance with the com­mon no­tions of man­kind—says, like a true philo­soph­er, that the of­fences which are com­mit­ted through de­sire are more blame­able than those which are com­mit­ted through an­ger. For he who is ex­cited by an­ger seems to turn away from reas­on with a cer­tain pain and un­con­scious con­trac­tion; but he who of­fends through de­sire, be­ing over­powered by pleas­ure, seems to be in a man­ner more in­tem­per­ate and more wo­man­ish in his of­fences. Rightly then, and in a way worthy of philo­sophy, he said that the of­fence which is com­mit­ted with pleas­ure is more blame­able than that which is com­mit­ted with pain; and on the whole the one is more like a per­son who has been first wronged and through pain is com­pelled to be angry; but the oth­er is moved by his own im­pulse to do wrong, be­ing car­ried to­wards do­ing some­thing by de­sire.

			Since it is pos­sible26 that thou may­est de­part from life this very mo­ment, reg­u­late every act and thought ac­cord­ingly.27 But to go away from among men, if there are gods, is not a thing to be afraid of, for the gods will not in­volve thee in evil; but if in­deed they do not ex­ist, or if they have no con­cern about hu­man af­fairs, what is it to me to live in a uni­verse devoid of gods or devoid of Provid­ence? But in truth they do ex­ist, and they do care for hu­man things, and they have put all the means in man’s power to en­able him not to fall in­to real evils. And as to the rest, if there was any­thing evil, they would have provided for this also, that it should be al­to­geth­er in a man’s power not to fall in­to it. Now that which does not make a man worse, how can it make a man’s life worse? But neither through ig­nor­ance, nor hav­ing the know­ledge, but not the power to guard against or cor­rect these things, is it pos­sible that the nature of the uni­verse has over­looked them; nor is it pos­sible that it has made so great a mis­take, either through want of power or want of skill, that good and evil should hap­pen in­dis­crim­in­ately to the good and the bad. But death cer­tainly, and life, hon­our and dis­hon­our, pain and pleas­ure, all these things equally hap­pen to good men and bad, be­ing things which make us neither bet­ter nor worse. There­fore they are neither good nor evil.

			How quickly all things dis­ap­pear, in the uni­verse the bod­ies them­selves, but in time the re­mem­brance of them; what is the nature of all sens­ible things, and par­tic­u­larly those which at­tract with the bait of pleas­ure or ter­rify by pain, or are noised abroad by va­poury fame; how worth­less, and con­tempt­ible, and sor­did, and per­ish­able, and dead they are—all this it is the part of the in­tel­lec­tu­al fac­ulty to ob­serve. To ob­serve too who these are whose opin­ions and voices give repu­ta­tion; what death is, and the fact that, if a man looks at it in it­self, and by the ab­stract­ive power of re­flec­tion re­solves in­to their parts all the things which present them­selves to the ima­gin­a­tion in it, he will then con­sider it to be noth­ing else than an op­er­a­tion of nature; and if any­one is afraid of an op­er­a­tion of nature, he is a child. This, how­ever, is not only an op­er­a­tion of nature, but it is also a thing which con­duces to the pur­poses of nature. To ob­serve too how man comes near to the deity, and by what part of him, and when this part of man is so dis­posed.

			Noth­ing is more wretched than a man who tra­verses everything in a round, and pries in­to the things be­neath the earth, as the poet28 says, and seeks by con­jec­ture what is in the minds of his neigh­bours, without per­ceiv­ing that it is suf­fi­cient to at­tend to the dae­mon with­in him, and to rev­er­ence it sin­cerely. And rev­er­ence of the dae­mon con­sists in keep­ing it pure from pas­sion and thought­less­ness, and dis­sat­is­fac­tion with what comes from gods and men. For the things from the gods mer­it ven­er­a­tion for their ex­cel­lence; and the things from men should be dear to us by reas­on of kin­ship; and some­times even, in a man­ner, they move our pity by reas­on of men’s ig­nor­ance of good and bad; this de­fect be­ing not less than that which de­prives us of the power of dis­tin­guish­ing things that are white and black.

			Though thou shouldst be go­ing to live three thou­sand years, and as many times ten thou­sand years, still re­mem­ber that no man loses any oth­er life than this which he now lives, nor lives any oth­er than this which he now loses. The longest and shortest are thus brought to the same. For the present is the same to all, though that which per­ishes is not the same;29 and so that which is lost ap­pears to be a mere mo­ment. For a man can­not lose either the past or the fu­ture: for what a man has not, how can any­one take this from him? These two things then thou must bear in mind; the one, that all things from etern­ity are of like forms and come round in a circle, and that it makes no dif­fer­ence wheth­er a man shall see the same things dur­ing a hun­dred years or two hun­dred, or an in­fin­ite time; and the second, that the longest liv­er and he who will die soon­est lose just the same. For the present is the only thing of which a man can be de­prived, if it is true that this is the only thing which he has, and that a man can­not lose a thing if he has it not.

			Re­mem­ber that all is opin­ion. For what was said by the Cyn­ic Mon­im­us is mani­fest: and mani­fest too is the use of what was said, if a man re­ceives what may be got out of it as far as it is true.

			The soul of man does vi­ol­ence to it­self, first of all, when it be­comes an abs­cess and, as it were, a tu­mour on the uni­verse, so far as it can. For to be vexed at any­thing which hap­pens is a sep­ar­a­tion of ourselves from nature, in some part of which the natures of all oth­er things are con­tained. In the next place, the soul does vi­ol­ence to it­self when it turns away from any man, or even moves to­wards him with the in­ten­tion of in­jur­ing, such as are the souls of those who are angry. In the third place, the soul does vi­ol­ence to it­self when it is over­powered by pleas­ure or by pain. Fourthly, when it plays a part, and does or says any­thing in­sin­cerely and un­truly. Fifthly, when it al­lows any act of its own and any move­ment to be without an aim, and does any­thing thought­lessly and without con­sid­er­ing what it is, it be­ing right that even the smal­lest things be done with ref­er­ence to an end; and the end of ra­tion­al an­im­als is to fol­low the reas­on and the law of the most an­cient city and polity.

			Of hu­man life the time is a point, and the sub­stance is in a flux, and the per­cep­tion dull, and the com­pos­i­tion of the whole body sub­ject to pu­tre­fac­tion, and the soul a whirl, and for­tune hard to di­vine, and fame a thing devoid of judge­ment. And, to say all in a word, everything which be­longs to the body is a stream, and what be­longs to the soul is a dream and va­pour, and life is a war­fare and a stranger’s so­journ, and after-fame is ob­li­vi­on. What then is that which is able to con­duct a man? One thing and only one, philo­sophy. But this con­sists in keep­ing the dae­mon with­in a man free from vi­ol­ence and un­harmed, su­per­i­or to pains and pleas­ures, do­ing noth­ing without pur­pose, nor yet falsely and with hy­po­crisy, not feel­ing the need of an­oth­er man’s do­ing or not do­ing any­thing; and be­sides, ac­cept­ing all that hap­pens, and all that is al­lot­ted, as com­ing from thence, wherever it is, from whence he him­self came; and, fi­nally, wait­ing for death with a cheer­ful mind, as be­ing noth­ing else than a dis­sol­u­tion of the ele­ments of which every liv­ing be­ing is com­poun­ded. But if there is no harm to the ele­ments them­selves in each con­tinu­ally chan­ging in­to an­oth­er, why should a man have any ap­pre­hen­sion about the change and dis­sol­u­tion of all the ele­ments? For it is ac­cord­ing to nature, and noth­ing is evil which is ac­cord­ing to nature.

			This in Carnuntum.30
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			We ought to con­sider not only that our life is daily wast­ing away and a smal­ler part of it is left, but an­oth­er thing also must be taken in­to the ac­count, that if a man should live longer, it is quite un­cer­tain wheth­er the un­der­stand­ing will still con­tin­ue suf­fi­cient for the com­pre­hen­sion of things, and re­tain the power of con­tem­pla­tion which strives to ac­quire the know­ledge of the di­vine and the hu­man. For if he shall be­gin to fall in­to dot­age, per­spir­a­tion and nu­tri­tion and ima­gin­a­tion and ap­pet­ite, and whatever else there is of the kind, will not fail; but the power of mak­ing use of ourselves, and filling up the meas­ure of our duty, and clearly sep­ar­at­ing all ap­pear­ances, and con­sid­er­ing wheth­er a man should now de­part from life, and whatever else of the kind ab­so­lutely re­quires a dis­cip­lined reas­on, all this is already ex­tin­guished. We must make haste then, not only be­cause we are daily near­er to death, but also be­cause the con­cep­tion of things and the un­der­stand­ing of them cease first.

			We ought to ob­serve also that even the things which fol­low after the things which are pro­duced ac­cord­ing to nature con­tain some­thing pleas­ing and at­tract­ive. For in­stance, when bread is baked some parts are split at the sur­face, and these parts which thus open, and have a cer­tain fash­ion con­trary to the pur­pose of the baker’s art, are beau­ti­ful in a man­ner, and in a pe­cu­li­ar way ex­cite a de­sire for eat­ing. And again, figs, when they are quite ripe, gape open; and in the ripe olives the very cir­cum­stance of their be­ing near to rot­ten­ness adds a pe­cu­li­ar beauty to the fruit. And the ears of corn bend­ing down, and the li­on’s eye­brows, and the foam which flows from the mouth of wild boars, and many oth­er things—though they are far from be­ing beau­ti­ful, if a man should ex­am­ine them sev­er­ally—still, be­cause they are con­sequent upon the things which are formed by nature, help to ad­orn them, and they please the mind; so that if a man should have a feel­ing and deep­er in­sight with re­spect to the things which are pro­duced in the uni­verse, there is hardly one of those which fol­low by way of con­sequence which will not seem to him to be in a man­ner dis­posed so as to give pleas­ure. And so he will see even the real gap­ing jaws of wild beasts with no less pleas­ure than those which paint­ers and sculptors show by im­it­a­tion; and in an old wo­man and an old man he will be able to see a cer­tain ma­tur­ity and come­li­ness; and the at­tract­ive love­li­ness of young per­sons he will be able to look on with chaste eyes; and many such things will present them­selves, not pleas­ing to every man, but to him only who has be­come truly fa­mil­i­ar with nature and her works.

			Hip­po­crates after cur­ing many dis­eases him­self fell sick and died. The Chaldæi fore­told the deaths of many, and then fate caught them too. Al­ex­an­der, and Pom­pei­us, and Caius Caesar, after so of­ten com­pletely des­troy­ing whole cit­ies, and in battle cut­ting to pieces many ten thou­sands of cav­alry and in­fantry, them­selves too at last de­par­ted from life. Her­ac­litus, after so many spec­u­la­tions on the con­flag­ra­tion of the uni­verse, was filled with wa­ter in­tern­ally and died smeared all over with mud. And lice des­troyed Demo­crit­us; and oth­er lice killed So­crates. What means all this? Thou hast em­barked, thou hast made the voy­age, thou art come to shore; get out. If in­deed to an­oth­er life, there is no want of gods, not even there. But if to a state without sen­sa­tion, thou wilt cease to be held by pains and pleas­ures, and to be a slave to the ves­sel, which is as much in­feri­or as that which serves it is su­per­i­or: for the one is in­tel­li­gence and deity; the oth­er is earth and cor­rup­tion.

			Do not waste the re­mainder of thy life in thoughts about oth­ers, when thou dost not refer thy thoughts to some ob­ject of com­mon util­ity. For thou losest the op­por­tun­ity of do­ing some­thing else when thou hast such thoughts as these, What is such a per­son do­ing, and why, and what is he say­ing, and what is he think­ing of, and what is he con­triv­ing, and whatever else of the kind makes us wander away from the ob­ser­va­tion of our own rul­ing power. We ought then to check in the series of our thoughts everything that is without a pur­pose and use­less, but most of all the over­curi­ous feel­ing and the ma­lig­nant; and a man should use him­self to think of those things only about which if one should sud­denly ask, What hast thou now in thy thoughts? With per­fect open­ness thou might­est, im­me­di­ately an­swer, This or That; so that from thy words it should be plain that everything in thee is simple and be­ne­vol­ent, and such as be­fits a so­cial an­im­al, and one that cares not for thoughts about pleas­ure or sen­su­al en­joy­ments at all, nor has any rivalry or envy and sus­pi­cion, or any­thing else for which thou wouldst blush if thou shouldst say that thou hadst it in thy mind. For the man who is such and no longer delays be­ing among the num­ber of the best, is like a priest and min­is­ter of the gods, us­ing too the deity which is planted with­in him, which makes the man un­con­tam­in­ated by pleas­ure, un­harmed by any pain, un­touched by any in­sult, feel­ing no wrong, a fight­er in the noblest fight, one who can­not be over­powered by any pas­sion, dyed deep with justice, ac­cept­ing with all his soul everything which hap­pens and is as­signed to him as his por­tion; and not of­ten, nor yet without great ne­ces­sity and for the gen­er­al in­terest, ima­gin­ing what an­oth­er says, or does, or thinks. For it is only what be­longs to him­self that he makes the mat­ter for his activ­ity; and he con­stantly thinks of that which is al­lot­ted to him­self out of the sum total of things, and he makes his own acts fair, and he is per­suaded that his own por­tion is good. For the lot which is as­signed to each man is car­ried along with him and car­ries him along with it. And he re­mem­bers also that every ra­tion­al an­im­al is his kins­man, and that to care for all men is ac­cord­ing to man’s nature; and a man should hold on to the opin­ion not of all, but of those only who con­fessedly live ac­cord­ing to nature. But as to those who live not so, he al­ways bears in mind what kind of men they are both at home and from home, both by night and by day, and what they are, and with what men they live an im­pure life. Ac­cord­ingly, he does not value at all the praise which comes from such men, since they are not even sat­is­fied with them­selves.

			La­bour not un­will­ingly, nor without re­gard to the com­mon in­terest, nor without due con­sid­er­a­tion, nor with dis­trac­tion; nor let stud­ied or­na­ment set off thy thoughts, and be not either a man of many words, or busy about too many things. And fur­ther, let the deity which is in thee be the guard­i­an of a liv­ing be­ing, manly and of ripe age, and en­gaged in mat­ter polit­ic­al, and a Ro­man, and a ruler, who has taken his post like a man wait­ing for the sig­nal which sum­mons him from life, and ready to go, hav­ing need neither of oath nor of any man’s testi­mony. Be cheer­ful also, and seek not ex­tern­al help nor the tran­quil­ity which oth­ers give. A man then must stand erect, not be kept erect by oth­ers.

			If thou find­est in hu­man life any­thing bet­ter than justice, truth, tem­per­ance, forti­tude, and, in a word, any­thing bet­ter than thy own mind’s self-sat­is­fac­tion in the things which it en­ables thee to do ac­cord­ing to right reas­on, and in the con­di­tion that is as­signed to thee without thy own choice; if, I say, thou seest any­thing bet­ter than this, turn to it with all thy soul, and en­joy that which thou hast found to be the best. But if noth­ing ap­pears to be bet­ter than the deity which is planted in thee, which has sub­jec­ted to it­self all thy ap­pet­ites, and care­fully ex­am­ines all the im­pres­sions, and, as So­crates said, has de­tached it­self from the per­sua­sions of sense, and has sub­mit­ted it­self to the gods, and cares for man­kind; if thou find­est everything else smal­ler and of less value than this, give place to noth­ing else, for if thou dost once di­verge and in­cline to it, thou wilt no longer without dis­trac­tion be able to give the pref­er­ence to that good thing which is thy prop­er pos­ses­sion and thy own; for it is not right that any­thing of any oth­er kind, such as praise from the many, or power, or en­joy­ment of pleas­ure, should come in­to com­pet­i­tion with that which is ra­tion­ally and polit­ic­ally or prac­tic­ally good. All these things, even though they may seem to ad­apt them­selves to the bet­ter things in a small de­gree, ob­tain the su­peri­or­ity all at once, and carry us away. But do thou, I say, simply and freely choose the bet­ter, and hold to it.—But that which is use­ful is the bet­ter.—Well then, if it is use­ful to thee as a ra­tion­al be­ing, keep to it; but if it is only use­ful to thee as an an­im­al, say so, and main­tain thy judge­ment without ar­rog­ance: only take care that thou makest the in­quiry by a sure meth­od.

			Nev­er value any­thing as prof­it­able to thy­self which shall com­pel thee to break thy prom­ise, to lose thy self-re­spect, to hate any man, to sus­pect, to curse, to act the hy­po­crite, to de­sire any­thing which needs walls and cur­tains: for he who has pre­ferred to everything in­tel­li­gence and dae­mon and the wor­ship of its ex­cel­lence, acts no tra­gic part, does not groan, will not need either solitude or much com­pany; and, what is chief of all, he will live without either pur­su­ing or fly­ing from death;31 but wheth­er for a longer or a short­er time he shall have the soul en­closed in the body, he cares not at all: for even if he must de­part im­me­di­ately, he will go as read­ily as if he were go­ing to do any­thing else which can be done with de­cency and or­der; tak­ing care of this only all through life, that his thoughts turn not away from any­thing which be­longs to an in­tel­li­gent an­im­al and a mem­ber of a civil com­munity.

			In the mind of one who is chastened and pur­i­fied thou wilt find no cor­rupt mat­ter, nor im­pur­ity, nor any sore skinned over. Nor is his life in­com­plete when fate over­takes him, as one may say of an act­or who leaves the stage be­fore end­ing and fin­ish­ing the play. Be­sides, there is in him noth­ing servile, nor af­fected, nor too closely bound to oth­er things, nor yet de­tached32 from oth­er things, noth­ing worthy of blame, noth­ing which seeks a hid­ing-place.

			Rev­er­ence the fac­ulty which pro­duces opin­ion. On this fac­ulty it en­tirely de­pends wheth­er there shall ex­ist in thy rul­ing part any opin­ion in­con­sist­ent with nature and the con­sti­tu­tion of the ra­tion­al an­im­al. And this fac­ulty prom­ises free­dom from hasty judge­ment, and friend­ship to­wards men, and obed­i­ence to the gods.

			Throw­ing away then all things, hold to these only which are few; and be­sides bear in mind that every man lives only this present time, which is an in­di­vis­ible point, and that all the rest of his life is either past or it is un­cer­tain. Short then is the time which every man lives, and small the nook of the earth where he lives; and short too the longest posthum­ous fame, and even this only con­tin­ued by a suc­ces­sion of poor hu­man be­ings, who will very soon die, and who know not even them­selves, much less him who died long ago.

			To the aids which have been men­tioned let this one still be ad­ded:—Make for thy­self a defin­i­tion or de­scrip­tion of the thing which is presen­ted to thee, so as to see dis­tinctly what kind of a thing it is in its sub­stance, in its nud­ity, in its com­plete en­tirety, and tell thy­self its prop­er name, and the names of the things of which it has been com­poun­ded, and in­to which it will be re­solved. For noth­ing is so pro­duct­ive of el­ev­a­tion of mind as to be able to ex­am­ine meth­od­ic­ally and truly every ob­ject which is presen­ted to thee in life, and al­ways to look at things so as to see at the same time what kind of uni­verse this is, and what kind of use everything per­forms in it, and what value everything has with ref­er­ence to the whole, and what with ref­er­ence to man, who is a cit­izen of the highest city, of which all oth­er cit­ies are like fam­il­ies; what each thing is, and of what it is com­posed, and how long it is the nature of this thing to en­dure which now makes an im­pres­sion on me, and what vir­tue I have need of with re­spect to it, such as gen­tle­ness, man­li­ness, truth, fi­del­ity, sim­pli­city, con­tent­ment, and the rest. Where­fore, on every oc­ca­sion a man should say: this comes from God; and this is ac­cord­ing to the ap­por­tion­ment and spin­ning of the thread of des­tiny, and such­like co­in­cid­ence and chance; and this is from one of the same stock, and a kins­man and part­ner, one who knows not how­ever what is ac­cord­ing to his nature. But I know; for this reas­on I be­have to­wards him ac­cord­ing to the nat­ur­al law of fel­low­ship with be­ne­vol­ence and justice. At the same time how­ever in things in­dif­fer­ent33 I at­tempt to as­cer­tain the value of each.

			If thou workest at that which is be­fore thee, fol­low­ing right reas­on ser­i­ously, vig­or­ously, calmly, without al­low­ing any­thing else to dis­tract thee, but keep­ing thy di­vine part pure, as if thou shouldst be bound to give it back im­me­di­ately; if thou hold­est to this, ex­pect­ing noth­ing, fear­ing noth­ing, but sat­is­fied with thy present activ­ity ac­cord­ing to nature, and with hero­ic truth in every word and sound which thou utterest, thou wilt live happy. And there is no man who is able to pre­vent this.

			As phys­i­cians have al­ways their in­stru­ments and knives ready for cases which sud­denly re­quire their skill, so do thou have prin­ciples ready for the un­der­stand­ing of things di­vine and hu­man, and for do­ing everything, even the smal­lest, with a re­col­lec­tion of the bond which unites the di­vine and hu­man to one an­oth­er. For neither wilt thou do any­thing well which per­tains to man without at the same time hav­ing a ref­er­ence to things di­vine; nor the con­trary.

			No longer wander at haz­ard; for neither wilt thou read thy own mem­oirs,34 nor the acts of the an­cient Ro­mans and Hel­lenes, and the se­lec­tions from books which thou wast re­serving for thy old age.35 Hasten then to the end which thou hast be­fore thee, and throw­ing away idle hopes, come to thy own aid, if thou carest at all for thy­self, while it is in thy power.

			They know not how many things are sig­ni­fied by the words steal­ing, sow­ing, buy­ing, keep­ing quiet, see­ing what ought to be done; for this is not ef­fected by the eyes, but by an­oth­er kind of vis­ion.

			Body, soul, in­tel­li­gence: to the body be­long sen­sa­tions, to the soul ap­pet­ites, to the in­tel­li­gence prin­ciples. To re­ceive the im­pres­sions of forms by means of ap­pear­ances be­longs even to an­im­als; to be pulled by the strings36 of de­sire be­longs both to wild beasts and to men who have made them­selves in­to wo­men, and to a Phalar­is and a Nero: and to have the in­tel­li­gence that guides to the things which ap­pear suit­able be­longs also to those who do not be­lieve in the gods, and who be­tray their coun­try, and do their im­pure deeds when they have shut the doors. If then everything else is com­mon to all that I have men­tioned, there re­mains that which is pe­cu­li­ar to the good man, to be pleased and con­tent with what hap­pens, and with the thread which is spun for him; and not to de­file the di­vin­ity which is planted in his breast, nor dis­turb it by a crowd of im­ages, but to pre­serve it tran­quil, fol­low­ing it obed­i­ently as a god, neither say­ing any­thing con­trary to the truth, nor do­ing any­thing con­trary to justice. And if all men re­fuse to be­lieve that he lives a simple, mod­est, and con­ten­ted life, he is neither angry with any of them, nor does he de­vi­ate from the way which leads to the end of life, to which a man ought to come pure, tran­quil, ready to de­part, and without any com­pul­sion per­fectly re­con­ciled to his lot.
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			That which rules with­in, when it is ac­cord­ing to nature, is so af­fected with re­spect to the events which hap­pen, that it al­ways eas­ily ad­apts it­self to that which is and is presen­ted to it. For it re­quires no def­in­ite ma­ter­i­al, but it moves to­wards its pur­pose,37 un­der cer­tain con­di­tions how­ever; and it makes a ma­ter­i­al for it­self out of that which op­poses it, as fire lays hold of what falls in­to it, by which a small light would have been ex­tin­guished: but when the fire is strong, it soon ap­pro­pri­ates to it­self the mat­ter which is heaped on it, and con­sumes it, and rises high­er by means of this very ma­ter­i­al.

			Let no act be done without a pur­pose, nor oth­er­wise than ac­cord­ing to the per­fect prin­ciples of art.

			Men seek re­treats for them­selves, houses in the coun­try, sea­shores, and moun­tains; and thou too art wont to de­sire such things very much. But this is al­to­geth­er a mark of the most com­mon sort of men, for it is in thy power whenev­er thou shalt choose to re­tire in­to thy­self. For nowhere either with more quiet or more free­dom from trouble does a man re­tire than in­to his own soul, par­tic­u­larly when he has with­in him such thoughts that by look­ing in­to them he is im­me­di­ately in per­fect tran­quil­ity; and I af­firm that tran­quil­ity is noth­ing else than the good or­der­ing of the mind. Con­stantly then give to thy­self this re­treat, and re­new thy­self; and let thy prin­ciples be brief and fun­da­ment­al, which, as soon as thou shalt re­cur to them, will be suf­fi­cient to cleanse the soul com­pletely, and to send thee back free from all dis­con­tent with the things to which thou re­turn­est. For with what art thou dis­con­ten­ted? With the bad­ness of men? Re­call to thy mind this con­clu­sion, that ra­tion­al an­im­als ex­ist for one an­oth­er, and that to en­dure is a part of justice, and that men do wrong in­vol­un­tar­ily; and con­sider how many already, after mu­tu­al enmity, sus­pi­cion, hatred, and fight­ing, have been stretched dead, re­duced to ashes; and be quiet at last.—But per­haps thou art dis­sat­is­fied with that which is as­signed to thee out of the uni­verse.—Re­call to thy re­col­lec­tion this al­tern­at­ive; either there is provid­ence or atoms, for­tu­it­ous con­cur­rence of things; or re­mem­ber the ar­gu­ments by which it has been proved that the world is a kind of polit­ic­al com­munity, and be quiet at last.—But per­haps cor­por­eal things will still fasten upon thee.—Con­sider then fur­ther that the mind mingles not with the breath, wheth­er mov­ing gently or vi­ol­ently, when it has once drawn it­self apart and dis­covered its own power, and think also of all that thou hast heard and as­sen­ted to about pain and pleas­ure, and be quiet at last.—But per­haps the de­sire of the thing called fame will tor­ment thee.—See how soon everything is for­got­ten, and look at the chaos of in­fin­ite time on each side of the present, and the empti­ness of ap­plause, and the change­able­ness and want of judge­ment in those who pre­tend to give praise, and the nar­row­ness of the space with­in which it is cir­cum­scribed, and be quiet at last. For the whole earth is a point, and how small a nook in it is this thy dwell­ing, and how few are there in it, and what kind of people are they who will praise thee.

			This then re­mains: Re­mem­ber to re­tire in­to this little ter­rit­ory of thy own,38 and above all do not dis­tract or strain thy­self, but be free, and look at things as a man, as a hu­man be­ing, as a cit­izen, as a mor­tal. But among the things read­i­est to thy hand to which thou shalt turn, let there be these, which are two. One is that things do not touch the soul, for they are ex­tern­al and re­main im­mov­able; but our per­turb­a­tions come only from the opin­ion which is with­in. The oth­er is that all these things, which thou seest, change im­me­di­ately and will no longer be; and con­stantly bear in mind how many of these changes thou hast already wit­nessed. The uni­verse is trans­form­a­tion: life is opin­ion.

			If our in­tel­lec­tu­al part is com­mon, the reas­on also, in re­spect of which we are ra­tion­al be­ings, is com­mon: if this is so, com­mon also is the reas­on which com­mands us what to do, and what not to do; if this is so, there is a com­mon law also; if this is so, we are fel­low-cit­izens; if this is so, we are mem­bers of some polit­ic­al com­munity; if this is so, the world is in a man­ner a state.39 For of what oth­er com­mon polit­ic­al com­munity will any­one say that the whole hu­man race are mem­bers? And from thence, from this com­mon polit­ic­al com­munity comes also our very in­tel­lec­tu­al fac­ulty and reas­on­ing fac­ulty and our ca­pa­city for law; or whence do they come? For as my earthly part is a por­tion giv­en to me from cer­tain earth, and that which is wa­tery from an­oth­er ele­ment, and that which is hot and fiery from some pe­cu­li­ar source (for noth­ing comes out of that which is noth­ing, as noth­ing also re­turns to nonex­ist­ence), so also the in­tel­lec­tu­al part comes from some source.

			Death is such as gen­er­a­tion is, a mys­tery of nature; a com­pos­i­tion out of the same ele­ments, and a de­com­pos­i­tion in­to the same; and al­to­geth­er not a thing of which any man should be ashamed, for it is not con­trary to the nature of a reas­on­able an­im­al, and not con­trary to the reas­on of our con­sti­tu­tion.

			It is nat­ur­al that these things should be done by such per­sons, it is a mat­ter of ne­ces­sity; and if a man will not have it so, he will not al­low the fig-tree to have juice. But by all means bear this in mind, that with­in a very short time both thou and he will be dead; and soon not even your names will be left be­hind.

			Take away thy opin­ion, and then there is taken away the com­plaint, “I have been harmed.” Take away the com­plaint, “I have been harmed,” and the harm is taken away.

			That which does not make a man worse than he was, also does not make his life worse, nor does it harm him either from without or from with­in.

			The nature of that which is uni­ver­sally use­ful has been com­pelled to do this.

			Con­sider that everything which hap­pens, hap­pens justly, and if thou ob­ser­vest care­fully, thou wilt find it to be so. I do not say only with re­spect to the con­tinu­ity of the series of things, but with re­spect to what is just, and as if it were done by one who as­signs to each thing its value. Ob­serve then as thou hast be­gun; and whatever thou doest, do it in con­junc­tion with this, the be­ing good, and in the sense in which a man is prop­erly un­der­stood to be good. Keep to this in every ac­tion.

			Do not have such an opin­ion of things as he has who does thee wrong, or such as he wishes thee to have, but look at them as they are in truth.

			A man should al­ways have these two rules in read­i­ness; the one, to do only whatever the reas­on of the rul­ing and le­gis­lat­ing fac­ulty may sug­gest for the use of men; the oth­er, to change thy opin­ion, if there is any­one at hand who sets thee right and moves thee from any opin­ion. But this change of opin­ion must pro­ceed only from a cer­tain per­sua­sion, as of what is just or of com­mon ad­vant­age, and the like, not be­cause it ap­pears pleas­ant or brings repu­ta­tion.

			Hast thou reas­on? I have.—Why then dost not thou use it? For if this does its own work, what else dost thou wish?

			Thou hast ex­is­ted as a part. Thou shalt dis­ap­pear in that which pro­duced thee; but rather thou shalt be re­ceived back in­to its sem­in­al prin­ciple by trans­mu­ta­tion.

			Many grains of frankin­cense on the same al­tar: one falls be­fore, an­oth­er falls after; but it makes no dif­fer­ence.

			With­in ten days thou wilt seem a god to those to whom thou art now a beast and an ape, if thou wilt re­turn to thy prin­ciples and the wor­ship of reas­on.

			Do not act as if thou wert go­ing to live ten thou­sand years. Death hangs over thee. While thou livest, while it is in thy power, be good.

			How much trouble he avoids who does not look to see what his neigh­bour says or does or thinks, but only to what he does him­self, that it may be just and pure; or as Aga­thon says, look not round at the de­praved mor­als of oth­ers, but run straight along the line without de­vi­at­ing from it.

			He who has a vehe­ment de­sire for posthum­ous fame does not con­sider that every one of those who re­mem­ber him will him­self also die very soon; then again also they who have suc­ceeded them, un­til the whole re­mem­brance shall have been ex­tin­guished as it is trans­mit­ted through men who fool­ishly ad­mire and per­ish. But sup­pose that those who will re­mem­ber are even im­mor­tal, and that the re­mem­brance will be im­mor­tal, what then is this to thee? And I say not what is it to the dead, but what is it to the liv­ing? What is praise ex­cept in­deed so far as it has a cer­tain util­ity? For thou now re­ject­est un­season­ably the gift of nature, cling­ing to some­thing else …

			Everything which is in any way beau­ti­ful is beau­ti­ful in it­self, and ter­min­ates in it­self, not hav­ing praise as part of it­self. Neither worse then nor bet­ter is a thing made by be­ing praised. I af­firm this also of the things which are called beau­ti­ful by the vul­gar, for ex­ample, ma­ter­i­al things and works of art. That which is really beau­ti­ful has no need of any­thing; not more than law, not more than truth, not more than be­ne­vol­ence or mod­esty. Which of these things is beau­ti­ful be­cause it is praised, or spoiled by be­ing blamed? Is such a thing as an em­er­ald made worse than it was, if it is not praised? Or gold, ivory, purple, a lyre, a little knife, a flower, a shrub?

			If souls con­tin­ue to ex­ist, how does the air con­tain them from etern­ity?—But how does the earth con­tain the bod­ies of those who have been bur­ied from time so re­mote? For as here the muta­tion of these bod­ies after a cer­tain con­tinu­ance, whatever it may be, and their dis­sol­u­tion make room for oth­er dead bod­ies; so the souls which are re­moved in­to the air after sub­sist­ing for some time are trans­muted and dif­fused, and as­sume a fiery nature by be­ing re­ceived in­to the sem­in­al in­tel­li­gence of the uni­verse, and in this way make room for the fresh souls which come to dwell there. And this is the an­swer which a man might give on the hy­po­thes­is of souls con­tinu­ing to ex­ist. But we must not only think of the num­ber of bod­ies which are thus bur­ied, but also of the num­ber of an­im­als which are daily eaten by us and the oth­er an­im­als. For what a num­ber is con­sumed, and thus in a man­ner bur­ied in the bod­ies of those who feed on them! And nev­er­the­less this earth re­ceives them by reas­on of the changes of these bod­ies in­to blood, and the trans­form­a­tions in­to the aer­i­al or the fiery ele­ment.

			What is the in­vest­ig­a­tion in­to the truth in this mat­ter? The di­vi­sion in­to that which is ma­ter­i­al and that which is the cause of form, the form­al.

			Do not be whirled about, but in every move­ment have re­spect to justice, and on the oc­ca­sion of every im­pres­sion main­tain the fac­ulty of com­pre­hen­sion or un­der­stand­ing.

			Everything har­mon­izes with me, which is har­mo­ni­ous to thee, O Uni­verse. Noth­ing for me is too early nor too late, which is in due time for thee. Everything is fruit to me which thy sea­sons bring, O Nature: from thee are all things, in thee are all things, to thee all things re­turn. The poet says, Dear city of Cec­rops; and wilt not thou say, Dear city of Zeus?

			Oc­cupy thy­self with few things, says the philo­soph­er, if thou wouldst be tran­quil.—But con­sider if it would not be bet­ter to say, Do what is ne­ces­sary, and whatever the reas­on of the an­im­al which is nat­ur­ally so­cial re­quires, and as it re­quires. For this brings not only the tran­quil­ity which comes from do­ing well, but also that which comes from do­ing few things. For the greatest part of what we say and do be­ing un­ne­ces­sary, if a man takes this away, he will have more leis­ure and less un­eas­i­ness. Ac­cord­ingly on every oc­ca­sion a man should ask him­self, Is this one of the un­ne­ces­sary things? Now a man should take away not only un­ne­ces­sary acts, but also, un­ne­ces­sary thoughts, for thus su­per­flu­ous acts will not fol­low after.

			Try how the life of the good man suits thee, the life of him who is sat­is­fied with his por­tion out of the whole, and sat­is­fied with his own just acts and be­ne­vol­ent dis­pos­i­tion.

			Hast thou seen those things? Look also at these. Do not dis­turb thy­self. Make thy­self all sim­pli­city. Does any­one do wrong? It is to him­self that he does the wrong. Has any­thing happened to thee? Well; out of the uni­verse from the be­gin­ning everything which hap­pens has been ap­por­tioned and spun out to thee. In a word, thy life is short. Thou must turn to profit the present by the aid of reas­on and justice. Be sober in thy re­lax­a­tion.

			Either it is a well-ar­ranged uni­verse40 or a chaos huddled to­geth­er, but still a uni­verse. But can a cer­tain or­der sub­sist in thee, and dis­order in the All? And this too when all things are so sep­ar­ated and dif­fused and sym­path­et­ic.

			A black char­ac­ter, a wo­man­ish char­ac­ter, a stub­born char­ac­ter, bes­ti­al, child­ish, an­im­al, stu­pid, coun­ter­feit, scur­ril­ous, fraud­u­lent, tyr­an­nic­al.

			If he is a stranger to the uni­verse who does not know what is in it, no less is he a stranger who does not know what is go­ing on in it. He is a run­away, who flies from so­cial reas­on; he is blind, who shuts the eyes of the un­der­stand­ing; he is poor, who has need of an­oth­er, and has not from him­self all things which are use­ful for life. He is an abs­cess on the uni­verse who with­draws and sep­ar­ates him­self from the reas­on of our com­mon nature through be­ing dis­pleased with the things which hap­pen, for the same nature pro­duces this, and has pro­duced thee too: he is a piece rent asun­der from the state, who tears his own soul from that of reas­on­able an­im­als, which is one.

			The one is a philo­soph­er without a tu­nic, and the oth­er without a book: here is an­oth­er half na­ked: Bread I have not, he says, and I abide by reas­on.—And I do not get the means of liv­ing out of my learn­ing, and I abide by my reas­on.

			Love the art, poor as it may be, which thou hast learned, and be con­tent with it; and pass through the rest of life like one who has en­trus­ted to the gods with his whole soul all that he has, mak­ing thy­self neither the tyr­ant nor the slave of any man.

			Con­sider, for ex­ample, the times of Ves­pasi­an. Thou wilt see all these things, people mar­ry­ing, bring­ing up chil­dren, sick, dy­ing, war­ring, feast­ing, traf­fick­ing, cul­tiv­at­ing the ground, flat­ter­ing, ob­stin­ately ar­rog­ant, sus­pect­ing, plot­ting, wish­ing for some to die, grumbling about the present, lov­ing, heap­ing up treas­ure, de­sir­ing coun­sul­ship, kingly power. Well then, that life of these people no longer ex­ists at all. Again, re­move to the times of Tra­jan. Again, all is the same. Their life too is gone. In like man­ner view also the oth­er epochs of time and of whole na­tions, and see how many after great ef­forts soon fell and were re­solved in­to the ele­ments. But chiefly thou shouldst think of those whom thou hast thy­self known dis­tract­ing them­selves about idle things, neg­lect­ing to do what was in ac­cord­ance with their prop­er con­sti­tu­tion, and to hold firmly to this and to be con­tent with it. And herein it is ne­ces­sary to re­mem­ber that the at­ten­tion giv­en to everything has its prop­er value and pro­por­tion. For thus thou wilt not be dis­sat­is­fied, if thou ap­pli­est thy­self to smal­ler mat­ters no fur­ther than is fit.

			The words which were formerly fa­mil­i­ar are now an­ti­quated: so also the names of those who were famed of old, are now in a man­ner an­ti­quated, Ca­m­il­lus, Cæso, Vole­sus, Le­on­natus, and a little after also Sci­pio and Cato, then Au­gus­tus, then also Had­ri­an and Ant­oninus. For all things soon pass away and be­come a mere tale, and com­plete ob­li­vi­on soon bur­ies them. And I say this of those who have shone in a won­drous way. For the rest, as soon as they have breathed out their breath, they are gone, and no man speaks of them. And, to con­clude the mat­ter, what is even an etern­al re­mem­brance? A mere noth­ing. What then is that about which we ought to em­ploy our ser­i­ous pains? This one thing, thoughts just, and acts so­cial, and words which nev­er lie, and a dis­pos­i­tion which gladly ac­cepts all that hap­pens, as ne­ces­sary, as usu­al, as flow­ing from a prin­ciple and source of the same kind.

			Will­ingly give thy­self up to Clotho, one of the Fates, al­low­ing her to spin thy thread in­to whatever things she pleases.

			Everything is only for a day, both that which re­mem­bers and that which is re­membered.

			Ob­serve con­stantly that all things take place by change, and ac­cus­tom thy­self to con­sider that the nature of the Uni­verse loves noth­ing so much as to change the things which are and to make new things like them. For everything that ex­ists is in a man­ner the seed of that which will be. But thou art think­ing only of seeds which are cast in­to the earth or in­to a womb: but this is a very vul­gar no­tion.

			Thou wilt soon die, and thou art not yet simple, not free from per­turb­a­tions, nor without sus­pi­cion of be­ing hurt by ex­tern­al things, nor kindly dis­posed to­wards all; nor dost thou yet place wis­dom only in act­ing justly.

			Ex­am­ine men’s rul­ing prin­ciples, even those of the wise, what kind of things they avoid, and what kind they pur­sue.

			What is evil to thee does not sub­sist in the rul­ing prin­ciple of an­oth­er; nor yet in any turn­ing and muta­tion of thy cor­por­eal cov­er­ing. Where is it then? It is in that part of thee in which sub­sists the power of form­ing opin­ions about evils. Let this power then not form such opin­ions, and all is well. And if that which is nearest to it, the poor body, is burnt, filled with mat­ter and rot­ten­ness, nev­er­the­less let the part which forms opin­ions about these things be quiet, that is, let it judge that noth­ing is either bad or good which can hap­pen equally to the bad man and the good. For that which hap­pens equally to him who lives con­trary to nature and to him who lives ac­cord­ing to nature, is neither ac­cord­ing to nature nor con­trary to nature.

			Con­stantly re­gard the uni­verse as one liv­ing be­ing, hav­ing one sub­stance and one soul; and ob­serve how all things have ref­er­ence to one per­cep­tion, the per­cep­tion of this one liv­ing be­ing; and how all things act with one move­ment; and how all things are the co­oper­at­ing causes of all things which ex­ist; ob­serve too the con­tinu­ous spin­ning of the thread and the con­tex­ture of the web.

			Thou art a little soul bear­ing about a corpse, as Epic­t­etus used to say.

			It is no evil for things to un­der­go change, and no good for things to sub­sist in con­sequence of change.

			Time is like a river made up of the events which hap­pen, and a vi­ol­ent stream; for as soon as a thing has been seen, it is car­ried away, and an­oth­er comes in its place, and this will be car­ried away too.

			Everything which hap­pens is as fa­mil­i­ar and well known as the rose in spring and the fruit in sum­mer; for such is dis­ease, and death, and calumny, and treach­ery, and whatever else de­lights fools or vexes them.

			In the series of things those which fol­low are al­ways aptly fit­ted to those which have gone be­fore; for this series is not like a mere enu­mer­a­tion of dis­join­ted things, which has only a ne­ces­sary se­quence, but it is a ra­tion­al con­nec­tion: and as all ex­ist­ing things are ar­ranged to­geth­er har­mo­ni­ously, so the things which come in­to ex­ist­ence ex­hib­it no mere suc­ces­sion, but a cer­tain won­der­ful re­la­tion­ship.

			Al­ways re­mem­ber the say­ing of Her­ac­litus, that the death of earth is to be­come wa­ter, and the death of wa­ter is to be­come air, and the death of air is to be­come fire, and re­versely. And think too of him who for­gets whith­er the way leads, and that men quar­rel with that with which they are most con­stantly in com­mu­nion, the reas­on which gov­erns the uni­verse; and the things which daily meet with seem to them strange: and con­sider that we ought not to act and speak as if we were asleep, for even in sleep we seem to act and speak; and that we ought not, like chil­dren who learn from their par­ents, simply to act and speak as we have been taught.

			If any god told thee that thou shalt die to­mor­row, or cer­tainly on the day after to­mor­row, thou wouldst not care much wheth­er it was on the third day or on the mor­row, un­less thou wast in the highest de­gree mean-spir­ited—for how small is the dif­fer­ence?—So think it no great thing to die after as many years as thou canst name rather than to­mor­row.

			Think con­tinu­ally how many phys­i­cians are dead after of­ten con­tract­ing their eye­brows over the sick; and how many as­tro­lo­gers after pre­dict­ing with great pre­ten­sions the deaths of oth­ers; and how many philo­soph­ers after end­less dis­courses on death or im­mor­tal­ity; how many her­oes after killing thou­sands; and how many tyr­ants who have used their power over men’s lives with ter­rible in­solence as if they were im­mor­tal; and how many cit­ies are en­tirely dead, so to speak, Helice41 and Pom­peii and Her­cu­laneum, and oth­ers in­nu­mer­able. Add to the reck­on­ing all whom thou hast known, one after an­oth­er. One man after bury­ing an­oth­er has been laid out dead, and an­oth­er bur­ies him: and all this in a short time. To con­clude, al­ways ob­serve how eph­em­er­al and worth­less hu­man things are, and what was yes­ter­day a little mu­cus to­mor­row will be a mummy or ashes. Pass then through this little space of time con­form­ably to nature, and end thy jour­ney in con­tent, just as an olive falls off when it is ripe, bless­ing nature who pro­duced it, and thank­ing the tree on which it grew.

			Be like the promon­tory against which the waves con­tinu­ally break, but it stands firm and tames the fury of the wa­ter around it.

			Un­happy am I be­cause this has happened to me.—Not so, but happy am I, though this has happened to me, be­cause I con­tin­ue free from pain, neither crushed by the present nor fear­ing the fu­ture. For such a thing as this might have happened to every man; but every man would not have con­tin­ued free from pain on such an oc­ca­sion. Why then is that rather a mis­for­tune than this a good for­tune? And dost thou in all cases call that a man’s mis­for­tune, which is not a de­vi­ation from man’s nature? And does a thing seem to thee to be a de­vi­ation from man’s nature, when it is not con­trary to the will of man’s nature? Well, thou know­est the will of nature. Will then this which has happened pre­vent thee from be­ing just, mag­nan­im­ous, tem­per­ate, prudent, se­cure against in­con­sid­er­ate opin­ions and false­hood; will it pre­vent thee from hav­ing mod­esty, free­dom, and everything else, by the pres­ence of which man’s nature ob­tains all that is its own? Re­mem­ber too on every oc­ca­sion which leads thee to vex­a­tion to ap­ply this prin­ciple: not that this is a mis­for­tune, but that to bear it nobly is good for­tune.

			It is a vul­gar, but still a use­ful help to­wards con­tempt of death, to pass in re­view those who have ten­a­ciously stuck to life. What more then have they gained than those who have died early? Cer­tainly they lie in their tombs some­where at last, Cadi­cianus, Fabi­us, Ju­li­anus, Lepidus, or any­one else like them, who have car­ried out many to be bur­ied, and then were car­ried out them­selves. Al­to­geth­er the in­ter­val is small between birth and death; and con­sider with how much trouble, and in com­pany with what sort of people and in what a feeble body this in­ter­val is la­bor­i­ously passed. Do not then con­sider life a thing of any value. For look to the im­mens­ity of time be­hind thee, and to the time which is be­fore thee, an­oth­er bound­less space. In this in­fin­ity then what is the dif­fer­ence between him who lives three days and him who lives three gen­er­a­tions?42

			Al­ways run to the short way; and the short way is the nat­ur­al: ac­cord­ingly say and do everything in con­form­ity with the sound­est reas­on. For such a pur­pose frees a man from trouble, and war­fare, and all ar­ti­fice and os­ten­ta­tious dis­play.
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			In the morn­ing when thou risest un­will­ingly, let this thought be present—I am rising to the work of a hu­man be­ing. Why then am I dis­sat­is­fied if I am go­ing to do the things for which I ex­ist and for which I was brought in­to the world? Or have I been made for this, to lie in the bed­clothes and keep my­self warm?—But this is more pleas­ant.—Dost thou ex­ist then to take thy pleas­ure, and not at all for ac­tion or ex­er­tion? Dost thou not see the little plants, the little birds, the ants, the spiders, the bees work­ing to­geth­er to put in or­der their sev­er­al parts of the uni­verse? And art thou un­will­ing to do the work of a hu­man be­ing, and dost thou not make haste to do that which is ac­cord­ing to thy nature?—But it is ne­ces­sary to take rest also.—It is ne­ces­sary: how­ever nature has fixed bounds to this too: she has fixed bounds both to eat­ing and drink­ing, and yet thou goest bey­ond these bounds, bey­ond what is suf­fi­cient; yet in thy acts it is not so, but thou stoppest short of what thou canst do. So thou lovest not thy­self, for if thou didst, thou wouldst love thy nature and her will. But those who love their sev­er­al arts ex­haust them­selves in work­ing at them un­washed and without food; but thou val­uest thy own nature less than the turn­er val­ues the turn­ing art, or the dan­cer the dan­cing art, or the lov­er of money val­ues his money, or the vain­glori­ous man his little glory. And such men, when they have a vi­ol­ent af­fec­tion to a thing, choose neither to eat nor to sleep rather than to per­fect the things which they care for. But are the acts which con­cern so­ci­ety more vile in thy eyes and less worthy of thy la­bour?

			How easy it is to re­pel and to wipe away every im­pres­sion which is trouble­some or un­suit­able, and im­me­di­ately to be in all tran­quil­ity.

			Judge every word and deed which are ac­cord­ing to nature to be fit for thee; and be not di­ver­ted by the blame which fol­lows from any people nor by their words, but if a thing is good to be done or said, do not con­sider it un­worthy of thee. For those per­sons have their pe­cu­li­ar lead­ing prin­ciple and fol­low their pe­cu­li­ar move­ment; which things do not thou re­gard, but go straight on, fol­low­ing thy own nature and the com­mon nature; and the way of both is one.

			I go through the things which hap­pen ac­cord­ing to nature un­til I shall fall and rest, breath­ing out my breath in­to that ele­ment out of which I daily draw it in, and fall­ing upon that earth out of which my fath­er col­lec­ted the seed, and my moth­er the blood, and my nurse the milk; out of which dur­ing so many years I have been sup­plied with food and drink; which bears me when I tread on it and ab­use it for so many pur­poses.

			Thou say­est, Men can­not ad­mire the sharp­ness of thy wits.—Be it so: but there are many oth­er things of which thou canst not say, I am not formed for them by nature. Show those qual­it­ies then which are al­to­geth­er in thy power, sin­cer­ity, grav­ity, en­dur­ance of la­bour, aver­sion to pleas­ure, con­tent­ment with thy por­tion and with few things, be­ne­vol­ence, frank­ness, no love of su­per­fluity, free­dom from tri­fling mag­nan­im­ity. Dost thou not see how many qual­it­ies thou art im­me­di­ately able to ex­hib­it, in which there is no ex­cuse of nat­ur­al in­ca­pa­city and un­fit­ness, and yet thou still re­main­est vol­un­tar­ily be­low the mark? Or art thou com­pelled through be­ing de­fect­ively fur­nished by nature to mur­mur, and to be stingy, and to flat­ter, and to find fault with thy poor body, and to try to please men, and to make great dis­play, and to be so rest­less in thy mind? No, by the gods: but thou might­est have been de­livered from these things long ago. Only if in truth thou canst be charged with be­ing rather slow and dull of com­pre­hen­sion, thou must ex­ert thy­self about this also, not neg­lect­ing it nor yet tak­ing pleas­ure in thy dull­ness.

			One man, when he has done a ser­vice to an­oth­er, is ready to set it down to his ac­count as a fa­vour con­ferred. An­oth­er is not ready to do this, but still in his own mind he thinks of the man as his debt­or, and he knows what he has done. A third in a man­ner does not even know what he has done, but he is like a vine which has pro­duced grapes, and seeks for noth­ing more after it has once pro­duced its prop­er fruit. As a horse when he has run, a dog when he has tracked the game, a bee when it has made the honey, so a man when he has done a good act, does not call out for oth­ers to come and see, but he goes on to an­oth­er act, as a vine goes on to pro­duce again the grapes in sea­son.—Must a man then be one of these, who in a man­ner act thus without ob­serving it?—Yes.—But this very thing is ne­ces­sary, the ob­ser­va­tion of what a man is do­ing: for, it may be said, it is char­ac­ter­ist­ic of the so­cial an­im­al to per­ceive that he is work­ing in a so­cial man­ner, and in­deed to wish that his so­cial part­ner also should per­ceive it.—It is true what thou say­est, but thou dost not rightly un­der­stand what is now said: and for this reas­on thou wilt be­come one of those of whom I spoke be­fore, for even they are misled by a cer­tain show of reas­on. But if thou wilt choose to un­der­stand the mean­ing of what is said, do not fear that for this reas­on thou wilt omit any so­cial act.

			A pray­er of the Atheni­ans: Rain, rain, O dear Zeus, down on the ploughed fields of the Atheni­ans and on the plains.—In truth we ought not to pray at all, or we ought to pray in this simple and noble fash­ion.

			Just as we must un­der­stand when it is said, That Æs­cu­lapius pre­scribed to this man horse-ex­er­cise, or bathing in cold wa­ter or go­ing without shoes; so we must un­der­stand it when it is said, That the nature of the uni­verse pre­scribed to this man dis­ease or mu­til­a­tion or loss or any­thing else of the kind. For in the first case Pre­scribed means some­thing like this: he pre­scribed this for this man as a thing ad­ap­ted to pro­cure health; and in the second case it means: That which hap­pens43 to or suits every man is fixed in a man­ner for him suit­ably to his des­tiny. For this is what we mean when we say that things are suit­able to us, as the work­men say of squared stones in walls or the pyr­am­ids, that they are suit­able, when they fit them to one an­oth­er in some kind of con­nec­tion. For there is al­to­geth­er one fit­ness, har­mony. And as the uni­verse is made up out of all bod­ies to be such a body as it is, so out of all ex­ist­ing causes ne­ces­sity [des­tiny] is made up to be such a cause as it is. And even those who are com­pletely ig­nor­ant un­der­stand what I mean, for they say, It [ne­ces­sity, des­tiny] brought this to such a per­son.—This then was brought and this was pre­scribed to him. Let us then re­ceive these things, as well as those which Æs­cu­lapius pre­scribes. Many as a mat­ter of course even among his pre­scrip­tions are dis­agree­able, but we ac­cept them in the hope of health. Let the per­fect­ing and ac­com­plish­ment of the things, which the com­mon nature judges to be good, be judged by thee to be of the same kind as thy health. And so ac­cept everything which hap­pens, even if it seem dis­agree­able, be­cause it leads to this, to the health of the uni­verse and to the prosper­ity and fe­li­city of Zeus [the uni­verse]. For he would not have brought on any man what he has brought, if it were not use­ful for the whole. Neither does the nature of any­thing, whatever it may be, cause any­thing which is not suit­able to that which is dir­ec­ted by it. For two reas­ons then it is right to be con­tent with that which hap­pens to thee; the one, be­cause it was done for thee and pre­scribed for thee, and in a man­ner had ref­er­ence to thee, ori­gin­ally from the most an­cient causes spun with thy des­tiny; and the oth­er, be­cause even that which comes sev­er­ally to every man is to the power which ad­min­is­ters the uni­verse a cause of fe­li­city and per­fec­tion, nay even of its very con­tinu­ance. For the in­teg­rity of the whole is mu­til­ated, if thou cut­test off any­thing whatever from the con­junc­tion and the con­tinu­ity either of the parts or of the causes. And thou dost cut off, as far as it is in thy power, when thou art dis­sat­is­fied, and in a man­ner tri­est to put any­thing out of the way.

			Be not dis­gus­ted, nor dis­cour­aged, nor dis­sat­is­fied, if thou dost not suc­ceed in do­ing everything ac­cord­ing to right prin­ciples; but when thou hast failed, re­turn back again, and be con­tent if the great­er part of what thou doest is con­sist­ent with man’s nature, and love this to which thou re­turn­est; and do not re­turn to philo­sophy as if she were a mas­ter, but act like those who have sore eyes and ap­ply a bit of sponge and egg, or as an­oth­er ap­plies a plaster, or drench­ing with wa­ter. For thus thou wilt not fail to obey reas­on, and thou wilt re­pose in it. And re­mem­ber that philo­sophy re­quires only the things which thy nature re­quires; but thou wouldst have some­thing else which is not ac­cord­ing to nature.—It may be ob­jec­ted, Why what is more agree­able than this which I am do­ing?—But is not this the very reas­on why pleas­ure de­ceives us? And con­sider if mag­nan­im­ity, free­dom, sim­pli­city, equan­im­ity, piety, are not more agree­able. For what is more agree­able than wis­dom it­self, when thou thinkest of the se­cur­ity and the happy course of all things which de­pend on the fac­ulty of un­der­stand­ing and know­ledge?

			Things are in such a kind of en­vel­op­ment that they have seemed to philo­soph­ers, not a few nor those com­mon philo­soph­ers, al­to­geth­er un­in­tel­li­gible; nay even to the Stoics them­selves they seem dif­fi­cult to un­der­stand. And all our as­sent is change­able; for where is the man who nev­er changes? Carry thy thoughts then to the ob­jects them­selves, and con­sider how short-lived they are and worth­less, and that they may be in the pos­ses­sion of a filthy wretch or a whore or a rob­ber. Then turn to the mor­als of those who live with thee, and it is hardly pos­sible to en­dure even the most agree­able of them, to say noth­ing of a man be­ing hardly able to en­dure him­self. In such dark­ness then and dirt and in so con­stant a flux both of sub­stance and of time, and of mo­tion and of things moved, what there is worth be­ing highly prized or even an ob­ject of ser­i­ous pur­suit, I can­not ima­gine. But on the con­trary it is a man’s duty to com­fort him­self, and to wait for the nat­ur­al dis­sol­u­tion and not to be vexed at the delay, but to rest in these prin­ciples only: the one, that noth­ing will hap­pen to me which is not con­form­able to the nature of the uni­verse; and the oth­er, that it is in my power nev­er to act con­trary to my god and dae­mon: for there is no man who will com­pel me to this.

			About what am I now em­ploy­ing my own soul? On every oc­ca­sion I must ask my­self this ques­tion, and in­quire, what have I now in this part of me which they call the rul­ing prin­ciple? And whose soul have I now? That of a child, or of a young man, or of a feeble wo­man, or of a tyr­ant, or of a do­mest­ic an­im­al, or of a wild beast?

			What kind of things those are which ap­pear good to the many, we may learn even from this. For if any man should con­ceive cer­tain things as be­ing really good, such as prudence, tem­per­ance, justice, forti­tude, he would not after hav­ing first con­ceived these en­dure to listen to any­thing which should not be in har­mony with what is really good. But if a man has first con­ceived as good the things which ap­pear to the many to be good, he will listen and read­ily re­ceive as very ap­plic­able that which was said by the com­ic writer. Thus even the many per­ceive the dif­fer­ence. For were it not so, this say­ing would not of­fend and would not be re­jec­ted in the first case, while we re­ceive it when it is said of wealth, and of the means which fur­ther lux­ury and fame, as said fitly and wit­tily. Go on then and ask if we should value and think those things to be good, to which after their first con­cep­tion in the mind the words of the com­ic writer might be aptly ap­plied—that he who has them, through pure abund­ance has not a place to ease him­self in.

			I am com­posed of the form­al and the ma­ter­i­al; and neither of them will per­ish in­to nonex­ist­ence, as neither of them came in­to ex­ist­ence out of nonex­ist­ence. Every part of me then will be re­duced by change in­to some part of the uni­verse, and that again will change in­to an­oth­er part of the uni­verse, and so on forever. And by con­sequence of such a change I too ex­ist, and those who be­got me, and so on forever in the oth­er dir­ec­tion. For noth­ing hinders us from say­ing so, even if the uni­verse is ad­min­istered ac­cord­ing to def­in­ite peri­ods of re­volu­tion.

			Reas­on and the reas­on­ing art [philo­sophy] are powers which are suf­fi­cient for them­selves and for their own works. They move then from a first prin­ciple which is their own, and they make their way to the end which is pro­posed to them; and this is the reas­on why such acts are named catortho­seis or right acts, which word sig­ni­fies that they pro­ceed by the right road.

			None of these things ought to be called a man’s, which do not be­long to a man, as man. They are not re­quired of a man, nor does man’s nature prom­ise them, nor are they the means of man’s nature at­tain­ing its end. Neither then does the end of man lie in these things, nor yet that which aids to the ac­com­plish­ment of this end, and that which aids to­wards this end is that which is good. Be­sides, if any of these things did be­long to man, it would not be right for a man to des­pise them and to set him­self against them; nor would a man be worthy of praise who showed that he did not want these things, nor would he who stin­ted him­self in any of them be good, if in­deed these things were good. But now the more of these things a man de­prives him­self of, or of oth­er things like them, or even when he is de­prived of any of them, the more pa­tiently he en­dures the loss, just in the same de­gree he is a bet­ter man.

			Such as are thy ha­bitu­al thoughts, such also will be the char­ac­ter of thy mind; for the soul is dyed by the thoughts. Dye it then with a con­tinu­ous series of such thoughts as these: for in­stance, that where a man can live, there he can also live well. But he must live in a palace;—well then, he can also live well in a palace. And again, con­sider that for whatever pur­pose each thing has been con­sti­tuted, for this it has been con­sti­tuted, and to­wards this it is car­ried; and its end is in that to­wards which it is car­ried; and where the end is, there also is the ad­vant­age and the good of each thing. Now the good for the reas­on­able an­im­al is so­ci­ety; for that we are made for so­ci­ety has been shown above.44 Is it not plain that the in­feri­or ex­ist for the sake of the su­per­i­or? But the things which have life are su­per­i­or to those which have not life, and of those which have life the su­per­i­or are those which have reas­on.

			To seek what is im­possible is mad­ness: and it is im­possible that the bad should not do some­thing of this kind.

			Noth­ing hap­pens to any man which he is not formed by nature to bear. The same things hap­pen to an­oth­er, and either be­cause he does not see that they have happened or be­cause he would show a great spir­it he is firm and re­mains un­harmed. It is a shame then that ig­nor­ance and con­ceit should be stronger than wis­dom.

			Things them­selves touch not the soul, not in the least de­gree; nor have they ad­mis­sion to the soul, nor can they turn or move the soul: but the soul turns and moves it­self alone, and whatever judge­ments it may think prop­er to make, such it makes for it­self the things which present them­selves to it.

			In one re­spect man is the nearest thing to me, so far as I must do good to men and en­dure them. But so far as some men make them­selves obstacles to my prop­er acts, man be­comes to me one of the things which are in­dif­fer­ent, no less than the sun or wind or a wild beast. Now it is true that these may im­pede my ac­tion, but they are no im­ped­i­ments to my af­fects and dis­pos­i­tion, which have the power of act­ing con­di­tion­ally and chan­ging: for the mind con­verts and changes every hindrance to its activ­ity in­to an aid; and so that which is a hindrance is made a fur­ther­ance to an act; and that which is an obstacle on the road helps us on this road.

			Rev­er­ence that which is best in the uni­verse; and this is that which makes use of all things and dir­ects all things. And in like man­ner also rev­er­ence that which is best in thy­self; and this is of the same kind as that. For in thy­self also, that which makes use of everything else, is this, and thy life is dir­ec­ted by this.

			That which does no harm to the state, does no harm to the cit­izen. In the case of every ap­pear­ance of harm ap­ply this rule: if the state is not harmed by this, neither am I harmed. But if the state is harmed, thou must not be angry with him who does harm to the state. Show him where his er­ror is.

			Of­ten think of the rapid­ity with which things pass by and dis­ap­pear, both the things which are and the things which are pro­duced. For sub­stance is like a river in a con­tinu­al flow, and the activ­it­ies of things are in con­stant change, and the causes work in in­fin­ite vari­et­ies; and there is hardly any­thing which stands still. And con­sider this which is near to thee, this bound­less abyss of the past and of the fu­ture in which all things dis­ap­pear. How then is he not a fool who is puffed up with such things or plagued about them and makes him­self miser­able? for they vex him only for a time, and a short time.

			Think of the uni­ver­sal sub­stance, of which thou hast a very small por­tion; and of uni­ver­sal time, of which a short and in­di­vis­ible in­ter­val has been as­signed to thee; and of that which is fixed by des­tiny, and how small a part of it thou art.

			Does an­oth­er do me wrong? Let him look to it. He has his own dis­pos­i­tion, his own activ­ity. I now have what the uni­ver­sal nature wills me to have; and I do what my nature now wills me to do.

			Let the part of thy soul which leads and gov­erns be un­dis­turbed by the move­ments in the flesh, wheth­er of pleas­ure or of pain; and let it not unite with them, but let it cir­cum­scribe it­self and lim­it those af­fects to their parts. But when these af­fects rise up to the mind by vir­tue of that oth­er sym­pathy that nat­ur­ally ex­ists in a body which is all one, then thou must not strive to res­ist the sen­sa­tion, for it is nat­ur­al: but let not the rul­ing part of it­self add to the sen­sa­tion the opin­ion that it is either good or bad.

			Live with the gods. And he does live with the gods who con­stantly shows to them, his own soul is sat­is­fied with that which is as­signed to him, and that it does all that the dae­mon wishes, which Zeus hath giv­en to every man for his guard­i­an and guide, a por­tion of him­self. And this is every man’s un­der­stand­ing and reas­on.

			Art thou angry with him whose armpits stink? Art thou angry with him whose mouth smells foul? What good will this danger do thee? He has such a mouth, he has such armpits: it is ne­ces­sary that such an em­an­a­tion must come from such things—but the man has reas­on, it will be said, and he is able, if he takes pain, to dis­cov­er wherein he of­fends—I wish thee well of thy dis­cov­ery. Well then, and thou hast reas­on: by thy ra­tion­al fac­ulty stir up his ra­tion­al fac­ulty; show him his er­ror, ad­mon­ish him. For if he listens, thou wilt cure him, and there is no need of an­ger. Neither tra­gic act­or nor whore …45

			As thou in­tend­est to live when thou art gone out, … so it is in thy power to live here. But if men do not per­mit thee, then get away out of life, yet so as if thou wert suf­fer­ing no harm. The house is smoky, and I quit it.46 Why dost thou think that this is any trouble? But so long as noth­ing of the kind drives me out, I re­main, am free, and no man shall hinder me from do­ing what I choose; and I choose to do what is ac­cord­ing to the nature of the ra­tion­al and so­cial an­im­al.

			The in­tel­li­gence of the uni­verse is so­cial. Ac­cord­ingly it has made the in­feri­or things for the sake of the su­per­i­or, and it has fit­ted the su­per­i­or to one an­oth­er. Thou seest how it has sub­or­din­ated, co­ordin­ated and as­signed to everything its prop­er por­tion, and has brought to­geth­er in­to con­cord with one an­oth­er the things which are the best.

			How hast thou be­haved hitherto to the gods, thy par­ents, brethren, chil­dren, teach­ers, to those who looked after thy in­fancy, to thy friends, kinsfolk, to thy slaves? Con­sider if thou hast hitherto be­haved to all in such a way that this may be said of thee:

			
				Nev­er has wronged a man in deed or word.

			

			And call to re­col­lec­tion both how many things thou hast passed through, and how many things thou hast been able to en­dure: and that the his­tory of thy life is now com­plete and thy ser­vice is ended: and how many beau­ti­ful things thou hast seen: and how many pleas­ures and pains thou hast des­pised; and how many things called hon­our­able thou hast spurned; and to how many ill-minded folks thou hast shown a kind dis­pos­i­tion.

			Why do un­skilled and ig­nor­ant souls dis­turb him who has skill and know­ledge? What soul then has skill and know­ledge? That which knows be­gin­ning and end, and knows the reas­on which per­vades all sub­stance and through all time by fixed peri­ods [re­volu­tions] ad­min­is­ters the uni­verse.

			Soon, very soon, thou wilt be ashes, or a skel­et­on, and either a name or not even a name; but name is sound and echo. And the things which are much val­ued in life are empty and rot­ten and tri­fling, and like little dogs bit­ing one an­oth­er, and little chil­dren quar­rel­ling, laugh­ing, and then straight­way weep­ing. But fi­del­ity and mod­esty and justice and truth are fled

			
				Up to Olym­pus from the wide­spread earth.

				Hesi­od, Works, etc., V, 197.
			

			What then is there which still de­tains thee here? If the ob­jects of sense are eas­ily changed and nev­er stand still, and the or­gans of per­cep­tion are dull and eas­ily re­ceive false im­pres­sions; and the poor soul it­self is an ex­hal­a­tion from blood. But to have good re­pute amidst such a world as this is an empty thing. Why then dost thou not wait in tran­quil­ity for thy end, wheth­er it is ex­tinc­tion or re­mov­al to an­oth­er state? And un­til that time comes, what is suf­fi­cient? Why, what else than to ven­er­ate the gods and bless them, and to do good to men, and to prac­tise tol­er­ance and self-re­straint;47 but as to everything which is bey­ond the lim­its of the poor flesh and breath, to re­mem­ber that this is neither thine nor in thy power.

			Thou canst pass thy life in an equable flow of hap­pi­ness, if thou canst go by the right way, and think and act in the right way. These two things are com­mon both to the soul of God and to the soul of man, and to the soul of every ra­tion­al be­ing, not to be hindered by an­oth­er; and to hold good to con­sist in the dis­pos­i­tion to justice and the prac­tice of it, and in this to let thy de­sire find its ter­min­a­tion.

			If this is neither my own bad­ness, nor an ef­fect of my own bad­ness, and the com­mon weal is not in­jured, why am I troubled about it? And what is the harm to the com­mon weal?

			Do not be car­ried along in­con­sid­er­ately by the ap­pear­ance of things, but give help to all ac­cord­ing to thy abil­ity and their fit­ness; and if they should have sus­tained loss in mat­ters which are in­dif­fer­ent, do not ima­gine this to be a dam­age. For it is a bad habit. But as the old man, when he went away, asked back his foster-child’s top, re­mem­ber­ing that it was a top, so do thou in this case also.

			When thou art call­ing out on the Rostra, hast thou for­got­ten, man, what these things are?—Yes; but they are ob­jects of great con­cern to these people—wilt thou too then be made a fool for these things?—I was once a for­tu­nate man, but I lost it, I know not how.—But for­tu­nate means that a man has as­signed to him­self a good for­tune: and a good for­tune is good dis­pos­i­tion of the soul, good emo­tions, good ac­tions.48
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			The sub­stance of the uni­verse is obed­i­ent and com­pli­ant; and the reas­on which gov­erns it has in it­self no cause for do­ing evil, for it has no malice, nor does it do evil to any­thing, nor is any­thing harmed by it. But all things are made and per­fec­ted ac­cord­ing to this reas­on.

			Let it make no dif­fer­ence to thee wheth­er thou art cold or warm, if thou art do­ing thy duty; and wheth­er thou art drowsy or sat­is­fied with sleep; and wheth­er ill-spoken of or praised; and wheth­er dy­ing or do­ing some­thing else. For it is one of the acts of life, this act by which we die: it is suf­fi­cient then in this act also to do well what we have in hand.

			Look with­in. Let neither the pe­cu­li­ar qual­ity of any­thing nor its value es­cape thee.

			All ex­ist­ing things soon change, and they will either be re­duced to va­pour, if in­deed all sub­stance is one, or they will be dis­persed.

			The reas­on which gov­erns knows what its own dis­pos­i­tion is, and what it does, and on what ma­ter­i­al it works.

			The best way of aven­ging thy­self is not to be­come like the wrong doer.

			Take pleas­ure in one thing and rest in it, in passing from one so­cial act to an­oth­er so­cial act, think­ing of God.

			The rul­ing prin­ciple is that which rouses and turns it­self, and while it makes it­self such as it is and such as it wills to be, it also makes everything which hap­pens ap­pear to it­self to be such as it wills.

			In con­form­ity to the nature of the uni­verse every single thing is ac­com­plished, for cer­tainly it is not in con­form­ity to any oth­er nature that each thing is ac­com­plished, either a nature which ex­tern­ally com­pre­hends this, or a nature which is com­pre­hen­ded with­in this nature, or a nature ex­tern­al and in­de­pend­ent of this.

			The uni­verse is either a con­fu­sion, and a mu­tu­al in­vol­u­tion of things, and a dis­per­sion; or it is unity and or­der and provid­ence. If then it is the former, why do I de­sire to tarry in a for­tu­it­ous com­bin­a­tion of things and such a dis­order? And why do I care about any­thing else than how I shall at last be­come earth? And why am I dis­turbed, for the dis­per­sion of my ele­ments will hap­pen whatever I do. But if the oth­er sup­pos­i­tion is true, I ven­er­ate, and I am firm, and I trust in him who gov­erns.

			When thou hast been com­pelled by cir­cum­stances to be dis­turbed in a man­ner, quickly re­turn to thy­self and do not con­tin­ue out of tune longer than the com­pul­sion lasts; for thou wilt have more mas­tery over the har­mony by con­tinu­ally re­cur­ring to it.

			If thou hadst a step­moth­er and a moth­er at the same time, thou wouldst be du­ti­ful to thy step­moth­er, but still thou wouldst con­stantly re­turn to thy moth­er. Let the court and philo­sophy now be to thee step­moth­er and moth­er: re­turn to philo­sophy fre­quently and re­pose in her, through whom what thou meetest with in the court ap­pears to thee tol­er­able, and thou ap­pearest tol­er­able in the court.

			When we have meat be­fore us and such eat­ables we re­ceive the im­pres­sion, that this is the dead body of a fish, and this is the dead body of a bird or of a pig; and again, that this Faler­ni­an is only a little grape juice, and this purple robe some sheep’s wool dyed with the blood of a shell­fish: such then are these im­pres­sions, and they reach the things them­selves and pen­et­rate them, and so we see what kind of things they are. Just in the same way ought we to act all through life, and where there are things which ap­pear most worthy of our ap­prob­a­tion, we ought to lay them bare and look at their worth­less­ness and strip them of all the words by which they are ex­al­ted. For out­ward show is a won­der­ful per­vert­er of the reas­on, and when thou art most sure that thou art em­ployed about things worth thy pains, it is then that it cheats thee most. Con­sider then what Crates says of Xeno­crates him­self.

			Most of the things which the mul­ti­tude ad­mire are re­ferred to ob­jects of the most gen­er­al kind, those which are held to­geth­er by co­he­sion or nat­ur­al or­gan­iz­a­tion, such as stones, wood, fig-trees, vines, olives. But those which are ad­mired by men who are a little more reas­on­able are re­ferred to the things which are held to­geth­er by a liv­ing prin­ciple, as flocks, herds. Those which are ad­mired by men who are still more in­struc­ted are the things which are held to­geth­er by a ra­tion­al soul, not how­ever a uni­ver­sal soul, but ra­tion­al so far as it is a soul skilled in some art, or ex­pert in some oth­er way, or simply ra­tion­al so far as it pos­sesses a num­ber of slaves. But he who val­ues ra­tion­al soul, a soul uni­ver­sal and fit­ted for polit­ic­al life, re­gards noth­ing else ex­cept this; and above all things he keeps his soul in a con­di­tion and in an activ­ity con­form­able to reas­on and so­cial life, and he co­oper­ates to this end with those who are of the same kind as him­self.

			Some things are hur­ry­ing in­to ex­ist­ence, and oth­ers are hur­ry­ing out of it; and of that which is com­ing in­to ex­ist­ence part is already ex­tin­guished. Mo­tions and changes are con­tinu­ally re­new­ing the world, just as the un­in­ter­rup­ted course of time is al­ways re­new­ing the in­fin­ite dur­a­tion of ages. In this flow­ing stream then, on which there is no abid­ing, what is there of the things which hurry by on which a man would set a high price? It would be just as if a man should fall in love with one of the spar­rows which fly by, but it has already passed out of sight. Some­thing of this kind is the very life of every man, like the ex­hal­a­tion of the blood and the res­pir­a­tion of the air. For such as it is to have once drawn in the air and to have giv­en it back, which we do every mo­ment, just the same is it with the whole res­pir­at­ory power, which thou didst re­ceive at thy birth yes­ter­day and the day be­fore, to give it back to the ele­ment from which thou didst first draw it.

			Neither is tran­spir­a­tion, as in plants, a thing to be val­ued, nor res­pir­a­tion, as in do­mest­ic­ated an­im­als and wild beasts, nor the re­ceiv­ing of im­pres­sions by the ap­pear­ances of things, nor be­ing moved by de­sires as pup­pets by strings, nor as­sem­bling in herds, nor be­ing nour­ished by food; for this is just like the act of sep­ar­at­ing and part­ing with the use­less part of our food. What then is worth be­ing val­ued? To be re­ceived with clap­ping of hands? No. Neither must we value the clap­ping of tongues, for the praise which comes from the many is a clap­ping of tongues. Sup­pose then that thou hast giv­en up this worth­less thing called fame, what re­mains that is worth valu­ing? This in my opin­ion, to move thy­self and to re­strain thy­self in con­form­ity to thy prop­er con­sti­tu­tion, to which end both all em­ploy­ments and arts lead. For every art aims at this, that the thing which has been made should be ad­ap­ted to the work for which it has been made; and both the vine-plant­er who looks after the vine, and the horse-break­er, and he who trains the dog, seek this end. But the edu­ca­tion and the teach­ing of youth aim at some­thing. In this then is the value of the edu­ca­tion and the teach­ing. And if this is well, thou wilt not seek any­thing else. Wilt thou not cease to value many oth­er things too? Then thou wilt be neither free, nor suf­fi­cient for thy own hap­pi­ness, nor without pas­sion. For of ne­ces­sity thou must be en­vi­ous, jeal­ous, and sus­pi­cious of those who can take away those things, and plot against those who have that which is val­ued by thee. Of ne­ces­sity a man must be al­to­geth­er in a state of per­turb­a­tion who wants any of these things; and be­sides, he must of­ten find fault with the gods. But to rev­er­ence and hon­our thy own mind will make thee con­tent with thy­self, and in har­mony with so­ci­ety, and in agree­ment with the gods, that is, prais­ing all that they give and have ordered.

			Above, be­low, all around are the move­ments of the ele­ments. But the mo­tion of vir­tue is in none of these: it is some­thing more di­vine, and ad­van­cing by a way hardly ob­served it goes hap­pily on its road.

			How strangely men act. They will not praise those who are liv­ing at the same time and liv­ing with them­selves; but to be them­selves praised by pos­ter­ity, by those whom they have nev­er seen or ever will see, this they set much value on. But this is very much the same as if thou shouldst be grieved be­cause those who have lived be­fore thee did not praise thee.

			If a thing is dif­fi­cult to be ac­com­plished by thy­self, do not think that it is im­possible for man: but if any­thing is pos­sible for man and con­form­able to his nature, think that this can be at­tained by thy­self too.

			In the gym­nast­ic ex­er­cises sup­pose that a man has torn thee with his nails, and by dash­ing against thy head has in­flic­ted a wound. Well, we neither show any signs of vex­a­tion, nor are we of­fen­ded, nor do we sus­pect him af­ter­wards as a treach­er­ous fel­low; and yet we are on our guard against him, not how­ever as an en­emy, nor yet with sus­pi­cion, but we quietly get out of his way. Some­thing like this let thy be­ha­viour be in all the oth­er parts of life; let us over­look many things in those who are like ant­ag­on­ists in the gym­nas­i­um. For it is in our power, as I said, to get out of the way, and to have no sus­pi­cion nor hatred.

			If any man is able to con­vince me and show me that I do not think or act right, I will gladly change; for I seek the truth by which no man was ever in­jured. But he is in­jured who abides in his er­ror and ig­nor­ance.

			I do my duty: oth­er things trouble me not; for they are either things without life, or things without reas­on, or things that have rambled and know not the way.

			As to the an­im­als which have no reas­on and gen­er­ally all things and ob­jects, do thou, since thou hast reas­on and they have none, make use of them with a gen­er­ous and lib­er­al spir­it. But to­wards hu­man be­ings, as they have reas­on, be­have in a so­cial spir­it. And on all oc­ca­sions call on the gods, and do not per­plex thy­self about the length of time in which thou shalt do this; for even three hours so spent are suf­fi­cient.

			Al­ex­an­der the Mace­do­ni­an and his groom by death were brought to the same state; for either they were re­ceived among the same sem­in­al prin­ciples of the uni­verse, or they were alike dis­persed among the atoms.

			Con­sider how many things in the same in­di­vis­ible time take place in each of us, things which con­cern the body and things which con­cern the soul: and so thou wilt not won­der if many more things, or rather all things which come in­to ex­ist­ence in that which is the one and all, which we call Cos­mos, ex­ist in it at the same time.

			If any man should pro­pose to thee the ques­tion, how the name Ant­oninus is writ­ten, wouldst thou with a strain­ing of the voice ut­ter each let­ter? What then if they grow angry, wilt thou be angry too? Wilt thou not go on with com­pos­ure and num­ber every let­ter? just so then in this life also re­mem­ber that every duty is made up of cer­tain parts. These it is thy duty to ob­serve and without be­ing dis­turbed or show­ing an­ger to­wards those who are angry with thee to go on thy way and fin­ish that which is set be­fore thee.

			How cruel it is not to al­low men to strive after the things which ap­pear to them to be suit­able to their nature and prof­it­able! And yet in a man­ner thou dost not al­low them to do this, when thou art vexed be­cause they do wrong. For they are cer­tainly moved to­wards things be­cause they sup­pose them to be suit­able to their nature and prof­it­able to them.—But it is not so.—Teach them then, and show them without be­ing angry.

			Death is a ces­sa­tion of the im­pres­sions through the senses, and of the pulling of the strings which move the ap­pet­ites, and of the dis­curs­ive move­ments of the thoughts, and of the ser­vice to the flesh.

			It is a shame for the soul to be first to give way in this life, when thy body does not give way.

			Take care that thou art not made in­to a Caesar, that thou art not dyed with this dye; for such things hap­pen. Keep thy­self then simple, good, pure, ser­i­ous, free from af­fect­a­tion, a friend of justice, a wor­ship­per of the gods, kind, af­fec­tion­ate, strenu­ous in all prop­er acts. Strive to con­tin­ue to be such as philo­sophy wished to make thee. Rev­er­ence the gods, and help men. Short is life. There is only one fruit of this ter­rene life, a pi­ous dis­pos­i­tion and so­cial acts. Do everything as a dis­ciple of Ant­oninus. Re­mem­ber his con­stancy in every act which was con­form­able to reas­on, and his even­ness in all things, and his piety, and the serenity of his coun­ten­ance, and his sweet­ness, and his dis­reg­ard of empty fame, and his ef­forts to un­der­stand things; and how he would nev­er let any­thing pass without hav­ing first most care­fully ex­amined it and clearly un­der­stood it; and how he bore with those who blamed him un­justly without blam­ing them in re­turn; how he did noth­ing in a hurry; and how he listened not to calum­nies, and how ex­act an ex­am­iner of man­ners and ac­tions he was; and not giv­en to re­proach people, nor tim­id, nor sus­pi­cious, nor a soph­ist; and with how little he was sat­is­fied, such as lodging, bed, dress, food, ser­vants; and how la­bor­i­ous and pa­tient; and how he was able on ac­count of his spar­ing diet to hold out to the even­ing, not even re­quir­ing to re­lieve him­self by any evac­u­ations ex­cept at the usu­al hour; and his firm­ness and uni­form­ity in his friend­ships; and how he tol­er­ated free­dom of speech in those who op­posed his opin­ions; and the pleas­ure that he had when any man showed him any­thing bet­ter; and how re­li­gious he was without su­per­sti­tion. Im­it­ate all this that thou may­est have as good a con­science, when thy last hour comes, as he had.

			Re­turn to thy sober senses and call thy­self back; and when thou hast roused thy­self from sleep and hast per­ceived that they were only dreams which troubled thee, now in thy wak­ing hours look at these [the things about thee] as thou didst look at those [the dreams].

			I con­sist of a little body and a soul. Now to this little body all things are in­dif­fer­ent, for it is not able to per­ceive dif­fer­ences. But to the un­der­stand­ing those things only are in­dif­fer­ent, which are not the works of its own activ­ity. But whatever things are the works of its own activ­ity, all these are in its power. And of these how­ever only those which are done with ref­er­ence to the present; for as to the fu­ture and the past activ­it­ies of the mind, even these are for the present in­dif­fer­ent.

			Neither the la­bour which the hand does nor that of the foot is con­trary to nature, so long as the foot does the foot’s work and the hand the hand’s. So then neither to a man as a man is his la­bour con­trary to nature, so long as it does the things of a man. But if the la­bour is not con­trary to his nature, neither is it an evil to him.

			How many pleas­ures have been en­joyed by rob­bers, patri­cides, tyr­ants.

			Dost thou not see how the han­di­crafts­men ac­com­mod­ate them­selves up to a cer­tain point to those who are not skilled in their craft—nev­er­the­less they cling to the reas­on [the prin­ciples] of their art and do not en­dure to de­part from it? Is it not strange if the ar­chi­tect and the phys­i­cian shall have more re­spect to the reas­on [the prin­ciples] of their own arts than man to his own reas­on, which is com­mon to him and the gods?

			Asia, Europe are corners of the uni­verse: all the sea a drop in the uni­verse; Athos a little clod of the uni­verse: all the present time is a point in etern­ity. All things are little, change­able, per­ish­able. All things come from thence, from that uni­ver­sal rul­ing power either dir­ectly pro­ceed­ing or by way of se­quence. And ac­cord­ingly the li­on’s gap­ing jaws, and that which is pois­on­ous, and every harm­ful thing, as a thorn, as mud, are after-products of the grand and beau­ti­ful. Do not then ima­gine that they are of an­oth­er kind from that which thou dost ven­er­ate, but form a just opin­ion of the source of all.

			He who has seen present things has seen all, both everything which has taken place from all etern­ity and everything which will be for time without end; for all things are of one kin and of one form.

			Fre­quently con­sider the con­nec­tion of all things in the uni­verse and their re­la­tion to one an­oth­er. For in a man­ner all things are im­plic­ated with one an­oth­er, and all in this way are friendly to one an­oth­er; for one thing comes in or­der after an­oth­er, and this is by vir­tue of the act­ive move­ment and mu­tu­al con­spir­a­tion and the unity of the sub­stance.

			Ad­apt thy­self to the things with which thy lot has been cast: and the men among whom thou hast re­ceived thy por­tion, love them, but do it truly, sin­cerely.

			Every in­stru­ment, tool, ves­sel, if it does that for which it has been made, is well, and yet he who made it is not there. But in the things which are held to­geth­er by nature there is with­in and there abides in them the power which made them; where­fore the more is it fit to rev­er­ence this power, and to think, that, if thou dost live and act ac­cord­ing to its will, everything in thee is in con­form­ity to in­tel­li­gence. And thus also in the uni­verse the things which be­long to it are in con­form­ity to in­tel­li­gence.

			Whatever of the things which are not with­in thy power thou shalt sup­pose to be good for thee or evil, it must of ne­ces­sity be that, if such a bad thing be­fall thee or the loss of such a good thing, thou wilt blame the gods, and hate men too, those who are the cause of the mis­for­tune or the loss, or those who are sus­pec­ted of be­ing likely to be the cause; and in­deed we do much in­justice, be­cause we make a dif­fer­ence between these things [be­cause we do not re­gard these things as in­dif­fer­ent].49 But if we judge only those things which are in our power to be good or bad, there re­mains no reas­on either for find­ing fault with God or stand­ing in a hos­tile at­ti­tude to man.50

			We are all work­ing to­geth­er to one end, some with know­ledge and design, and oth­ers without know­ing what they do; as men also when they are asleep, of whom it is Her­ac­litus, I think, who says that they are la­bour­ers and co­oper­at­ors in the things which take place in the uni­verse. But men co­oper­ate after dif­fer­ent fash­ions: and even those co­oper­ate abund­antly, who find fault with what hap­pens and those who try to op­pose it and to hinder it; for the uni­verse had need even of such men as these. It re­mains then for thee to un­der­stand among what kind of work­men thou placest thy­self; for he who rules all things will cer­tainly make a right use of thee, and he will re­ceive thee among some part of the co­oper­at­ors and of those whose la­bours con­duce to one end. But be not thou such a part as the mean and ri­dicu­lous verse in the play, which Chrysip­pus speaks of.51

			Does the sun un­der­take to do the work of the rain, or Æs­cu­lapius the work of the Fruit-bear­er [the earth]? And how is it with re­spect to each of the stars, are they not dif­fer­ent and yet they work to­geth­er to the same end?

			If the gods have de­term­ined about me and about the things which must hap­pen to me, they have de­term­ined well, for it is not easy even to ima­gine a deity without fore­thought; and as to do­ing me harm, why should they have any de­sire to­wards that? For what ad­vant­age would res­ult to them from this or to the whole, which is the spe­cial ob­ject of their provid­ence? But if they have not de­term­ined about me in­di­vidu­ally, they have cer­tainly de­term­ined about the whole at least, and the things which hap­pen by way of se­quence in this gen­er­al ar­range­ment I ought to ac­cept with pleas­ure and to be con­tent with them. But if they de­term­ine about noth­ing—which it is wicked to be­lieve, or if we do be­lieve it, let us neither sac­ri­fice nor pray nor swear by them nor do any­thing else which we do as if the gods were present and lived with us—but if how­ever the gods de­term­ine about none of the things which con­cern us, I am able to de­term­ine about my­self, and I can in­quire about that which is use­ful; and that is use­ful to every man which is con­form­able to his own con­sti­tu­tion and nature. But my nature is ra­tion­al and so­cial; and my city and coun­try, so far as I am Ant­oninus, is Rome, but so far as I am a man, it is the world. The things then which are use­ful to these cit­ies are alone use­ful to me. Whatever hap­pens to every man, this is for the in­terest of the uni­ver­sal: this might be suf­fi­cient. But fur­ther thou wilt ob­serve this also as a gen­er­al truth, if thou dost ob­serve, that whatever is prof­it­able to any man is prof­it­able also to oth­er men. But let the word prof­it­able be taken here in the com­mon sense as said of things of the middle kind, neither good nor bad.

			As it hap­pens to thee in the am­phi­theatre and such places, that the con­tinu­al sight of the same things and the uni­form­ity make the spec­tacle wear­i­some, so it is in the whole of life; for all things above, be­low, are the same and from the same. How long then?

			Think con­tinu­ally that all kinds of men and of all kinds of pur­suits and of all na­tions are dead, so that thy thoughts come down even to Phil­is­tion and Phoe­bus and Ori­gan­ion. Now turn thy thoughts to the oth­er kinds of men. To that place then we must re­move, where there are so many great orators, and so many noble philo­soph­ers, Her­ac­litus, Py­thagoras, So­crates; so many her­oes of former days, and so many gen­er­als after them, and tyr­ants; be­sides these, Eu­dox­us, Hip­par­chus, Archimedes, and oth­er men of acute nat­ur­al tal­ents, great minds, lov­ers of la­bour, ver­sat­ile, con­fid­ent, mock­ers even of the per­ish­able and eph­em­er­al life of man, as Menip­pus and such as are like him. As to all these con­sider that they have long been in the dust. What harm then is this to them; and what to those whose names are al­to­geth­er un­known? One thing here is worth a great deal, to pass thy life in truth and justice, with a be­ne­vol­ent dis­pos­i­tion even to li­ars and un­just men.

			When thou wishest to de­light thy­self, think of the vir­tues of those who live with thee; for in­stance, the activ­ity of one, and the mod­esty of an­oth­er, and the lib­er­al­ity of a third, and some oth­er good qual­ity of a fourth. For noth­ing de­lights so much as the ex­amples of the vir­tues, when they are ex­hib­ited in the mor­als of those who live with us and present them­selves in abund­ance, as far as is pos­sible. Where­fore we must keep them be­fore us.

			Thou art not dis­sat­is­fied, I sup­pose, be­cause thou weighest only so many litrae and not three hun­dred. Be not dis­sat­is­fied then that thou must live only so many years and not more; for as thou art sat­is­fied with the amount of sub­stance which has been as­signed to thee, so be con­tent with the time.

			Let us try to per­suade them [men]. But act even against their will, when the prin­ciples of justice lead that way. If how­ever any man by us­ing force stands in thy way, be­take thy­self to con­tent­ment and tran­quil­ity, and at the same time em­ploy the hindrance to­wards the ex­er­cise of some oth­er vir­tue; and re­mem­ber that thy at­tempt was with a re­ser­va­tion, that thou didst not de­sire to do im­possib­il­it­ies. What then didst thou de­sire?—Some such ef­fort as this.—But thou at­tain­est thy ob­ject, if the things to which thou wast moved are ac­com­plished.

			He who loves fame con­siders an­oth­er man’s activ­ity to be his own good; and he who loves pleas­ure, his own sen­sa­tions; but he who has un­der­stand­ing, con­siders his own acts to be his own good.

			It is in our power to have no opin­ion about a thing, and not to be dis­turbed in our soul; for things them­selves have no nat­ur­al power to form our judge­ments.

			Ac­cus­tom thy­self to at­tend care­fully to what is said by an­oth­er, and as much as it is pos­sible, be in the speak­er’s mind.

			That which is not good for the swarm, neither is it good for the bee.

			If sail­ors ab­used the helms­man or the sick the doc­tor, would they listen to any­body else; or how could the helms­man se­cure the safety of those in the ship or the doc­tor the health of those whom he at­tends?

			How many to­geth­er with whom I came in­to the world are already gone out of it.

			To the jaun­diced honey tastes bit­ter, and to those bit­ten by mad dogs wa­ter causes fear; and to little chil­dren the ball is a fine thing. Why then am I angry? Dost thou think that a false opin­ion has less power than the bile in the jaun­diced or the pois­on in him who is bit­ten by a mad dog?

			No man will hinder thee from liv­ing ac­cord­ing to the reas­on of thy own nature: noth­ing will hap­pen to thee con­trary to the reas­on of the uni­ver­sal nature.

			What kind of people are those whom men wish to please, and for what ob­jects, and by what kind of acts? How soon will time cov­er all things, and how many it has covered already.
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			What is bad­ness? It is that which thou hast of­ten seen. And on the oc­ca­sion of everything which hap­pens keep this in mind, that it is that which thou hast of­ten seen. Every­where up and down thou wilt find the same things, with which the old his­tor­ies are filled, those of the middle ages and those of our own day; with which cit­ies and houses are filled now. There is noth­ing new: all things are both fa­mil­i­ar and short-lived.

			How can our prin­ciples be­come dead, un­less the im­pres­sions [thoughts] which cor­res­pond to them are ex­tin­guished? But it is in thy power con­tinu­ously to fan these thoughts in­to a flame. I can have that opin­ion about any­thing, which I ought to have. If I can, why am I dis­turbed? The things which are ex­tern­al to my mind have no re­la­tion at all to my mind.—Let this be the state of thy af­fects, and thou stand­est erect. To re­cov­er thy life is in thy power. Look at things again as thou didst use to look at them; for in this con­sists the re­cov­ery of thy life.

			The idle busi­ness of show, plays on the stage, flocks of sheep, herds, ex­er­cises with spears, a bone cast to little dogs, a bit of bread in­to fish­ponds, la­bour­ings of ants and bur­den-car­ry­ing, run­nings about of frightened little mice, pup­pets pulled by strings—all alike. It is thy duty then in the midst of such things to show good hu­mour and not a proud air; to un­der­stand how­ever that every man is worth just so much as the things are worth about which he busies him­self.

			In dis­course thou must at­tend to what is said, and in every move­ment thou must ob­serve what is do­ing. And in the one thou shouldst see im­me­di­ately to what end it refers, but in the oth­er watch care­fully what is the thing sig­ni­fied.

			Is my un­der­stand­ing suf­fi­cient for this or not? If it is suf­fi­cient, I use it for the work as an in­stru­ment giv­en by the uni­ver­sal nature. But if it is not suf­fi­cient, then either I re­tire from the work and give way to him who is able to do it bet­ter, un­less there be some reas­on why I ought not to do so; or I do it as well as I can, tak­ing to help me the man who with the aid of my rul­ing prin­ciple can do what is now fit and use­ful for the gen­er­al good. For what­so­ever either by my­self or with an­oth­er I can do, ought to be dir­ec­ted to this only, to that which is use­ful and well suited to so­ci­ety.

			How many after be­ing cel­eb­rated by fame have been giv­en up to ob­li­vi­on; and how many who have cel­eb­rated the fame of oth­ers have long been dead.

			Be not ashamed to be helped; for it is thy busi­ness to do thy duty like a sol­dier in the as­sault on a town. How then, if be­ing lame thou canst not mount up on the bat­tle­ments alone, but with the help of an­oth­er it is pos­sible?

			Let not fu­ture things dis­turb thee, for thou wilt come to them, if it shall be ne­ces­sary, hav­ing with thee the same reas­on which now thou usest for present things.

			All things are im­plic­ated with one an­oth­er, and the bond is holy; and there is hardly any­thing un­con­nec­ted with any oth­er thing. For things have been co­ordin­ated, and they com­bine to form the same uni­verse [or­der]. For there is one uni­verse made up of all things, and one God who per­vades all things, and one sub­stance, and one law, one com­mon reas­on in all in­tel­li­gent an­im­als, and one truth; if in­deed there is also one per­fec­tion for all an­im­als which are of the same stock and par­ti­cip­ate in the same reas­on.

			Everything ma­ter­i­al soon dis­ap­pears in the sub­stance of the whole; and everything form­al [caus­al] is very soon taken back in­to the uni­ver­sal reas­on; and the memory of everything is very soon over­whelmed in time.

			To the ra­tion­al an­im­al the same act is ac­cord­ing to nature and ac­cord­ing to reas­on.

			Be thou erect, or be made erect.

			Just as it is with the mem­bers in those bod­ies which are united in one, so it is with ra­tion­al be­ings which ex­ist sep­ar­ate, for they have been con­sti­tuted for one co­oper­a­tion. And the per­cep­tion of this will be more ap­par­ent to thee, if thou of­ten say­est to thy­self that I am a mem­ber [μέλος] of the sys­tem of ra­tion­al be­ings. But if [us­ing the let­ter r] thou say­est that thou art a part [μέρος] thou dost not yet love men from thy heart; be­ne­fi­cence does not yet de­light thee for its own sake;52 thou still doest it barely as a thing of pro­pri­ety, and not yet as do­ing good to thy­self.

			Let there fall ex­tern­ally what will on the parts which can feel the ef­fects of this fall. For those parts which have felt will com­plain, if they choose. But I, un­less I think that what has happened is an evil, am not in­jured. And it is in my power not to think so.

			Whatever any­one does or says, I must be good, just as if the gold, or the em­er­ald, or the purple were al­ways say­ing this. Whatever any­one does or says, I must be em­er­ald and keep my col­our.

			The rul­ing fac­ulty does not dis­turb it­self; I mean, does not fright­en it­self or cause it­self pain. But if any­one else can fright­en or pain it, let him do so. For the fac­ulty it­self will not by its own opin­ion turn it­self in­to such ways. Let the body it­self take care, if it can, that is suf­fer noth­ing, and let it speak, if it suf­fers. But the soul it­self, that which is sub­ject to fear, to pain, which has com­pletely the power of form­ing an opin­ion about these things, will suf­fer noth­ing, for it will nev­er de­vi­ate in­to such a judge­ment. The lead­ing prin­ciple in it­self wants noth­ing, un­less it makes a want for it­self; and there­fore it is both free from per­turb­a­tion and un­im­peded, if it does not dis­turb and im­pede it­self.

			Eu­dæ­mo­nia [hap­pi­ness] is a good dae­mon, or a good thing. What then art thou do­ing here, O ima­gin­a­tion? Go away, I en­treat thee by the gods, as thou didst come, for I want thee not. But thou art come ac­cord­ing to thy old fash­ion. I am not angry with thee: only go away.

			Is any man afraid of change? Why what can take place without change? What then is more pleas­ing or more suit­able to the uni­ver­sal nature? And canst thou take a bath un­less the wood un­der­goes a change? And canst thou be nour­ished, un­less the food un­der­goes a change? And can any­thing else that is use­ful be ac­com­plished without change? Dost thou not see then that for thy­self also to change is just the same, and equally ne­ces­sary for the uni­ver­sal nature?

			Through the uni­ver­sal sub­stance as through a furi­ous tor­rent all bod­ies are car­ried, be­ing by their nature united with and co­oper­at­ing with the whole, as the parts of our body with one an­oth­er. How many a Chrysip­pus, how many a So­crates, how many an Epic­t­etus has time already swal­lowed up? And let the same thought oc­cur to thee with ref­er­ence to every man and thing.

			One thing only troubles me, lest I should do some­thing which the con­sti­tu­tion of man does not al­low, or in the way which it does not al­low, or what it does not al­low now.

			Near is thy for­get­ful­ness of all things; and near the for­get­ful­ness of thee by all.

			It is pe­cu­li­ar to man to love even those who do wrong. And this hap­pens, if when they do wrong it oc­curs to thee that they are kins­men, and that they do wrong through ig­nor­ance and un­in­ten­tion­ally, and that soon both of you will die; and above all, that the wrong­do­er has done thee no harm, for he has not made thy rul­ing fac­ulty worse than it was be­fore.

			The uni­ver­sal nature out of the uni­ver­sal sub­stance, as if it were wax, now moulds a horse, and when it has broken this up, it uses the ma­ter­i­al for a tree, then for a man, then for some­thing else; and each of these things sub­sists for a very short time. But it is no hard­ship for the ves­sel to be broken up, just as there was none in its be­ing fastened to­geth­er.

			A scowl­ing look is al­to­geth­er un­nat­ur­al; when it is of­ten as­sumed,53 the res­ult is that all come­li­ness dies away, and at last is so com­pletely ex­tin­guished that it can­not be again lighted up at all. Try to con­clude from this very fact that it is con­trary to reas­on. For if even the per­cep­tion of do­ing wrong shall de­part, what reas­on is there for liv­ing any longer?

			Nature which gov­erns the whole will soon change all things which thou seest, and out of their sub­stance will make oth­er things, and again oth­er things from the sub­stance of them, in or­der that the world may be ever new.

			When a man has done thee any wrong, im­me­di­ately con­sider with what opin­ion about good or evil he has done wrong. For when thou hast seen this, thou wilt pity him, and wilt neither won­der nor be angry. For either thou thy­self thinkest the same thing to be good that he does or an­oth­er thing of the same kind. It is thy duty then to par­don him. But if thou dost not think such things to be good or evil, thou wilt more read­ily be well dis­posed to him who is in er­ror.

			Think not so much of what thou hast not as of what thou hast: but of the things which thou hast se­lect the best, and then re­flect how eagerly they would have been sought, if thou hadst them not. At the same time how­ever take care that thou dost not through be­ing so pleased with them ac­cus­tom thy­self to over­value them, so as to be dis­turbed if ever thou shouldst not have them.

			Re­tire in­to thy­self. The ra­tion­al prin­ciple which rules has this nature, that it is con­tent with it­self when it does what is just, and so se­cures tran­quil­ity.

			Wipe out the ima­gin­a­tion. Stop the pulling of the strings. Con­fine thy­self to the present. Un­der­stand well what hap­pens either to thee or to an­oth­er. Di­vide and dis­trib­ute every ob­ject in­to the caus­al [form­al] and the ma­ter­i­al. Think of thy last hour. Let the wrong which is done by a man stay there where the wrong was done.

			Dir­ect thy at­ten­tion to what is said. Let thy un­der­stand­ing enter in­to the things that are do­ing and the things which do them.

			Ad­orn thy­self with sim­pli­city and mod­esty and with in­dif­fer­ence to­wards the things which lie between vir­tue and vice. Love man­kind. Fol­low God. The poet says that Law rules all. And it is enough to re­mem­ber that Law rules all.54

			About death: Wheth­er it is a dis­per­sion, or a res­ol­u­tion in­to atoms, or an­ni­hil­a­tion, it is either ex­tinc­tion or change.

			About pain: The pain which is in­tol­er­able car­ries us off; but that which lasts a long time is tol­er­able; and the mind main­tains its own tran­quil­ity by re­tir­ing in­to it­self, and the rul­ing fac­ulty is not made worse. But the parts which are harmed by pain, let them, if they can, give their opin­ion about it.

			About fame: Look at the minds of those who seek fame, ob­serve what they are, and what kind of things they avoid, and what kind of things they pur­sue. And con­sider that as the heaps of sand piled on one an­oth­er hide the former sands, so in life the events which go be­fore are soon covered by those which come after.

			From Pla­to:55 The man who has an el­ev­ated mind and takes a view of all time and of all sub­stance, dost thou sup­pose it pos­sible for him to think that hu­man life is any­thing great? it is not pos­sible, he said.—Such a man then will think that death also is no evil.—Cer­tainly not.

			From An­ti­sthenes: It is roy­al to do good and to be ab­used. It is a base thing for the coun­ten­ance to be obed­i­ent and to reg­u­late and com­pose it­self as the mind com­mands, and for the mind not to be reg­u­lated and com­posed by it­self.

			
				
					It is not right to vex ourselves at things,
					

					For they care nought about it.56
				

			

			To the im­mor­tal gods and us give joy.

			
				
					Life must be reaped like the ripe ears of corn:
					

					One man is born; an­oth­er dies.57
				

			

			
				
					If gods care not for me and for my chil­dren,
					

					There is a reas­on for it.
				

			

			For the good is with me, and the just.58

			No join­ing oth­ers in their wail­ing, no vi­ol­ent emo­tion.

			From Pla­to:59 But I would make this man a suf­fi­cient an­swer, which is this: Thou say­est not well, if thou thinkest that a man who is good for any­thing at all ought to com­pute the haz­ard of life or death, and should not rather look to this only in all that he does, wheth­er he is do­ing what is just or un­just, and the works of a good or a bad man.

			For thus it is, men of Athens, in truth: wherever a man has placed him­self think­ing it the best place for him, or has been placed by a com­mand­er, there in my opin­ion he ought to stay and to abide the haz­ard, tak­ing noth­ing in­to the reck­on­ing, either death or any­thing else, be­fore the base­ness of desert­ing his post.

			But, my good friend, re­flect wheth­er that which is noble and good is not some­thing dif­fer­ent from sav­ing and be­ing saved; for as to a man liv­ing such or such a time, at least one who is really a man, con­sider if this is not a thing to be dis­missed from the thoughts: and there must be no love of life: but as to these mat­ters a man must en­trust them to the deity and be­lieve what the wo­men say, that no man can es­cape his des­tiny, the next in­quiry be­ing how he may best live the time that he has to live.60

			Look round at the courses of the stars, as if thou wert go­ing along with them; and con­stantly con­sider the changes of the ele­ments in­to one an­oth­er; for such thoughts purge away the filth of the ter­rene life.

			This is a fine say­ing of Pla­to:61 That he who is dis­cours­ing about men should look also at earthly things as if he viewed them from some high­er place; should look at them in their as­sem­blies, armies, ag­ri­cul­tur­al la­bours, mar­riages, treat­ies, births, deaths, noise of the courts of justice, desert places, vari­ous na­tions of bar­bar­i­ans, feasts, lam­ent­a­tions, mar­kets, a mix­ture of all things and an or­derly com­bin­a­tion of con­trar­ies.

			Con­sider the past; such great changes of polit­ic­al su­prem­a­cies. Thou may­est fore­see also the things which will be. For they will cer­tainly be of like form, and it is not pos­sible that they should de­vi­ate from the or­der of the things which take place now: ac­cord­ingly to have con­tem­plated hu­man life for forty years is the same as to have con­tem­plated it for ten thou­sand years. For what more wilt thou see?

			
				
					That which has grown from the earth to the earth,
					

					But that which has sprung from heav­enly seed,
					

					Back to the heav­enly realms re­turns.62
				

			

			This is either a dis­sol­u­tion of the mu­tu­al in­vol­u­tion of the atoms, or a sim­il­ar dis­per­sion of the un­sen­tient ele­ments.

			
				
					With food and drinks and cun­ning ma­gic arts
					

					Turn­ing the chan­nel’s course to ’scape from death.63
					

					The breeze which heav­en has sent
					

					We must en­dure, and toil without com­plain­ing.
				

			

			An­oth­er may be more ex­pert in cast­ing his op­pon­ent; but he is not more so­cial, nor more mod­est, nor bet­ter dis­cip­lined to meet all that hap­pens, nor more con­sid­er­ate with re­spect to the faults of his neigh­bours.

			Where any work can be done con­form­ably to the reas­on which is com­mon to gods and men, there we have noth­ing to fear: for where we are able to get profit by means of the activ­ity which is suc­cess­ful and pro­ceeds ac­cord­ing to our con­sti­tu­tion, there no harm is to be sus­pec­ted.

			Every­where and at all times it is in thy power pi­ously to ac­qui­esce in thy present con­di­tion, and to be­have justly to those who are about thee, and to ex­ert thy skill upon thy present thoughts, that noth­ing shall steal in­to them without be­ing well ex­amined.

			Do not look around thee to dis­cov­er oth­er men’s rul­ing prin­ciples, but look straight to this, to what nature leads thee, both the uni­ver­sal nature through the things which hap­pen to thee, and thy own nature through the acts which must be done by thee. But every be­ing ought to do that which is ac­cord­ing to its con­sti­tu­tion; and all oth­er things have been con­sti­tuted for the sake of ra­tion­al be­ings, just as among ir­ra­tion­al things the in­feri­or for the sake of the su­per­i­or, but the ra­tion­al for the sake of one an­oth­er.

			The prime prin­ciple then in man’s con­sti­tu­tion is the so­cial. And the second is not to yield to the per­sua­sions of the body, for it is the pe­cu­li­ar of­fice of the ra­tion­al and in­tel­li­gent mo­tion to cir­cum­scribe it­self, and nev­er to be over­powered either by the mo­tion of the senses or of the ap­pet­ites, for both are an­im­al; but the in­tel­li­gent mo­tion claims su­peri­or­ity and does not per­mit it­self to be over­powered by the oth­ers. And with good reas­on, for it is formed by nature to use all of them. The third thing in the ra­tion­al con­sti­tu­tion is free­dom from er­ror and from de­cep­tion. Let then the rul­ing prin­ciple hold­ing fast to these things go straight on, and it has what is its own.

			Con­sider thy­self to be dead, and to have com­pleted thy life up to the present time; and live ac­cord­ing to nature the re­mainder which is al­lowed thee.

			Love that only which hap­pens to thee and is spun with the thread of thy des­tiny. For what is more suit­able?

			In everything which hap­pens keep be­fore thy eyes those to whom the same things happened, and how they were vexed, and treated them as strange things, and found fault with them: and now where are they? Nowhere. Why then dost thou too choose to act in the same way? And why dost thou not leave these agit­a­tions which are for­eign to nature, to those who cause them and those who are moved by them? And why art thou not al­to­geth­er in­tent upon the right way of mak­ing use of the things which hap­pen to thee? For then thou wilt use them well, and they will be a ma­ter­i­al for thee to work on. Only at­tend to thy­self, and re­solve to be a good man in every act which thou doest: and re­mem­ber …64

			Look with­in. With­in is the foun­tain of good, and it will ever bubble up, if thou wilt ever dig.

			The body ought to be com­pact, and to show no ir­reg­u­lar­ity either in mo­tion or at­ti­tude. For what the mind shows in the face by main­tain­ing in it the ex­pres­sion of in­tel­li­gence and pro­pri­ety, that ought to be re­quired also in the whole body. But all of these things should be ob­served without af­fect­a­tion.

			The art of life is more like the wrest­ler’s art than the dan­cer’s, in re­spect of this, that it should stand ready and firm to meet on­sets which are sud­den and un­ex­pec­ted.

			Con­stantly ob­serve who those are whose ap­prob­a­tion thou wishest to have, and what rul­ing prin­ciples they pos­sess. For then thou wilt neither blame those who of­fend in­vol­un­tar­ily, nor wilt thou want their ap­prob­a­tion, if thou lookest to the sources of their opin­ions and ap­pet­ites.

			Every soul, the philo­soph­er says, is in­vol­un­tar­ily de­prived of truth; con­sequently in the same way it is de­prived of justice and tem­per­ance and be­ne­vol­ence and everything of the kind. It is most ne­ces­sary to bear this con­stantly in mind, for thus thou wilt be more gentle to­wards all.

			In every pain let this thought be present, that there is no dis­hon­our in it, nor does it make the gov­ern­ing in­tel­li­gence worse, for it does not dam­age the in­tel­li­gence either so far as the in­tel­li­gence is ra­tion­al65 or so far as it is so­cial. In­deed in the case of most pains let this re­mark of Epi­cur­us aid thee, that pain is neither in­tol­er­able nor ever­last­ing, if thou bearest in mind that it has its lim­its, and if thou ad­dest noth­ing to it in ima­gin­a­tion: and re­mem­ber this too, that we do not per­ceive that many things which are dis­agree­able to us are the same as pain, such as ex­cess­ive drowsi­ness, and the be­ing scorched by heat, and the hav­ing no ap­pet­ite. When then thou art dis­con­ten­ted about any of these things, say to thy­self, that thou art yield­ing to pain.

			Take care not to feel to­wards the in­hu­man, as they feel to­wards men.66

			How do we know if Tel­auges was not su­per­i­or in char­ac­ter to So­crates? For it is not enough that So­crates died a more noble death, and dis­puted more skil­fully with the soph­ists, and passed the night in the cold with more en­dur­ance, and that when he was bid to ar­rest Le­on of Sala­mis,67 he con­sidered it more noble to re­fuse, and that he walked in a swag­ger­ing way in the streets68—though as to this fact one may have great doubts if it was true. But we ought to in­quire, what kind of a soul it was that So­crates pos­sessed, and if he was able to be con­tent with be­ing just to­wards men and pi­ous to­wards the gods, neither idly vexed on ac­count of men’s vil­lainy, nor yet mak­ing him­self a slave to any man’s ig­nor­ance, nor re­ceiv­ing as strange any­thing that fell to his share out of the uni­ver­sal, nor en­dur­ing it as in­tol­er­able, nor al­low­ing his un­der­stand­ing to sym­path­ize with the af­fects of the miser­able flesh.

			Nature has not so mingled the in­tel­li­gence with the com­pos­i­tion of the body, as not to have al­lowed thee the power of cir­cum­scrib­ing thy­self and of bring­ing un­der sub­jec­tion to thy­self all that is thy own; for it is very pos­sible to be a di­vine man and to be re­cog­nised as such by no one. Al­ways bear this in mind; and an­oth­er thing too, that very little in­deed is ne­ces­sary for liv­ing a happy life. And be­cause thou hast des­paired of be­com­ing a dia­lec­tician and skilled in the know­ledge of nature, do not for this reas­on re­nounce the hope of be­ing both free and mod­est and so­cial and obed­i­ent to God.

			It is in thy power to live free from all com­pul­sion in the greatest tran­quil­ity of mind, even if all the world cry out against thee as much as they choose, and even if wild beasts tear in pieces the mem­bers of this kneaded mat­ter which has grown around thee. For what hinders the mind in the midst of all this from main­tain­ing it­self in tran­quil­ity and in a just judge­ment of all sur­round­ing things and in a ready use of the ob­jects which are presen­ted to it, so that the judge­ment may say to the thing which falls un­der its ob­ser­va­tion: This thou art in sub­stance [real­ity], though in men’s opin­ion thou may­est ap­pear to be of a dif­fer­ent kind; and the use shall say to that which falls un­der the hand: Thou art the thing that I was seek­ing; for to me that which presents it­self is al­ways a ma­ter­i­al for vir­tue both ra­tion­al and polit­ic­al, and in a word, for the ex­er­cise of art, which be­longs to man or God. For everything which hap­pens has a re­la­tion­ship either to God or man, and is neither new nor dif­fi­cult to handle, but usu­al and apt mat­ter to work on.

			The per­fec­tion of mor­al char­ac­ter con­sists in this, in passing every day as the last, and in be­ing neither vi­ol­ently ex­cited nor tor­pid nor play­ing the hy­po­crite.

			The gods who are im­mor­tal are not vexed be­cause dur­ing so long a time they must tol­er­ate con­tinu­ally men such as they are and so many of them bad; and be­sides this, they also take care of them in all ways. But thou, who art destined to end so soon, art thou wear­ied of en­dur­ing the bad, and this too when thou art one of them?

			It is a ri­dicu­lous thing for a man not to fly from his own bad­ness, which is in­deed pos­sible, but to fly from oth­er men’s bad­ness, which is im­possible.

			Whatever the ra­tion­al and polit­ic­al [so­cial] fac­ulty finds to be neither in­tel­li­gent nor so­cial, it prop­erly judges to be in­feri­or to it­self.

			When thou hast done a good act and an­oth­er has re­ceived it, why dost thou look for a third thing be­sides these, as fools do, either to have the repu­ta­tion of hav­ing done a good act or to ob­tain a re­turn?

			No man is tired of re­ceiv­ing what is use­ful. But it is use­ful to act ac­cord­ing to nature. Do not then be tired of re­ceiv­ing what is use­ful by do­ing it to oth­ers.

			The nature of the All moved to make the uni­verse. But now either everything that takes place comes by way of con­sequence or con­tinu­ity; or even the chief things to­wards which the rul­ing power of the uni­verse dir­ects its own move­ment are gov­erned by no ra­tion­al prin­ciple. If this is re­membered it will make thee more tran­quil in many things.69
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			This re­flec­tion also tends to the re­mov­al of the de­sire of empty fame, that it is no longer in thy power to have lived the whole of thy life, or at least thy life from thy youth up­wards, like a philo­soph­er; but both to many oth­ers and to thy­self it is plain that thou art far from philo­sophy. Thou hast fallen in­to dis­order then, so that it is no longer easy for thee to get the repu­ta­tion of a philo­soph­er; and thy plan of life also op­poses it. If then thou hast truly seen where the mat­ter lies, throw away the thought, How thou shalt seem to oth­ers, and be con­tent if thou shalt live the rest of thy life in such wise as thy nature wills. Ob­serve then what it wills, and let noth­ing else dis­tract thee; for thou hast had ex­per­i­ence of many wan­der­ings without hav­ing found hap­pi­ness any­where, not in syl­lo­gisms, nor in wealth, nor in repu­ta­tion, nor in en­joy­ment, nor any­where. Where is it then? In do­ing what man’s nature re­quires. How then shall a man do this? If he has prin­ciples from which come his af­fects and his acts. What prin­ciples? Those which re­late to good and bad: the be­lief that there is noth­ing good for man, which does not make him just, tem­per­ate, manly, free; and that there is noth­ing bad, which does not do the con­trary to what has been men­tioned.

			On the oc­ca­sion of every act ask thy­self, How is this with re­spect to me? Shall I re­pent of it? A little time and I am dead, and all is gone. What more do I seek, if what I am now do­ing is work of an in­tel­li­gent liv­ing be­ing, and a so­cial be­ing, and one who is un­der the same law with God?

			Al­ex­an­der and Caius70 and Pom­pei­us, what are they in com­par­is­on with Dio­genes and Her­ac­litus and So­crates? For they were ac­quain­ted with things, and their causes [forms], and their mat­ter, and the rul­ing prin­ciples of these men were the same. But as to the oth­ers, how many things had they to care for, and to how many things were they slaves?

			Con­sider that men will do the same things nev­er­the­less, even though thou shouldst burst.

			This is the chief thing: Be not per­turbed, for all things are ac­cord­ing to the nature of the uni­ver­sal; and in a little time thou wilt be nobody and nowhere, like Had­ri­an and Au­gus­tus. In the next place hav­ing fixed thy eyes stead­ily on thy busi­ness look at it, and at the same time re­mem­ber­ing that it is thy duty to be a good man, and what man’s nature de­mands, do that without turn­ing aside; and speak as it seems to thee most just, only let it be with a good dis­pos­i­tion and with mod­esty and without hy­po­crisy.

			The nature of the uni­ver­sal has this work to do, to re­move to that place the things which are in this, to change them, to take them away hence, and to carry them there. All things are change, yet we need not fear any­thing new. All things are fa­mil­i­ar to us; but the dis­tri­bu­tion of them still re­mains the same.

			Every nature is con­ten­ted with it­self when it goes on its way well; and a ra­tion­al nature goes on its way well, when in its thoughts it as­sents to noth­ing false or un­cer­tain, and when it dir­ects its move­ments to so­cial acts only, and when it con­fines its de­sires and aver­sions to the things which are in its power, and when it is sat­is­fied with everything that is as­signed to it by the com­mon nature. For of this com­mon nature every par­tic­u­lar nature is a part, as the nature of the leaf is a part of the nature of the plant; ex­cept that in the plant the nature of the leaf is part of a nature which has not per­cep­tion or reas­on, and is sub­ject to be im­peded; but the nature of man is part of a nature which is not sub­ject to im­ped­i­ments, and is in­tel­li­gent and just, since it gives to everything in equal por­tions and ac­cord­ing to its worth, times, sub­stance, cause [form], activ­ity, and in­cid­ent. But ex­am­ine, not to dis­cov­er that any one thing com­pared with any oth­er single thing is equal in all re­spects, but by tak­ing all the parts to­geth­er of one thing and com­par­ing them with all the parts to­geth­er of an­oth­er.

			Thou hast not leis­ure [or abil­ity] to read. But thou hast leis­ure [or abil­ity] to check ar­rog­ance; thou hast leis­ure to be su­per­i­or to pleas­ure and pain; thou hast leis­ure to be su­per­i­or to love of fame, and not to be vexed at stu­pid and un­grate­ful people, nay even to care for them.

			Let no man any longer hear thee find­ing fault with the court life or with thy own.

			Re­pent­ance is a kind of self-re­proof for hav­ing neg­lected some­thing use­ful; but that which is good must be some­thing use­ful, and the per­fect good man should look after it. But no such man would ever re­pent of hav­ing re­fused any sen­su­al pleas­ure. Pleas­ure then is neither good nor use­ful.

			This thing, what is it in it­self, in its own con­sti­tu­tion? What is its sub­stance and ma­ter­i­al? And what its caus­al nature [or form]? And what is it do­ing in the world? And how long does it sub­sist?

			When thou risest from sleep with re­luct­ance, re­mem­ber that it is ac­cord­ing to thy con­sti­tu­tion and ac­cord­ing to hu­man nature to per­form so­cial acts, but sleep­ing is com­mon also to ir­ra­tion­al an­im­als. But that which is ac­cord­ing to each in­di­vidu­al’s nature is also more pe­cu­li­arly its own, and more suit­able to its nature, and in­deed also more agree­able.

			Con­stantly and, if it be pos­sible, on the oc­ca­sion of every im­pres­sion on the soul, ap­ply to it the prin­ciples of Phys­ic, of Eth­ic, and of Dia­lectic.

			Whatever man thou meetest with, im­me­di­ately say to thy­self: What opin­ions has this man about good and bad? For if with re­spect to pleas­ure and pain and the causes of each, and with re­spect to fame and ig­no­miny, death and life, he has such and such opin­ions, it will seem noth­ing won­der­ful or strange to me, if he does such and such things; and I shall bear in mind that he is com­pelled to do so.71

			Re­mem­ber that as it is a shame to be sur­prised if the fig-tree pro­duces figs, so it is to be sur­prised if the world pro­duces such and such things of which it is pro­duct­ive; and for the phys­i­cian and the helms­man it is a shame to be sur­prised, if a man has a fever, or if the wind is un­fa­vour­able.

			Re­mem­ber that to change thy opin­ion and to fol­low him who cor­rects thy er­ror is as con­sist­ent with free­dom as it is to per­sist in thy er­ror. For it is thy own, the activ­ity which is ex­er­ted ac­cord­ing to thy own move­ment and judge­ment, and in­deed ac­cord­ing to thy own un­der­stand­ing too.

			If a thing is in thy own power, why dost thou do it? But if it is in the power of an­oth­er, whom dost thou blame? The atoms [chance] or the gods? Both are fool­ish. Thou must blame nobody. For if thou canst, cor­rect that which is the cause; but if thou canst not do this, cor­rect at least the thing it­self; but if thou canst not do even this, of what use is it to thee to find fault? For noth­ing should be done without a pur­pose.

			That which has died falls not out of the uni­verse. If it stays here, it also changes here, and is dis­solved in­to its prop­er parts, which are ele­ments of the uni­verse and of thy­self. And these too change, and they mur­mur not.

			Everything ex­ists for some end, a horse, a vine. Why dost thou won­der? Even the sun will say, I am for some pur­pose, and the rest of the gods will say the same. For what pur­pose then art thou? to en­joy pleas­ure? See if com­mon sense al­lows this.

			Nature has had re­gard in everything no less to the end than to the be­gin­ning and the con­tinu­ance, just like the man who throws up a ball. What good is it then for the ball to be thrown up, or harm for it to come down, or even to have fallen? And what good is it to the bubble while it holds to­geth­er, or what harm when it is burst? The same may be said of a light also.

			Turn it [the body] in­side out, and see what kind of thing it is; and when it has grown old, what kind of thing it be­comes, and when it is dis­eased.

			Short-lived are both the praiser and the praised, and the re­mem­ber­er and the re­membered: and all this in a nook of this part of the world; and not even here do all agree, no, not any­one with him­self: and the whole earth too is a point.

			At­tend to the mat­ter which is be­fore thee, wheth­er it is an opin­ion or an act or a word.

			Thou suf­ferest this justly: for thou choosest rather to be­come good to­mor­row than to be good today.

			Am I do­ing any­thing? I do it with ref­er­ence to the good of man­kind. Does any­thing hap­pen to me? I re­ceive it and refer it to the gods, and the source of all things, from which all that hap­pens is de­rived.

			Such as bathing ap­pears to thee—oil, sweat, dirt, filthy wa­ter, all things dis­gust­ing—so is every part of life and everything.

			Lu­cilla saw Ver­us die, and then Lu­cilla died. Secunda saw Max­imus die, and then Secunda died. Epi­tyn­chanus saw Di­otimus die, and Epi­tyn­chanus died. Ant­oninus saw Faustina die, and then Ant­oninus died. Such is everything. Cel­er saw Had­ri­an die, and then Cel­er died. And those sharp-wit­ted men, either seers or men in­flated with pride, where are they? For in­stance the sharp-wit­ted men, Char­ax and De­met­ri­us the Pla­ton­ist and Eu­dæ­mon, and any­one else like them. All eph­em­er­al, dead long ago. Some in­deed have not been re­membered even for a short time, and oth­ers have be­come the her­oes of fables, and again oth­ers have dis­ap­peared even from fables. Re­mem­ber this then, that this little com­pound, thy­self, must either be dis­solved, or thy poor breath must be ex­tin­guished, or be re­moved and placed else­where.

			It is sat­is­fac­tion to a man to do the prop­er works of a man. Now it is a prop­er work of a man to be be­ne­vol­ent to his own kind, to des­pise the move­ments of the senses, to form a just judge­ment of plaus­ible ap­pear­ances, and to take a sur­vey of the nature of the uni­verse and of the things which hap­pen in it.

			There are three re­la­tions between thee and oth­er things: the one to the body72 which sur­rounds thee; the second to the di­vine cause from which all things come to all; and the third to those who live with thee.

			Pain is either an evil to the body—then let the body say what it thinks of it—or to the soul; but it is in the power of the soul to main­tain its own serenity and tran­quil­ity, and not to think that pain is an evil. For every judge­ment and move­ment and de­sire and aver­sion is with­in, and no evil as­cends so high.

			Wipe out thy ima­gin­a­tions by of­ten say­ing to thy­self: now it is in my power to let no bad­ness be in this soul, nor de­sire nor any per­turb­a­tion at all; but look­ing at all things I see what is their nature, and I use each ac­cord­ing to its value.—Re­mem­ber this power which thou hast from nature.

			Speak both in the sen­ate and to every man, who­ever he may be, ap­pro­pri­ately, not with any af­fect­a­tion: use plain dis­course.

			Au­gus­tus’ court, wife, daugh­ter, des­cend­ants, an­cest­ors, sis­ter, Ag­rippa, kins­men, in­tim­ates, friends, Areius,73 Mæ­cen­as, phys­i­cians and sac­ri­fi­cing priests—the whole court is dead. Then turn to the rest, not con­sid­er­ing the death of a single man, but of a whole race, as of the Pom­peii; and that which is in­scribed on the tombs—The last of his race. Then con­sider what trouble those be­fore them have had that they might leave a suc­cessor; and then, that of ne­ces­sity someone must be the last. Again here con­sider the death of a whole race.

			It is thy duty to or­der thy life well in every single act; and if every act does its duty, as far as is pos­sible, be con­tent; and no one is able to hinder thee so that each act shall not do its duty.—But some­thing ex­tern­al will stand in the way.—Noth­ing will stand in the way of thy act­ing justly and soberly and con­sid­er­ately.—But per­haps some oth­er act­ive power will be hindered.—Well, but by ac­qui­es­cing in the hindrance and by be­ing con­tent to trans­fer thy ef­forts to that which is al­lowed, an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity of ac­tion is im­me­di­ately put be­fore thee in place of that which was hindered, and one which will ad­apt it­self to this or­der­ing of which we are speak­ing.

			Re­ceive wealth or prosper­ity without ar­rog­ance; and be ready to let it go.

			If thou didst ever see a hand cut off, or a foot, or a head, ly­ing any­where apart from the rest of the body, such does a man make him­self, as far as he can, who is not con­tent with what hap­pens, and sep­ar­ates him­self from oth­ers, or does any­thing un­so­cial. Sup­pose that thou hast de­tached thy­self from the nat­ur­al unity—for thou wast made by nature a part, but now thou hast cut thy­self off—yet here there is this beau­ti­ful pro­vi­sion, that it is in thy power again to unite thy­self. God has al­lowed this to no oth­er part, after it has been sep­ar­ated and cut asun­der, to come to­geth­er again. But con­sider the kind­ness by which he has dis­tin­guished man, for he has put it in his power not to be sep­ar­ated at all from the uni­ver­sal; and when he has been sep­ar­ated, he has al­lowed him to re­turn and to be united and to re­sume his place as a part.

			As the nature of the uni­ver­sal has giv­en to every ra­tion­al be­ing all the oth­er powers that it has, so we have re­ceived from it this power also. For as the uni­ver­sal nature con­verts and fixes in its pre­destined place everything which stands in the way and op­poses it, and makes such things a part of it­self, so also the ra­tion­al an­im­al is able to make every hindrance its own ma­ter­i­al, and to use it for such pur­poses as it may have de­signed.74

			Do not dis­turb thy­self by think­ing of the whole of thy life. Let not thy thoughts at once em­brace all the vari­ous troubles which thou may­est ex­pect to be­fall thee: but on every oc­ca­sion ask thy­self, What is there in this which is in­tol­er­able and past bear­ing? For thou wilt be ashamed to con­fess. In the next place re­mem­ber that neither the fu­ture nor the past pains thee, but only the present. But this is re­duced to a very little, if thou only cir­cum­scribest it, and chid­est thy mind, if it is un­able to hold out against even this.

			Does Panthea or Per­gamus now sit by the tomb of Ver­us?75 Does Chauri­as or Di­otimus sit by the tomb of Had­ri­an? That would be ri­dicu­lous. Well, sup­pose they did sit there, would the dead be con­scious of it? And if the dead were con­scious, would they be pleased? And if they were pleased, would that make them im­mor­tal? Was it not in the or­der of des­tiny that these per­sons too should first be­come old wo­men and old men and then die? What then would those do after these were dead? All this is foul smell and blood in a bag.

			If thou canst see sharp, look and judge wisely, says the philo­soph­er.

			In the con­sti­tu­tion of the ra­tion­al an­im­al I see no vir­tue which is op­posed to justice; but I see a vir­tue which is op­posed to love of pleas­ure, and that is tem­per­ance.

			If thou takest away thy opin­ion about that which ap­pears to give thee pain, thou thy­self stand­est in per­fect se­cur­ity.—Who is this self?—The reas­on.—But I am not reas­on.—Be it so. Let then the reas­on it­self not trouble it­self. But if any oth­er part of thee suf­fers, let it have its own opin­ion about it­self.

			Hindrance to the per­cep­tions of sense is an evil to the an­im­al nature. Hindrance to the move­ments [de­sires] is equally an evil to the an­im­al nature. And some­thing else also is equally an im­ped­i­ment and an evil to the con­sti­tu­tion of plants. So then that which is a hindrance to the in­tel­li­gence is an evil to the in­tel­li­gent nature. Ap­ply all these things then to thy­self. Does pain or sen­su­ous pleas­ure af­fect thee? The senses will look to that.—Has any obstacle op­posed thee in thy ef­forts to­wards an ob­ject? if in­deed thou wast mak­ing this ef­fort ab­so­lutely [un­con­di­tion­ally, or without any re­ser­va­tion], cer­tainly this obstacle is an evil to thee con­sidered as a ra­tion­al an­im­al. But if thou takest in­to con­sid­er­a­tion the usu­al course of things, thou hast not yet been in­jured nor even im­peded. The things how­ever which are prop­er to the un­der­stand­ing no oth­er man is used to im­pede, for neither fire, nor iron, nor tyr­ant, nor ab­use, touches it in any way. When it has been made a sphere, it con­tin­ues a sphere.

			It is not fit that I should give my­self pain, for I have nev­er in­ten­tion­ally giv­en pain even to an­oth­er.

			Dif­fer­ent things de­light dif­fer­ent people. But it is my de­light to keep the rul­ing fac­ulty sound without turn­ing away either from any man or from any of the things which hap­pen to men, but look­ing at and re­ceiv­ing all with wel­come eyes and us­ing everything ac­cord­ing to its value.

			See that thou se­cure this present time to thy­self: for those who rather pur­sue posthum­ous fame do con­sider that the men of after time will be ex­actly such as these whom they can­not bear now; and both are mor­tal. And what is it in any way to thee if these men of after time ut­ter this or that sound, or have this or that opin­ion about thee?

			Take me and cast me where thou wilt; for there I shall keep my di­vine part tran­quil, that is, con­tent, if it can feel and act con­form­ably to its prop­er con­sti­tu­tion. Is this change of place suf­fi­cient reas­on why my soul should be un­happy and worse than it was, de­pressed, ex­pan­ded, shrink­ing, af­frighted? And what wilt thou find which is suf­fi­cient reas­on for this?76

			Noth­ing can hap­pen to any man which is not a hu­man ac­ci­dent, nor to an ox which is not ac­cord­ing to the nature of an ox, nor to a vine which is not ac­cord­ing to the nature of a vine, nor to a stone which is not prop­er to a stone. If then there hap­pens to each thing both what is usu­al and nat­ur­al, why shouldst thou com­plain? For the com­mon nature brings noth­ing which may not be borne by thee.

			If thou art pained by any ex­tern­al thing, it is not this thing that dis­turbs thee, but thy own judge­ment about it. And it is in thy power to wipe out this judge­ment now. But if any­thing in thy own dis­pos­i­tion gives thee pain, who hinders thee from cor­rect­ing thy opin­ion? And even if thou art pained be­cause thou art not do­ing some par­tic­u­lar thing which seems to thee to be right, why dost thou not rather act than com­plain?—But some in­su­per­able obstacle is in the way?—Do not be grieved then, for the cause of its not be­ing done de­pends not on thee.—But it is not worth while to live if this can­not be done.—Take thy de­par­ture then from life con­ten­tedly, just as he dies who is in full activ­ity, and well pleased too with the things which are obstacles.

			Re­mem­ber that the rul­ing fac­ulty is in­vin­cible, when self-col­lec­ted it is sat­is­fied with it­self, if it does noth­ing which it does not choose to do, even if it res­ist from mere ob­stin­acy. What then will it be when it forms a judge­ment about any­thing aided by reas­on and de­lib­er­ately? There­fore the mind which is free from pas­sions is a cit­adel, for man has noth­ing more se­cure to which he can fly for, refuge and for the fu­ture be in­ex­pugnable. He then who has not seen this is an ig­nor­ant man; but he who has seen it and does not fly to this refuge is un­happy.

			Say noth­ing more to thy­self than what the first ap­pear­ances re­port. Sup­pose that it has been re­por­ted to thee that a cer­tain per­son speaks ill of thee. This has been re­por­ted; but that thou hast been in­jured, that has not been re­por­ted. I see that my child is sick. I do see; but that he is in danger, I do not see. Thus then al­ways abide by the first ap­pear­ances, and add noth­ing thy­self from with­in, and then noth­ing hap­pens to thee. Or rather add some­thing, like a man who knows everything that hap­pens in the world.

			A cu­cum­ber is bit­ter.—Throw it away.—There are bri­ars in the road.—Turn aside from them.—This is enough. Do not add, And why were such things made in the world? For thou wilt be ri­diculed by a man who is ac­quain­ted with nature, as thou wouldst be ri­diculed by a car­penter and shoe­maker if thou didst find fault be­cause thou seest in their work­shop shav­ings and cut­tings from the things which they make. And yet they have places in­to which they can throw these shav­ings and cut­tings, and the uni­ver­sal nature has no ex­tern­al space; but the won­drous part of her art is that though she has cir­cum­scribed her­self, everything with­in her which ap­pears to de­cay and to grow old and to be use­less she changes in­to her­self, and again makes oth­er new things from these very same, so that she re­quires neither sub­stance from without nor wants a place in­to which she may cast that which de­cays. She is con­tent then with her own space, and her own mat­ter and her own art.

			Neither in thy ac­tions be slug­gish nor in thy con­ver­sa­tion without meth­od, nor wan­der­ing in thy thoughts, nor let there be in thy soul in­ward con­ten­tion nor ex­tern­al ef­fu­sion, nor in life be so busy as to have no leis­ure.

			Sup­pose that men kill thee, cut thee in pieces, curse thee. What then can these things do to pre­vent thy mind from re­main­ing pure, wise, sober, just? For in­stance, if a man should stand by a limp­id pure spring, and curse it, the spring nev­er ceases send­ing up pot­able wa­ter; and if he should cast clay in­to it or filth, it will speedily dis­perse them and wash them out, and will not be at all pol­luted. How then shalt thou pos­sess a per­petu­al foun­tain and not a mere well? By form­ing thy­self hourly to free­dom con­joined with con­tent­ment, sim­pli­city and mod­esty.

			He who does not know what the world is, does not know where he is. And he who does not know for what pur­pose the world ex­ists, does not know who he is, nor what the world is. But he who has failed in any one of these things could not even say for what pur­pose he ex­ists him­self. What then dost thou think of him who avoids or seeks the praise of those who ap­plaud, of men who know not either where they are or who they are?

			Dost thou wish to be praised by a man who curses him­self thrice every hour? Wouldst thou wish to please a man who does not please him­self? Does a man please him­self who re­pents of nearly everything that he does?

			No longer let thy breath­ing only act in con­cert with the air which sur­rounds thee, but let thy in­tel­li­gence also now be in har­mony with the in­tel­li­gence which em­braces all things. For the in­tel­li­gent power is no less dif­fused in all parts and per­vades all things for him who is will­ing to draw it to him than the aer­i­al power for him who is able to respire it.

			Gen­er­ally, wicked­ness does no harm at all to the uni­verse; and par­tic­u­larly, the wicked­ness of one man does no harm to an­oth­er. It is only harm­ful to him who has it in his power to be re­leased from it, as soon as he shall choose.

			To my own free will the free will of my neigh­bour is just as in­dif­fer­ent as his poor breath and flesh. For though we are made es­pe­cially for the sake of one an­oth­er, still the rul­ing power of each of us has its own of­fice, for oth­er­wise my neigh­bour’s wicked­ness would be my harm, which God has not willed in or­der that my un­hap­pi­ness may not de­pend on an­oth­er.

			The sun ap­pears to be poured down, and in all dir­ec­tions in­deed it is dif­fused, yet it is not ef­fused. For this dif­fu­sion is ex­ten­sion: Ac­cord­ingly its rays are called Ex­ten­sions be­cause they are ex­ten­ded.77 But one may judge what kind of a thing a ray is, if he looks at the sun’s light passing through a nar­row open­ing in­to a darkened room, for it is ex­ten­ded in a right line, and as it were is di­vided when it meets with any sol­id body which stands in the way and in­ter­cepts the air bey­ond; but there the light re­mains fixed and does not glide or fall off. Such then ought to be the out­pour­ing and dif­fu­sion of the un­der­stand­ing, and it should in no way be an ef­fu­sion, but an ex­ten­sion, and it should make no vi­ol­ent or im­petu­ous col­li­sion with the obstacles which are in its way; nor yet fall down, but be fixed and en­light­en that which re­ceives it. For a body will de­prive it­self of the il­lu­min­a­tion, if it does not ad­mit it.

			He who fears death either fears the loss of sen­sa­tion or a dif­fer­ent kind of sen­sa­tion. But if thou shalt have no sen­sa­tion, neither wilt thou feel any harm; and if thou shalt ac­quire an­oth­er kind of sen­sa­tion, thou wilt be a dif­fer­ent kind of liv­ing be­ing and thou wilt not cease to live.

			Men ex­ist for the sake of one an­oth­er. Teach them then or bear with them.

			In one way an ar­row moves, in an­oth­er way the mind. The mind in­deed, both when it ex­er­cises cau­tion and when it is em­ployed about in­quiry, moves straight on­ward not the less, and to its ob­ject.

			Enter in­to every man’s rul­ing fac­ulty; and also let every oth­er man enter in­to thine.78
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			He who acts un­justly acts im­pi­ously. For since the uni­ver­sal nature has made ra­tion­al an­im­als for the sake of one an­oth­er to help one an­oth­er ac­cord­ing to their deserts, but in no way to in­jure one an­oth­er, he who trans­gresses her will, is clearly guilty of im­pi­ety to­wards the highest di­vin­ity. And he too who lies is guilty of im­pi­ety to the same di­vin­ity; for the uni­ver­sal nature is the nature of things that are; and things that are have a re­la­tion to all things that come in­to ex­ist­ence.79 And fur­ther, this uni­ver­sal nature is named truth, and is the prime cause of all things that are true. He then who lies in­ten­tion­ally is guilty of im­pi­ety inas­much as he acts un­justly by de­ceiv­ing; and he also who lies un­in­ten­tion­ally, inas­much as he is at vari­ance with the uni­ver­sal nature, and inas­much as he dis­turbs the or­der by fight­ing against the nature of the world; for he fights against it, who is moved of him­self to that which is con­trary to truth, for he had re­ceived powers from nature through the neg­lect of which he is not able now to dis­tin­guish false­hood from truth. And in­deed he who pur­sues pleas­ure as good, and avoids pain as evil, is guilty of im­pi­ety. For of ne­ces­sity such a man must of­ten find fault with the uni­ver­sal nature, al­leging that it as­signs things to the bad and the good con­trary to their deserts, be­cause fre­quently the bad are in the en­joy­ment of pleas­ure and pos­sess the things which pro­cure pleas­ure, but the good have pain for their share and the things which cause pain. And fur­ther, he who is afraid of pain will some­times also be afraid of some of the things which will hap­pen in the world, and even this is im­pi­ety. And he who pur­sues pleas­ure will not ab­stain from in­justice, and this is plainly im­pi­ety. Now with re­spect to the things to­wards which the uni­ver­sal nature is equally af­fected—for it would not have made both, un­less it was equally af­fected to­wards both—to­wards these they who wish to fol­low nature should be of the same mind with it, and equally af­fected. With re­spect to pain, then, and pleas­ure, or death and life, or hon­our and dis­hon­our, which the uni­ver­sal nature em­ploys equally, who­ever is not equally af­fected is mani­festly act­ing im­pi­ously. And I say that the uni­ver­sal nature em­ploys them equally, in­stead of say­ing that they hap­pen alike to those who are pro­duced in con­tinu­ous series and to those who come after them by vir­tue of a cer­tain ori­gin­al move­ment of Provid­ence, ac­cord­ing to which it moved from a cer­tain be­gin­ning to this or­der­ing of things, hav­ing con­ceived cer­tain prin­ciples of the things which were to be, and hav­ing de­term­ined powers pro­duct­ive of be­ings and of changes and of such­like suc­ces­sions.

			It would be a man’s hap­pi­est lot to de­part from man­kind without hav­ing had any taste of ly­ing and hy­po­crisy and lux­ury and pride. How­ever to breathe out one’s life when a man has had enough of these things is the next best voy­age, as the say­ing is. Hast thou de­term­ined to abide with vice, and has not ex­per­i­ence yet in­duced thee to fly from this pes­ti­lence? For the de­struc­tion of the un­der­stand­ing is a pes­ti­lence, much more in­deed than any such cor­rup­tion and change of this at­mo­sphere which sur­rounds us. For this cor­rup­tion is a pes­ti­lence of an­im­als so far as they are an­im­als; but the oth­er is a pes­ti­lence of men so far as they are men.

			Do not des­pise death, but be well con­tent with it, since this too is one of those things which nature wills. For such as it is to be young and to grow old, and to in­crease and to reach ma­tur­ity, and to have teeth and beard and grey hairs, and to be­get, and to be preg­nant and to bring forth, and all the oth­er nat­ur­al op­er­a­tions which the sea­sons of thy life bring, such also is dis­sol­u­tion. This, then, is con­sist­ent with the char­ac­ter of a re­flect­ing man, to be neither care­less nor im­pa­tient nor con­temp­tu­ous with re­spect to death, but to wait for it as one of the op­er­a­tions of nature. As thou now waitest for the time when the child shall come out of thy wife’s womb, so be ready for the time when thy soul shall fall out of this en­vel­ope. But if thou re­quirest also a vul­gar kind of com­fort which shall reach thy heart, thou wilt be made best re­con­ciled to death by ob­serving the ob­jects from which thou art go­ing to be re­moved, and the mor­als of those with whom thy soul will no longer be mingled. For it is no way right to be of­fen­ded with men, but it is thy duty to care for them and to bear with them gently; and yet to re­mem­ber that thy de­par­ture will be not from men who have the same prin­ciples as thy­self. For this is the only thing, if there be any, which could draw us the con­trary way and at­tach us to life, to be per­mit­ted to live with those who have the same prin­ciples as ourselves. But now thou seest how great is the trouble arising from the dis­cord­ance of those who live to­geth­er, so that thou may­est say, Come quick, O death, lest per­chance I, too, should for­get my­self.

			He who does wrong does wrong against him­self. He who acts un­justly acts un­justly to him­self, be­cause he makes him­self bad.

			He of­ten acts un­justly who does not do a cer­tain thing; not only he who does a cer­tain thing.

			Thy present opin­ion foun­ded on un­der­stand­ing, and thy present con­duct dir­ec­ted to so­cial good, and thy present dis­pos­i­tion of con­tent­ment with everything which hap­pens—that is enough.

			Wipe out ima­gin­a­tion; check de­sire; ex­tin­guish ap­pet­ite; keep the rul­ing fac­ulty in its own power.

			Among the an­im­als which have not reas­on one life is dis­trib­uted; but among reas­on­able an­im­als one in­tel­li­gent soul is dis­trib­uted: just as there is one earth of all things which are of an earthy nature, and we see by one light, and breathe one air, all of us that have the fac­ulty of vis­ion and all that have life.

			All things which par­ti­cip­ate in any­thing which is com­mon to them all move to­wards that which is of the same kind with them­selves. Everything which is earthy turns to­wards the earth, everything which is li­quid flows to­geth­er, and everything which is of an aer­i­al kind does the same, so that they re­quire some­thing to keep them asun­der, and the ap­plic­a­tion of force. Fire in­deed moves up­wards on ac­count of the ele­ment­al fire, but it is so ready to be kindled to­geth­er with all the fire which is here, that even every sub­stance which is some­what dry, is eas­ily ig­nited, be­cause there is less mingled with it of that which is a hindrance to ig­ni­tion. Ac­cord­ingly then everything also which par­ti­cip­ates in the com­mon in­tel­li­gent nature moves in like man­ner to­wards that which is of the same kind with it­self, or moves even more. For so much as it is su­per­i­or in com­par­is­on with all oth­er things, in the same de­gree also is it more ready to mingle with and to be fused with that which is akin to it. Ac­cord­ingly among an­im­als devoid of reas­on we find swarms of bees, and herds of cattle, and the nur­ture of young birds, and in a man­ner, loves; for even in an­im­als there are souls, and that power which brings them to­geth­er is seen to ex­ert it­self in the su­per­i­or de­gree, and in such a way as nev­er has been ob­served in plants nor in stones nor in trees. But in ra­tion­al an­im­als there are polit­ic­al com­munit­ies and friend­ships, and fam­il­ies and meet­ings of people; and in wars, treat­ies and armistices. But in the things which are still su­per­i­or, even though they are sep­ar­ated from one an­oth­er, unity in a man­ner ex­ists, as in the stars. Thus the as­cent to the high­er de­gree is able to pro­duce a sym­pathy even in things which are sep­ar­ated. See, then, what now takes place. For only in­tel­li­gent an­im­als have now for­got­ten this mu­tu­al de­sire and in­clin­a­tion, and in them alone the prop­erty of flow­ing to­geth­er is not seen. But still though men strive to avoid this uni­on, they are caught and held by it, for their nature is too strong for them; and thou wilt see what I say, if thou only ob­ser­vest. Soon­er, then, will one find any­thing earthy which comes in con­tact with no earthy thing than a man al­to­geth­er sep­ar­ated from oth­er men.

			Both man and God and the uni­verse pro­duce fruit; at the prop­er sea­sons each pro­duces it. But if us­age has es­pe­cially fixed these terms to the vine and like things, this is noth­ing. Reas­on pro­duces fruit both for all and for it­self, and there are pro­duced from it oth­er things of the same kind as reas­on it­self.

			If thou art able, cor­rect by teach­ing those who do wrong; but if thou canst not, re­mem­ber that in­dul­gence is giv­en to thee for this pur­pose. And the gods, too, are in­dul­gent to such per­sons; and for some pur­poses they even help them to get health, wealth, repu­ta­tion; so kind they are. And it is in thy power also; or say, who hinders thee?

			La­bour not as one who is wretched, nor yet as one who would be pit­ied or ad­mired: but dir­ect thy will to one thing only, to put thy­self in mo­tion and to check thy­self, as the so­cial reas­on re­quires.

			Today I have got out of all trouble, or rather I have cast out all trouble, for it was not out­side, but with­in and in my opin­ions.

			All things are the same, fa­mil­i­ar in ex­per­i­ence, and eph­em­er­al in time, and worth­less in the mat­ter. Everything now is just as it was in the time of those whom we have bur­ied.

			Things stand out­side of us, them­selves by them­selves, neither know­ing aught of them­selves, nor ex­press­ing any judge­ment. What is it, then, which does judge about them? The rul­ing fac­ulty.

			Not in passiv­ity, but in activ­ity lie the evil and the good of the ra­tion­al so­cial an­im­al, just as his vir­tue and his vice lie not in passiv­ity, but in activ­ity.80

			For the stone which has been thrown up it is no evil to come down, nor in­deed any good to have been car­ried up.

			Pen­et­rate in­wards in­to men’s lead­ing prin­ciples, and thou wilt see what judges thou art afraid of, and what kind of judges they are of them­selves.

			All things are chan­ging: and thou thy­self art in con­tinu­ous muta­tion and in a man­ner in con­tinu­ous de­struc­tion, and the whole uni­verse too.

			It is thy duty to leave an­oth­er man’s wrong­ful act there where it is.

			Ter­min­a­tion of activ­ity, ces­sa­tion from move­ment and opin­ion, and in a sense their death, is no evil. Turn thy thoughts now to the con­sid­er­a­tion of thy life, thy life as a child, as a youth, thy man­hood, thy old age, for in these also every change was a death. Is this any­thing to fear? Turn thy thoughts now to thy life un­der thy grand­fath­er, then to thy life un­der thy moth­er, then to thy life un­der thy fath­er; and as thou find­est many oth­er dif­fer­ences and changes and ter­min­a­tions, ask thy­self, Is this any­thing to fear? In like man­ner, then, neither are the ter­min­a­tion and ces­sa­tion and change of thy whole life a thing to be afraid of.

			Hasten to ex­am­ine thy own rul­ing fac­ulty and that of the uni­verse and that of thy neigh­bour: thy own that thou may­est make it just: and that of the uni­verse, that thou may­est re­mem­ber of what thou art a part; and that of thy neigh­bour, that thou may­est know wheth­er he has ac­ted ig­nor­antly or with know­ledge, and that thou may­est also con­sider that his rul­ing fac­ulty is akin to thine.

			As thou thy­self art a com­pon­ent part of a so­cial sys­tem, so let every act of thine be a com­pon­ent part of so­cial life. Whatever act of thine then has no ref­er­ence either im­me­di­ately or re­motely to a so­cial end, this tears asun­der thy life, and does not al­low it to be one, and it is of the nature of a mutiny, just as when in a pop­u­lar as­sembly a man act­ing by him­self stands apart from the gen­er­al agree­ment.

			Quar­rels of little chil­dren and their sports, and poor spir­its car­ry­ing about dead bod­ies, such is everything; and so what is ex­hib­ited in the rep­res­ent­a­tion of the man­sions of the dead81 strikes our eyes more clearly.

			Ex­am­ine in­to the qual­ity of the form of an ob­ject, and de­tach it al­to­geth­er from its ma­ter­i­al part, and then con­tem­plate it; then de­term­ine the time, the longest which a thing of this pe­cu­li­ar form is nat­ur­ally made to en­dure.

			Thou hast en­dured in­fin­ite troubles through not be­ing con­ten­ted with thy rul­ing fac­ulty, when it does the things which it is con­sti­tuted by nature to do. But enough of this.

			When an­oth­er blames thee or hates thee, or when men say about thee any­thing in­jur­i­ous, ap­proach their poor souls, pen­et­rate with­in, and see what kind of men they are. Thou wilt dis­cov­er that there is no reas­on to take any trouble that these men may have this or that opin­ion about thee. How­ever thou must be well dis­posed to­wards them, for by nature they are friends. And the gods too aid them in all ways, by dreams, by signs, to­wards the at­tain­ment of those things on which they set a value.

			The peri­od­ic move­ments of the uni­verse are the same, up and down from age to age. And either the uni­ver­sal in­tel­li­gence puts it­self in mo­tion for every sep­ar­ate ef­fect, and if this is so, be thou con­tent with that which is the res­ult of its activ­ity; or it puts it­self in mo­tion once, and everything else comes by way of se­quence82 in a man­ner; or in­di­vis­ible ele­ments are the ori­gin of all things.—In a word, if there is a god, all is well; and if chance rules, do not thou also be gov­erned by it.

			Soon will the earth cov­er us all: then the earth, too, will change, and the things also which res­ult from change will con­tin­ue to change forever, and these again forever. For if a man re­flects on the changes and trans­form­a­tions which fol­low one an­oth­er like wave after wave and their rapid­ity, he will des­pise everything which is per­ish­able.

			The uni­ver­sal cause is like a winter tor­rent: it car­ries everything along with it. But how worth­less are all these poor people who are en­gaged in mat­ters polit­ic­al, and, as they sup­pose, are play­ing the philo­soph­er! All driv­el­lers. Well then, man: do what nature now re­quires. Set thy­self in mo­tion, if it is in thy power, and do not look about thee to see if any­one will ob­serve it; nor yet ex­pect Pla­to’s Re­pub­lic:83 but be con­tent if the smal­lest thing goes on well, and con­sider such an event to be no small mat­ter. For who can change men’s opin­ions? And without a change of opin­ions what else is there than the slavery of men who groan while they pre­tend to obey? Come now and tell me of Al­ex­an­der and Philip and De­met­ri­us of Phaler­um. They them­selves shall judge wheth­er they dis­covered what the com­mon nature re­quired, and trained them­selves ac­cord­ingly. But if they ac­ted like tragedy her­oes, no one has con­demned me to im­it­ate them. Simple and mod­est is the work of philo­sophy. Draw me not aside to in­dol­ence and pride.

			Look down from above on the count­less herds of men and their count­less solem­nit­ies, and the in­fin­itely var­ied voy­agings in storms and calms, and the dif­fer­ences among those who are born, who live to­geth­er, and die. And con­sider, too, the life lived by oth­ers in olden time, and the life of those who will live after thee, and the life now lived among bar­bar­ous na­tions, and how many know not even thy name, and how many will soon for­get it, and how they who per­haps now are prais­ing thee will very soon blame thee, and that neither a posthum­ous name is of any value, nor repu­ta­tion, nor any­thing else.

			Let there be free­dom from per­turb­a­tions with re­spect to the things which come from the ex­tern­al cause; and let there be justice in the things done by vir­tue of the in­tern­al cause, that is, let there be move­ment and ac­tion ter­min­at­ing in this, in so­cial acts, for this is ac­cord­ing to thy nature.

			Thou canst re­move out of the way many use­less things among those which dis­turb thee, for they lie en­tirely in thy opin­ion; and thou wilt then gain for thy­self ample space by com­pre­hend­ing the whole uni­verse in thy mind, and by con­tem­plat­ing the etern­ity of time, and ob­serving the rap­id change of every sev­er­al thing, how short is the time from birth to dis­sol­u­tion, and the il­lim­it­able time be­fore birth as well as the equally bound­less time after dis­sol­u­tion.

			All that thou seest will quickly per­ish, and those who have been spec­tat­ors of its dis­sol­u­tion will very soon per­ish too. And he who dies at the ex­tremest old age will be brought in­to the same con­di­tion with him who died pre­ma­turely.

			What are these men’s lead­ing prin­ciples, and about what kind of things are they busy, and for what kind of reas­ons do they love and hon­our? Ima­gine that thou seest their poor souls laid bare. When they think that they do harm by their blame or good by their praise, what an idea!

			Loss is noth­ing else than change. But the uni­ver­sal nature de­lights in change, and in obed­i­ence to her all things are now done well, and from etern­ity have been done in like form, and will be such to time without end. What, then, dost thou say? That all things have been and all things al­ways will be bad, and that no power has ever been found in so many gods to rec­ti­fy these things, but the world has been con­demned to be found in nev­er ceas­ing evil?

			The rot­ten­ness of the mat­ter which is the found­a­tion of everything! Wa­ter, dust, bones, filth: or again, marble rocks, the cal­los­it­ies of the earth; and gold and sil­ver, the sed­i­ments; and gar­ments, only bits of hair; and purple dye, blood; and everything else is of the same kind. And that which is of the nature of breath is also an­oth­er thing of the same kind, chan­ging from this to that.

			Enough of this wretched life and mur­mur­ing and apish tricks. Why art thou dis­turbed? What is there new in this? What un­settles thee? Is it the form of the thing? Look at it. Or is it the mat­ter? Look at it. But be­sides these there is noth­ing. To­wards the gods, then, now be­come at last more simple and bet­ter. It is the same wheth­er we ex­am­ine these things for a hun­dred years or three.

			If any man has done wrong, the harm is his own. But per­haps he has not done wrong.

			Either all things pro­ceed from one in­tel­li­gent source and come to­geth­er as in one body, and the part ought not to find fault with what is done for the be­ne­fit of the whole; or there are only atoms, and noth­ing else than mix­ture and dis­per­sion. Why, then, art thou dis­turbed? Say to the rul­ing fac­ulty, Art thou dead, art thou cor­rup­ted, art thou play­ing the hy­po­crite, art thou be­come a beast, dost thou herd and feed with the rest?84

			Either the gods have no power or they have power. If, then, they have no power, why dost thou pray to them? But if they have power, why dost thou not pray for them to give thee the fac­ulty of not fear­ing any of the things which thou fearest, or of not de­sir­ing any of the things which thou de­sirest, or not be­ing pained at any­thing, rather than pray that any of these things should not hap­pen or hap­pen? for cer­tainly if they can co­oper­ate with men, they can co­oper­ate for these pur­poses. But per­haps thou wilt say, the gods have placed them in thy power. Well, then, is it not bet­ter to use what is in thy power like a free man than to de­sire in a slav­ish and ab­ject way what is not in thy power? And who has told thee that the gods do not aid us even in the things which are in our power? Be­gin, then, to pray for such things, and thou wilt see. One man prays thus: How shall I be able to lie with that wo­man? Do thou pray thus: How shall I not de­sire to lie with her? An­oth­er prays thus: How shall I be re­leased from this? An­oth­er prays: How shall I not de­sire to be re­leased? An­oth­er thus: How shall I not lose my little son? Thou thus: How shall I not be afraid to lose him? In fine, turn thy pray­ers this way, and see what comes.

			Epi­cur­us says, In my sick­ness my con­ver­sa­tion was not about my bod­ily suf­fer­ings, nor, says he, did I talk on such sub­jects to those who vis­ited me; but I con­tin­ued to dis­course on the nature of things as be­fore, keep­ing to this main point, how the mind, while par­ti­cip­at­ing in such move­ments as go on in the poor flesh, shall be free from per­turb­a­tions and main­tain its prop­er good. Nor did I, he says, give the phys­i­cians an op­por­tun­ity of put­ting on sol­emn looks, as if they were do­ing some­thing great, but my life went on well and hap­pily. Do, then, the same that he did both in sick­ness, if thou art sick, and in any oth­er cir­cum­stances; for nev­er to desert philo­sophy in any events that may be­fall us, nor to hold tri­fling talk either with an ig­nor­ant man or with one un­ac­quain­ted with nature, is a prin­ciple of all schools of philo­sophy; but to be in­tent only on that which thou art now do­ing and on the in­stru­ment by which thou doest it.

			When thou art of­fen­ded with any man’s shame­less con­duct, im­me­di­ately ask thy­self, Is it pos­sible, then, that shame­less men should not be in the world? It is not pos­sible. Do not, then, re­quire what is im­possible. For this man also is one of those shame­less men who must of ne­ces­sity be in the world. Let the same con­sid­er­a­tions be present to thy mind in the case of the knave, and the faith­less man, and of every man who does wrong in any way. For at the same time that thou dost re­mind thy­self that it is im­possible that such kind of men should not ex­ist, thou wilt be­come more kindly dis­posed to­wards every one in­di­vidu­ally. It is use­ful to per­ceive this, too, im­me­di­ately when the oc­ca­sion arises, what vir­tue nature has giv­en to man to op­pose to every wrong­ful act. For she has giv­en to man, as an an­ti­dote against the stu­pid man, mild­ness, and against an­oth­er kind of man some oth­er power. And in all cases it is pos­sible for thee to cor­rect by teach­ing the man who is gone astray; for every man who errs misses his ob­ject and is gone astray. Be­sides wherein hast thou been in­jured? For thou wilt find that no one among those against whom thou art ir­rit­ated has done any­thing by which thy mind could be made worse; but that which is evil to thee and harm­ful has its found­a­tion only in the mind. And what harm is done or what is there strange, if the man who has not been in­struc­ted does the acts of an un­in­struc­ted man? Con­sider wheth­er thou shouldst not rather blame thy­self, be­cause thou didst not ex­pect such a man to err in such a way. For thou hadst means giv­en thee by thy reas­on to sup­pose that it was likely that he would com­mit this er­ror, and yet thou hast for­got­ten and art amazed that he has erred. But most of all when thou blamest a man as faith­less or un­grate­ful, turn to thy­self. For the fault is mani­festly thy own, wheth­er thou didst trust that a man who had such a dis­pos­i­tion would keep his prom­ise, or when con­fer­ring thy kind­ness thou didst not con­fer it ab­so­lutely, nor yet in such way as to have re­ceived from thy very act all the profit. For what more dost thou want when thou hast done a man a ser­vice? Art thou not con­tent that thou hast done some­thing con­form­able to thy nature, and dost thou seek to be paid for it? Just as if the eye de­man­ded a re­com­pense for see­ing, or the feet for walk­ing. For as these mem­bers are formed for a par­tic­u­lar pur­pose, and by work­ing ac­cord­ing to their sev­er­al con­sti­tu­tions ob­tain what is their own;85 so also as man is formed by nature to acts of be­ne­vol­ence, when he has done any­thing be­ne­vol­ent or in any oth­er way con­du­cive to the com­mon in­terest, he has ac­ted con­form­ably to his con­sti­tu­tion, and he gets what is his own.
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			Wilt thou, then, my soul, nev­er be good and simple and one and na­ked, more mani­fest than the body which sur­rounds thee? Wilt thou nev­er en­joy an af­fec­tion­ate and con­ten­ted dis­pos­i­tion? Wilt thou nev­er be full and without a want of any kind, long­ing for noth­ing more, nor de­sir­ing any­thing, either an­im­ate or in­an­im­ate, for the en­joy­ment of pleas­ures? Nor yet de­sir­ing time wherein thou shalt have longer en­joy­ment, or place, or pleas­ant cli­mate, or so­ci­ety of men with whom thou may­est live in har­mony? But wilt thou be sat­is­fied with thy present con­di­tion, and pleased with all that is about thee, and wilt thou con­vince thy­self that thou hast everything and that it comes from the gods, that everything is well for thee, and will be well whatever shall please them, and whatever they shall give for the con­ser­va­tion of the per­fect liv­ing be­ing,86 the good and just and beau­ti­ful, which gen­er­ates and holds to­geth­er all things, and con­tains and em­braces all things which are dis­solved for the pro­duc­tion of oth­er like things? Wilt thou nev­er be such that thou shalt so dwell in com­munity with gods and men as neither to find fault with them at all, nor to be con­demned by them?

			Ob­serve what thy nature re­quires, so far as thou art gov­erned by nature only: then do it and ac­cept it, if thy nature, so far as thou art a liv­ing be­ing, shall not be made worse by it.

			And next thou must ob­serve what thy nature re­quires so far as thou art a liv­ing be­ing. And all this thou may­est al­low thy­self, if thy nature, so far as thou art a ra­tion­al an­im­al, shall not be made worse by it. But the ra­tion­al an­im­al is con­sequently also a polit­ic­al [so­cial] an­im­al. Use these rules, then, and trouble thy­self about noth­ing else.

			Everything which hap­pens either hap­pens in such wise as thou art formed by nature to bear it, or as thou art not formed by nature to bear it. If, then, it hap­pens to thee in such way as thou art formed by nature to bear it, do not com­plain, but bear it as thou art formed by nature to bear it. But if it hap­pens in such wise as thou art not formed by nature to bear it, do not com­plain, for it will per­ish after it has con­sumed thee. Re­mem­ber, how­ever, that thou art formed by nature to bear everything, with re­spect to which it de­pends on thy own opin­ion to make it en­dur­able and tol­er­able, by think­ing that it is either thy in­terest or thy duty to do this.

			If a man is mis­taken, in­struct him kindly and show him his er­ror. But if thou art not able, blame thy­self, or blame not even thy­self.

			Whatever may hap­pen to thee, it was pre­pared for thee from all etern­ity; and the im­plic­a­tion of causes was from etern­ity spin­ning the thread of thy be­ing, and of that which is in­cid­ent to it.

			Wheth­er the uni­verse is a con­course of atoms, or nature is a sys­tem, let this first be es­tab­lished, that I am a part of the whole which is gov­erned by nature; next, I am in a man­ner in­tim­ately re­lated to the parts which are of the same kind with my­self. For re­mem­ber­ing this, inas­much as I am a part, I shall be dis­con­ten­ted with none of the things which are as­signed to me out of the whole; for noth­ing is in­jur­i­ous to the part, if it is for the ad­vant­age of the whole. For the whole con­tains noth­ing which is not for its ad­vant­age; and all natures in­deed have this com­mon prin­ciple, but the nature of the uni­verse has this prin­ciple be­sides, that it can­not be com­pelled even by any ex­tern­al cause to gen­er­ate any­thing harm­ful to it­self. By re­mem­ber­ing, then, that I am a part of such a whole, I shall be con­tent with everything that hap­pens. And inas­much as I am in a man­ner in­tim­ately re­lated to the parts which are of the same kind with my­self, I shall do noth­ing un­so­cial, but I shall rather dir­ect my­self to the things which are of the same kind with my­self, and I shall turn an my ef­forts to the com­mon in­terest, and di­vert them from the con­trary. Now, if these things are done so, life must flow on hap­pily, just as thou may­est ob­serve that the life of a cit­izen is happy, who con­tin­ues a course of ac­tion which is ad­vant­age­ous to his fel­low-cit­izens, and is con­tent with whatever the state may as­sign to him.

			The parts of the whole, everything, I mean, which is nat­ur­ally com­pre­hen­ded in the uni­verse, must of ne­ces­sity per­ish; but let this be un­der­stood in this sense, that they must un­der­go change. But if this is nat­ur­ally both an evil and a ne­ces­sity for the parts, the whole would not con­tin­ue to ex­ist in a good con­di­tion, the parts be­ing sub­ject to change and con­sti­tuted so as to per­ish in vari­ous ways. For wheth­er did nature her­self design to do evil to the things which are parts of her­self, and to make them sub­ject to evil and of ne­ces­sity fall in­to evil, or have such res­ults happened without her know­ing it? Both these sup­pos­i­tions, in­deed, are in­cred­ible. But if a man should even drop the term Nature [as an ef­fi­cient power], and should speak of these things as nat­ur­al, even then it would be ri­dicu­lous to af­firm at the same time that the parts of the whole are in their nature sub­ject to change, and at the same time to be sur­prised or vexed as if some­thing were hap­pen­ing con­trary to nature, par­tic­u­larly as the dis­sol­u­tion of things is in­to those things of which each thing is com­posed. For there is either a dis­per­sion of the ele­ments out of which everything has been com­poun­ded, or a change from the sol­id to the earthy and from the airy to the aer­i­al, so that these parts are taken back in­to the uni­ver­sal reas­on, wheth­er this at cer­tain peri­ods is con­sumed by fire or re­newed by etern­al changes. And do not ima­gine that the sol­id and the airy part be­long to thee from the time of gen­er­a­tion. For all this re­ceived its ac­cre­tion only yes­ter­day and the day be­fore, as one may say, from the food and the air which is in­spired. This, then, which has re­ceived the ac­cre­tion, changes, not that which thy moth­er brought forth. But sup­pose that this which thy moth­er brought forth im­plic­ates thee very much with that oth­er part, which has the pe­cu­li­ar qual­ity of change, this is noth­ing in fact in the way of ob­jec­tion to what is said.87

			When thou hast as­sumed these names, good, mod­est, true, ra­tion­al, a man of equan­im­ity, and mag­nan­im­ous, take care that thou dost not change these names; and if thou shouldst lose them, quickly re­turn to them. And re­mem­ber that the term Ra­tion­al was in­ten­ded to sig­ni­fy a dis­crim­in­at­ing at­ten­tion to every sev­er­al thing and free­dom from neg­li­gence; and that Equan­im­ity is the vol­un­tary ac­cept­ance of the things which are as­signed to thee by the com­mon nature; and that Mag­nan­im­ity is the el­ev­a­tion of the in­tel­li­gent part above the pleas­ur­able or pain­ful sen­sa­tions of the flesh, and above that poor thing called fame, and death, and all such things. If, then, thou main­tain­est thy­self in the pos­ses­sion of these names, without de­sir­ing to be called by these names by oth­ers, thou wilt be an­oth­er per­son and wilt enter on an­oth­er life. For to con­tin­ue to be such as thou hast hitherto been, and to be torn in pieces and de­filed in such a life, is the char­ac­ter of a very stu­pid man and one over­fond of his life, and like those half-de­voured fight­ers with wild beasts, who though covered with wounds and gore, still in­treat to be kept to the fol­low­ing day, though they will be ex­posed in the same state to the same claws and bites.88 There­fore fix thy­self in the pos­ses­sion of these few names: and if thou art able to abide in them, abide as if thou wast re­moved to cer­tain is­lands of the Happy.89 But if thou shalt per­ceive that thou fallest out of them and dost not main­tain thy hold, go cour­ageously in­to some nook where thou shalt main­tain them, or even de­part at once from life, not in pas­sion, but with sim­pli­city and free­dom and mod­esty, after do­ing this one laud­able thing at least in thy life, to have gone out of it thus. In or­der, how­ever, to the re­mem­brance of these names, it will greatly help thee, if thou re­memberest the gods, and that they wish not to be flattered, but wish all reas­on­able be­ings to be made like them­selves; and if thou re­memberest that what does the work of a fig-tree is a fig-tree, and that what does the work of a dog is a dog, and that what does the work of a bee is a bee, and that what does the work of a man is a man.

			Mimi,90 war, as­ton­ish­ment, tor­por, slavery, will daily wipe out those holy prin­ciples of thine. How many things without study­ing nature dost thou ima­gine, and how many dost thou neg­lect?91 But it is thy duty so to look on and so to do everything, that at the same time the power of deal­ing with cir­cum­stances is per­fec­ted, and the con­tem­plat­ive fac­ulty is ex­er­cised, and the con­fid­ence which comes from the know­ledge of each sev­er­al thing is main­tained without show­ing it, but yet not con­cealed. For when wilt thou en­joy sim­pli­city, when grav­ity, and when the know­ledge of every sev­er­al thing, both what it is in sub­stance, and what place it has in the uni­verse, and how long it is formed to ex­ist and of what things it is com­poun­ded, and to whom it can be­long, and who are able both to give it and take it away?

			A spider is proud when it has caught a fly, and an­oth­er when he has caught a poor hare, and an­oth­er when he has taken a little fish in a net, and an­oth­er when he has taken wild boars, and an­oth­er when he has taken bears, and an­oth­er when he has taken Sarma­tians. Are not these rob­bers, if thou ex­am­in­est their opin­ions?92

			Ac­quire the con­tem­plat­ive way of see­ing how all things change in­to one an­oth­er, and con­stantly at­tend to it, and ex­er­cise thy­self about this part of philo­sophy. For noth­ing is so much ad­ap­ted to pro­duce mag­nan­im­ity. Such a man has put off the body, and as he sees that he must, no one knows how soon, go away from among men and leave everything here, he gives him­self up en­tirely to just do­ing in all his ac­tions, and in everything else that hap­pens he resigns him­self to the uni­ver­sal nature. But as to what any man shall say or think about him or do against him, he nev­er even thinks of it, be­ing him­self con­ten­ted with these two things, with act­ing justly in what he now does, and be­ing sat­is­fied with what is now as­signed to him; and he lays aside all dis­tract­ing and busy pur­suits, and de­sires noth­ing else than to ac­com­plish the straight course through the law,93 and by ac­com­plish­ing the straight course to fol­low God.

			What need is there of sus­pi­cious fear, since it is in thy power to in­quire what ought to be done? And if thou seest clear, go by this way con­tent, without turn­ing back: but if thou dost not see clear, stop and take the best ad­visers. But if any oth­er things op­pose thee, go on ac­cord­ing to thy powers with due con­sid­er­a­tion, keep­ing to that which ap­pears to be just. For it is best to reach this ob­ject, and if thou dost fail, let thy fail­ure be in at­tempt­ing this. He who fol­lows reas­on in all things is both tran­quil and act­ive at the same time, and also cheer­ful and col­lec­ted.

			In­quire of thy­self as soon as thou wakest from sleep, wheth­er it will make any dif­fer­ence to thee, if an­oth­er does what is just and right. It will make no dif­fer­ence.

			Thou hast not for­got­ten, I sup­pose, that those who as­sume ar­rog­ant airs in be­stow­ing their praise or blame on oth­ers, are such as they are at bed and at board, and thou hast not for­got­ten what they do, and what they avoid and what they pur­sue, and how they steal and how they rob, not with hands and feet, but with their most valu­able part, by means of which there is pro­duced, when a man chooses, fi­del­ity, mod­esty, truth, law, a good dae­mon [hap­pi­ness]?

			To her who gives and takes back all, to nature, the man who is in­struc­ted and mod­est says, Give what thou wilt; take back what thou wilt. And he says this not proudly, but obed­i­ently and well pleased with her.

			Short is the little which re­mains to thee of life. Live as on a moun­tain. For it makes no dif­fer­ence wheth­er a man lives there or here, if he lives every­where in the world as in a state [polit­ic­al com­munity]. Let men see, let them know a real man who lives ac­cord­ing to nature. If they can­not en­dure him, let them kill him. For that is bet­ter than to live thus as men do.

			No longer talk at all about the kind of man that a good man ought to be, but be such.

			Con­stantly con­tem­plate the whole of time and the whole of sub­stance, and con­sider that all in­di­vidu­al things as to sub­stance are a grain of a fig, and as to time, the turn­ing of a gim­let.

			Look at everything that ex­ists, and ob­serve that it is already in dis­sol­u­tion and in change, and as it were pu­tre­fac­tion or dis­per­sion, or that everything is so con­sti­tuted by nature as to die.

			Con­sider what men are when they are eat­ing, sleep­ing, gen­er­at­ing, eas­ing them­selves and so forth. Then what kind of men they are when they are im­per­i­ous and ar­rog­ant, or angry and scold­ing from their el­ev­ated place. But a short time ago to how many they were slaves and for what things; and after a little time con­sider in what a con­di­tion they will be.

			That is for the good of each thing, which the uni­ver­sal nature brings to each. And it is for its good at the time when nature brings it.

			“The earth loves the shower”; and “the sol­emn æth­er loves”: and the uni­verse loves to make whatever is about to be. I say then to the uni­verse, that I love as thou lovest. And is not this too said, that “this or that loves [is wont] to be pro­duced”?94

			Either thou livest here and hast already ac­cus­tomed thy­self to it, or thou art go­ing away, and this was thy own will; or thou art dy­ing and hast dis­charged thy duty. But be­sides these things there is noth­ing. Be of good cheer, then.

			Let this al­ways be plain to thee, that this piece of land is like any oth­er; and that all things here are the same with things on top of a moun­tain, or on the sea­shore, or wherever thou choosest to be. For thou wilt find just what Pla­to says, Dwell­ing with­in the walls of a city as in a shep­herd’s fold on a moun­tain.95

			What is my rul­ing fac­ulty now to me? And of what nature am I now mak­ing it? And for what pur­pose am I now us­ing it? Is it void of un­der­stand­ing? Is it loosed and rent asun­der from so­cial life? Is it melted in­to and mixed with the poor flesh so as to move to­geth­er with it?

			He who flies from his mas­ter is a run­away; but the law is mas­ter, and he who breaks the law is a run­away. And he also who is grieved or angry or afraid, is dis­sat­is­fied be­cause some­thing has been or is or shall be of the things which are ap­poin­ted by him who rules all things, and he is Law, and as­signs to every man what is fit. He then who fears or is grieved or is angry is a run­away.96

			A man de­pos­its seed in a womb and goes away, and then an­oth­er cause takes it, and la­bours on it and makes a child. What a thing from such a ma­ter­i­al! Again, the child passes food down through the throat, and then an­oth­er cause takes it and makes per­cep­tion and mo­tion, and in fine life and strength and oth­er things; how many and how strange! Ob­serve then the things which are pro­duced in such a hid­den way, and see the power just as we see the power which car­ries things down­wards and up­wards, not with the eyes, but still no less plainly.

			Con­stantly con­sider how all things such as they now are, in time past also were; and con­sider that they will be the same again. And place be­fore thy eyes en­tire dra­mas and stages of the same form, whatever thou hast learned from thy ex­per­i­ence or from older his­tory; for ex­ample, the whole court of Had­ri­an, and the whole court of Ant­oninus, and the whole court of Philip, Al­ex­an­der, Croe­sus; for all those were such dra­mas as we see now, only with dif­fer­ent act­ors.

			Ima­gine every man who is grieved at any­thing or dis­con­ten­ted to be like a pig which is sac­ri­ficed and kicks and screams.

			Like this pig also is he who on his bed in si­lence la­ments the bonds in which we are held. And con­sider that only to the ra­tion­al an­im­al is it giv­en to fol­low vol­un­tar­ily what hap­pens; but simply to fol­low is a ne­ces­sity im­posed on all.

			Sev­er­ally on the oc­ca­sion of everything that thou doest, pause and ask thy­self, if death is a dread­ful thing be­cause it de­prives thee of this.

			When thou art of­fen­ded at any man’s fault, forth­with turn to thy­self and re­flect in what like man­ner thou dost err thy­self; for ex­ample, in think­ing that money is a good thing, or pleas­ure, or a bit of repu­ta­tion, and the like. For by at­tend­ing to this thou wilt quickly for­get thy an­ger, if this con­sid­er­a­tion also is ad­ded, that the man is com­pelled: for what else could he do? or, if thou art able, take away from him the com­pul­sion.

			When thou hast seen Satyr­on97 the So­crat­ic, think of either Eu­tyches or Hy­men, and when thou hast seen Eu­phrates, think of Eu­ty­chion or Sil­vanus, and when thou hast seen Al­ciphron think of Tropæo­phor­us, and when thou hast seen Xeno­phon think of Crito98 or Sever­us, and when thou hast looked on thy­self, think of any oth­er Caesar, and in the case of every one do in like man­ner. Then let this thought be in thy mind, Where then are those men? Nowhere, or nobody knows where. For thus con­tinu­ously thou wilt look at hu­man things as smoke and noth­ing at all; es­pe­cially if thou re­flect­est at the same time that what has once changed will nev­er ex­ist again in the in­fin­ite dur­a­tion of time. But thou, in what a brief space of time is thy ex­ist­ence? And why art thou not con­tent to pass through this short time in an or­derly way? What mat­ter and op­por­tun­ity for thy activ­ity art thou avoid­ing? For what else are all these things, ex­cept ex­er­cises for the reas­on, when it has viewed care­fully and by ex­am­in­a­tion in­to their nature the things which hap­pen in life? Per­severe then un­til thou shalt have made these things thy own, as the stom­ach which is strengthened makes all things its own, as the blaz­ing fire makes flame and bright­ness out of everything that is thrown in­to it.

			Let it not be in any man’s power to say truly of thee that thou art not simple or that thou are not good; but let him be a li­ar who­ever shall think any­thing of this kind about thee; and this is al­to­geth­er in thy power. For who is he that shall hinder thee from be­ing good and simple? Do thou only de­term­ine to live no longer, un­less thou shalt be such. For neither does reas­on al­low thee to live, if thou art not such.99

			What is that which as to this ma­ter­i­al [our life] can be done or said in the way most con­form­able to reas­on. For whatever this may be, it is in thy power to do it or to say it, and do not make ex­cuses that thou art hindered. Thou wilt not cease to lament till thy mind is in such a con­di­tion that, what lux­ury is to those who en­joy pleas­ure, such shall be to thee, in the mat­ter which is sub­jec­ted and presen­ted to thee, the do­ing of the things which are con­form­able to man’s con­sti­tu­tion; for a man ought to con­sider as an en­joy­ment everything which it is in his power to do ac­cord­ing to his own nature. And it is in his power every­where. Now, it is not giv­en to a cyl­in­der to move every­where by its own mo­tion, nor yet to wa­ter nor to fire, nor to any­thing else which is gov­erned by nature or an ir­ra­tion­al soul, for the things which check them and stand in the way are many. But in­tel­li­gence and reas­on are able to go through everything that op­poses them, and in such man­ner as they are formed by nature and as they choose. Place be­fore thy eyes this fa­cil­ity with which the reas­on will be car­ried through all things, as fire up­wards, as a stone down­wards, as a cyl­in­der down an in­clined sur­face, and seek for noth­ing fur­ther. For all oth­er obstacles either af­fect the body only which is a dead thing; or, ex­cept through opin­ion and the yield­ing of the reas­on it­self, they do not crush nor do any harm of any kind; for if they did, he who felt it would im­me­di­ately be­come bad. Now, in the case of all things which have a cer­tain con­sti­tu­tion, whatever harm may hap­pen to any of them, that which is so af­fected be­comes con­sequently worse; but in the like case, a man be­comes both bet­ter, if one may say so, and more worthy of praise by mak­ing a right use of these ac­ci­dents. And fi­nally re­mem­ber that noth­ing harms him who is really a cit­izen, which does not harm the state; nor yet does any­thing harm the state, which does not harm law [or­der]; and of these things which are called mis­for­tunes not one harms law. What then does not harm law does not harm either state or cit­izen.

			To him who is pen­et­rated by true prin­ciples even the briefest pre­cept is suf­fi­cient, and any com­mon pre­cept, to re­mind him that he should be free from grief and fear. For ex­ample:

			
				
					Leaves, some the wind scat­ters on the ground—
					

					So is the race of men.100
				

			

			Leaves, also, are thy chil­dren; and leaves, too, are they who cry out as if they were worthy of cred­it and be­stow their praise, or on the con­trary curse, or secretly blame and sneer; and leaves, in like man­ner, are those who shall re­ceive and trans­mit a man’s fame to af­ter­times. For all such things as these “are pro­duced in the sea­son of spring,” as the poet says; then the wind casts them down; then the forest pro­duces oth­er leaves in their places. But a brief ex­ist­ence is com­mon to all things, and yet thou avoid­est and pur­suest all things as if they would be etern­al. A little time, and thou shalt close thy eyes; and him who has at­ten­ded thee to thy grave an­oth­er soon will lament.

			The healthy eye ought to see all vis­ible things and not to say, I wish for green things; for this is the con­di­tion of a dis­eased eye. And the healthy hear­ing and smelling ought to be ready to per­ceive all that can be heard and smelled. And the healthy stom­ach ought to be with re­spect to all food just as the mill with re­spect to all things which it is formed to grind. And ac­cord­ingly the healthy un­der­stand­ing ought to be pre­pared for everything which hap­pens; but that which says, Let my dear chil­dren live, and let all men praise whatever I may do, is an eye which seeks for green things, or teeth which seek for soft things.

			There is no man so for­tu­nate that there shall not be by him when he is dy­ing some who are pleased with what is go­ing to hap­pen.101 Sup­pose that he was a good and wise man, will there not be at last someone to say to him­self, Let us at last breathe freely be­ing re­lieved from this school­mas­ter? It is true that he was harsh to none of us, but I per­ceived that he ta­citly con­demns us.—This is what is said of a good man. But in our own case how many oth­er things are there for which there are many who wish to get rid of us. Thou wilt con­sider this then when thou art dy­ing, and thou wilt de­part more con­ten­tedly by re­flect­ing thus: I am go­ing away from such a life, in which even my as­so­ci­ates in be­half of whom I have striv­en so much, prayed, and cared, them­selves wish me to de­part, hop­ing per­chance to get some little ad­vant­age by it. Why then should a man cling to a longer stay here? Do not how­ever for this reas­on go away less kindly dis­posed to them, but pre­serving thy own char­ac­ter, and friendly and be­ne­vol­ent and mild, and on the oth­er hand not as if thou wast torn away; but as when a man dies a quiet death, the poor soul is eas­ily sep­ar­ated from the body, such also ought thy de­par­ture from men to be, for nature united thee to them and as­so­ci­ated thee. But does she now dis­solve the uni­on? Well, I am sep­ar­ated as from kins­men, not how­ever dragged res­ist­ing, but without com­pul­sion; for this too is one of the things ac­cord­ing to nature.

			Ac­cus­tom thy­self as much as pos­sible on the oc­ca­sion of any­thing be­ing done by any per­son to in­quire with thy­self, For what ob­ject is this man do­ing this? But be­gin with thy­self, and ex­am­ine thy­self first.

			Re­mem­ber that this which pulls the strings is the thing which is hid­den with­in: this is the power of per­sua­sion, this is life, this, if one may so say, is man. In con­tem­plat­ing thy­self nev­er in­clude the ves­sel which sur­rounds thee and these in­stru­ments which are at­tached about it. For they are like to an axe, dif­fer­ing only in this that they grow to the body. For in­deed there is no more use in these parts without the cause which moves and checks them than in the weaver’s shuttle, and the writer’s pen and the driver’s whip.
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			These are the prop­er­ties of the ra­tion­al soul: it sees it­self, ana­lyses it­self, and makes it­self such as it chooses; the fruit which it bears it­self en­joys—for the fruits of plants and that in an­im­als which cor­res­ponds to fruits oth­ers en­joy—it ob­tains its own end, wherever the lim­it of life may be fixed. Not as in a dance and in a play and in such­like things, where the whole ac­tion is in­com­plete, if any­thing cuts it short; but in every part and wherever it may be stopped, it makes what has been set be­fore it full and com­plete, so that it can say, I have what is my own. And fur­ther it tra­verses the whole uni­verse, and the sur­round­ing va­cu­um, and sur­veys its form, and it ex­tends it­self in­to the in­fin­ity of time, and em­braces and com­pre­hends the102 peri­od­ic­al renov­a­tion of all things, and it com­pre­hends that those who come after us will see noth­ing new, nor have those be­fore us seen any­thing more, but in a man­ner he who is forty years old, if he has any un­der­stand­ing at all, has seen by vir­tue of the uni­form­ity that pre­vails all things which have been and all that will be. This too is a prop­erty of the ra­tion­al soul, love of one’s neigh­bour, and truth and mod­esty, and to value noth­ing more than it­self, which is also the prop­erty of Law.103 Thus then right reas­on dif­fers not at all from the reas­on of justice.

			Thou wilt set little value on pleas­ing song and dan­cing and the pan­cra­ti­um, if thou wilt dis­trib­ute the melody of the voice in­to its sev­er­al sounds, and ask thy­self as to each, if thou art mastered by this; for thou wilt be pre­ven­ted by shame from con­fess­ing it: and in the mat­ter of dan­cing, if at each move­ment and at­ti­tude thou wilt do the same; and the like also in the mat­ter of the pan­cra­ti­um. In all things, then, ex­cept vir­tue and the acts of vir­tue, re­mem­ber to ap­ply thy­self to their sev­er­al parts, and by this di­vi­sion to come to value them little: and ap­ply this rule also to thy whole life.

			What a soul that is which is ready, if at any mo­ment it must be sep­ar­ated from the body, and ready either to be ex­tin­guished or dis­persed or con­tin­ue to ex­ist; but so that this read­i­ness comes from a man’s own judge­ment, not from mere ob­stin­acy, as with the Chris­ti­ans,104 but con­sid­er­ately and with dig­nity and in a way to per­suade an­oth­er, without tra­gic show.

			Have I done some­thing for the gen­er­al in­terest? Well then I have had my re­ward. Let this al­ways be present to thy mind, and nev­er stop do­ing such good.

			What is thy art? To be good. And how is this ac­com­plished well ex­cept by gen­er­al prin­ciples, some about the nature of the uni­verse, and oth­ers about the prop­er con­sti­tu­tion of man?

			At first tra­gedies were brought on the stage as means of re­mind­ing men of the things which hap­pen to them, and that it is ac­cord­ing to nature for things to hap­pen so, and that, if you are de­lighted with what is shown on the stage, you should not be troubled with that which takes place on the lar­ger stage. For you see that these things must be ac­com­plished thus, and that even they bear them who cry out,105 “O Cithæron.” And, in­deed, some things are said well by the dra­mat­ic writers, of which kind is the fol­low­ing es­pe­cially:

			
				
					Me and my chil­dren if the gods neg­lect,
					

					This has its reas­on too.106
				

			

			And again—

			
				We must not chafe and fret at that which hap­pens.

			

			And—

			
				Life’s har­vest reap like the wheat’s fruit­ful ear.

			

			And oth­er things of the same kind.

			After tragedy the old com­edy was in­tro­duced, which had a ma­gis­teri­al free­dom of speech, and by its very plain­ness of speak­ing was use­ful in re­mind­ing men to be­ware of in­solence; and for this pur­pose too Dio­genes used to take from these writers.

			But as to the middle com­edy which came next, ob­serve what it was, and again, for what ob­ject the new com­edy was in­tro­duced, which gradu­ally sunk down in­to a mere mim­ic ar­ti­fice. That some good things are said even by these writers, every­body knows: but the whole plan of such po­etry and dram­at­urgy, to what end does it look!

			How plain does it ap­pear that there is not an­oth­er con­di­tion of life so well suited for philo­soph­ising as this in which thou now happen­est to be.

			A branch cut off from the ad­ja­cent branch must of ne­ces­sity be cut off from the whole tree also. So too a man when he is sep­ar­ated from an­oth­er man has fallen off from the whole so­cial com­munity. Now as to a branch, an­oth­er cuts it off, but a man by his own act sep­ar­ates him­self from his neigh­bour when he hates him and turns away from him, and he does not know that he has at the same time cut him­self off from the whole so­cial sys­tem. Yet he has this priv­ilege cer­tainly from Zeus who framed so­ci­ety, for it is in our power to grow again to that which is near to us, and be to come a part which helps to make up the whole. How­ever, if it of­ten hap­pens, this kind of sep­ar­a­tion, it makes it dif­fi­cult for that which de­taches it­self to be brought to unity and to be re­stored to its former con­di­tion. Fi­nally, the branch, which from the first grew to­geth­er with the tree, and has con­tin­ued to have one life with it, is not like that which after be­ing cut off is then in­graf­ted, for this is some­thing like what the garden­ers mean when they say that it grows with the rest of the tree, but that it has not the same mind with it.

			As those who try to stand in thy way when thou art pro­ceed­ing ac­cord­ing to right reas­on, will not be able to turn thee aside from thy prop­er ac­tion, so neither let them drive thee from thy be­ne­vol­ent feel­ings to­wards them, but be on thy guard equally in both mat­ters, not only in the mat­ter of steady judge­ment and ac­tion, but also in the mat­ter of gen­tle­ness to­wards those who try to hinder or oth­er­wise trouble thee. For this also is a weak­ness, to be vexed at them, as well as to be di­ver­ted from thy course of ac­tion and to give way through fear; for both are equally desert­ers from their post, the man who does it through fear, and the man who is ali­en­ated from him who is by nature a kins­man and a friend.

			There is no nature which is in­feri­or to art, for the arts im­it­ate the nature of things. But if this is so, that nature which is the most per­fect and the most com­pre­hens­ive of all natures, can­not fall short of the skill of art. Now all arts do the in­feri­or things for the sake of the su­per­i­or; there­fore the uni­ver­sal nature does so too. And, in­deed, hence is the ori­gin of justice, and in justice the oth­er vir­tues have their found­a­tion: for justice will not be ob­served, if we either care for middle things [things in­dif­fer­ent], or are eas­ily de­ceived and care­less and change­able.

			If the things do not come to thee, the pur­suits and avoid­ances of which dis­turb thee, still in a man­ner thou goest to them. Let then thy judge­ment about them be at rest, and they will re­main quiet, and thou wilt not be seen either pur­su­ing or avoid­ing.

			The spher­ic­al form of the soul main­tains its fig­ure, when it is neither ex­ten­ded to­wards any ob­ject, nor con­trac­ted in­wards, nor dis­persed nor sinks down, but is il­lu­min­ated by light, by which it sees the truth, the truth of all things and the truth that is in it­self.

			Sup­pose any man shall des­pise me. Let him look to that him­self. But I will look to this, that I be not dis­covered do­ing or say­ing any­thing de­serving of con­tempt. Shall any man hate me? Let him look to it. But I will be mild and be­ne­vol­ent to­wards every man, and ready to show even him his mis­take, not re­proach­fully, nor yet as mak­ing a dis­play of my en­dur­ance, but nobly and hon­estly, like the great Pho­cion, un­less in­deed he only as­sumed it. For the in­teri­or parts ought to be such, and a man ought to be seen by the gods neither dis­sat­is­fied with any­thing nor com­plain­ing. For what evil is it to thee, if thou art now do­ing what is agree­able to thy own nature, and art sat­is­fied with that which at this mo­ment is suit­able to the nature of the uni­verse, since thou art a hu­man be­ing placed at thy post in or­der that what is for the com­mon ad­vant­age may be done in some way?

			Men des­pise one an­oth­er and flat­ter one an­oth­er; and men wish to raise them­selves above one an­oth­er, and crouch be­fore one an­oth­er.

			How un­sound and in­sin­cere is he who says, I have de­term­ined to deal with thee in a fair way.—What art thou do­ing, man? There is no oc­ca­sion to give this no­tice. It will soon show it­self by acts. The voice ought to be plainly writ­ten on the fore­head. Such as a man’s char­ac­ter is, he im­me­di­ately shows it in his eyes, just as he who is be­loved forth­with reads everything in the eyes of lov­ers. The man who is hon­est and good ought to be ex­actly like a man who smells strong, so that the bystand­er as soon as he comes near him must smell wheth­er he choose or not. But the af­fect­a­tion of sim­pli­city is like a crooked stick.107 Noth­ing is more dis­grace­ful than a wolfish friend­ship [false friend­ship]. Avoid this most of all. The good and simple and be­ne­vol­ent show all these things in the eyes, and there is no mis­tak­ing.

			As to liv­ing in the best way, this power is in the soul, if it be in­dif­fer­ent to things which are in­dif­fer­ent. And it will be in­dif­fer­ent, if it looks on each of these things sep­ar­ately and all to­geth­er, and if it re­mem­bers that not one of them pro­duces in us an opin­ion about it­self, nor comes to us; but these things re­main im­mov­able, and it is we ourselves who pro­duce the judge­ments about them, and, as we may say, write them in ourselves, it be­ing in our power not to write them, and it be­ing in our power, if per­chance these judge­ments have im­per­cept­ibly got ad­mis­sion to our minds, to wipe them out; and if we re­mem­ber also that such at­ten­tion will only be for a short time, and then life will be at an end. Be­sides, what trouble is there at all in do­ing this? For if these things are ac­cord­ing to nature, re­joice in them, and they will be easy to thee: but if con­trary to nature, seek what is con­form­able to thy own nature, and strive to­wards this, even if it bring no repu­ta­tion; for every man is al­lowed to seek his own good.

			Con­sider whence each thing is come, and of what it con­sists, and in­to what it changes, and what kind of a thing it will be when it has changed, and that it will sus­tain no harm.

			If any have of­fen­ded against thee, con­sider first: What is my re­la­tion to men, and that we are made for one an­oth­er; and in an­oth­er re­spect, I was made to be set over them, as a ram over the flock or a bull over the herd. But ex­am­ine the mat­ter from first prin­ciples, from this: If all things are not mere atoms, it is nature which or­ders all things: if this is so, the in­feri­or things ex­ist for the sake of the su­per­i­or, and these for the sake of one an­oth­er.

			Second, con­sider what kind of men they are at table, in bed, and so forth: and par­tic­u­larly, un­der what com­pul­sions in re­spect of opin­ions they are; and as to their acts, con­sider with what pride they do what they do.

			Third, that if men do rightly what they do, we ought not to be dis­pleased; but if they do not right, it is plain that they do so in­vol­un­tar­ily and in ig­nor­ance. For as every soul is un­will­ingly de­prived of the truth, so also is it un­will­ingly de­prived of the power of be­hav­ing to each man ac­cord­ing to his deserts. Ac­cord­ingly men are pained when they are called un­just, un­grate­ful, and greedy, and in a word wrong­do­ers to their neigh­bours.

			Fourth, con­sider that thou also doest many things wrong, and that thou art a man like oth­ers; and even if thou dost ab­stain from cer­tain faults, still thou hast the dis­pos­i­tion to com­mit them, though either through cow­ardice, or con­cern about repu­ta­tion, or some such mean motive, thou dost ab­stain from such faults.

			Fifth, con­sider that thou dost not even un­der­stand wheth­er men are do­ing wrong or not, for many things are done with a cer­tain ref­er­ence to cir­cum­stances. And in short, a man must learn a great deal to en­able him to pass a cor­rect judge­ment on an­oth­er man’s acts.

			Sixth, con­sider when thou art much vexed or grieved, that man’s life is only a mo­ment, and after a short time we are all laid out dead.

			Sev­enth, that it is not men’s acts which dis­turb us, for those acts have their found­a­tion in men’s rul­ing prin­ciples, but it is our own opin­ions which dis­turb us. Take away these opin­ions then, and re­solve to dis­miss thy judge­ment about an act as if it were some­thing griev­ous, and thy an­ger is gone. How then shall I take away these opin­ions? By re­flect­ing that no wrong­ful act of an­oth­er brings shame on thee: for un­less that which is shame­ful is alone bad, thou also must of ne­ces­sity do many things wrong, and be­come a rob­ber and everything else.

			Eighth, con­sider how much more pain is brought on us by the an­ger and vex­a­tion caused by such acts than by the acts them­selves, at which we are angry and vexed.

			Ninth, con­sider that a good dis­pos­i­tion is in­vin­cible, if it be genu­ine, and not an af­fected smile and act­ing a part. For what will the most vi­ol­ent man do to thee, if thou con­tin­uest to be of a kind dis­pos­i­tion to­wards him, and if, as op­por­tun­ity of­fers, thou gently ad­mon­ishest him and calmly cor­rect­est his er­rors at the very time when he is try­ing to do thee harm, say­ing, Not so, my child: we are con­sti­tuted by nature for some­thing else: I shall cer­tainly not be in­jured, but thou art in­jur­ing thy­self, my child.—And show him with gentle tact and by gen­er­al prin­ciples that this is so, and that even bees do not do as he does, nor any an­im­als which are formed by nature to be gregari­ous. And thou must do this neither with any double mean­ing nor in the way of re­proach, but af­fec­tion­ately and without any ran­cour in thy soul; and not as if thou wert lec­tur­ing him, nor yet that any bystand­er may ad­mire, but either when he is alone, and if oth­ers are present …108

			Re­mem­ber these nine rules, as if thou hadst re­ceived them as a gift from the Muses, and be­gin at last to be a man while thou livest. But thou must equally avoid flat­ter­ing men and be­ing veied at them, for both are un­so­cial and lead to harm. And let this truth be present to thee in the ex­cite­ment of an­ger, that to be moved by pas­sion is not manly, but that mild­ness and gen­tle­ness, as they are more agree­able to hu­man nature, so also are they more manly; and he who pos­sesses these qual­it­ies pos­sesses strength, nerves and cour­age, and not the man who is sub­ject to fits of pas­sion and dis­con­tent. For in the same de­gree in which a man’s mind is near­er to free­dom from all pas­sion, in the same de­gree also is it near­er to strength: and as the sense of pain is a char­ac­ter­ist­ic of weak­ness, so also is an­ger. For he who yields to pain and he who yields to an­ger, both are wounded and both sub­mit.

			But if thou wilt, re­ceive also a tenth present from the lead­er of the Muses [Apollo], and it is this—that to ex­pect bad men not to do wrong is mad­ness, for he who ex­pects this de­sires an im­possib­il­ity. But to al­low men to be­have so to oth­ers, and to ex­pect them not to do thee any wrong, is ir­ra­tion­al and tyr­an­nic­al.

			There are four prin­cip­al ab­er­ra­tions of the su­per­i­or fac­ulty against which thou shouldst be con­stantly on thy guard, and when thou hast de­tec­ted them, thou shouldst wipe them out and say on each oc­ca­sion thus: this thought is not ne­ces­sary: this tends to des­troy so­cial uni­on: this which thou art go­ing to say comes not from the real thoughts; for thou shouldst con­sider it among the most ab­surd of things for a man not to speak from his real thoughts. But the fourth is when thou shalt re­proach thy­self for any­thing, for this is an evid­ence of the di­viner part with­in thee be­ing over­powered and yield­ing to the less hon­our­able and to the per­ish­able part, the body, and to its gross pleas­ures.

			Thy aer­i­al part and all the fiery parts which are mingled in thee, though by nature they have an up­ward tend­ency, still in obed­i­ence to the dis­pos­i­tion of the uni­verse they are over­powered here in the com­pound mass [the body]. And also the whole of the earthy part in thee and the wa­tery, though their tend­ency is down­ward, still are raised up and oc­cupy a po­s­i­tion which is not their nat­ur­al one. In this man­ner then the ele­ment­al parts obey the uni­ver­sal, for when they have been fixed in any place per­force they re­main there un­til again the uni­ver­sal shall sound the sig­nal for dis­sol­u­tion. Is it not then strange that thy in­tel­li­gent part only should be dis­obedi­ent and dis­con­ten­ted with its own place? And yet no force is im­posed on it, but only those things which are con­form­able to its nature: still it does not sub­mit, but is car­ried in the op­pos­ite dir­ec­tion. For the move­ment to­wards in­justice and in­tem­per­ance and to an­ger and grief and fear is noth­ing else than the act of one who de­vi­ates from nature. And also when the rul­ing fac­ulty is dis­con­ten­ted with any­thing that hap­pens, then too it deserts its post: for it is con­sti­tuted for piety and rev­er­ence to­wards the gods no less than for justice. For these qual­it­ies also are com­pre­hen­ded un­der the gen­er­ic term of con­tent­ment with the con­sti­tu­tion of things, and in­deed they are pri­or109 to acts of justice.

			He who has not one and al­ways the same ob­ject in life, can­not be one and the same all through his life. But what I have said is not enough, un­less this also is ad­ded, what this ob­ject ought to be. For as there is not the same opin­ion about all the things which in some way or oth­er are con­sidered by the ma­jor­ity to be good, but only about some cer­tain things, that is, things which con­cern the com­mon in­terest; so also ought we to pro­pose to ourselves an ob­ject which shall be of a com­mon kind [so­cial] and polit­ic­al. For he who dir­ects all his own ef­forts to this ob­ject, will make all his acts alike, and thus will al­ways be the same.

			Think of the coun­try mouse and of the town mouse, and of the alarm and trep­id­a­tion of the town mouse.110

			So­crates used to call the opin­ions of the many by the name of Lam­iæ, bug­bears to fright­en chil­dren.

			The Lacedæ­mo­ni­ans at their pub­lic spec­tacles used to set seats in the shade for strangers, but them­selves sat down any­where.

			So­crates ex­cused him­self to Per­dic­cas111 for not go­ing to him, say­ing, It is be­cause I would not per­ish by the worst of all ends, that is, I would not re­ceive a fa­vour and then be un­able to re­turn it.

			In the writ­ings of the Eph­esians112 there was this pre­cept, con­stantly to think of some one of the men of former times who prac­tised vir­tue.

			The Py­thagoreans bid us in the morn­ing look to the heav­ens that we may be re­minded of those bod­ies which con­tinu­ally do the same things and in the same man­ner per­form their work, and also be re­minded of their pur­ity and nud­ity. For there is no veil over a star.

			Con­sider what a man So­crates was when he dressed him­self in a skin, after Xanthippe had taken his cloak and gone out, and what So­crates said to his friends who were ashamed of him and drew back from him when they saw him dressed thus.

			Neither in writ­ing nor in read­ing wilt thou be able to lay down rules for oth­ers be­fore thou shalt have first learned to obey rules thy­self. Much more is this so in life.

			
				
					A slave thou art: free speech is not for thee.
					

					—And my heart laughed with­in.
				

				Odys­sey, IX, 413.
			

			
				And vir­tue they will curse, speak­ing harsh words.

				Hesi­od, Works and Days, 184.
			

			To look for the fig in winter is a mad­man’s act: such is he who looks for his child when it is no longer al­lowed.

			When a man kisses his child, said Epic­t­etus, he should whis­per to him­self, “To­mor­row per­chance thou wilt die.”—But those are words of bad omen.—“No word is a word of bad omen,” said Epic­t­etus, “which ex­presses any work of nature; or if it is so, it is also a word of bad omen to speak of the ears of corn be­ing reaped.”

			The un­ripe grape, the ripe bunch, the dried grape, all are changes, not in­to noth­ing, but in­to some­thing which ex­ists not yet.

			No man can rob us of our free will. Epic­t­etus also said, A man must dis­cov­er an art [or rules] with re­spect to giv­ing his as­sent; and in re­spect to his move­ments he must be care­ful that they be made with re­gard to cir­cum­stances, that they be con­sist­ent with so­cial in­terests, that they have re­gard to the value of the ob­ject; and as to sen­su­al de­sire, he should al­to­geth­er keep away from it; and as to avoid­ance [aver­sion] he should not show it with re­spect to any of the things which are not in our power.

			The dis­pute then, he said, is not about any com­mon mat­ter, but about be­ing mad or not.

			So­crates used to say, What do you want? Souls of ra­tion­al men or ir­ra­tion­al?—Souls of ra­tion­al men.—Of what ra­tion­al men? Sound or un­sound?—Sound.—Why then do you not seek for them?—Be­cause we have them.—Why then do you fight and quar­rel?
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			All those things at which thou wishest to ar­rive by a cir­cuit­ous road, thou canst have now, if thou dost not re­fuse them to thy­self. And this means, if thou wilt take no no­tice of all the past, and trust the fu­ture to provid­ence, and dir­ect the present only con­form­ably to piety and justice. Con­form­ably to piety, that thou may­est be con­tent with the lot which is as­signed to thee, for nature de­signed it for thee and thee for it. Con­form­ably to justice, that thou may­est al­ways speak the truth freely and without dis­guise, and do the things which are agree­able to law and ac­cord­ing to the worth of each. And let neither an­oth­er man’s wicked­ness hinder thee, nor opin­ion nor voice, nor yet the sen­sa­tions of the poor flesh which has grown about thee; for the pass­ive part will look to this. If then, whatever the time may be when thou shalt be near to thy de­par­ture, neg­lect­ing everything else thou shalt re­spect only thy rul­ing fac­ulty and the di­vin­ity with­in thee, and if thou shalt be afraid not be­cause thou must some time cease to live, but if thou shalt fear nev­er to have be­gun to live ac­cord­ing to nature—then thou wilt be a man worthy of the uni­verse which has pro­duced thee, and thou wilt cease to be a stranger in thy nat­ive land, and to won­der at things which hap­pen daily as if they were some­thing un­ex­pec­ted, and to be de­pend­ent on this or that.

			God sees the minds [rul­ing prin­ciples] of all men bared of the ma­ter­i­al ves­ture and rind and im­pur­it­ies. For with his in­tel­lec­tu­al part alone he touches the in­tel­li­gence only which has flowed and been de­rived from him­self in­to these bod­ies. And if thou also usest thy­self to do this, thou wilt rid thy­self of thy much trouble. For he who re­gards not the poor flesh which en­vel­ops him, surely will not trouble him­self by look­ing after raiment and dwell­ing and fame and such­like ex­tern­als and show.

			The things are three of which thou art com­posed, a little body, a little breath [life], in­tel­li­gence. Of these the first two are thine, so far as it is thy duty to take care of them; but the third alone is prop­erly thine. There­fore if thou shalt sep­ar­ate from thy­self, that is, from thy un­der­stand­ing, whatever oth­ers do or say, and whatever thou hast done or said thy­self, and whatever fu­ture things trouble thee be­cause they may hap­pen, and whatever in the body which en­vel­ops thee or in the breath [life], which is by nature as­so­ci­ated with the body, is at­tached to thee in­de­pend­ent of thy will, and whatever the ex­tern­al cir­cum­flu­ent vor­tex whirls round, so that the in­tel­lec­tu­al power ex­empt from the things of fate can live pure and free by it­self, do­ing what is just and ac­cept­ing what hap­pens and say­ing the truth: if thou wilt sep­ar­ate, I say, from this rul­ing fac­ulty the things which are at­tached to it by the im­pres­sions of sense, and the things of time to come and of time that is past, and wilt make thy­self like Empe­docles’ sphere,

			
				All round, and in its joy­ous rest re­pos­ing;113

			

			and if thou shalt strive to live only what is really thy life, that is, the present—then thou wilt be able to pass that por­tion of life which re­mains for thee up to the time of thy death, free from per­turb­a­tions, nobly, and obed­i­ent to thy own dae­mon [to the god that is with­in thee].

			I have of­ten wondered how it is that every man loves him­self more than all the rest of men, but yet sets less value on his own opin­ion of him­self than on the opin­ion of oth­ers. If then a god or a wise teach­er should present him­self to a man and bid him to think of noth­ing and to design noth­ing which he would not ex­press as soon as he con­ceived it, he could not en­dure it even for a single day.114 So much more re­spect have we to what our neigh­bours shall think of us than to what we shall think of ourselves.

			How can it be that the gods after hav­ing ar­ranged all things well and be­ne­vol­ently for man­kind, have over­looked this alone, that some men and very good men, and men who, as we may say, have had most com­mu­nion with the di­vin­ity, and through pi­ous acts and re­li­gious ob­serv­ances have been most in­tim­ate with the di­vin­ity, when they have once died should nev­er ex­ist again, but should be com­pletely ex­tin­guished?

			But if this is so, be as­sured that if it ought to have been oth­er­wise, the gods would have done it. For if it were just, it would also be pos­sible; and if it were ac­cord­ing to nature, nature would have had it so. But be­cause it is not so, if in fact it is not so, be thou con­vinced that it ought not to have been so:—for thou seest even of thy­self that in this in­quiry thou art dis­put­ing with the di­ety; and we should not thus dis­pute with the gods, un­less they were most ex­cel­lent and most just;—but if this is so, they would not have al­lowed any­thing in the or­der­ing of the uni­verse to be neg­lected un­justly and ir­ra­tion­ally.

			Prac­tise thy­self even in the things which thou des­pairest of ac­com­plish­ing. For even the left hand, which is in­ef­fec­tu­al for all oth­er things for want of prac­tice, holds the bridle more vig­or­ously than the right hand; for it has been prac­tised in this.

			Con­sider in what con­di­tion both in body and soul a man should be when he is over­taken by death; and con­sider the short­ness of life, the bound­less abyss of time past and fu­ture, the feeble­ness of all mat­ter.

			Con­tem­plate the form­at­ive prin­ciples [forms] of things bare of their cov­er­ings; the pur­poses of ac­tions; con­sider what pain is, what pleas­ure is, and death, and fame; who is to him­self the cause of his un­eas­i­ness; how no man is hindered by an­oth­er; that everything is opin­ion.

			In the ap­plic­a­tion of thy prin­ciples thou must be like the pan­cra­tiast, not like the gla­di­at­or; for the gla­di­at­or lets fall the sword which he uses and is killed; but the oth­er al­ways has his hand, and needs to do noth­ing else than use it.

			See what things are in them­selves, di­vid­ing them in­to mat­ter, form and pur­pose.

			What a power man has to do noth­ing ex­cept what God will ap­prove, and to ac­cept all that God may give him.

			With re­spect to that which hap­pens con­form­ably to nature, we ought to blame neither gods, for they do noth­ing wrong either vol­un­tar­ily or in­vol­un­tar­ily, nor men, for they do noth­ing wrong ex­cept in­vol­un­tar­ily. Con­sequently we should blame nobody.

			How ri­dicu­lous and what a stranger he is who is sur­prised at any­thing which hap­pens in life.

			Either there is a fatal ne­ces­sity and in­vin­cible or­der, or a kind Provid­ence, or a con­fu­sion without a pur­pose and without a dir­ect­or [Book IV]. If then there is an in­vin­cible ne­ces­sity, why dost thou res­ist? But if there is a Provid­ence which al­lows it­self to be pro­pi­ti­ated, make thy­self worthy of the help of the di­vin­ity. But if there is a con­fu­sion without gov­ernor, be con­tent that in such a tem­pest thou hast in thy­self a cer­tain rul­ing in­tel­li­gence. And even if the tem­pest carry thee away, let it carry away the poor flesh, the poor breath, everything else; for the in­tel­li­gence at least it will not carry away.

			Does the light of the lamp shine without los­ing its splend­our un­til it is ex­tin­guished; and shall the truth which is in thee and justice and tem­per­ance be ex­tin­guished be­fore thy death?

			When a man has presen­ted the ap­pear­ance of hav­ing done wrong, say, How then do I know if this is a wrong­ful act? And even if he has done wrong, how do I know that he has not con­demned him­self? and so this is like tear­ing his own face. Con­sider that he, who would not have the bad man do wrong, is like the man who would not have the fig-tree to bear juice in the figs and in­fants to cry and the horse to neigh, and whatever else must of ne­ces­sity be. For what must a man do who has such a char­ac­ter? If then thou art ir­rit­able, cure this man’s dis­pos­i­tion.115

			If it is not right, do not do it: if it is not true, do not say it. For let thy ef­forts be—116

			In everything al­ways ob­serve what the thing is which pro­duces for thee an ap­pear­ance, and re­solve it by di­vid­ing it in­to the form­al, the ma­ter­i­al, the pur­pose, and the time with­in which it must end.

			Per­ceive at last that thou hast in thee some­thing bet­ter and more di­vine than the things which cause the vari­ous af­fects, and as it were pull thee by the strings. What is there now in my mind? Is it fear, or sus­pi­cion, or de­sire, or any­thing of the kind?

			First, do noth­ing in­con­sid­er­ately, nor without a pur­pose. Second, make thy acts refer to noth­ing else than to a so­cial end.

			Con­sider that be­fore long thou wilt be nobody and nowhere, nor will any of the things ex­ist which thou now seest, nor any of those who are now liv­ing. For all things are formed by nature to change and be turned and to per­ish in or­der that oth­er things in con­tinu­ous suc­ces­sion may ex­ist.

			Con­sider that everything is opin­ion, and opin­ion is in thy power. Take away then, when thou choosest, thy opin­ion, and like a mar­iner, who has doubled the promon­tory, thou wilt find calm, everything stable, and a wave­less bay.

			Any one activ­ity whatever it may be, when it has ceased at its prop­er time, suf­fers no evil be­cause it has ceased; nor he who has done this act, does he suf­fer any evil for this reas­on that the act has ceased. In like man­ner then the whole which con­sists of all the acts, which is our life, if it cease at its prop­er time, suf­fers no evil for this reas­on that it has ceased; nor he who has ter­min­ated this series at the prop­er time, has he been ill dealt with. But the prop­er time and the lim­it nature fixes, some­times as in old age the pe­cu­li­ar nature of man, but al­ways the uni­ver­sal nature, by the change of whose parts the whole uni­verse con­tin­ues ever young and per­fect.117 And everything which is use­ful to the uni­ver­sal is al­ways good and in sea­son. There­fore the ter­min­a­tion of life for every man is no evil, be­cause neither is it shame­ful, since it is both in­de­pend­ent of the will and not op­posed to the gen­er­al in­terest, but it is good, since it is sea­son­able and prof­it­able to and con­gru­ent with the uni­ver­sal. For thus too he is moved by the deity who is moved in the same man­ner with the deity and moved to­wards the same things in his mind.

			These three prin­ciples thou must have in read­i­ness. In the things which thou doest do noth­ing either in­con­sid­er­ately or oth­er­wise than as justice her­self would act; but with re­spect to what may hap­pen to thee from without, con­sider that it hap­pens either by chance or ac­cord­ing to Provid­ence, and thou must neither blame chance nor ac­cuse Provid­ence. Second, con­sider what every be­ing is from the seed to the time of its re­ceiv­ing a soul, and from the re­cep­tion of a soul to the giv­ing back of the same, and of what things every be­ing is com­poun­ded and in­to what things it is re­solved. Third, if thou shouldst sud­denly be raised up above the earth, and shouldst look down on hu­man things, and ob­serve the vari­ety of them how great it is, and at the same time also shouldst see at a glance how great is the num­ber of be­ings who dwell around in the air and the æth­er, con­sider that as of­ten as thou shouldst be raised up, thou wouldst see the same things, same­ness of form and short­ness of dur­a­tion. Are these things to be proud of?

			Cast away opin­ion: thou art saved. Who then hinders thee from cast­ing it away?

			When thou art troubled about any­thing, thou hast for­got­ten this, that all things hap­pen ac­cord­ing to the uni­ver­sal nature; and for­got­ten this, that a man’s wrong­ful act is noth­ing to thee; and fur­ther thou hast for­got­ten this, that everything which hap­pens, al­ways happened so and will hap­pen so, and now hap­pens so every­where; for­got­ten this too, how close is the kin­ship between a man and the whole hu­man race, for it is a com­munity, not of a little blood or seed, but of in­tel­li­gence. And thou hast for­got­ten this too, that every man’s in­tel­li­gence is a god, and is an ef­flux of the deity;118 and for­got­ten this, that noth­ing is a man’s own, but that his child and his body and his very soul came from the deity; for­got­ten this, that everything is opin­ion; and lastly thou hast for­got­ten that every man lives the present time only, and loses only this.

			Con­stantly bring to thy re­col­lec­tion those who have com­plained greatly about any­thing, those who have been most con­spicu­ous by the greatest fame or mis­for­tunes or en­mit­ies or for­tunes of any kind: then think where are they all now? Smoke and ash and a tale, or not even a tale. And let there be present to thy mind also everything of this sort, how Fabi­us Catullinus lived in the coun­try, and Lu­cius Lupus in his gar­dens, and Stertini­us at Baiæ, and Tiberi­us at Capreæ and Veli­us Ru­fus [or Ru­fus at Velia]; and in fine think of the eager pur­suit of any­thing con­joined with pride;119 and how worth­less everything is after which men vi­ol­ently strain; and how much more philo­soph­ic­al it is for a man in the op­por­tun­it­ies presen­ted to him to show him­self just, tem­per­ate, obed­i­ent to the gods, and to do this with all sim­pli­city: for the pride which is proud of its want of pride is the most in­tol­er­able of all.

			To those who ask, Where hast thou seen the gods or how dost thou com­pre­hend that they ex­ist and so wor­shipest them? I an­swer, in the first place, they may be seen even with the eyes;120 in the second place, neither have I seen even my own soul and yet I hon­our it. Thus then with re­spect to the gods, from what I con­stantly ex­per­i­ence of their power, from this I com­pre­hend that they ex­ist and I ven­er­ate them.

			The safety of life is this, to ex­am­ine everything all through, what it is it­self, what is its ma­ter­i­al, what the form­al part; with all thy soul to do justice and to say the truth. What re­mains ex­cept to en­joy life by join­ing one good thing to an­oth­er so as not to leave even the smal­lest in­ter­vals between?

			There is one light of the sun, though it is in­ter­rup­ted by walls, moun­tains, and oth­er things in­fin­ite. There is one com­mon sub­stance, though it is dis­trib­uted among count­less bod­ies which have their sev­er­al qual­it­ies. There is one soul, though it is dis­trib­uted among in­fin­ite natures and in­di­vidu­al cir­cum­scrip­tions [or in­di­vidu­als]. There is one in­tel­li­gent soul, though it seems to be di­vided. Now in the things which have been men­tioned all the oth­er parts, such as those which are air and mat­ter, are without sen­sa­tion and have no fel­low­ship: and yet even these parts the in­tel­li­gent prin­ciple holds to­geth­er, and the grav­it­a­tion to­wards the same. But in­tel­lect in a pe­cu­li­ar man­ner tends to that which is of the same kin, and com­bines with it, and the feel­ing for com­mu­nion is not in­ter­rup­ted.

			What dost thou wish? to con­tin­ue to ex­ist? Well, dost thou wish to have sen­sa­tion? move­ment? growth? and then again to cease to grow? to use thy speech? to think? What is there of all these things which seems to thee worth de­sir­ing? But if it is easy to set little value on all these things, turn to that which re­mains, which is to fol­low reas­on and god. But it is in­con­sist­ent with hon­our­ing reas­on and god to be troubled be­cause by death a man will be de­prived of the oth­er things.

			How small a part of the bound­less and un­fathom­able time is as­signed to every man! for it is very soon swal­lowed up in the etern­al. And how small a part of the whole sub­stance! and how small a part of the uni­ver­sal soul! and on what a small clod of the whole earth thou creep­est! Re­flect­ing on all this, con­sider noth­ing to be great, ex­cept to act as thy nature leads thee, and to en­dure that which the com­mon nature brings.

			How does the rul­ing fac­ulty make use of it­self? for all lies in this. But everything else, wheth­er it is in the power of thy will or not, is only life­less ashes and smoke.

			This re­flec­tion is most ad­ap­ted to move us to con­tempt of death, that even those who think pleas­ure to be a good and pain an evil still have des­pised it.

			The man to whom that only is good which comes in due sea­son, and to whom it is the same thing wheth­er he has done more or few­er acts con­form­able to right reas­on, and to whom it makes no dif­fer­ence wheth­er he con­tem­plates the world for a longer or a short­er time—for this man neither is death a ter­rible thing [iii, 7; vi, 23; x, 20; xii, 23].

			Man, thou hast been a cit­izen in this great state [the world];121 what dif­fer­ence does it make to thee wheth­er for five years [or three]? for that which is con­form­able to the laws is just for all. Where is the hard­ship then, if no tyr­ant nor yet an un­just judge sends thee away from the state, but nature who brought thee in­to it? the same as if a præt­or who has em­ployed an act­or dis­misses him from the stage.122—“But I have not fin­ished the five acts, but only three of them.”—Thou say­est well, but in life the three acts are the whole drama; for what shall be a com­plete drama is de­term­ined by him who was once the cause of its com­pos­i­tion, and now of its dis­sol­u­tion: but thou art the cause of neither. De­part then sat­is­fied, for he also who re­leases thee is sat­is­fied.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. An­ni­us Veri­us was his grand­fath­er’s name. There is no verb in this sec­tion con­nec­ted with the word “from,” nor in the fol­low­ing sec­tions of the book: and it is not quite cer­tain what verb should be sup­plied. What I have ad­ded may ex­press the mean­ing here, though there are sec­tions which it will not fit. If he does not mean to say that he learned all these good things from the sev­er­al per­sons whom he men­tions, he means that he ob­served cer­tain good qual­it­ies in them, or re­ceived cer­tain be­ne­fits from them, and it is im­plied that he was the bet­ter for it, or at least might have been: for it would be a mis­take to un­der­stand Mar­cus as say­ing that he pos­sessed all the vir­tues which he ob­served in his kins­men and teach­ers.

			2. His fath­er’s name was An­ni­us Ver­us.

			3. His moth­er was Dom­itia Calvilla, named also Lu­cil­ia.

			4. Per­haps his moth­er’s grand­fath­er, Cat­ili­us Sever­us.

			5. In the works of Justinus there is a prin­ted let­ter to one Diognetus, whom the writer names “most ex­cel­lent.” He was a Gen­tile, but he wished very much to know what the re­li­gion of the Chris­ti­ans was, what God they wor­shipped, and how this wor­ship made them des­pise the world and death, and neither be­lieve in the gods of the Greeks nor ob­serve the su­per­sti­tion of the Jews; and what was this love to one an­oth­er which they had, and why this new kind of re­li­gion was in­tro­duced now and not be­fore. My friend Mr. Jen­kins, rect­or of Lym­inge in Kent, has sug­ges­ted to me that this Diognetus may have been the tu­tor of M. Ant­oninus.

			6. Q. Ju­ni­us Rus­ti­c­us was a Sto­ic philo­soph­er, whom Ant­oninus val­ued highly, and of­ten took his ad­vice (Cap­it­ol, M. Ant­on­in, III).

			Ant­oninus says τοϊς Έπικτητείοις ύπομνήγασιν, which must not be trans­lated, “the writ­ings of Epic­t­etus,” for Epic­t­etus wrote noth­ing. His pu­pil Ar­ri­an, who has pre­served for us all that we know of Epic­t­etus, says έμαντφ διαφνλάξαι τής έκείνου διανοίας. (Epic­t­etus ad Gel­li­us).

			7. Apol­loni­us of Chal­cis came to Rome in the time of Pi­us to be Mar­cus’ pre­cept­or. He was a ri­gid sto­ic.

			8. Sex­tus of Chæronea, a grand­son of Plut­arch, or neph­ew, as some say; but more prob­ably a grand­son.

			9. Al­ex­an­der was a Gram­matic­us, a nat­ive of Phrygia. He wrote a com­ment­ary on Homer; and the rhet­or­ician Ar­istides wrote a pan­egyr­ic on Al­ex­an­der in a fu­ner­al ora­tion.

			10. M. Cor­neli­us Fronto was a rhet­or­ician, and in great fa­vour with Mar­cus. There are ex­tant vari­ous let­ters between Mar­cus and Fronto.

			11. Cinna Catu­lus, a Sto­ic philo­soph­er.

			12. The word “broth­er” may not be genu­ine. Ant­oninus had no broth­er. It has been sup­posed that he may mean some cous­in. Schultz omits “broth­er,” and says that this Sever­us is prob­ably Claudi­us Sever­us, a peri­pat­et­ic.

			13. We know, from Ta­cit­us (An­nales XIII, XVI, 21: and oth­er pas­sages), who Thrasea and Helvidi­us were. Plut­arch has writ­ten the lives of the two Ca­tos, and of Di­on and Bru­tus. Ant­oninus prob­ably al­ludes to Cato of Utica, who was a Sto­ic.

			14. Claudi­us Max­imus was a Sto­ic philo­spher, who was highly es­teemed also by Ant­oninus Pi­us, Mar­cus’ pre­de­cessor. The char­ac­ter of Max­imus is that of a per­fect man. See Book V, ¶27.

			15. He means his ad­opt­ive fath­er, his pre­de­cessor, the Em­per­or Ant­oninus Pi­us. Com­pare Book VI, ¶30.

			16. He uses the word κοινονοημοσύνη. See Gataker’s note.

			17. This pas­sage is cor­rupt, and the ex­act mean­ing is un­cer­tain.

			18. Lori­um was a villa on the coast north of Rome, and there Ant­oninus was brought up, and he died there. This is also cor­rupt.

			19. Xeno­phon, Mem­or­ab­il­ia 1. 3. 15.

			20. The em­per­or had no broth­er, ex­cept L. Ver­us, his broth­er by ad­op­tion.

			21. See the Life of Ant­oninus.

			22. This is cor­rupt.

			23. The Quadi lived in the south­ern part of Bo­hemia and Moravia; and Ant­oninus made a cam­paign against them (see the Life). Granua is prob­ably the river Graan, which flows in­to the Danube.

			If these words are genu­ine, Ant­oninus may have writ­ten this first book dur­ing the war with the Quadi. In the first edi­tion of Ant­oninus, and in the older edi­tions, the first three sec­tions of the second book make the con­clu­sion of the first book. Gataker placed them at the be­gin­ning of the second book.

			24. Xeno­phon, Mem­or­ab­il­ia. II 3. 18.

			25. Per­haps it should be “thou art do­ing vi­ol­ence to thy­self,” ύβρίζεις not ύβριζε.

			26. Or it may mean “since it is in thy power to de­part;” which gives a mean­ing some­what dif­fer­ent.

			27. See Cicero, Tus­cu­lan Dis­pu­ta­tions I, 49.

			28. Pin­dar, in the Theætetus of Pla­to. See XI, 1.

			29. See Gataker’s note.

			30. Carnantum was a town of Pan­no­nia, on the south side of the Danube, about thirty miles east of Vin­do­bona (Vi­enna). Orosi­us (VII, 15) and Eu­tropi­us (VIII, 13) say that Ant­oninus re­mained three years at Carnantum dur­ing his wars with the Mar­comanni.

			31. Com­pare Book IX, ¶3.

			32. Com­pare Book VIII, ¶36.

			33. “Est et hor­um quae me­dia ap­pel­l­amus grande dis­cri­men.” —Seneca, Epi­s­tu­lae Mor­ales ad Lu­cili­um 82

			34. ὺπομνήματα: or memor­anda, notes and the like. See Book I, ¶17.

			35. Com­pare Fronto, II, 9; a let­ter of Mar­cus to Fronto, who was then con­sul: “Feci tamen mihi per hos dies ex­cerpta ex lib­ris sexa­ginta in quinque tomis.” But he says some of them were small books.

			36. Com­pare Pla­to, De Legibus, I, p. 644, ότι ταϋτα τὰ πάθη etc.; and Ant­oninus, Book II, ¶2; Book VII, ¶9; Book XII, ¶21.

			37. πρὸς τὰ πγούμενα, Lit­er­ally “to­wards that which leads.” The ex­act trans­la­tion is doubt­ful. See Gataker’s note.

			38. “Tecum hab­ita, noris quam sit tibi cur­ta su­pellex.” —Per­si­us, IV, 52

			39. Com­pare Cicero De Legibus, I, 7.

			40. Ant­oninus here uses the word κόσμος both in the sense of the Uni­verse and of Or­der; and it is dif­fi­cult to ex­press his mean­ing.

			41. Ovid, Meta­morph­oses XC, 293:—“Si quaer­as Heli­cen et Bur­in Achai­das urbes, In­venies sub aquis.”

			42. An al­lu­sion to Homer’s Nestor, who was liv­ing at the war of Troy among the third gen­er­a­tion, like old Parr with his hun­dred and fifty-two years, and some oth­ers in mod­ern times who have beaten Parr by twenty or thirty years, if it is true; and yet they died at last.

			43. In this sec­tion there is a play on the mean­ing of συμβαίνειν.

			44. Com­pare Book II, ¶1.

			45. This is im­per­fect or cor­rupt, or both. There is also some­thing wrong or in­com­plete in the be­gin­ning of ¶29, where he says ώς ὲξελθών ζῆν διανοῆ, which Gataker trans­lates as “as if thou wast about to quite life;” but we can­not trans­late ὲξελθών in that way. Oth­er trans­la­tions are not much more sat­is­fact­ory. I have trans­lated lit­er­ally and left it im­per­fect.

			46. Epic­t­etus, I, 25. 18.

			47. This is the Sto­ic pre­cept of άνέχον καὶ άπέχον. The first part teaches us to be con­tent with men and things as they are. The second part teaches us the vir­tue of self-re­straint, or the gov­ern­ment of our pas­sions.

			48. This sec­tion is un­in­tel­li­gible. Many of the words may be cor­rupt, and the gen­er­al pur­port of the sec­tion can­not be dis­covered. Per­haps sev­er­al things have been im­prop­erly joined in one sec­tion. I have trans­lated it nearly lit­er­ally. Dif­fer­ent trans­lat­ors give the sec­tion a dif­fer­ent turn, and the crit­ics have tried to mend what they can­not un­der­stand.

			49. Gataker trans­lates this “be­cause we strive to get these things,” com­par­ing the use of διαφὲρεσθαι in Book V ¶1, and Book X ¶29, and Book IX ¶39, where it ap­pears that his ref­er­ence should be Book XI ¶15. He may be right in his in­ter­pret­a­tion, but I doubt.

			50. Cicero, De Natura Deor­um, III, 32.

			51. Plut­arch, Ad­versus Stoicos, C, 14.

			52. I have used Gataker’s con­jec­ture καταληκτικῶς in­stead of the com­mon read­ing καταληπτικῶς: com­pare Book IV, ¶21; Book IX, ¶43.

			53. This is cor­rupt.

			54. The end of this sec­tion is un­in­tel­li­gible.

			55. Pla­to, Po­liteia, VI, 486.

			56. From the Bellero­phon of Eur­ip­ides.

			57. From the Hypsi­pyle of Eur­ip­ides. Cicero (Tus­cu­lan Dis­pu­ta­tions III, 25), has trans­lated six lines from Eur­ip­ides, and among them are these two lines:

			
				
					“Red­denda ter­rae es­et terra: tum vita om­ni­bus
					

					Metenda ut fruges: Sic jubet ne­ces­sitas.”
				

			

			58. See Ar­is­to­phanes, Acharnenses, V, 661.

			59. From the Apo­lo­gia, C, 16.

			60. Pla­to, Gor­gi­as, C, 68 (512). In this pas­sage the text of Ant­oninus has ὲατέον, which is per­haps right; but there is a dif­fi­culty in the words μὴ Ύὰρ τοῦτο μέν, τὸ ζῆν ὸποσονδὴ χρόνον τόνγε ώς άληθῶς ᾶνὸρα ὲατέον ὲστί, καὶ ού, etc. The con­jec­ture εύκτέον for ὲατέον does not mend the mat­ter.

			61. It is said that this is not in the ex­tant writ­ings of Pla­to.

			62. From the Chrysip­pus of Eur­ip­ides.

			63. The first two lines are from the Sup­plices of Eur­ip­ides, V, 1110.

			64. This sec­tion is ob­scure, and the con­clu­sion is so cor­rupt that it is im­possible to give any prob­able mean­ing to it. It is bet­ter to have it as it is than to patch it up, as some crit­ics and trans­la­tions have done.

			65. The text has ύλική, which it has been pro­posed to al­ter to λογική, and this change is ne­ces­sary. We shall then have in this sec­tion λογική and κοινωνική as­so­ci­ated, as we have in ¶64 λογική and πολιτική, and in ¶68.

			66. I have fol­lowed Gataker’s con­jec­ture οί άπάνθρωποι in­stead of the ma­nu­script read­ing οί ᾶνθρωποι.

			67. Le­on of Sala­mis. See Pla­to, Epistles 7; Apo­lo­gia C, 20; Epic­t­etus, IV, 1, 160; IV, 7, 30.

			68. Ar­is­to­phan, Nubes 362. ὅτι βρεθύει τ ὲν ταῖσιν ὸδοῖς καὶ τώ ὸφθαλμώ παραβάλλει.

			69. It is not easy to un­der­stand this sec­tion. It has been sug­ges­ted that there are some er­rors in ηάλόγιδτα, etc. some of the trans­lat­ors have made noth­ing of the pas­sage, and they have some­what per­ver­ted the words. The first pro­pos­i­tion is, that the uni­verse was made by some suf­fi­cient power. A be­gin­ning of the uni­verse is as­sumed, and a power which framed an or­der. The next ques­tion is, How are things pro­duced now; or, in oth­er words, by what power do forms ap­pear in con­tinu­ous suc­ces­sion? The an­swer, ac­cord­ing to Ant­oninus, may be this: It is by vir­tue of the ori­gin­al con­sti­tu­tion of things that all change and suc­ces­sion have been ef­fected and are ef­fected. And this is in­tel­li­gible in a sense, if we ad­mit that the uni­verse is al­ways one and the same, a con­tinu­ity of iden­tity; as much one and the same as man is one and the same, which he be­lieves him­self to be, though he also be­lieves, and can­not help be­liev­ing, that both in his body and in his thoughts there is a change and suc­ces­sion. There is no real dis­con­tinu­ity then in the uni­verse; and if we say that there was an or­der framed in the be­gin­ning and that the things which are now pro­duced are a con­sequence of a pre­vi­ous ar­range­ment, we speak of things as we are com­pelled to view them, as form­ing a series or suc­ces­sion; just as we speak of the changes in our own bod­ies and the se­quence of our own thoughts. But as there are no in­ter­vals, not even in­ter­vals in­fin­itely small, between any two sup­posed states of any one thing, so there are no in­ter­vals, not even in­fin­itely small, between what we call one thing and any oth­er thing which we speak of as im­me­di­ately pre­ced­ing or fol­low­ing it. What we call time is an idea de­rived from our no­tion of a suc­ces­sion of things or events, an idea which is a part of our con­sti­tu­tion, but not an idea which we can sup­pose to be­long to an in­fin­ite in­tel­li­gence and power. The con­clu­sion then is cer­tain that the present and the past, the pro­duc­tion of present things and the sup­posed ori­gin­al or­der, out of which we say that present things now come, are one; and the pre­set pro­duct­ive power and the so-called past ar­range­ment are only dif­fer­ent names for one thing. I sup­pose then that Ant­oninus wrote here as people some­times talk now, and that his real mean­ing is not ex­actly ex­pressed by his words. There are cer­tainly oth­er pas­sages from which, I think, that we may col­lect that he had no­tions of pro­duc­tion some­thing like what I have ex­pressed.

			We now have come to the al­tern­at­ive: “or even the chief things … prin­ciple.” I do not ex­actly know what he means by τά κυρώτατα, “the chief,” or “the most ex­cel­lent,” or whatever it is. But as he speaks else­where of in­feri­or and su­per­i­or things, and of the in­feri­or be­ing for the use of the su­per­i­or, and of ra­tion­al be­ings be­ing the highest, he may here mean ra­tion­al be­ings. He also, in this al­tern­at­ive, as­sumes a gov­ern­ing power of the uni­verse, and that it acts by dir­ect­ing its power to­ward these chief ob­jects, or mak­ing its spe­cial, prop­er, mo­tion to­ward them. And here he uses the noun (όρμή) “move­ment,” which con­tains the same no­tion as the verb (ῶρμηδε) “moved,” which he used at the be­gin­ning of the para­graph when he was speak­ing of the mak­ing of the uni­verse. If we do not ac­cept the first hy­po­thes­is, he says, we must take the con­clu­sion of the second, that the “chief things to­ward which the rul­ing power of the uni­verse dir­ects its own move­ment are gov­erned by no ra­tion­al prin­ciple.” The mean­ing then is, if there is no mean­ing in it, that though there is a gov­ern­ing power, which strives to give ef­fect to its ef­forts, we must con­clude that there is no ra­tion­al dir­ec­tion of any­thing, if the power which first made the uni­verse does not in some way gov­ern it still. Be­sides, if we as­sume that any­thing is now pro­duced or now ex­ists without the ac­tion of the su­preme in­tel­li­gence, and yet that this in­tel­li­gence makes an ef­fort to act, we ob­tain a con­clu­sion which can­not be re­con­ciled with the nature of a su­preme power, whose ex­ist­ence Ant­oninus al­ways as­sumes. The tran­quil­ity that a man may gain from these re­flec­tions must res­ult from his re­ject­ing the second hy­po­thes­is, and ac­cept­ing the first; whatever may be the ex­act sense in which the em­per­or un­der­stood the first. Or, as he says else­where, if there is no provid­ence which gov­erns the world, man has at least the power of gov­ern­ing him­self ac­cord­ing to the con­sti­tu­tion of his nature; and so he may be tran­quil, if he does the best that he can.

			If there is no er­ror in the pas­sage, it is worth the labor to dis­cov­er the writer’s ex­act mean­ing; for I think that he had a mean­ing, though people may not agree what it was. (Com­pare Book IX, ¶28.) If I have rightly ex­plained the em­per­or’s mean­ing in this and oth­er pas­sages, he has touched the solu­tion of a great ques­tion.

			70. Caius is C. Ju­li­us Caesar, the dic­tat­or; and Pomei­us is Cn. Pom­pei­us, named Mag­nus.

			71. Ant­oninus V, 16. Thucy­dides, III, 10; ὲν γὰρ τῷ διαλλάσσοντι γνώμης καὶ αί διαφοραὶ τῶν έργων καθίστανται.

			72. The text has αίτιον, which in Ant­oninus means “form,” “form­al.” Ac­cord­ingly Schultz re­com­mends either Valken­aer’s emend­a­tion ἀγγεῖον, “body,” or Co­rais’ σωμάτιον. Com­pare Book XII, ¶16; Book X, ¶42.

			73. Areius (Άρειος) was a philo­soph­er, who was in­tim­ate with Au­gus­tus; Suc­ton, Au­gus­tus, C, 89; Plut­arch, Ant­oninus, 80; Di­on Cas­si­us, 51, C, 16.

			74. The text is cor­rupt at the be­gin­ning of the para­graph, but the mean­ing will ap­pear if the second λογικῶν is changed in­to ὄλων: though this change alone will not es­tab­lish the gram­mat­ic­al com­plete­ness of the text.

			75. “Ver­us” is a con­jec­ture of Sau­maise, and per­haps the true read­ing.

			76. όρεγομένη in this pas­sage seems to have a pass­ive sense. It is dif­fi­cult to find an apt ex­pres­sion for it and some of the oth­er words. A com­par­is­on with Book XI, ¶17, will help to ex­plain the mean­ing.

			77. Ex­ten­sions (άκτϊνες) be­cause they are ex­ten­ded (άπό τοϋ έκτείνεδθαι): A piece of bad ety­mo­logy.

			78. Com­pare Epic­t­etus, III, 9, 12.

			79.

			
				“As there is not any ac­tion or nat­ur­al event, which we are ac­quain­ted with, so single and un­con­nec­ted as not to have a re­spect to some oth­er ac­tions and events, so, pos­sibly each of them, when it has not an im­me­di­ate, may yet have a re­mote, nat­ur­al re­la­tion to oth­er ac­tions and events, much bey­ond the com­pass of this present world.”

			

			Again:

			
				“Things seem­ingly the most in­sig­ni­fic­ant ima­gin­able, are per­petu­ally ob­served to be ne­ces­sary con­di­tions to oth­er things of the greatest im­port­ance; so that any one thing whatever, may, for aught we know to the con­trary, be a ne­ces­sary con­di­tion to any oth­er.”

				But­ler’s Ana­logy, Chapter 7. See all the chapter.
			

			Some crit­ics take τὰ ύπάρχοντα in this pas­sage of Ant­oninus to be the same as τὰ ὄντα: but if that were so, he might have said πρὸςἄλληλα in­stead of πρὸς τὰ ύπάρχοντα. Per­haps the mean­ing of πρὸς τὰ ύπάρχοντα may be “to all pri­or things.” If so, the trans­la­tion is still cor­rect. See Book VI, ¶38.

			80.

			
				“Vir­tutis om­nis laus in ac­tione con­sistit.”

				—Cicero, De Of­fi­ciis, I, 6.
			

			81. τὸ τῆς Νεκνίας may be as Gataker con­jec­tures, a dra­mat­ic rep­res­ent­a­tion of the state of the dead. Schultz sup­poses that it may be also a ref­er­ence to the Νεκνία of the Odys­sey (lib. XI.)

			82. The words which im­me­di­ately fol­low κατ ὲπακολούθησιν are cor­rupt. But the mean­ing is hardly doubt­ful. (Com­pare Book VII, 71.)

			83. Those who wish to know what Pla­to’s Re­pub­lic is, may now study it in the ac­cur­ate trans­la­tion of Dav­ies and Vaughan.

			84. There is some cor­rup­tion at the end of this sec­tion; but I think that the trans­la­tion ex­presses the em­per­or’s mean­ing. Wheth­er in­tel­li­gence rules all things or chance rules, a man must not be dis­turbed. He must use the power that he has, and be tran­quil.

			85. Άπέχει τὸ ῖδιον. This sense of άπέχειν oc­curs in Book XI, ¶1, and Book VI, ¶51; also in St. Mat­thew, 6:2, άπέχονσι τὸν μισθόν, and in Epic­t­etus.

			86. That is, God (Book IV, ¶42), as he is defined by Zeno. But the con­fu­sion between gods and God is strange.

			87. The end of this sec­tion is per­haps cor­rupt. The mean­ing is very ob­scure. I have giv­en the mean­ing which ap­pears to be con­sist­ent with the whole ar­gu­ment. The em­per­or here main­tains that the es­sen­tial part of man is un­change­able, and that the oth­er parts, if they change or per­ish, do not af­fect that which really con­sti­tutes the man. Schultz sup­posed “thy moth­er” to mean nature, ή φύσις. But I doubt about that.

			88. See Seneca, Epistles 70, on these ex­hib­i­tions which amused the people of those days. These fight­ers were the Bestlarii, some of whom may have been crim­in­als, but even if they were, the ex­hib­i­tion was equally char­ac­ter­ist­ic of the de­praved habits of the spec­tat­ors.

			89. The is­lands of the Happy, or the For­tu­nate In­sulæ, are spoken of by the Greek and Ro­man writers. They were the abode of Her­oes, like Achilles and Diomedes, as we see in the Scolion of Har­mo­di­us and Ar­is­to­git­on. Sertori­us heard of the is­lands at Cad­iz from some sail­ors who had been there, and he had a wish to go and live in them and rest form his troubles. (Plut­arch, Sertori­us, C, 8.) In the Odys­sey, Pro­teus told Me­nelaus that he should not die in Ar­gos, but be re­moved to a place at the bound­ary of the earth where Rhadam­anthus dwelt: (Odys­sey, IV, 565.)

			
				
					“For there in sooth man’s life is easi­est:
					

					Nor snow nor ra­ging storm nor rain is there,
					

					But ever gently breath­ing gales of Zephyr
					

					Ocean­us sends up to glad­den man.”
				

			

			It is cer­tain that the writer of the Odys­sey only fol­lows some old le­gend without hav­ing any know­ledge of any place which cor­res­ponds to his de­scrip­tion. The is­lands which Sertori­us heard of may be Madeira and the ad­ja­cent is­land. (Com­pare Pin­dar, Olympi­an II, 129.)

			90. Co­rais con­jec­tured μϊδος “hatred” in place of Mimi, Ro­man plays in which ac­tion and ges­tic­u­la­tion were all or nearly all.

			91. This is cor­rupt. See the edi­tion of Schultz.

			92. Mar­cus means to say that con­quer­ors are rob­bers. He him­self warred against Sarma­tians, and was a rob­ber, as he says, like the rest. But com­pare the Life of Avidi­us Cas­si­us, C, 4, by Vul­ca­ti­us.

			93. By the law, he means the di­vine law, obed­i­ence to the will of God.

			94. These words are from Eur­ip­ides. They are cited by Ar­is­totle, Nicomachean Eth­ics VIII, 1. It was the fash­ion of the Stoics to work on the mean­ings of words, so Ant­oninus here takes the verb φιλεϊ, “loves,” which as also the sense of “is wont,” “uses,” and the like. He finds in the com­mon lan­guage of man­kind a philo­soph­ic­al truth, and most great truths are ex­pressed in the com­mon lan­guage of life; some un­der­stand them, but most people ut­ter them, without know­ing how much they mean.

			95. Pla­to, Theætetus 175 D. E. But com­pare the ori­gin­al with the use that Ant­oninus has made of it.

			96. Ant­oninus here is play­ing on the ety­mo­logy of νόμος, law, as sign­ment, that which as­signs (νέμει) to every man his por­tion.

			97. Noth­ing is known of Satyr­on or Satyri­on; nor, I be­live, of Eu­tyches or Hy­men. Eu­phrates is hon­or­ably men­tioned by Epic­t­etus (III, 15, 8; IV, 8, 17). Pliny (Epistles I, 10), speaks very highly of him. He ob­tained the per­mis­sion of the Em­per­or Had­ri­an to drink pois­on, be­cause he was old and in bad health (Di­on Cas­si­us. 69, C, 8).

			98. Crito is the friend of So­crates; and he was, it ap­pears, also a friend of Xeno­phon. When the em­per­or says “seen,” he does not mean with the eyes.

			99. Com­pare Epic­t­etus, I, 29, 28.

			100. Homer, the Ili­ad VI, 146.

			101. He says κακόν but as he af­firms in oth­er places that death is no evil, he must mean what oth­ers may call an evil, and he means “what is go­ing to hap­pen.”

			102. ήν περιοὄικήν παλιγενεσίαν. See Book V, ¶13, ¶33, and Book X, ¶8.

			103. Law is the or­der by which all things are gov­erned.

			104. See the Life of Ant­oninus. This is the only pas­sage in which the Em­per­or speaks of the Chris­ti­ans. Epic­t­etus (IV, 7, 6) names them Ga­lilæi.

			105. Sophocles, Oed­ipus Rex.

			106. See Book VII, ¶40, ¶37, ¶39.

			107. In­stead of σκάλμη Sau­maise reads σκαμβή. There is a Greek pro­verb, σκαμβὸν ξύλον ούδέποτ δρθόν: “You can­not make a crooked stick straight.”

			The wolfish friend­ship is an al­lu­sion to the fable of the sheep and the wolves.

			108. It ap­pears that there is a de­fect in the text here.

			109. The word πρεσβύτερα, which is here trans­lated “pri­or,” may also mean “su­per­i­or”: but Ant­oninus seems to say that piety and rev­er­ence of the gods pre­cede all vir­tues, and that oth­er vir­tues are de­rived from them, even justice, which in an­oth­er pas­sage (¶15) he makes the found­a­tion of all vir­tues. The an­cient no­tion of justice is that giv­ing to every­one his due. It’s not a leg­al defin­i­tion, as some have sup­posed, but a mor­al rule which law can­not in all cases en­force. Be­sides law that has its own rules, which are some­times mor­al and some­times im­mor­al; but it en­forces them all simply be­cause they are gen­er­al rules, and if it did not or could not en­force them, so far Law would not be Law. Justice, or the do­ing what is just, im­plies a uni­ver­sal rule and obed­i­ence to it; and as well as we all live un­der uni­ver­sal Law, which com­mands both our body and our in­tel­li­gence, and is the law of our nature, that is the law of the whole con­sti­tu­tion of man, we must en­deavor to dis­cov­er what this su­preme Law is. It is the will of the power that rules all. By act­ing in obed­i­ence to this will, we do justice, and by con­sequence everything else that we ought to do.

			110. The story is told by Hor­ace in his Satires (II, 6), and by oth­ers since, but not bet­ter.

			111. Per­haps the em­per­or made a mis­take here, for oth­er writers say that it was Archelaus, the son of Per­dic­cas, who in­vited So­crates to Mace­do­nia.

			112. Gataker sug­ges­ted Έπικονρείων for Έφεσίων.

			113. The verse of Empe­docles is cor­rupt in Ant­oninus. It has been re­stored by Peyron from a Tur­in ma­nu­script, thus:—

			
				Σφαῖρος κνκλοτεὴς μονίς περιγηθέϊ γαίων.

			

			114. See Book III, ¶4.

			115. The in­ter­pret­ers trans­late γοργός by the words acer, val­idusque, and “skill­ful.” But in Epic­t­etus (II, 16, 20; III, 12, 10) this word means “vehe­ment,” “prone to an­ger,” “ir­rit­able.”

			116. There is some­thing wrong here, or in­com­plete.

			117. See Book VII, ¶25.

			118. See Epic­t­etus, II, 8, 9, etc.

			119. μετ οίήσεως. Οῐησις καί τῦφος, see Epic­t­etus I, 8, 6.

			120. “Seen even with the eyes.” It is sup­posed that this may be ex­plained by the Sto­ic doc­trine, that the uni­verse is a god or liv­ing be­ing (Book IV, ¶42), and that the ce­les­ti­al bod­ies are gods (Book VIII, ¶19). But the em­per­or may mean that we know that the gods ex­ist, as he af­ter­wards states it, be­cause we see what they do; as we know that man has in­tel­lec­tu­al powers, be­cause we see what he does, and in no oth­er way do we know it. This pas­sage then will agree with the pas­sage in the Epistle to the Ro­mans (1:20), and with the Epistle to the Co­los­si­ans (1:15) in which Je­sus Christ is named “the im­age of the in­vis­ible god;” and with the pas­sage in the Gos­pel of St. John (14:9).

			Gataker, whose notes are a won­der­ful col­lec­tion of learn­ing, and all of it sound and good, quotes a pas­sage of Calv­in which is foun­ded on St. Paul’s lan­guage (Ro­mans 1:20): “God by cre­at­ing the uni­verse [or world, mun­dum), be­ing him­self in­vis­ible, has presen­ted him­self to our eyes con­spicu­ously in a cer­tain vis­ible form.” He also quotes Seneca (De Be­ne­fi­ciis IV, C, 8): “Quocunque te flex­er­is, ibi il­lum videbie oc­cur­ren­tem tibi: ni­hil ab illo va­cat, opus suum ipse im­plet.” Com­pare also Cicero, De Senec­tute (C. 22), Xeno­phon’s Cyropæ­dia (VIII, 7) and Mem­or­ab­il­ia IV, 3; also Epic­t­etus, I, 6, De Provid­en­tia. I think that my in­ter­pret­a­tion of Ant­oninus is right.

			121. See Book II, ¶16 and Book IV, ¶31.

			122. See Book III, ¶8.

		
	
		
			
				Colophon

				[image: The Standard Ebooks logo.]
			
			Med­i­ta­tions

			was writ­ten be­tween 170 and 180 by

			Mar­cus Au­re­lius An­ton­i­nus Au­gus­tus, Em­per­or of Rome.

			It was trans­lat­ed from Koine Greek in 1862 by

			George Long.

			This ebook was pro­duced for

			Stan­dard Ebooks

			by

			Alex Ca­bal,

			and is based on a tran­scrip­tion by

			The In­ter­net Clas­sics Ar­chive

			and on dig­i­tal scans from the

			Google Books.

			The cov­er page is adapt­ed from

			Af­ter the Au­di­ence,

			a paint­ing com­plet­ed in 1879 by

			Sir Lawrence Al­ma-Tade­ma.

			The cov­er and ti­tle pages fea­ture the

			League Spar­tan and Sorts Mill Goudy

			type­faces cre­at­ed in 2014 and 2009 by

			The League of Move­able Type.

			This edi­tion was re­leased on

			March 10, 2024, 7:10 p.m.

			and is based on

			re­vi­sion 31f186d.

			The first edi­tion of this ebook was re­leased on

			May 25, 2014, 12:00 a.m.

			You can check for up­dates to this ebook, view its re­vi­sion his­to­ry, or down­load it for dif­fer­ent eread­ing sys­tems at

			stan­dard­e­books.org/ebooks/mar­cus-au­re­lius/med­i­ta­tions/george-long.

			The vol­un­teer-driv­en Stan­dard Ebooks project re­lies on read­ers like you to sub­mit ty­pos, cor­rec­tions, and oth­er im­prove­ments. Any­one can con­trib­ute at stan­dard­e­books.org.

		
	
		
			Uncopyright

			
				
					May you do good and not evil.
					

					May you find for­give­ness for your­self and for­give oth­ers.
					

					May you share freely, nev­er tak­ing more than you give.
				

			

			Copy­right pages ex­ist to tell you that you can’t do some­thing. Un­like them, this Un­copy­right page ex­ists to tell you that the writ­ing and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. The Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main rep­re­sents our col­lec­tive cul­tur­al her­itage, and items in it are free for any­one in the Unit­ed States to do al­most any­thing at all with, with­out hav­ing to get per­mis­sion.

			Copy­right laws are dif­fer­ent all over the world, and the source text or art­work in this ebook may still be copy­right­ed in oth­er coun­tries. If you’re not lo­cat­ed in the Unit­ed States, you must check your lo­cal laws be­fore us­ing this ebook. Stan­dard Ebooks makes no rep­re­sen­ta­tions re­gard­ing the copy­right sta­tus of the source text or art­work in this ebook in any coun­try oth­er than the Unit­ed States.

			Non-au­thor­ship ac­tiv­i­ties per­formed on items that are in the pub­lic do­main—so-called “sweat of the brow” work—don’t cre­ate a new copy­right. That means that no­body can claim a new copy­right on an item that is in the pub­lic do­main for, among oth­er things, work like dig­i­ti­za­tion, markup, or ty­pog­ra­phy. Re­gard­less, the con­trib­u­tors to this ebook re­lease their con­tri­bu­tions un­der the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion, thus ded­i­cat­ing to the world­wide pub­lic do­main all of the work they’ve done on this ebook, in­clud­ing but not lim­it­ed to meta­da­ta, the ti­tlepage, im­print, colophon, this Un­copy­right, and any changes or en­hance­ments to, or markup on, the orig­i­nal text and art­work. This ded­i­ca­tion doesn’t change the copy­right sta­tus of the source text or art­work. We make this ded­i­ca­tion in the in­ter­est of en­rich­ing our glob­al cul­tur­al her­itage, to pro­mote free and li­bre cul­ture around the world, and to give back to the un­re­strict­ed cul­ture that has giv­en all of us so much.

		
	OEBPS/Images/image00109.png
MEDITATIONS
MARCUS AURELIUS

translated by

GEORGE LONG





OEBPS/Images/image00106.png





OEBPS/Images/cover00107.jpeg
MEDITATIONS

MARCUS AURELIUS






