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			Introduction

			Ras­selas was writ­ten by Samuel John­son in the year 1759, when his age was fifty. He had writ­ten his Lon­don in 1738; his Van­ity of Hu­man Wishes in 1740; his Ram­bler between March, 1750, and March, 1752. In 1755 his Dic­tion­ary had ap­peared, and Dub­lin, by giv­ing him its hon­or­ary LL.D., had en­abled his friends to call him “Doc­tor” John­son. His friends were many, and his hon­our among men was great. He owed them to his uni­on of in­tel­lec­tu­al power with un­flinch­ing prob­ity. But he had worked hard, bat­tling against the wolf without, and the black dog with­in—poverty and hy­po­chon­dria. He was still poor, though his per­son­al wants did not ex­ceed a hun­dred pounds a year. His wife had been sev­en years dead, and he missed her sorely. His old moth­er, who lived to the age of ninety, died poor in Janu­ary of this year, 1759. In her old age, John­son had sought to help her from his earn­ings. At her death there were some little debts, and there were costs of buri­al. That he might earn enough to pay them he wrote Ras­selas.

			Ras­selas was writ­ten in the even­ings of one week, and sent to press while be­ing writ­ten. John­son earned by it a hun­dred pounds, with twenty-five pounds more for a second edi­tion. It was pub­lished in March or April; John­son nev­er read it after it had been pub­lished un­til more than twenty years af­ter­wards. Then, find­ing it in a chaise with Boswell, he took it up and read it eagerly.

			This is one of John­son’s let­ters to his moth­er, writ­ten after he knew that her last ill­ness had come upon her. It is dated about ten days be­fore her death. The “Miss” re­ferred to in it was a faith­ful friend. “Miss” was his home name for an af­fec­tion­ate step­daugh­ter, Lucy Port­er:—

			
				“Hon­oured Madam—

				“The ac­count which Miss gives me of your health pierces my heart. God com­fort and pre­serve you, and save you, for the sake of Je­sus Christ.

				“I would have Miss read to you from time to time the Pas­sion of our Sa­viour; and some­times the sen­tences in the Com­mu­nion Ser­vice be­gin­ning—‘Come un­to me, all ye that trav­ail and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.’

				“I have just now read a phys­ic­al book which in­clines me to think that a strong in­fu­sion of the bark would do you good. Do, dear moth­er, try it.

				“Pray, send me your bless­ing, and for­give all that I have done amiss to you. And whatever you would have done, and what debts you would have paid first, or any­thing else that you would dir­ect, let Miss put it down; I shall en­deav­our to obey you.

				“I have got twelve guineas to send you” [six were bor­rowed. There was a note in John­son’s di­ary of six guineas re­paid to Al­len, the print­er, who had lent them when he wanted to send money to his dy­ing moth­er], “but un­hap­pily am at a loss how to send it to­night. If I can­not send it to­night, it will come by the next post.

				“Pray, do not omit any­thing men­tioned in this let­ter. God bless you for ever and ever.

				
					“I am,

					“Your du­ti­ful Son,

					“Sam. John­son.

					“Jan. 13, 1759.”

				
			

			That is the per­son­al side of the tale of Ras­selas. In that way John­son sud­denly, on ur­gent pres­sure, car­ried out a design that had been in his mind. The suc­cess of East­ern tales, writ­ten as a form of mor­al es­say, in the Ram­bler and Ad­ven­turer, upon sug­ges­tion, no doubt, of Ad­dis­on’s Vis­ion of Mirza, had promp­ted him to ex­press his view of life more fully than in es­say form by way of Ori­ent­al apo­logue; and his early work on Fath­er Lobo’s Voy­age to Abyssin­ia, caused him to choose Abyssin­ia for the land in which to lay his fable.

			But John­son’s Ras­selas has also a close re­la­tion to the time when it was writ­ten, as John­son him­self had to the time in which he lived. From the be­gin­ning of the cen­tury—and es­pe­cially, in Eng­land, since the be­gin­ning of the reign of George the Second—there had been a grow­ing sense of the ills of life, as­so­ci­ated in some minds with doubt wheth­er there could be a just God rul­ing this un­happy world. Hard prob­lems of hu­man­ity pressed more and more on earn­est minds. The feel­ing ex­pressed in John­son’s Van­ity of Hu­man Wishes had deepened every­where by the year 1759. This has in­tense ex­pres­sion in Ras­selas, where all the joys of life, without act­ive use of the en­er­gies of life, can give no joy; and where all uses of the en­er­gies of men are for the at­tain­ment of ideals worth­less or de­lusive. This life was to John­son, and to al­most all the earn­est thinkers of his time, un­happy in it­self—a school­house where the rod was ever act­ive. But in its un­hap­pi­ness John­son found no power that could over­throw his faith. To him this world was but a place of edu­ca­tion for the hap­pi­ness that would be to the faith­ful in the world to come. There was a great dread for him in the ques­tion, Who shall be found faith­ful? But there was no doubt in his mind that the hap­pi­ness of man is to be found only bey­ond the grave. This was a feel­ing spread through Europe in the dark­ness gath­er­ing be­fore the out­burst of the storm of the great French Re­volu­tion. Even Gray, in his Ode on a Dis­tant Pro­spect of Eton Col­lege, re­garded Eton boys at their sports as “little vic­tims,” un­con­scious of the doom of miser­ies await­ing them in life. Thus John­son’s Ras­selas is a book doubly typ­ic­al. We have in it the spir­it of the writer when it best ex­pressed the spir­it of his time.

			
				Henry Mor­ley
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				I

				De­scrip­tion of a Palace in a Val­ley

			
			Ye who listen with credu­lity to the whis­pers of fancy, and pur­sue with eager­ness the phantoms of hope; who ex­pect that age will per­form the prom­ises of youth, and that the de­fi­cien­cies of the present day will be sup­plied by the mor­row, at­tend to the his­tory of Ras­selas, Prince of Abyssin­ia.

			Ras­selas was the fourth son of the mighty Em­per­or in whose domin­ions the fath­er of wa­ters be­gins his course—whose bounty pours down the streams of plenty, and scat­ters over the world the har­vests of Egypt.

			Ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom which has des­cen­ded from age to age among the mon­archs of the tor­rid zone, Ras­selas was con­fined in a private palace, with the oth­er sons and daugh­ters of Abyssin­i­an roy­alty, till the or­der of suc­ces­sion should call him to the throne.

			The place which the wis­dom or policy of an­tiquity had destined for the res­id­ence of the Abyssin­i­an princes was a spa­cious val­ley in the king­dom of Am­hara, sur­roun­ded on every side by moun­tains, of which the sum­mits over­hang the middle part. The only pas­sage by which it could be entered was a cav­ern that passed un­der a rock, of which it had long been dis­puted wheth­er it was the work of nature or of hu­man in­dustry. The out­let of the cav­ern was con­cealed by a thick wood, and the mouth which opened in­to the val­ley was closed with gates of iron, forged by the ar­ti­ficers of an­cient days, so massive that no man, without the help of en­gines, could open or shut them.

			From the moun­tains on every side rivu­lets des­cen­ded that filled all the val­ley with ver­dure and fer­til­ity, and formed a lake in the middle, in­hab­ited by fish of every spe­cies, and fre­quen­ted by every fowl whom nature has taught to dip the wing in wa­ter. This lake dis­charged its su­per­fluit­ies by a stream, which entered a dark cleft of the moun­tain on the north­ern side, and fell with dread­ful noise from pre­cip­ice to pre­cip­ice till it was heard no more.

			The sides of the moun­tains were covered with trees, the banks of the brooks were di­ver­si­fied with flowers; every blast shook spices from the rocks, and every month dropped fruits upon the ground. All an­im­als that bite the grass or browse the shrubs, wheth­er wild or tame, wandered in this ex­tens­ive cir­cuit, se­cured from beasts of prey by the moun­tains which con­fined them. On one part were flocks and herds feed­ing in the pas­tures, on an­oth­er all the beasts of chase frisk­ing in the lawns, the sprightly kid was bound­ing on the rocks, the subtle mon­key frol­ick­ing in the trees, and the sol­emn ele­phant re­pos­ing in the shade. All the di­versit­ies of the world were brought to­geth­er, the bless­ings of nature were col­lec­ted, and its evils ex­trac­ted and ex­cluded.

			The val­ley, wide and fruit­ful, sup­plied its in­hab­it­ants with all the ne­ces­sar­ies of life, and all de­lights and su­per­fluit­ies were ad­ded at the an­nu­al vis­it which the Em­per­or paid his chil­dren, when the iron gate was opened to the sound of mu­sic, and dur­ing eight days every­one that resided in the val­ley was re­quired to pro­pose whatever might con­trib­ute to make se­clu­sion pleas­ant, to fill up the va­can­cies of at­ten­tion, and lessen the te­di­ous­ness of time. Every de­sire was im­me­di­ately gran­ted. All the ar­ti­ficers of pleas­ure were called to glad­den the fest­iv­ity; the mu­si­cians ex­er­ted the power of har­mony, and the dan­cers showed their activ­ity be­fore the princes, in hopes that they should pass their lives in bliss­ful cap­tiv­ity, to which those only were ad­mit­ted whose per­form­ance was thought able to add nov­elty to lux­ury. Such was the ap­pear­ance of se­cur­ity and de­light which this re­tire­ment af­forded, that they to whom it was new al­ways de­sired that it might be per­petu­al; and as those on whom the iron gate had once closed were nev­er suffered to re­turn, the ef­fect of longer ex­per­i­ence could not be known. Thus every year pro­duced new scenes of de­light, and new com­pet­it­ors for im­pris­on­ment.

			The palace stood on an em­in­ence, raised about thirty paces above the sur­face of the lake. It was di­vided in­to many squares or courts, built with great­er or less mag­ni­fi­cence ac­cord­ing to the rank of those for whom they were de­signed. The roofs were turned in­to arches of massive stone, joined by a ce­ment that grew harder by time, and the build­ing stood from cen­tury to cen­tury, de­rid­ing the sol­sti­tial rains and equi­noc­tial hur­ricanes, without need of re­par­a­tion.

			This house, which was so large as to be fully known to none but some an­cient of­ficers, who suc­cess­ively in­her­ited the secrets of the place, was built as if Sus­pi­cion her­self had dic­tated the plan. To every room there was an open and secret pas­sage; every square had a com­mu­nic­a­tion with the rest, either from the up­per storeys by private gal­ler­ies, or by sub­ter­raneous pas­sages from the lower apart­ments. Many of the columns had un­sus­pec­ted cav­it­ies, in which a long race of mon­archs had de­pos­ited their treas­ures. They then closed up the open­ing with marble, which was nev­er to be re­moved but in the ut­most ex­i­gences of the king­dom, and re­cor­ded their ac­cu­mu­la­tions in a book, which was it­self con­cealed in a tower, not entered but by the Em­per­or, at­ten­ded by the prince who stood next in suc­ces­sion.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The Dis­con­tent of Ras­selas in the Happy Val­ley

			
			Here the sons and daugh­ters of Abyssin­ia lived only to know the soft vi­cis­situdes of pleas­ure and re­pose, at­ten­ded by all that were skil­ful to de­light, and grat­i­fied with whatever the senses can en­joy. They wandered in gar­dens of fra­grance, and slept in the fort­resses of se­cur­ity. Every art was prac­tised to make them pleased with their own con­di­tion. The sages who in­struc­ted them told them of noth­ing but the miser­ies of pub­lic life, and de­scribed all bey­ond the moun­tains as re­gions of calam­ity, where dis­cord was al­ways ra­cing, and where man preyed upon man.

			To height­en their opin­ion of their own fe­li­city, they were daily en­ter­tained with songs, the sub­ject of which was the Happy Val­ley. Their ap­pet­ites were ex­cited by fre­quent enu­mer­a­tions of dif­fer­ent en­joy­ments, and rev­elry and mer­ri­ment were the busi­ness of every hour, from the dawn of morn­ing to the close of the even­ing.

			These meth­ods were gen­er­ally suc­cess­ful; few of the princes had ever wished to en­large their bounds, but passed their lives in full con­vic­tion that they had all with­in their reach that art or nature could be­stow, and pit­ied those whom nature had ex­cluded from this seat of tran­quil­lity as the sport of chance and the slaves of misery.

			Thus they rose in the morn­ing and lay down at night, pleased with each oth­er and with them­selves, all but Ras­selas, who, in the twenty-sixth year of his age, began to with­draw him­self from the pas­times and as­sem­blies, and to de­light in sol­it­ary walks and si­lent med­it­a­tion. He of­ten sat be­fore tables covered with lux­ury, and for­got to taste the dain­ties that were placed be­fore him; he rose ab­ruptly in the midst of the song, and hast­ily re­tired bey­ond the sound of mu­sic. His at­tend­ants ob­served the change, and en­deav­oured to re­new his love of pleas­ure. He neg­lected their of­fi­cious­ness, re­pulsed their in­vit­a­tions, and spent day after day on the banks of rivu­lets sheltered with trees, where he some­times listened to the birds in the branches, some­times ob­served the fish play­ing in the streams, and anon cast his eyes upon the pas­tures and moun­tains filled with an­im­als, of which some were bit­ing the herb­age, and some sleep­ing among the bushes.

			This sin­gu­lar­ity of his hu­mour made him much ob­served. One of the sages, in whose con­ver­sa­tion he had formerly de­lighted, fol­lowed him secretly, in hope of dis­cov­er­ing the cause of his dis­quiet. Ras­selas, who knew not that any­one was near him, hav­ing for some time fixed his eyes upon the goats that were brows­ing among the rocks, began to com­pare their con­di­tion with his own.

			“What,” said he, “makes the dif­fer­ence between man and all the rest of the an­im­al cre­ation? Every beast that strays be­side me has the same cor­por­al ne­ces­sit­ies with my­self: he is hungry, and crops the grass; he is thirsty, and drinks the stream; his thirst and hun­ger are ap­peased; he is sat­is­fied, and sleeps; he rises again, and is hungry; he is again fed, and is at rest. I am hungry and thirsty, like him, but when thirst and hun­ger cease, I am not at rest. I am, like him, pained with want, but am not, like him, sat­is­fied with full­ness. The in­ter­me­di­ate hours are te­di­ous and gloomy; I long again to be hungry that I may again quick­en the at­ten­tion. The birds peck the ber­ries or the corn, and fly away to the groves, where they sit in seem­ing hap­pi­ness on the branches, and waste their lives in tun­ing one un­var­ied series of sounds. I like­wise can call the lut­ist and the sing­er; but the sounds that pleased me yes­ter­day weary me today, and will grow yet more wear­i­some to­mor­row. I can dis­cov­er in me no power of per­cep­tion which is not glut­ted with its prop­er pleas­ure, yet I do not feel my­self de­lighted. Man surely has some lat­ent sense for which this place af­fords no grat­i­fic­a­tion; or he has some de­sire dis­tinct from sense, which must be sat­is­fied be­fore he can be happy.”

			After this he lif­ted up his head, and see­ing the moon rising, walked to­wards the palace. As he passed through the fields, and saw the an­im­als around him, “Ye,” said he, “are happy, and need not envy me that walk thus among you, burdened with my­self; nor do I, ye gentle be­ings, envy your fe­li­city; for it is not the fe­li­city of man. I have many dis­tresses from which you are free; I fear pain when I do not feel it; I some­times shrink at evils re­col­lec­ted, and some­times start at evils an­ti­cip­ated: surely the equity of Provid­ence has bal­anced pe­cu­li­ar suf­fer­ings with pe­cu­li­ar en­joy­ments.”

			With ob­ser­va­tions like these the Prince amused him­self as he re­turned, ut­ter­ing them with a plaint­ive voice, yet with a look that dis­covered him to feel some com­pla­cence in his own per­spica­city, and to re­ceive some solace of the miser­ies of life from con­scious­ness of the del­ic­acy with which he felt and the elo­quence with which he be­wailed them. He mingled cheer­fully in the di­ver­sions of the even­ing, and all re­joiced to find that his heart was lightened.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Wants of Him That Wants Noth­ing

			
			On the next day, his old in­struct­or, ima­gin­ing that he had now made him­self ac­quain­ted with his dis­ease of mind, was in hope of cur­ing it by coun­sel, and of­fi­ciously sought an op­por­tun­ity of con­fer­ence, which the Prince, hav­ing long con­sidered him as one whose in­tel­lects were ex­hausted, was not very will­ing to af­ford. “Why,” said he, “does this man thus in­trude upon me? Shall I nev­er be suffered to for­get these lec­tures, which pleased only while they were new, and to be­come new again must be for­got­ten?” He then walked in­to the wood, and com­posed him­self to his usu­al med­it­a­tions; when, be­fore his thoughts had taken any settled form, he per­ceived his pur­suer at his side, and was at first promp­ted by his im­pa­tience to go hast­ily away; but be­ing un­will­ing to of­fend a man whom he had once rev­er­enced and still loved, he in­vited him to sit down with him on the bank.

			The old man, thus en­cour­aged, began to lament the change which had been lately ob­served in the Prince, and to in­quire why he so of­ten re­tired from the pleas­ures of the palace to loneli­ness and si­lence. “I fly from pleas­ure,” said the Prince, “be­cause pleas­ure has ceased to please: I am lonely be­cause I am miser­able, and am un­will­ing to cloud with my pres­ence the hap­pi­ness of oth­ers.”

			“You, sir,” said the sage, “are the first who has com­plained of misery in the Happy Val­ley. I hope to con­vince you that your com­plaints have no real cause. You are here in full pos­ses­sion of all the Em­per­or of Abyssin­ia can be­stow; here is neither la­bour to be en­dured nor danger to be dreaded, yet here is all that la­bour or danger can pro­cure or pur­chase. Look round and tell me which of your wants is without sup­ply: if you want noth­ing, how are you un­happy?”

			“That I want noth­ing,” said the Prince, “or that I know not what I want, is the cause of my com­plaint: if I had any known want, I should have a cer­tain wish; that wish would ex­cite en­deav­our, and I should not then re­pine to see the sun move so slowly to­wards the west­ern moun­tains, or to lament when the day breaks, and sleep will no longer hide me from my­self. When I see the kids and the lambs chas­ing one an­oth­er, I fancy that I should be happy if I had some­thing to pur­sue. But, pos­sess­ing all that I can want, I find one day and one hour ex­actly like an­oth­er, ex­cept that the lat­ter is still more te­di­ous than the former. Let your ex­per­i­ence in­form me how the day may now seem as short as in my child­hood, while nature was yet fresh, and every mo­ment showed me what I nev­er had ob­served be­fore. I have already en­joyed too much: give me some­thing to de­sire.”

			The old man was sur­prised at this new spe­cies of af­flic­tion, and knew not what to reply, yet was un­will­ing to be si­lent. “Sir,” said he, “if you had seen the miser­ies of the world, you would know how to value your present state.”

			“Now,” said the Prince, “you have giv­en me some­thing to de­sire. I shall long to see the miser­ies of the world, since the sight of them is ne­ces­sary to hap­pi­ness.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Prince Con­tin­ues to Grieve and Muse

			
			At this time the sound of mu­sic pro­claimed the hour of re­past, and the con­ver­sa­tion was con­cluded. The old man went away suf­fi­ciently dis­con­ten­ted to find that his reas­on­ings had pro­duced the only con­clu­sion which they were in­ten­ded to pre­vent. But in the de­cline of life, shame and grief are of short dur­a­tion: wheth­er it be that we bear eas­ily what we have borne long; or that, find­ing ourselves in age less re­garded, we less re­gard oth­ers; or that we look with slight re­gard upon af­flic­tions to which we know that the hand of death is about to put an end.

			The Prince, whose views were ex­ten­ded to a wider space, could not speedily quiet his emo­tions. He had been be­fore ter­ri­fied at the length of life which nature prom­ised him, be­cause he con­sidered that in a long time much must be en­dured: he now re­joiced in his youth, be­cause in many years much might be done.

			This first beam of hope that had been ever dar­ted in­to his mind re­kindled youth in his cheeks, and doubled the lustre of his eyes. He was fired with the de­sire of do­ing some­thing, though he knew not yet, with dis­tinct­ness, either end or means.

			He was now no longer gloomy and un­so­cial; but con­sid­er­ing him­self as mas­ter of a secret stock of hap­pi­ness, which he could only en­joy by con­ceal­ing it, he af­fected to be busy in all the schemes of di­ver­sion, and en­deav­oured to make oth­ers pleased with the state of which he him­self was weary. But pleas­ures can nev­er be so mul­ti­plied or con­tin­ued as not to leave much of life un­em­ployed; there were many hours, both of the night and day, which he could spend without sus­pi­cion in sol­it­ary thought. The load of life was much lightened; he went eagerly in­to the as­sem­blies, be­cause he sup­posed the fre­quency of his pres­ence ne­ces­sary to the suc­cess of his pur­poses; he re­tired gladly to pri­vacy, be­cause he had now a sub­ject of thought.

			His chief amuse­ment was to pic­ture to him­self that world which he had nev­er seen, to place him­self in vari­ous con­di­tions, to be en­tangled in ima­gin­ary dif­fi­culties, and to be en­gaged in wild ad­ven­tures; but, his be­ne­vol­ence al­ways ter­min­ated his pro­jects in the re­lief of dis­tress, the de­tec­tion of fraud, the de­feat of op­pres­sion, and the dif­fu­sion of hap­pi­ness.

			Thus passed twenty months of the life of Ras­selas. He busied him­self so in­tensely in vis­ion­ary bustle that he for­got his real solitude; and amidst hourly pre­par­a­tions for the vari­ous in­cid­ents of hu­man af­fairs, neg­lected to con­sider by what means he should mingle with man­kind.

			One day, as he was sit­ting on a bank, he feigned to him­self an orphan vir­gin robbed of her little por­tion by a treach­er­ous lov­er, and cry­ing after him for resti­tu­tion. So strongly was the im­age im­pressed upon his mind that he star­ted up in the maid’s de­fence, and ran for­ward to seize the plun­der­er with all the eager­ness of real pur­suit. Fear nat­ur­ally quick­ens the flight of guilt. Ras­selas could not catch the fu­git­ive with his ut­most ef­forts; but, resolv­ing to weary by per­sever­ance him whom he could not sur­pass in speed, he pressed on till the foot of the moun­tain stopped his course.

			Here he re­col­lec­ted him­self, and smiled at his own use­less im­petu­os­ity. Then rais­ing his eyes to the moun­tain, “This,” said he, “is the fatal obstacle that hinders at once the en­joy­ment of pleas­ure and the ex­er­cise of vir­tue. How long is it that my hopes and wishes have flown bey­ond this bound­ary of my life, which yet I nev­er have at­temp­ted to sur­mount?”

			Struck with this re­flec­tion, he sat down to muse, and re­membered that since he first re­solved to es­cape from his con­fine­ment, the sun had passed twice over him in his an­nu­al course. He now felt a de­gree of re­gret with which he had nev­er been be­fore ac­quain­ted. He con­sidered how much might have been done in the time which had passed, and left noth­ing real be­hind it. He com­pared twenty months with the life of man. “In life,” said he, “is not to be coun­ted the ig­nor­ance of in­fancy or im­be­cil­ity of age. We are long be­fore we are able to think, and we soon cease from the power of act­ing. The true peri­od of hu­man ex­ist­ence may be reas­on­ably es­tim­ated at forty years, of which I have mused away the four-and-twen­ti­eth part. What I have lost was cer­tain, for I have cer­tainly pos­sessed it; but of twenty months to come, who can as­sure me?”

			The con­scious­ness of his own folly pierced him deeply, and he was long be­fore he could be re­con­ciled to him­self. “The rest of my time,” said he, “has been lost by the crime or folly of my an­cest­ors, and the ab­surd in­sti­tu­tions of my coun­try; I re­mem­ber it with dis­gust, yet without re­morse: but the months that have passed since new light dar­ted in­to my soul, since I formed a scheme of reas­on­able fe­li­city, have been squandered by my own fault. I have lost that which can nev­er be re­stored; I have seen the sun rise and set for twenty months, an idle gazer on the light of heav­en; in this time the birds have left the nest of their moth­er, and com­mit­ted them­selves to the woods and to the skies; the kid has for­saken the teat, and learned by de­grees to climb the rocks in quest of in­de­pend­ent susten­ance. I only have made no ad­vances, but am still help­less and ig­nor­ant. The moon, by more than twenty changes, ad­mon­ished me of the flux of life; the stream that rolled be­fore my feet up­braided my in­activ­ity. I sat feast­ing on in­tel­lec­tu­al lux­ury, re­gard­less alike of the ex­amples of the earth and the in­struc­tions of the plan­ets. Twenty months are passed: who shall re­store them?”

			These sor­row­ful med­it­a­tions fastened upon his mind; he passed four months in resolv­ing to lose no more time in idle re­solves, and was awakened to more vig­or­ous ex­er­tion by hear­ing a maid, who had broken a por­cel­ain cup, re­mark that what can­not be re­paired is not to be re­gret­ted.

			This was ob­vi­ous; and Ras­selas re­proached him­self that he had not dis­covered it—hav­ing not known, or not con­sidered, how many use­ful hints are ob­tained by chance, and how of­ten the mind, hur­ried by her own ar­dour to dis­tant views, neg­lects the truths that lie open be­fore her. He for a few hours re­gret­ted his re­gret, and from that time bent his whole mind upon the means of es­cap­ing from the Val­ley of Hap­pi­ness.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Prince Med­it­ates His Es­cape

			
			He now found that it would be very dif­fi­cult to ef­fect that which it was very easy to sup­pose ef­fected. When he looked round about him, he saw him­self con­fined by the bars of nature, which had nev­er yet been broken, and by the gate through which none that had once passed it were ever able to re­turn. He was now im­pa­tient as an eagle in a grate. He passed week after week in clam­ber­ing the moun­tains to see if there was any aper­ture which the bushes might con­ceal, but found all the sum­mits in­ac­cess­ible by their prom­in­ence. The iron gate he des­paired to open for it was not only se­cured with all the power of art, but was al­ways watched by suc­cess­ive sen­tinels, and was, by its po­s­i­tion, ex­posed to the per­petu­al ob­ser­va­tion of all the in­hab­it­ants.

			He then ex­amined the cav­ern through which the wa­ters of the lake were dis­charged; and, look­ing down at a time when the sun shone strongly upon its mouth, he dis­covered it to be full of broken rocks, which, though they per­mit­ted the stream to flow through many nar­row pas­sages, would stop any body of sol­id bulk. He re­turned dis­cour­aged and de­jec­ted; but hav­ing now known the bless­ing of hope, re­solved nev­er to des­pair.

			In these fruit­less re­searches he spent ten months. The time, how­ever, passed cheer­fully away—in the morn­ing he rose with new hope; in the even­ing ap­plauded his own di­li­gence; and in the night slept soundly after his fa­tigue. He met a thou­sand amuse­ments, which be­guiled his la­bour and di­ver­si­fied his thoughts. He dis­cerned the vari­ous in­stincts of an­im­als and prop­er­ties of plants, and found the place re­plete with won­ders, of which he pro­posed to solace him­self with the con­tem­pla­tion if he should nev­er be able to ac­com­plish his flight—re­joicing that his en­deav­ours, though yet un­suc­cess­ful, had sup­plied him with a source of in­ex­haust­ible in­quiry.

			But his ori­gin­al curi­os­ity was not yet abated; he re­solved to ob­tain some know­ledge of the ways of men. His wish still con­tin­ued, but his hope grew less. He ceased to sur­vey any longer the walls of his pris­on, and spared to search by new toils for in­ter­stices which he knew could not be found, yet de­term­ined to keep his design al­ways in view, and lay hold on any ex­pedi­ent that time should of­fer.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Dis­ser­ta­tion on the Art of Fly­ing

			
			Among the artists that had been al­lured in­to the Happy Val­ley, to la­bour for the ac­com­mod­a­tion and pleas­ure of its in­hab­it­ants, was a man em­in­ent for his know­ledge of the mech­an­ic powers, who had con­trived many en­gines both of use and re­cre­ation. By a wheel which the stream turned he forced the wa­ter in­to a tower, whence it was dis­trib­uted to all the apart­ments of the palace. He erec­ted a pa­vil­ion in the garden, around which he kept the air al­ways cool by ar­ti­fi­cial showers. One of the groves, ap­pro­pri­ated to the ladies, was vent­il­ated by fans, to which the rivu­lets that ran through it gave a con­stant mo­tion; and in­stru­ments of soft mu­sic were played at prop­er dis­tances, of which some played by the im­pulse of the wind, and some by the power of the stream.

			This artist was some­times vis­ited by Ras­selas, who was pleased with every kind of know­ledge, ima­gin­ing that the time would come when all his ac­quis­i­tions should be of use to him in the open world. He came one day to amuse him­self in his usu­al man­ner, and found the mas­ter busy in build­ing a sail­ing chari­ot. He saw that the design was prac­tic­able upon a level sur­face, and with ex­pres­sions of great es­teem so­li­cited its com­ple­tion. The work­man was pleased to find him­self so much re­garded by the Prince, and re­solved to gain yet high­er hon­ours. “Sir,” said he, “you have seen but a small part of what the mech­an­ic sci­ences can per­form. I have been long of opin­ion that, in­stead of the tardy con­vey­ance of ships and chari­ots, man might use the swifter mi­gra­tion of wings, that the fields of air are open to know­ledge, and that only ig­nor­ance and idle­ness need crawl upon the ground.”

			This hint re­kindled the Prince’s de­sire of passing the moun­tains. Hav­ing seen what the mech­an­ist had already per­formed, he was will­ing to fancy that he could do more, yet re­solved to in­quire fur­ther be­fore he suffered hope to af­flict him by dis­ap­point­ment. “I am afraid,” said he to the artist, “that your ima­gin­a­tion pre­vails over your skill, and that you now tell me rather what you wish than what you know. Every an­im­al has his ele­ment as­signed him; the birds have the air, and man and beasts the earth.”

			“So,” replied the mech­an­ist, “fishes have the wa­ter, in which yet beasts can swim by nature and man by art. He that can swim needs not des­pair to fly; to swim is to fly in a gross­er flu­id, and to fly is to swim in a subtler. We are only to pro­por­tion our power of res­ist­ance to the dif­fer­ent dens­ity of mat­ter through which we are to pass. You will be ne­ces­sar­ily up-borne by the air if you can re­new any im­pulse upon it faster than the air can re­cede from the pres­sure.”

			“But the ex­er­cise of swim­ming,” said the Prince, “is very la­bor­i­ous; the strongest limbs are soon wear­ied. I am afraid the act of fly­ing will be yet more vi­ol­ent; and wings will be of no great use un­less we can fly fur­ther than we can swim.”

			“The la­bour of rising from the ground,” said the artist, “will be great, as we see it in the heav­ier do­mest­ic fowls; but as we mount high­er the earth’s at­trac­tion and the body’s grav­ity will be gradu­ally di­min­ished, till we shall ar­rive at a re­gion where the man shall float in the air without any tend­ency to fall; no care will then be ne­ces­sary but to move for­ward, which the gentlest im­pulse will ef­fect. You, sir, whose curi­os­ity is so ex­tens­ive, will eas­ily con­ceive with what pleas­ure a philo­soph­er, fur­nished with wings and hov­er­ing in the sky, would see the earth and all its in­hab­it­ants rolling be­neath him, and present­ing to him suc­cess­ively, by its di­urn­al mo­tion, all the coun­tries with­in the same par­al­lel. How must it amuse the pen­dent spec­tat­or to see the mov­ing scene of land and ocean, cit­ies and deserts; to sur­vey with equal se­cur­ity the marts of trade and the fields of battle; moun­tains in­fes­ted by bar­bar­i­ans, and fruit­ful re­gions gladdened by plenty and lulled by peace. How eas­ily shall we then trace the Nile through all his pas­sages, pass over to dis­tant re­gions, and ex­am­ine the face of nature from one ex­tremity of the earth to the oth­er.”

			“All this,” said the Prince, “is much to be de­sired, but I am afraid that no man will be able to breathe in these re­gions of spec­u­la­tion and tran­quil­lity. I have been told that res­pir­a­tion is dif­fi­cult upon lofty moun­tains, yet from these pre­cip­ices, though so high as to pro­duce great tenu­ity of air, it is very easy to fall; there­fore I sus­pect that from any height where life can be sup­por­ted, there may be danger of too quick des­cent.”

			“Noth­ing,” replied the artist, “will ever be at­temp­ted if all pos­sible ob­jec­tions must be first over­come. If you will fa­vour my pro­ject, I will try the first flight at my own haz­ard. I have con­sidered the struc­ture of all volant an­im­als, and find the fold­ing con­tinu­ity of the bat’s wings most eas­ily ac­com­mod­ated to the hu­man form. Upon this mod­el I shall be­gin my task to­mor­row, and in a year ex­pect to tower in­to the air bey­ond the malice and pur­suit of man. But I will work only on this con­di­tion: that the art shall not be di­vulged, and that you shall not re­quire me to make wings for any but ourselves.”

			“Why,” said Ras­selas, “should you envy oth­ers so great an ad­vant­age? All skill ought to be ex­er­ted for uni­ver­sal good; every man has owed much to oth­ers, and ought to re­pay the kind­ness that he has re­ceived.”

			“If men were all vir­tu­ous,” re­turned the artist, “I should with great alac­rity teach them to fly. But what would be the se­cur­ity of the good if the bad could at pleas­ure in­vade them from the sky? Against an army sail­ing through the clouds neither walls, moun­tains, nor seas could af­ford se­cur­ity. A flight of north­ern sav­ages might hov­er in the wind and light with ir­res­ist­ible vi­ol­ence upon the cap­it­al of a fruit­ful reas­on. Even this val­ley, the re­treat of princes, the abode of hap­pi­ness, might be vi­ol­ated by the sud­den des­cent of some of the na­ked na­tions that swarm on the coast of the south­ern sea!”

			The Prince prom­ised secrecy, and waited for the per­form­ance, not wholly hope­less of suc­cess. He vis­ited the work from time to time, ob­served its pro­gress, and re­marked many in­geni­ous con­triv­ances to fa­cil­it­ate mo­tion and unite lev­ity with strength. The artist was every day more cer­tain that he should leave vul­tures and eagles be­hind him, and the con­ta­gion of his con­fid­ence seized upon the Prince.

			In a year the wings were fin­ished; and on a morn­ing ap­poin­ted the maker ap­peared, fur­nished for flight, on a little promon­tory; he waved his pin­ions awhile to gath­er air, then leaped from his stand, and in an in­stant dropped in­to the lake. His wings, which were of no use in the air, sus­tained him in the wa­ter; and the Prince drew him to land half dead with ter­ror and vex­a­tion.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Prince Finds a Man of Learn­ing

			
			The Prince was not much af­flic­ted by this dis­aster, hav­ing suffered him­self to hope for a hap­pi­er event only be­cause he had no oth­er means of es­cape in view. He still per­sisted in his design to leave the Happy Val­ley by the first op­por­tun­ity.

			His ima­gin­a­tion was now at a stand; he had no pro­spect of en­ter­ing in­to the world, and, not­with­stand­ing all his en­deav­ours to sup­port him­self, dis­con­tent by de­grees preyed upon him, and he began again to lose his thoughts in sad­ness when the rainy sea­son, which in these coun­tries is peri­od­ic­al, made it in­con­veni­ent to wander in the woods.

			The rain con­tin­ued longer and with more vi­ol­ence than had ever been known; the clouds broke on the sur­round­ing moun­tains, and the tor­rents streamed in­to the plain on every side, till the cav­ern was too nar­row to dis­charge the wa­ter. The lake over­flowed its banks, and all the level of the val­ley was covered with the in­und­a­tion. The em­in­ence on which the palace was built, and some oth­er spots of rising ground, were all that the eye could now dis­cov­er. The herds and flocks left the pas­ture, and both the wild beasts and the tame re­treated to the moun­tains.

			This in­und­a­tion con­fined all the princes to do­mest­ic amuse­ments, and the at­ten­tion of Ras­selas was par­tic­u­larly seized by a poem (which Im­lac re­hearsed) upon the vari­ous con­di­tions of hu­man­ity. He com­manded the poet to at­tend him in his apart­ment, and re­cite his verses a second time; then en­ter­ing in­to fa­mil­i­ar talk, he thought him­self happy in hav­ing found a man who knew the world so well, and could so skil­fully paint the scenes of life. He asked a thou­sand ques­tions about things to which, though com­mon to all oth­er mor­tals, his con­fine­ment from child­hood had kept him a stranger. The poet pit­ied his ig­nor­ance, and loved his curi­os­ity, and en­ter­tained him from day to day with nov­elty and in­struc­tion so that the Prince re­gret­ted the ne­ces­sity of sleep, and longed till the morn­ing should re­new his pleas­ure.

			As they were sit­ting to­geth­er, the Prince com­manded Im­lac to re­late his his­tory, and to tell by what ac­ci­dent he was forced, or by what motive in­duced, to close his life in the Happy Val­ley. As he was go­ing to be­gin his nar­rat­ive, Ras­selas was called to a con­cert, and ob­liged to re­strain his curi­os­ity till the even­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The His­tory of Im­lac

			
			The close of the day is, in the re­gions of the tor­rid zone, the only sea­son of di­ver­sion and en­ter­tain­ment, and it was there­fore mid­night be­fore the mu­sic ceased and the prin­cesses re­tired. Ras­selas then called for his com­pan­ion, and re­quired him to be­gin the story of his life.

			“Sir,” said Im­lac, “my his­tory will not be long: the life that is de­voted to know­ledge passes si­lently away, and is very little di­ver­si­fied by events. To talk in pub­lic, to think in solitude, to read and to hear, to in­quire and an­swer in­quir­ies, is the busi­ness of a schol­ar. He wanders about the world without pomp or ter­ror, and is neither known nor val­ued but by men like him­self.

			“I was born in the king­dom of Goiama, at no great dis­tance from the foun­tain of the Nile. My fath­er was a wealthy mer­chant, who traded between the in­land coun­tries of Africa and the ports of the Red Sea. He was hon­est, frugal, and di­li­gent, but of mean sen­ti­ments and nar­row com­pre­hen­sion; he de­sired only to be rich, and to con­ceal his riches, lest he should be spoiled by the gov­ernors of the province.”

			“Surely,” said the Prince, “my fath­er must be neg­li­gent of his charge if any man in his domin­ions dares take that which be­longs to an­oth­er. Does he not know that kings are ac­count­able for in­justice per­mit­ted as well as done? If I were Em­per­or, not the mean­est of my sub­jects should he op­pressed with im­pun­ity. My blood boils when I am told that a mer­chant durst not en­joy his hon­est gains for fear of los­ing them by the ra­pa­city of power. Name the gov­ernor who robbed the people that I may de­clare his crimes to the Em­per­or!”

			“Sir,” said Im­lac, “your ar­dour is the nat­ur­al ef­fect of vir­tue an­im­ated by youth. The time will come when you will ac­quit your fath­er, and per­haps hear with less im­pa­tience of the gov­ernor. Op­pres­sion is, in the Abyssin­i­an domin­ions, neither fre­quent nor tol­er­ated; but no form of gov­ern­ment has been yet dis­covered by which cruelty can be wholly pre­ven­ted. Sub­or­din­a­tion sup­poses power on one part and sub­jec­tion on the oth­er; and if power be in the hands of men it will some­times be ab­used. The vi­gil­ance of the su­preme ma­gis­trate may do much, but much will still re­main un­done. He can nev­er know all the crimes that are com­mit­ted, and can sel­dom pun­ish all that he knows.”

			“This,” said the Prince, “I do not un­der­stand; but I had rather hear thee than dis­pute. Con­tin­ue thy nar­ra­tion.”

			“My fath­er,” pro­ceeded Im­lac, “ori­gin­ally in­ten­ded that I should have no oth­er edu­ca­tion than such as might qual­i­fy me for com­merce; and dis­cov­er­ing in me great strength of memory and quick­ness of ap­pre­hen­sion, of­ten de­clared his hope that I should be some time the richest man in Abyssin­ia.”

			“Why,” said the Prince, “did thy fath­er de­sire the in­crease of his wealth when it was already great­er than he durst dis­cov­er or en­joy? I am un­will­ing to doubt thy vera­city, yet in­con­sist­en­cies can­not both be true.”

			“In­con­sist­en­cies,” answered Im­lac, “can­not both be right; but, im­puted to man, they may both be true. Yet di­versity is not in­con­sist­ency. My fath­er might ex­pect a time of great­er se­cur­ity. How­ever, some de­sire is ne­ces­sary to keep life in mo­tion; and he whose real wants are sup­plied must ad­mit those of fancy.”

			“This,” said the Prince, “I can in some meas­ure con­ceive. I re­pent that I in­ter­rup­ted thee.”

			“With this hope,” pro­ceeded Im­lac, “he sent me to school. But when I had once found the de­light of know­ledge, and felt the pleas­ure of in­tel­li­gence and the pride of in­ven­tion, I began si­lently to des­pise riches, and de­term­ined to dis­ap­point the pur­poses of my fath­er, whose gross­ness of con­cep­tion raised my pity. I was twenty years old be­fore his ten­der­ness would ex­pose me to the fa­tigue of travel; in which time I had been in­struc­ted, by suc­cess­ive mas­ters, in all the lit­er­at­ure of my nat­ive coun­try. As every hour taught me some­thing new, I lived in a con­tinu­al course of grat­i­fic­a­tion; but as I ad­vanced to­wards man­hood, I lost much of the rev­er­ence with which I had been used to look on my in­struct­ors; be­cause when the les­sons were ended I did not find them wiser or bet­ter than com­mon men.

			“At length my fath­er re­solved to ini­ti­ate me in com­merce; and, open­ing one of his sub­ter­ranean treas­ur­ies, coun­ted out ten thou­sand pieces of gold. ‘This, young man,’ said he, ‘is the stock with which you must ne­go­ti­ate. I began with less than a fifth part, and you see how di­li­gence and parsi­mony have in­creased it. This is your own, to waste or im­prove. If you squander it by neg­li­gence or caprice, you must wait for my death be­fore you will be rich; if in four years you double your stock, we will thence­for­ward let sub­or­din­a­tion cease, and live to­geth­er as friends and part­ners, for he shall be al­ways equal with me who is equally skilled in the art of grow­ing rich.’

			“We laid out our money upon camels, con­cealed in bales of cheap goods, and trav­elled to the shore of the Red Sea. When I cast my eye on the ex­panse of wa­ters, my heart bounded like that of a pris­on­er es­caped. I felt an in­ex­tin­guish­able curi­os­ity kindle in my mind, and re­solved to snatch this op­por­tun­ity of see­ing the man­ners of oth­er na­tions, and of learn­ing sci­ences un­known in Abyssin­ia.

			“I re­membered that my fath­er had ob­liged me to the im­prove­ment of my stock, not by a prom­ise, which I ought not to vi­ol­ate, but by a pen­alty, which I was at liberty to in­cur; and there­fore de­term­ined to grat­i­fy my pre­dom­in­ant de­sire, and, by drink­ing at the foun­tain of know­ledge, to quench the thirst of curi­os­ity.

			“As I was sup­posed to trade without con­nec­tion with my fath­er, it was easy for me to be­come ac­quain­ted with the mas­ter of a ship, and pro­cure a pas­sage to some oth­er coun­try. I had no motives of choice to reg­u­late my voy­age. It was suf­fi­cient for me that, wherever I wandered, I should see a coun­try which I had not seen be­fore. I there­fore entered a ship bound for Sur­at, hav­ing left a let­ter for my fath­er de­clar­ing my in­ten­tion.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The His­tory of Im­lac Con­tin­ued

			
			“When I first entered upon the world of wa­ters, and lost sight of land, I looked round about me in pleas­ing ter­ror, and think­ing my soul en­larged by the bound­less pro­spect, ima­gined that I could gaze around me forever without sati­ety; but in a short time I grew weary of look­ing on bar­ren uni­form­ity, where I could only see again what I had already seen. I then des­cen­ded in­to the ship, and doubted for awhile wheth­er all my fu­ture pleas­ures would not end, like this, in dis­gust and dis­ap­point­ment. ‘Yet surely,’ said I, ‘the ocean and the land are very dif­fer­ent. The only vari­ety of wa­ter is rest and mo­tion. But the earth has moun­tains and val­leys, deserts and cit­ies; it is in­hab­ited by men of dif­fer­ent cus­toms and con­trary opin­ions; and I may hope to find vari­ety in life, though I should miss it in nature.’

			“With this thought I quieted my mind, and amused my­self dur­ing the voy­age, some­times by learn­ing from the sail­ors the art of nav­ig­a­tion, which I have nev­er prac­tised, and some­times by form­ing schemes for my con­duct in dif­fer­ent situ­ations, in not one of which I have been ever placed.

			“I was al­most weary of my nav­al amuse­ments when we safely landed at Sur­at. I se­cured my money and, pur­chas­ing some com­mod­it­ies for show, joined my­self to a cara­van that was passing in­to the in­land coun­try. My com­pan­ions, for some reas­on or oth­er, con­jec­tur­ing that I was rich, and, by my in­quir­ies and ad­mir­a­tion, find­ing that I was ig­nor­ant, con­sidered me as a novice whom they had a right to cheat, and who was to learn, at the usu­al ex­pense, the art of fraud. They ex­posed me to the theft of ser­vants and the ex­ac­tion of of­ficers, and saw me plundered upon false pre­tences, without any ad­vant­age to them­selves but that of re­joicing in the su­peri­or­ity of their own know­ledge.”

			“Stop a mo­ment,” said the Prince; “is there such de­prav­ity in man as that he should in­jure an­oth­er without be­ne­fit to him­self? I can eas­ily con­ceive that all are pleased with su­peri­or­ity; but your ig­nor­ance was merely ac­ci­dent­al, which, be­ing neither your crime nor your folly, could af­ford them no reas­on to ap­plaud them­selves; and the know­ledge which they had, and which you wanted, they might as ef­fec­tu­ally have shown by warn­ing as be­tray­ing you.”

			“Pride,” said Im­lac, “is sel­dom del­ic­ate; it will please it­self with very mean ad­vant­ages, and envy feels not its own hap­pi­ness but when it may be com­pared with the misery of oth­ers. They were my en­emies be­cause they grieved to think me rich, and my op­press­ors be­cause they de­lighted to find me weak.”

			“Pro­ceed,” said the Prince; “I doubt not of the facts which you re­late, but ima­gine that you im­pute them to mis­taken motives.”

			“In this com­pany,” said Im­lac, “I ar­rived at Agra, the cap­it­al of Hindostan, the city in which the Great Mogul com­monly resides. I ap­plied my­self to the lan­guage of the coun­try, and in a few months was able to con­verse with the learned men; some of whom I found mor­ose and re­served, and oth­ers easy and com­mu­nic­at­ive; some were un­will­ing to teach an­oth­er what they had with dif­fi­culty learned them­selves; and some showed that the end of their stud­ies was to gain the dig­nity of in­struct­ing.

			“To the tu­tor of the young princes I re­com­men­ded my­self so much that I was presen­ted to the Em­per­or as a man of un­com­mon know­ledge. The Em­per­or asked me many ques­tions con­cern­ing my coun­try and my travels, and though I can­not now re­col­lect any­thing that he uttered above the power of a com­mon man, he dis­missed me as­ton­ished at his wis­dom and en­am­oured of his good­ness.

			“My cred­it was now so high that the mer­chants with whom I had trav­elled ap­plied to me for re­com­mend­a­tions to the ladies of the Court. I was sur­prised at their con­fid­ence of so­li­cit­a­tion and greatly re­proached them with their prac­tices on the road. They heard me with cold in­dif­fer­ence, and showed no tokens of shame or sor­row.

			“They then urged their re­quest with the of­fer of a bribe, but what I would not do for kind­ness I would not do for money, and re­fused them, not be­cause they had in­jured me, but be­cause I would not en­able them to in­jure oth­ers; for I knew they would have made use of my cred­it to cheat those who should buy their wares.

			“Hav­ing resided at Agra till there was no more to be learned, I trav­elled in­to Per­sia, where I saw many re­mains of an­cient mag­ni­fi­cence and ob­served many new ac­com­mod­a­tions of life. The Per­sians are a na­tion em­in­ently so­cial, and their as­sem­blies af­forded me daily op­por­tun­it­ies of re­mark­ing char­ac­ters and man­ners, and of tra­cing hu­man nature through all its vari­ations.

			“From Per­sia I passed in­to Ar­a­bia, where I saw a na­tion pas­tor­al and war­like, who lived without any settled hab­it­a­tion, whose wealth is their flocks and herds, and who have car­ried on through ages an hered­it­ary war with man­kind, though they neither cov­et nor envy their pos­ses­sions.”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Im­lac’s His­tory Con­tin­ued—A Dis­ser­ta­tion Upon Po­etry

			
			“Wherever I went I found that po­etry was con­sidered as the highest learn­ing, and re­garded with a ven­er­a­tion some­what ap­proach­ing to that which man would pay to an­gel­ic nature. And yet it fills me with won­der that in al­most all coun­tries the most an­cient po­ets are con­sidered as the best; wheth­er it be that every oth­er kind of know­ledge is an ac­quis­i­tion greatly at­tained, and po­etry is a gift con­ferred at once; or that the first po­etry of every na­tion sur­prised them as a nov­elty, and re­tained the cred­it by con­sent which it re­ceived by ac­ci­dent at first; or wheth­er, as the province of po­etry is to de­scribe nature and pas­sion, which are al­ways the same, the first writers took pos­ses­sion of the most strik­ing ob­jects for de­scrip­tion and the most prob­able oc­cur­rences for fic­tion, and left noth­ing to those that fol­lowed them but tran­scrip­tion of the same events and new com­bin­a­tions of the same im­ages. Whatever be the reas­on, it is com­monly ob­served that the early writers are in pos­ses­sion of nature, and their fol­low­ers of art; that the first ex­cel in strength and in­ven­tion, and the lat­ter in el­eg­ance and re­fine­ment.

			“I was de­sirous to add my name to this il­lus­tri­ous fra­tern­ity. I read all the po­ets of Per­sia and Ar­a­bia, and was able to re­peat by memory the volumes that are sus­pen­ded in the mosque of Mecca. But I soon found that no man was ever great by im­it­a­tions. My de­sire of ex­cel­lence im­pelled me to trans­fer my at­ten­tion to nature and to life. Nature was to be my sub­ject, and men to be my aud­it­ors. I could nev­er de­scribe what I had not seen. I could not hope to move those with de­light or ter­ror whose in­terests and opin­ions I did not un­der­stand.

			“Be­ing now re­solved to be a poet, I saw everything with a new pur­pose; my sphere of at­ten­tion was sud­denly mag­ni­fied; no kind of know­ledge was to be over­looked. I ranged moun­tains and deserts for im­ages and re­semb­lances, and pic­tured upon my mind every tree of the forest and flower of the val­ley. I ob­served with equal care the crags of the rock and the pin­nacles of the palace. Some­times I wandered along the mazes of the rivu­let, and some­times watched the changes of the sum­mer clouds. To a poet noth­ing can be use­less. Whatever is beau­ti­ful and whatever is dread­ful must be fa­mil­i­ar to his ima­gin­a­tion; he must be con­vers­ant with all that is aw­fully vast or el­eg­antly little. The plants of the garden, the an­im­als of the wood, the min­er­als of the earth, and met­eors of the sky, must all con­cur to store his mind with in­ex­haust­ible vari­ety; for every idea is use­ful for the en­force­ment or dec­or­a­tion of mor­al or re­li­gious truth, and he who knows most will have most power of di­ver­si­fy­ing his scenes and of grat­i­fy­ing his read­er with re­mote al­lu­sions and un­ex­pec­ted in­struc­tion.

			“All the ap­pear­ances of nature I was there­fore care­ful to study, and every coun­try which I have sur­veyed has con­trib­uted some­thing to my po­et­ic­al powers.”

			“In so wide a sur­vey,” said the Prince, “you must surely have left much un­ob­served. I have lived till now with­in the cir­cuit of the moun­tains, and yet can­not walk abroad without the sight of some­thing which I had nev­er be­held be­fore, or nev­er heeded.”

			“This busi­ness of a poet,” said Im­lac, “is to ex­am­ine, not the in­di­vidu­al, but the spe­cies; to re­mark gen­er­al prop­er­ties and large ap­pear­ances. He does not num­ber the streaks of the tulip, or de­scribe the dif­fer­ent shades of the ver­dure of the forest. He is to ex­hib­it in his por­traits of nature such prom­in­ent and strik­ing fea­tures as re­call the ori­gin­al to every mind, and must neg­lect the minuter dis­crim­in­a­tions, which one may have re­marked and an­oth­er have neg­lected, for those char­ac­ter­ist­ics which are alike ob­vi­ous to vi­gil­ance and care­less­ness.

			“But the know­ledge of nature is only half the task of a poet; he must be ac­quain­ted like­wise with all the modes of life. His char­ac­ter re­quires that he es­tim­ate the hap­pi­ness and misery of every con­di­tion, ob­serve the power of all the pas­sions in all their com­bin­a­tions, and trace the changes of the hu­man mind, as they are mod­i­fied by vari­ous in­sti­tu­tions and ac­ci­dent­al in­flu­ences of cli­mate or cus­tom, from the spright­li­ness of in­fancy to the des­pond­ence of de­crep­itude. He must di­vest him­self of the pre­ju­dices of his age and coun­try; he must con­sider right and wrong in their ab­strac­ted and in­vari­able state; he must dis­reg­ard present laws and opin­ions, and rise to gen­er­al and tran­scend­ent­al truths, which will al­ways be the same. He must, there­fore, con­tent him­self with the slow pro­gress of his name, con­temn the praise of his own time, and com­mit his claims to the justice of pos­ter­ity. He must write as the in­ter­pret­er of nature and the le­gis­lat­or of man­kind, and con­sider him­self as presid­ing over the thoughts and man­ners of fu­ture gen­er­a­tions, as a be­ing su­per­i­or to time and place.

			“His la­bour is not yet at an end. He must know many lan­guages and many sci­ences, and, that his style may be worthy of his thoughts, must by in­cess­ant prac­tice fa­mil­i­ar­ise to him­self every del­ic­acy of speech and grace of har­mony.”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Im­lac’s His­tory Con­tin­ued—A Hint of Pil­grim­age

			
			Im­lac now felt the en­thu­si­ast­ic fit, and was pro­ceed­ing to ag­grand­ise his own pro­fes­sion, when the Prince cried out: “Enough! thou hast con­vinced me that no hu­man be­ing can ever be a poet. Pro­ceed with thy nar­ra­tion.”

			“To be a poet,” said Im­lac, “is in­deed very dif­fi­cult.”

			“So dif­fi­cult,” re­turned the Prince, “that I will at present hear no more of his la­bours. Tell me whith­er you went when you had seen Per­sia.”

			“From Per­sia,” said the poet, “I trav­elled through Syr­ia, and for three years resided in Palestine, where I con­versed with great num­bers of the north­ern and west­ern na­tions of Europe, the na­tions which are now in pos­ses­sion of all power and all know­ledge, whose armies are ir­res­ist­ible, and whose fleets com­mand the re­motest parts of the globe. When I com­pared these men with the nat­ives of our own king­dom and those that sur­round us, they ap­peared al­most an­oth­er or­der of be­ings. In their coun­tries it is dif­fi­cult to wish for any­thing that may not be ob­tained; a thou­sand arts, of which we nev­er heard, are con­tinu­ally la­bour­ing for their con­veni­ence and pleas­ure, and whatever their own cli­mate has denied them is sup­plied by their com­merce.”

			“By what means,” said the Prince, “are the Europeans thus power­ful? or why, since they can so eas­ily vis­it Asia and Africa for trade or con­quest, can­not the Asi­at­ics and Afric­ans in­vade their coast, plant colon­ies in their ports, and give laws to their nat­ur­al princes? The same wind that car­ries them back would bring us thith­er.”

			“They are more power­ful, sir, than we,” answered Im­lac, “be­cause they are wiser; know­ledge will al­ways pre­dom­in­ate over ig­nor­ance, as man gov­erns the oth­er an­im­als. But why their know­ledge is more than ours I know not what reas­on can be giv­en but the un­search­able will of the Su­preme Be­ing.”

			“When,” said the Prince with a sigh, “shall I be able to vis­it Palestine, and mingle with this mighty con­flu­ence of na­tions? Till that happy mo­ment shall ar­rive, let me fill up the time with such rep­res­ent­a­tions as thou canst give me. I am not ig­nor­ant of the motive that as­sembles such num­bers in that place, and can­not but con­sider it as the centre of wis­dom and piety, to which the best and wisest men of every land must be con­tinu­ally re­sort­ing.”

			“There are some na­tions,” said Im­lac, “that send few vis­it­ants to Palestine; for many nu­mer­ous and learned sects in Europe con­cur to cen­sure pil­grim­age as su­per­sti­tious, or de­ride it as ri­dicu­lous.”

			“You know,” said the Prince, “how little my life has made me ac­quain­ted with di­versity of opin­ions; it will be too long to hear the ar­gu­ments on both sides; you, that have con­sidered them, tell me the res­ult.”

			“Pil­grim­age,” said Im­lac, “like many oth­er acts of piety, may be reas­on­able or su­per­sti­tious, ac­cord­ing to the prin­ciples upon which it is per­formed. Long jour­neys in search of truth are not com­manded. Truth, such as is ne­ces­sary to the reg­u­la­tion of life, is al­ways found where it is hon­estly sought. Change of place is no nat­ur­al cause of the in­crease of piety, for it in­ev­it­ably pro­duces dis­sip­a­tion of mind. Yet, since men go every day to view the fields where great ac­tions have been per­formed, and re­turn with stronger im­pres­sions of the event, curi­os­ity of the same kind may nat­ur­ally dis­pose us to view that coun­try whence our re­li­gion had its be­gin­ning, and I be­lieve no man sur­veys those aw­ful scenes without some con­firm­a­tion of holy res­ol­u­tions. That the Su­preme Be­ing may be more eas­ily pro­pi­ti­ated in one place than in an­oth­er is the dream of idle su­per­sti­tion, but that some places may op­er­ate upon our own minds in an un­com­mon man­ner is an opin­ion which hourly ex­per­i­ence will jus­ti­fy. He who sup­poses that his vices may be more suc­cess­fully com­bated in Palestine, will per­haps find him­self mis­taken; yet he may go thith­er without folly; he who thinks they will be more freely pardoned, dis­hon­ours at once his reas­on and re­li­gion.”

			“These,” said the Prince, “are European dis­tinc­tions. I will con­sider them an­oth­er time. What have you found to be the ef­fect of know­ledge? Are those na­tions hap­pi­er than we?”

			“There is so much in­fe­li­city,” said the poet, “in the world, that scarce any man has leis­ure from his own dis­tresses to es­tim­ate the com­par­at­ive hap­pi­ness of oth­ers. Know­ledge is cer­tainly one of the means of pleas­ure, as is con­fessed by the nat­ur­al de­sire which every mind feels of in­creas­ing its ideas. Ig­nor­ance is mere priva­tion, by which noth­ing can be pro­duced; it is a vacu­ity in which the soul sits mo­tion­less and tor­pid for want of at­trac­tion, and, without know­ing why, we al­ways re­joice when we learn, and grieve when we for­get. I am there­fore in­clined to con­clude that if noth­ing coun­ter­acts the nat­ur­al con­sequence of learn­ing, we grow more happy as out minds take a wider range.

			“In enu­mer­at­ing the par­tic­u­lar com­forts of life, we shall find many ad­vant­ages on the side of the Europeans. They cure wounds and dis­eases with which we lan­guish and per­ish. We suf­fer in­clem­en­cies of weath­er which they can ob­vi­ate. They have en­gines for the des­patch of many la­bor­i­ous works, which we must per­form by manu­al in­dustry. There is such com­mu­nic­a­tion between dis­tant places that one friend can hardly be said to be ab­sent from an­oth­er. Their policy re­moves all pub­lic in­con­veni­ences; they have roads cut through the moun­tains, and bridges laid over their rivers. And, if we des­cend to the pri­va­cies of life, their hab­it­a­tions are more com­mo­di­ous and their pos­ses­sions are more se­cure.”

			“They are surely happy,” said the Prince, “who have all these con­veni­ences, of which I envy none so much as the fa­cil­ity with which sep­ar­ated friends in­ter­change their thoughts.”

			“The Europeans,” answered Im­lac, “are less un­happy than we, but they are not happy. Hu­man life is every­where a state in which much is to be en­dured and little to be en­joyed.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Story of Im­lac Con­tin­ued

			
			“I am not will­ing,” said the Prince, “to sup­pose that hap­pi­ness is so parsi­mo­ni­ously dis­trib­uted to mor­tals, nor can I be­lieve but that, if I had the choice of life, I should be able to fill every day with pleas­ure. I would in­jure no man, and should pro­voke no re­sent­ments; I would re­lieve every dis­tress, and should en­joy the be­ne­dic­tions of grat­it­ude. I would choose my friends among the wise and my wife among the vir­tu­ous, and there­fore should be in no danger from treach­ery or un­kind­ness. My chil­dren should by my care be learned and pi­ous, and would re­pay to my age what their child­hood had re­ceived. What would dare to mo­lest him who might call on every side to thou­sands en­riched by his bounty or as­sisted by his power? And why should not life glide away in the soft re­cip­roc­a­tion of pro­tec­tion and rev­er­ence? All this may be done without the help of European re­fine­ments, which ap­pear by their ef­fects to be rather spe­cious than use­ful. Let us leave them and pur­sue our jour­ney.”

			“From Palestine,” said Im­lac, “I passed through many re­gions of Asia; in the more civ­il­ised king­doms as a trader, and among the bar­bar­i­ans of the moun­tains as a pil­grim. At last I began to long for my nat­ive coun­try, that I might re­pose after my travels and fa­tigues in the places where I had spent my earli­est years, and glad­den my old com­pan­ions with the re­cit­al of my ad­ven­tures. Of­ten did I fig­ure to my­self those with whom I had spor­ted away the gay hours of dawn­ing life, sit­ting round me in its even­ing, won­der­ing at my tales and listen­ing to my coun­sels.

			“When this thought had taken pos­ses­sion of my mind, I con­sidered every mo­ment as wasted which did not bring me near­er to Abyssin­ia. I hastened in­to Egypt, and, not­with­stand­ing my im­pa­tience, was de­tained ten months in the con­tem­pla­tion of its an­cient mag­ni­fi­cence and in in­quir­ies after the re­mains of its an­cient learn­ing. I found in Cairo a mix­ture of all na­tions: some brought thith­er by the love of know­ledge, some by the hope of gain; many by the de­sire of liv­ing after their own man­ner without ob­ser­va­tion, and of ly­ing hid in the ob­scur­ity of mul­ti­tudes; for in a city pop­u­lous as Cairo it is pos­sible to ob­tain at the same time the grat­i­fic­a­tions of so­ci­ety and the secrecy of solitude.

			“From Cairo I trav­elled to Suez, and em­barked on the Red Sea, passing along the coast till I ar­rived at the port from which I had de­par­ted twenty years be­fore. Here I joined my­self to a cara­van, and re-entered my nat­ive coun­try.

			“I now ex­pec­ted the caresses of my kins­men and the con­grat­u­la­tions of my friends, and was not without hope that my fath­er, whatever value he had set upon riches, would own with glad­ness and pride a son who was able to add to the fe­li­city and hon­our of the na­tion. But I was soon con­vinced that my thoughts were vain. My fath­er had been dead four­teen years, hav­ing di­vided his wealth among my broth­ers, who were re­moved to some oth­er provinces. Of my com­pan­ions, the great­er part was in the grave; of the rest, some could with dif­fi­culty re­mem­ber me, and some con­sidered me as one cor­rup­ted by for­eign man­ners.

			“A man used to vi­cis­situdes is not eas­ily de­jec­ted. I for­got, after a time, my dis­ap­point­ment, and en­deav­oured to re­com­mend my­self to the nobles of the king­dom; they ad­mit­ted me to their tables, heard my story, and dis­missed me. I opened a school, and was pro­hib­ited to teach. I then re­solved to sit down in the quiet of do­mest­ic life, and ad­dressed a lady that was fond of my con­ver­sa­tion, but re­jec­ted my suit be­cause my fath­er was a mer­chant.

			“Wear­ied at last with so­li­cit­a­tion and re­pulses, I re­solved to hide my­self forever from the world, and de­pend no longer on the opin­ion or caprice of oth­ers. I waited for the time when the gate of the Happy Val­ley should open, that I might bid farewell to hope and fear; the day came, my per­form­ance was dis­tin­guished with fa­vour, and I resigned my­self with joy to per­petu­al con­fine­ment.”

			“Hast thou here found hap­pi­ness at last?” said Ras­selas. “Tell me, without re­serve, art thou con­tent with thy con­di­tion, or dost thou wish to be again wan­der­ing and in­quir­ing? All the in­hab­it­ants of this val­ley cel­eb­rate their lot, and at the an­nu­al vis­it of the Em­per­or in­vite oth­ers to par­take of their fe­li­city.”

			“Great Prince,” said Im­lac, “I shall speak the truth. I know not one of all your at­tend­ants who does not lament the hour when he entered this re­treat. I am less un­happy than the rest, be­cause I have a mind re­plete with im­ages, which I can vary and com­bine at pleas­ure. I can amuse my solitude by the renov­a­tion of the know­ledge which be­gins to fade from my memory, and by re­col­lec­tion of the ac­ci­dents of my past life. Yet all this ends in the sor­row­ful con­sid­er­a­tion that my ac­quire­ments are now use­less, and that none of my pleas­ures can be again en­joyed. The rest, whose minds have no im­pres­sion but of the present mo­ment, are either cor­roded by ma­lig­nant pas­sions or sit stu­pid in the gloom of per­petu­al va­cancy.”

			“What pas­sions can in­fest those,” said the Prince, “who have no rivals? We are in a place where im­pot­ence pre­cludes malice, and where all envy is repressed by com­munity of en­joy­ments.”

			“There may be com­munity,” said Im­lac, “of ma­ter­i­al pos­ses­sions, but there can nev­er be com­munity of love or of es­teem. It must hap­pen that one will please more than an­oth­er; he that knows him­self des­pised will al­ways be en­vi­ous, and still more en­vi­ous and malevol­ent if he is con­demned to live in the pres­ence of those who des­pise him. The in­vit­a­tions by which they al­lure oth­ers to a state which they feel to be wretched, pro­ceed from the nat­ur­al ma­lig­nity of hope­less misery. They are weary of them­selves and of each oth­er, and ex­pect to find re­lief in new com­pan­ions. They envy the liberty which their folly has for­feited, and would gladly see all man­kind im­prisoned like them­selves.

			“From this crime, how­ever, I am wholly free. No man can say that he is wretched by my per­sua­sion. I look with pity on the crowds who are an­nu­ally so­li­cit­ing ad­mis­sion to cap­tiv­ity, and wish that it were law­ful for me to warn them of their danger.”

			“My dear Im­lac,” said the Prince, “I will open to thee my whole heart. I have long med­it­ated an es­cape from the Happy Val­ley. I have ex­amined the moun­tain on every side, but find my­self in­su­per­ably barred—teach me the way to break my pris­on; thou shalt be the com­pan­ion of my flight, the guide of my rambles, the part­ner of my for­tune, and my sole dir­ect­or in the choice of life.”

			“Sir,” answered the poet, “your es­cape will be dif­fi­cult, and per­haps you may soon re­pent your curi­os­ity. The world, which you fig­ure to your­self smooth and quiet as the lake in the val­ley, you will find a sea foam­ing with tem­pests and boil­ing with whirl­pools; you will be some­times over­whelmed by the waves of vi­ol­ence, and some­times dashed against the rocks of treach­ery. Amidst wrongs and frauds, com­pet­i­tions and anxi­et­ies, you will wish a thou­sand times for these seats of quiet, and will­ingly quit hope to be free from fear.”

			“Do not seek to de­ter me from my pur­pose,” said the Prince. “I am im­pa­tient to see what thou hast seen; and since thou art thy­self weary of the val­ley, it is evid­ent that thy former state was bet­ter than this. Whatever be the con­sequence of my ex­per­i­ment, I am re­solved to judge with mine own eyes of the vari­ous con­di­tions of men, and then to make de­lib­er­ately my choice of life.”

			“I am afraid,” said Im­lac, “you are hindered by stronger re­straints than my per­sua­sions; yet, if your de­term­in­a­tion is fixed, I do not coun­sel you to des­pair. Few things are im­possible to di­li­gence and skill.”

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Ras­selas Dis­cov­ers the Means of Es­cape

			
			The Prince now dis­missed his fa­vour­ite to rest; but the nar­rat­ive of won­ders and nov­el­ties filled his mind with per­turb­a­tion. He re­volved all that he had heard, and pre­pared in­nu­mer­able ques­tions for the morn­ing.

			Much of his un­eas­i­ness was now re­moved. He had a friend to whom he could im­part his thoughts, and whose ex­per­i­ence could as­sist him in his designs. His heart was no longer con­demned to swell with si­lent vex­a­tion. He thought that even the Happy Val­ley might be en­dured with such a com­pan­ion, and that if they could range the world to­geth­er he should have noth­ing fur­ther to de­sire.

			In a few days the wa­ter was dis­charged, and the ground dried. The Prince and Im­lac then walked out to­geth­er, to con­verse without the no­tice of the rest. The Prince, whose thoughts were al­ways on the wing, as he passed by the gate said, with a coun­ten­ance of sor­row, “Why art thou so strong, and why is man so weak?”

			“Man is not weak,” answered his com­pan­ion; “know­ledge is more than equi­val­ent to force. The mas­ter of mech­an­ics laughs at strength. I can burst the gate, but can­not do it secretly. Some oth­er ex­pedi­ent must be tried.”

			As they were walk­ing on the side of the moun­tain they ob­served that the coneys, which the rain had driv­en from their bur­rows, had taken shel­ter among the bushes, and formed holes be­hind them tend­ing up­wards in an ob­lique line. “It has been the opin­ion of an­tiquity,” said Im­lac, “that hu­man reas­on bor­rowed many arts from the in­stinct of an­im­als; let us, there­fore, not think ourselves de­graded by learn­ing from the coney. We may es­cape by pier­cing the moun­tain in the same dir­ec­tion. We will be­gin where the sum­mit hangs over the middle part, and la­bour up­ward till we shall is­sue out bey­ond the prom­in­ence.”

			The eyes of the Prince, when he heard this pro­pos­al, sparkled with joy. The ex­e­cu­tion was easy and the suc­cess cer­tain.

			No time was now lost. They hastened early in the morn­ing to choose a place prop­er for their mine. They clambered with great fa­tigue among crags and brambles, and re­turned without hav­ing dis­covered any part that fa­voured their design. The second and the third day were spent in the same man­ner, and with the same frus­tra­tion; but on the fourth day they found a small cav­ern con­cealed by a thick­et, where they re­solved to make their ex­per­i­ment.

			Im­lac pro­cured in­stru­ments prop­er to hew stone and re­move earth, and they fell to their work on the next day with more eager­ness than vigour. They were presently ex­hausted by their ef­forts, and sat down to pant upon the grass. The Prince for a mo­ment ap­peared to be dis­cour­aged. “Sir,” said his com­pan­ion, “prac­tice will en­able us to con­tin­ue our la­bour for a longer time. Mark, how­ever, how far we have ad­vanced, and ye will find that our toil will some time have an end. Great works are per­formed not by strength, but per­sever­ance; yon­der palace was raised by single stones, yet you see its height and spa­cious­ness. He that shall walk with vigour three hours a day, will pass in sev­en years a space equal to the cir­cum­fer­ence of the globe.”

			They re­turned to their work day after day, and in a short time found a fis­sure in the rock, which en­abled them to pass far with very little ob­struc­tion. This Ras­selas con­sidered as a good omen. “Do not dis­turb your mind,” said Im­lac, “with oth­er hopes or fears than reas­on may sug­gest; if you are pleased with the pro­gnostics of good, you will be ter­ri­fied like­wise with tokens of evil, and your whole life will be a prey to su­per­sti­tion. Whatever fa­cil­it­ates our work is more than an omen; it is a cause of suc­cess. This is one of those pleas­ing sur­prises which of­ten hap­pen to act­ive res­ol­u­tion. Many things dif­fi­cult to design prove easy to per­form­ance.”

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Ras­selas and Im­lac Re­ceive an Un­ex­pec­ted Vis­it

			
			They had now wrought their way to the middle, and solaced their toil with the ap­proach of liberty, when the Prince, com­ing down to re­fresh him­self with air, found his sis­ter Nekayah stand­ing at the mouth of the cav­ity. He star­ted, and stood con­fused, afraid to tell his design, and yet hope­less to con­ceal it. A few mo­ments de­term­ined him to re­pose on her fi­del­ity, and se­cure her secrecy by a de­clar­a­tion without re­serve.

			“Do not ima­gine,” said the Prin­cess, “that I came hith­er as a spy. I had long ob­served from my win­dow that you and Im­lac dir­ec­ted your walk every day to­wards the same point, but I did not sup­pose you had any bet­ter reas­on for the pref­er­ence than a cool­er shade or more fra­grant bank, nor fol­lowed you with any oth­er design than to par­take of your con­ver­sa­tion. Since, then, not sus­pi­cion, but fond­ness, has de­tec­ted you, let me not lose the ad­vant­age of my dis­cov­ery. I am equally weary of con­fine­ment with your­self, and not less de­sirous of know­ing what is done or suffered in the world. Per­mit me to fly with you from this taste­less tran­quil­lity, which will yet grow more loath­some when you have left me. You may deny me to ac­com­pany you, but can­not hinder me from fol­low­ing.”

			The Prince, who loved Nekayah above his oth­er sis­ters, had no in­clin­a­tion to re­fuse her re­quest, and grieved that he had lost an op­por­tun­ity of show­ing his con­fid­ence by a vol­un­tary com­mu­nic­a­tion. It was, there­fore, agreed that she should leave the val­ley with them; and that in the mean­time she should watch, lest any oth­er strag­gler should, by chance or curi­os­ity, fol­low them to the moun­tain.

			At length their la­bour was at an end. They saw light bey­ond the prom­in­ence, and, is­su­ing to the top of the moun­tain, be­held the Nile, yet a nar­row cur­rent, wan­der­ing be­neath them.

			The Prince looked round with rap­ture, an­ti­cip­ated all the pleas­ures of travel, and in thought was already trans­por­ted bey­ond his fath­er’s domin­ions. Im­lac, though very joy­ful at his es­cape, had less ex­pect­a­tion of pleas­ure in the world, which he had be­fore tried and of which he had been weary.

			Ras­selas was so much de­lighted with a wider ho­ri­zon, that he could not soon be per­suaded to re­turn in­to the val­ley. He in­formed his sis­ter that the way was now open, and that noth­ing now re­mained but to pre­pare for their de­par­ture.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				The Prince and Prin­cess Leave the Val­ley, and See Many Won­ders

			
			The Prince and Prin­cess had jew­els suf­fi­cient to make them rich whenev­er they came in­to a place of com­merce, which, by Im­lac’s dir­ec­tion, they hid in their clothes, and on the night of the next full moon all left the val­ley. The Prin­cess was fol­lowed only by a single fa­vour­ite, who did not know whith­er she was go­ing.

			They clambered through the cav­ity, and began to go down on the oth­er side. The Prin­cess and her maid turned their eyes to­ward every part, and see­ing noth­ing to bound their pro­spect, con­sidered them­selves in danger of be­ing lost in a dreary vacu­ity. They stopped and trembled. “I am al­most afraid,” said the Prin­cess, “to be­gin a jour­ney of which I can­not per­ceive an end, and to ven­ture in­to this im­mense plain where I may be ap­proached on every side by men whom I nev­er saw.” The Prince felt nearly the same emo­tions, though he thought it more manly to con­ceal them.

			Im­lac smiled at their ter­rors, and en­cour­aged them to pro­ceed. But the Prin­cess con­tin­ued ir­res­ol­ute till she had been im­per­cept­ibly drawn for­ward too far to re­turn.

			In the morn­ing they found some shep­herds in the field, who set some milk and fruits be­fore them. The Prin­cess wondered that she did not see a palace ready for her re­cep­tion and a table spread with del­ic­acies; but be­ing faint and hungry, she drank the milk and ate the fruits, and thought them of a high­er fla­vour than the products of the val­ley.

			They trav­elled for­ward by easy jour­neys, be­ing all un­ac­cus­tomed to toil and dif­fi­culty, and know­ing that, though they might be missed, they could not be pur­sued. In a few days they came in­to a more pop­u­lous re­gion, where Im­lac was di­ver­ted with the ad­mir­a­tion which his com­pan­ions ex­pressed at the di­versity of man­ners, sta­tions, and em­ploy­ments.

			Their dress was such as might not bring upon them the sus­pi­cion of hav­ing any­thing to con­ceal; yet the Prince, wherever he came, ex­pec­ted to be obeyed, and the Prin­cess was frighted be­cause those who came in­to her pres­ence did not pros­trate them­selves. Im­lac was forced to ob­serve them with great vi­gil­ance, lest they should be­tray their rank by their un­usu­al be­ha­viour, and de­tained them sev­er­al weeks in the first vil­lage to ac­cus­tom them to the sight of com­mon mor­tals.

			By de­grees the roy­al wan­der­ers were taught to un­der­stand that they had for a time laid aside their dig­nity, and were to ex­pect only such re­gard as lib­er­al­ity and cour­tesy could pro­cure. And Im­lac hav­ing by many ad­mon­i­tions pre­pared them to en­dure the tu­mults of a port and the rug­ged­ness of the com­mer­cial race, brought them down to the sea­coast.

			The Prince and his sis­ter, to whom everything was new, were grat­i­fied equally at all places, and there­fore re­mained for some months at the port without any in­clin­a­tion to pass fur­ther. Im­lac was con­tent with their stay, be­cause he did not think it safe to ex­pose them, un­prac­tised in the world, to the haz­ards of a for­eign coun­try.

			At last he began to fear lest they should be dis­covered, and pro­posed to fix a day for their de­par­ture. They had no pre­ten­sions to judge for them­selves, and re­ferred the whole scheme to his dir­ec­tion. He there­fore took pas­sage in a ship to Suez, and, when the time came, with great dif­fi­culty pre­vailed on the Prin­cess to enter the ves­sel. They had a quick and pros­per­ous voy­age, and from Suez trav­elled by land to Cairo.

		
	
		
			
				XVI

				They Enter Cairo, and Find Every Man Happy

			
			As they ap­proached the city, which filled the strangers with as­ton­ish­ment, “This,” said Im­lac to the Prince, “is the place where trav­el­lers and mer­chants as­semble from all corners of the earth. You will here find men of every char­ac­ter and every oc­cu­pa­tion. Com­merce is here hon­our­able. I will act as a mer­chant, and you shall live as strangers who have no oth­er end of travel than curi­os­ity; it will soon be ob­served that we are rich. Our repu­ta­tion will pro­cure us ac­cess to all whom we shall de­sire to know; you shall see all the con­di­tions of hu­man­ity, and en­able yourselves at leis­ure to make your choice of life.”

			They now entered the town, stunned by the noise and of­fen­ded by the crowds. In­struc­tion had not yet so pre­vailed over habit but that they wondered to see them­selves pass un­dis­tin­guished along the streets, and met by the low­est of the people without rev­er­ence or no­tice. The Prin­cess could not at first bear the thought of be­ing lev­elled with the vul­gar, and for some time con­tin­ued in her cham­ber, where she was served by her fa­vour­ite Pekuah, as in the palace of the val­ley.

			Im­lac, who un­der­stood traffic, sold part of the jew­els the next day, and hired a house, which he ad­orned with such mag­ni­fi­cence that he was im­me­di­ately con­sidered as a mer­chant of great wealth. His po­lite­ness at­trac­ted many ac­quaint­ances, and his gen­er­os­ity made him cour­ted by many de­pend­ants. His com­pan­ions, not be­ing able to mix in the con­ver­sa­tion, could make no dis­cov­ery of their ig­nor­ance or sur­prise, and were gradu­ally ini­ti­ated in the world as they gained know­ledge of the lan­guage.

			The Prince had, by fre­quent lec­tures, been taught the use and nature of money; but the ladies could not for a long time com­pre­hend what the mer­chants did with small pieces of gold and sil­ver, or why things of so little use should be re­ceived as an equi­val­ent to the ne­ces­sar­ies of life.

			They stud­ied the lan­guage two years, while Im­lac was pre­par­ing to set be­fore them the vari­ous ranks and con­di­tions of man­kind. He grew ac­quain­ted with all who had any­thing un­com­mon in their for­tune or con­duct. He fre­quen­ted the vo­lup­tu­ous and the frugal, the idle and the busy, the mer­chants and the men of learn­ing.

			The Prince now be­ing able to con­verse with flu­ency, and hav­ing learned the cau­tion ne­ces­sary to be ob­served in his in­ter­course with strangers, began to ac­com­pany Im­lac to places of re­sort, and to enter in­to all as­sem­blies, that he might make his choice of life.

			For some time he thought choice need­less, be­cause all ap­peared to him really happy. Wherever he went he met gaiety and kind­ness, and heard the song of joy or the laugh of care­less­ness. He began to be­lieve that the world over­flowed with uni­ver­sal plenty, and that noth­ing was with­held either from want or mer­it; that every hand showered lib­er­al­ity and every heart melted with be­ne­vol­ence: “And who then,” says he, “will be suffered to be wretched?”

			Im­lac per­mit­ted the pleas­ing de­lu­sion, and was un­will­ing to crush the hope of in­ex­per­i­ence: till one day, hav­ing sat awhile si­lent, “I know not,” said the Prince, “what can be the reas­on that I am more un­happy than any of our friends. I see them per­petu­ally and un­al­ter­ably cheer­ful, but feel my own mind rest­less and un­easy. I am un­sat­is­fied with those pleas­ures which I seem most to court. I live in the crowds of jol­lity, not so much to en­joy com­pany as to shun my­self, and am only loud and merry to con­ceal my sad­ness.”

			“Every man,” said Im­lac, “may by ex­amin­ing his own mind guess what passes in the minds of oth­ers. When you feel that your own gaiety is coun­ter­feit, it may justly lead you to sus­pect that of your com­pan­ions not to be sin­cere. Envy is com­monly re­cip­roc­al. We are long be­fore we are con­vinced that hap­pi­ness is nev­er to be found, and each be­lieves it pos­sessed by oth­ers, to keep alive the hope of ob­tain­ing it for him­self. In the as­sembly where you passed the last night there ap­peared such spright­li­ness of air and volat­il­ity of fancy as might have suited be­ings of a high­er or­der, formed to in­hab­it se­rener re­gions, in­ac­cess­ible to care or sor­row; yet, be­lieve me, Prince, was there not one who did not dread the mo­ment when solitude should de­liv­er him to the tyranny of re­flec­tion.”

			“This,” said the Prince, “may be true of oth­ers since it is true of me; yet, whatever be the gen­er­al in­fe­li­city of man, one con­di­tion is more happy than an­oth­er, and wis­dom surely dir­ects us to take the least evil in the choice of life.”

			“The causes of good and evil,” answered Im­lac, “are so vari­ous and un­cer­tain, so of­ten en­tangled with each oth­er, so di­ver­si­fied by vari­ous re­la­tions, and so much sub­ject to ac­ci­dents which can­not be fore­seen, that he who would fix his con­di­tion upon in­con­test­able reas­ons of pref­er­ence must live and die in­quir­ing and de­lib­er­at­ing.”

			“But, surely,” said Ras­selas, “the wise men, to whom we listen with rev­er­ence and won­der, chose that mode of life for them­selves which they thought most likely to make them happy.”

			“Very few,” said the poet, “live by choice. Every man is placed in the present con­di­tion by causes which ac­ted without his foresight, and with which he did not al­ways will­ingly co­oper­ate, and there­fore you will rarely meet one who does not think the lot of his neigh­bour bet­ter than his own.”

			“I am pleased to think,” said the Prince, “that my birth has giv­en me at least one ad­vant­age over oth­ers by en­abling me to de­term­ine for my­self. I have here the world be­fore me. I will re­view it at leis­ure: surely hap­pi­ness is some­where to be found.”

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				The Prince As­so­ci­ates with Young Men of Spir­it and Gaiety

			
			Ras­selas rose next day, and re­solved to be­gin his ex­per­i­ments upon life. “Youth,” cried he, “is the time of glad­ness: I will join my­self to the young men whose only busi­ness is to grat­i­fy their de­sires, and whose time is all spent in a suc­ces­sion of en­joy­ments.”

			To such so­ci­et­ies he was read­ily ad­mit­ted, but a few days brought him back weary and dis­gus­ted. Their mirth was without im­ages, their laughter without motive; their pleas­ures were gross and sen­su­al, in which the mind had no part; their con­duct was at once wild and mean—they laughed at or­der and at law, but the frown of power de­jec­ted and the eye of wis­dom abashed them.

			The Prince soon con­cluded that he should nev­er be happy in a course of life of which he was ashamed. He thought it un­suit­able to a reas­on­able be­ing to act without a plan, and to be sad or cheer­ful only by chance. “Hap­pi­ness,” said he, “must be some­thing sol­id and per­man­ent, without fear and without un­cer­tainty.”

			But his young com­pan­ions had gained so much of his re­gard by their frank­ness and cour­tesy that he could not leave them without warn­ing and re­mon­strance. “My friends,” said he, “I have ser­i­ously con­sidered our man­ners and our pro­spects, and find that we have mis­taken our own in­terest. The first years of man must make pro­vi­sion for the last. He that nev­er thinks, nev­er can be wise. Per­petu­al lev­ity must end in ig­nor­ance; and in­tem­per­ance, though it may fire the spir­its for an hour, will make life short or miser­able. Let us con­sider that youth is of no long dur­a­tion, and that in ma­ture age, when the en­chant­ments of fancy shall cease, and phantoms of de­light dance no more about us, we shall have no com­forts but the es­teem of wise men and the means of do­ing good. Let us there­fore stop while to stop is in our power: let us live as men who are some time to grow old, and to whom it will be the most dread­ful of all evils to count their past years by fol­lies, and to be re­minded of their former lux­uri­ance of health only by the mal­ad­ies which ri­ot has pro­duced.”

			They stared awhile in si­lence one upon an­oth­er, and at last drove him away by a gen­er­al chor­us of con­tin­ued laughter.

			The con­scious­ness that his sen­ti­ments were just and his in­ten­tion kind was scarcely suf­fi­cient to sup­port him against the hor­ror of de­ri­sion. But he re­covered his tran­quil­lity and pur­sued his search.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				The Prince Finds a Wise and Happy Man

			
			As he was one day walk­ing in the street he saw a spa­cious build­ing which all were by the open doors in­vited to enter. He fol­lowed the stream of people, and found it a hall or school of de­clam­a­tion, in which pro­fess­ors read lec­tures to their aud­it­ory. He fixed his eye upon a sage raised above the rest, who dis­coursed with great en­ergy on the gov­ern­ment of the pas­sions. His look was ven­er­able, his ac­tion grace­ful, his pro­nun­ci­ation clear, and his dic­tion el­eg­ant. He showed with great strength of sen­ti­ment and vari­ety of il­lus­tra­tion that hu­man nature is de­graded and de­based when the lower fac­ulties pre­dom­in­ate over the high­er; that when fancy, the par­ent of pas­sion, usurps the domin­ion of the mind, noth­ing en­sues but the nat­ur­al ef­fect of un­law­ful gov­ern­ment, per­turb­a­tion, and con­fu­sion; that she be­trays the fort­resses of the in­tel­lect to rebels, and ex­cites her chil­dren to sedi­tion against their law­ful sov­er­eign. He com­pared reas­on to the sun, of which the light is con­stant, uni­form, and last­ing; and fancy to a met­eor, of bright but trans­it­ory lustre, ir­reg­u­lar in its mo­tion and de­lusive in its dir­ec­tion.

			He then com­mu­nic­ated the vari­ous pre­cepts giv­en from time to time for the con­quest of pas­sion, and dis­played the hap­pi­ness of those who had ob­tained the im­port­ant vic­tory, after which man is no longer the slave of fear nor the fool of hope; is no more ema­ci­ated by envy, in­flamed by an­ger, emas­cu­lated by ten­der­ness, or de­pressed by grief; but walks on calmly through the tu­mults or pri­va­cies of life, as the sun pur­sues alike his course through the calm or the stormy sky.

			He enu­mer­ated many ex­amples of her­oes im­mov­able by pain or pleas­ure, who looked with in­dif­fer­ence on those modes or ac­ci­dents to which the vul­gar give the names of good and evil. He ex­hor­ted his hear­ers to lay aside their pre­ju­dices, and arm them­selves against the shafts of malice or mis­for­tune, by in­vul­ner­able pa­tience: con­clud­ing that this state only was hap­pi­ness, and that this hap­pi­ness was in every­one’s power.

			Ras­selas listened to him with the ven­er­a­tion due to the in­struc­tions of a su­per­i­or be­ing, and wait­ing for him at the door, humbly im­plored the liberty of vis­it­ing so great a mas­ter of true wis­dom. The lec­turer hes­it­ated a mo­ment, when Ras­selas put a purse of gold in­to his hand, which he re­ceived with a mix­ture of joy and won­der.

			“I have found,” said the Prince at his re­turn to Im­lac, “a man who can teach all that is ne­ces­sary to be known; who, from the un­shaken throne of ra­tion­al forti­tude, looks down on the scenes of life chan­ging be­neath him. He speaks, and at­ten­tion watches his lips. He reas­ons, and con­vic­tion closes his peri­ods. This man shall be my fu­ture guide: I will learn his doc­trines and im­it­ate his life.”

			“Be not too hasty,” said Im­lac, “to trust or to ad­mire the teach­ers of mor­al­ity: they dis­course like an­gels, but they live like men.”

			Ras­selas, who could not con­ceive how any man could reas­on so for­cibly without feel­ing the co­gency of his own ar­gu­ments, paid his vis­it in a few days, and was denied ad­mis­sion. He had now learned the power of money, and made his way by a piece of gold to the in­ner apart­ment, where he found the philo­soph­er in a room half darkened, with his eyes misty and his face pale. “Sir,” said he, “you are come at a time when all hu­man friend­ship is use­less; what I suf­fer can­not be remedied: what I have lost can­not be sup­plied. My daugh­ter, my only daugh­ter, from whose ten­der­ness I ex­pec­ted all the com­forts of my age, died last night of a fever. My views, my pur­poses, my hopes, are at an end: I am now a lonely be­ing, dis­united from so­ci­ety.”

			“Sir,” said the Prince, “mor­tal­ity is an event by which a wise man can nev­er be sur­prised: we know that death is al­ways near, and it should there­fore al­ways be ex­pec­ted.”

			“Young man,” answered the philo­soph­er, “you speak like one that has nev­er felt the pangs of sep­ar­a­tion.”

			“Have you then for­got the pre­cepts,” said Ras­selas, “which you so power­fully en­forced? Has wis­dom no strength to arm the heart against calam­ity? Con­sider that ex­tern­al things are nat­ur­ally vari­able, but truth and reas­on are al­ways the same.”

			“What com­fort,” said the mourn­er, “can truth and reas­on af­ford me? Of what ef­fect are they now, but to tell me that my daugh­ter will not be re­stored?”

			The Prince, whose hu­man­ity would not suf­fer him to in­sult misery with re­proof, went away, con­vinced of the empti­ness of rhet­or­ic­al sounds, and the in­ef­fic­acy of pol­ished peri­ods and stud­ied sen­tences.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				A Glimpse of Pas­tor­al Life

			
			He was still eager upon the same in­quiry; and hav­ing heard of a her­mit that lived near the low­est catar­act of the Nile, and filled the whole coun­try with the fame of his sanc­tity, re­solved to vis­it his re­treat, and in­quire wheth­er that fe­li­city which pub­lic life could not af­ford was to be found in solitude, and wheth­er a man whose age and vir­tue made him ven­er­able could teach any pe­cu­li­ar art of shun­ning evils or en­dur­ing them.

			Im­lac and the Prin­cess agreed to ac­com­pany him, and after the ne­ces­sary pre­par­a­tions, they began their jour­ney. Their way lay through the fields, where shep­herds ten­ded their flocks and the lambs were play­ing upon the pas­ture. “This,” said the poet, “is the life which has been of­ten cel­eb­rated for its in­no­cence and quiet; let us pass the heat of the day among the shep­herds’ tents, and know wheth­er all our searches are not to ter­min­ate in pas­tor­al sim­pli­city.”

			The pro­pos­al pleased them; and they in­duced the shep­herds, by small presents and fa­mil­i­ar ques­tions, to tell the opin­ion of their own state. They were so rude and ig­nor­ant, so little able to com­pare the good with the evil of the oc­cu­pa­tion, and so in­dis­tinct in their nar­rat­ives and de­scrip­tions, that very little could be learned from them. But it was evid­ent that their hearts were cankered with dis­con­tent; that they con­sidered them­selves as con­demned to la­bour for the lux­ury of the rich, and looked up with stu­pid malevol­ence to­wards those that were placed above them.

			The Prin­cess pro­nounced with vehe­mence that she would nev­er suf­fer these en­vi­ous sav­ages to be her com­pan­ions, and that she should not soon be de­sirous of see­ing any more spe­ci­mens of rus­tic hap­pi­ness; but could not be­lieve that all the ac­counts of primev­al pleas­ures were fab­ulous, and was in doubt wheth­er life had any­thing that could be justly pre­ferred to the pla­cid grat­i­fic­a­tion of fields and woods. She hoped that the time would come when, with a few vir­tu­ous and el­eg­ant com­pan­ions, she should gath­er flowers planted by her own hands, fondle the lambs of her own ewe, and listen without care, among brooks and breezes, to one of her maid­ens read­ing in the shade.

		
	
		
			
				XX

				The Danger of Prosper­ity

			
			On the next day they con­tin­ued their jour­ney till the heat com­pelled them to look round for shel­ter. At a small dis­tance they saw a thick wood, which they no soon­er entered than they per­ceived that they were ap­proach­ing the hab­it­a­tions of men. The shrubs were di­li­gently cut away to open walks where the shades ware darkest; the boughs of op­pos­ite trees were ar­ti­fi­cially in­ter­woven; seats of flowery turf were raised in va­cant spaces; and a rivu­let that wantoned along the side of a wind­ing path had its banks some­times opened in­to small basins, and its stream some­times ob­struc­ted by little mounds of stone heaped to­geth­er to in­crease its mur­murs.

			They passed slowly through the wood, de­lighted with such un­ex­pec­ted ac­com­mod­a­tions, and en­ter­tained each oth­er with con­jec­tur­ing what or who he could be that in those rude and un­fre­quen­ted re­gions had leis­ure and art for such harm­less lux­ury.

			As they ad­vanced they heard the sound of mu­sic, and saw youths and vir­gins dan­cing in the grove; and go­ing still farther be­held a stately palace built upon a hill sur­roun­ded by woods. The laws of East­ern hos­pit­al­ity al­lowed them to enter, and the mas­ter wel­comed them like a man lib­er­al and wealthy.

			He was skil­ful enough in ap­pear­ances soon to dis­cern that they were no com­mon guests, and spread his table with mag­ni­fi­cence. The elo­quence of Im­lac caught his at­ten­tion, and the lofty cour­tesy of the Prin­cess ex­cited his re­spect. When they offered to de­part, he en­treated their stay, and was the next day more un­will­ing to dis­miss them than be­fore. They were eas­ily per­suaded to stop, and ci­vil­ity grew up in time to free­dom and con­fid­ence.

			The Prince now saw all the do­mest­ics cheer­ful and all the face of nature smil­ing round the place, and could not for­bear to hope that he should find here what he was seek­ing; but when he was con­grat­u­lat­ing the mas­ter upon his pos­ses­sions, he answered with a sigh, “My con­di­tion has in­deed the ap­pear­ance of hap­pi­ness, but ap­pear­ances are de­lusive. My prosper­ity puts my life in danger; the Bassa of Egypt is my en­emy, in­censed only by my wealth and pop­ular­ity. I have been hitherto pro­tec­ted against him by the princes of the coun­try; but as the fa­vour of the great is un­cer­tain I know not how soon my de­fend­ers may be per­suaded to share the plun­der with the Bassa. I have sent my treas­ures in­to a dis­tant coun­try, and upon the first alarm am pre­pared to fol­low them. Then will my en­emies ri­ot in my man­sion, and en­joy the gar­dens which I have planted.”

			They all joined in lament­ing his danger and de­prec­at­ing his ex­ile; and the Prin­cess was so much dis­turbed with the tu­mult of grief and in­dig­na­tion that she re­tired to her apart­ment. They con­tin­ued with their kind in­viter a few days longer, and then went to find the her­mit.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				The Hap­pi­ness of Solitude—The Her­mit’s His­tory

			
			They came on the third day, by the dir­ec­tion of the peas­ants, to the her­mit’s cell. It was a cav­ern in the side of a moun­tain, over­shad­owed with palm trees, at such a dis­tance from the catar­act that noth­ing more was heard than a gentle uni­form mur­mur, such as com­poses the mind to pens­ive med­it­a­tion, es­pe­cially when it was as­sisted by the wind whist­ling among the branches. The first rude es­say of Nature had been so much im­proved by hu­man la­bour that the cave con­tained sev­er­al apart­ments ap­pro­pri­ated to dif­fer­ent uses, and of­ten af­forded lodging to trav­el­lers whom dark­ness or tem­pests happened to over­take.

			The her­mit sat on a bench at the door, to en­joy the cool­ness of the even­ing. On one side lay a book with pens and pa­per; on the oth­er mech­an­ic­al in­stru­ments of vari­ous kinds. As they ap­proached him un­regarded, the Prin­cess ob­served that he had not the coun­ten­ance of a man that had found or could teach the way to hap­pi­ness.

			They sa­luted him with great re­spect, which he re­paid like a man not un­ac­cus­tomed to the forms of Courts. “My chil­dren,” said he, “if you have lost your way, you shall be will­ingly sup­plied with such con­veni­ences for the night as this cav­ern will af­ford. I have all that Nature re­quires, and you will not ex­pect del­ic­acies in a her­mit’s cell.”

			They thanked him; and, en­ter­ing, were pleased with the neat­ness and reg­u­lar­ity of the place. The her­mit set flesh and wine be­fore them, though he fed only upon fruits and wa­ter. His dis­course was cheer­ful without lev­ity, and pi­ous without en­thu­si­asm. He soon gained the es­teem of his guests, and the Prin­cess re­pen­ted her hasty cen­sure.

			At last Im­lac began thus: “I do not now won­der that your repu­ta­tion is so far ex­ten­ded: we have heard at Cairo of your wis­dom, and came hith­er to im­plore your dir­ec­tion for this young man and maid­en in the choice of life.”

			“To him that lives well,” answered the her­mit, “every form of life is good; nor can I give any oth­er rule for choice than to re­move all ap­par­ent evil.”

			“He will most cer­tainly re­move from evil,” said the Prince, “who shall de­vote him­self to that solitude which you have re­com­men­ded by your ex­ample.”

			“I have in­deed lived fif­teen years in solitude,” said the her­mit, “but have no de­sire that my ex­ample should gain any im­it­at­ors. In my youth I pro­fessed arms, and was raised by de­grees to the highest mil­it­ary rank. I have tra­versed wide coun­tries at the head of my troops, and seen many battles and sieges. At last, be­ing dis­gus­ted by the prefer­ments of a young­er of­ficer, and feel­ing that my vigour was be­gin­ning to de­cay, I re­solved to close my life in peace, hav­ing found the world full of snares, dis­cord, and misery. I had once es­caped from the pur­suit of the en­emy by the shel­ter of this cav­ern, and there­fore chose it for my fi­nal res­id­ence. I em­ployed ar­ti­ficers to form it in­to cham­bers, and stored it with all that I was likely to want.

			“For some time after my re­treat I re­joiced like a tem­pest-beaten sail­or at his en­trance in­to the har­bour, be­ing de­lighted with the sud­den change of the noise and hurry of war to still­ness and re­pose. When the pleas­ure of nov­elty went away, I em­ployed my hours in ex­amin­ing the plants which grow in the val­ley, and the min­er­als which I col­lec­ted from the rocks. But that in­quiry is now grown taste­less and irk­some. I have been for some time un­settled and dis­trac­ted: my mind is dis­turbed with a thou­sand per­plex­it­ies of doubt and van­it­ies of ima­gin­a­tion, which hourly pre­vail upon me, be­cause I have no op­por­tun­it­ies of re­lax­a­tion or di­ver­sion. I am some­times ashamed to think that I could not se­cure my­self from vice but by re­tir­ing from the ex­er­cise of vir­tue, and be­gin to sus­pect that I was rather im­pelled by re­sent­ment than led by de­vo­tion in­to solitude. My fancy ri­ots in scenes of folly, and I lament that I have lost so much, and have gained so little. In solitude, if I es­cape the ex­ample of bad men, I want like­wise the coun­sel and con­ver­sa­tion of the good. I have been long com­par­ing the evils with the ad­vant­ages of so­ci­ety, and re­solve to re­turn in­to the world to­mor­row. The life of a sol­it­ary man will be cer­tainly miser­able, but not cer­tainly de­vout.”

			They heard his res­ol­u­tion with sur­prise, but after a short pause offered to con­duct him to Cairo. He dug up a con­sid­er­able treas­ure which he had hid among the rocks, and ac­com­pan­ied them to the city, on which, as he ap­proached it, he gazed with rap­ture.

		
	
		
			
				XXII

				The Hap­pi­ness of a Life Led Ac­cord­ing to Nature

			
			Ras­selas went of­ten to an as­sembly of learned men, who met at stated times to un­bend their minds and com­pare their opin­ions. Their man­ners were some­what coarse, but their con­ver­sa­tion was in­struct­ive, and their dis­pu­ta­tions acute, though some­times too vi­ol­ent, and of­ten con­tin­ued till neither con­tro­vertist re­membered upon what ques­tion he began. Some faults were al­most gen­er­al among them: every­one was pleased to hear the geni­us or know­ledge of an­oth­er de­pre­ci­ated.

			In this as­sembly Ras­selas was re­lat­ing his in­ter­view with the her­mit, and the won­der with which he heard him cen­sure a course of life which he had so de­lib­er­ately chosen and so laud­ably fol­lowed. The sen­ti­ments of the hear­ers were vari­ous. Some were of opin­ion that the folly of his choice had been justly pun­ished by con­dem­na­tion to per­petu­al per­sever­ance. One of the young­est among them, with great vehe­mence, pro­nounced him a hy­po­crite. Some talked of the right of so­ci­ety to the la­bour of in­di­vidu­als, and con­sidered re­tire­ment as a deser­tion of duty. Oth­ers read­ily al­lowed that there was a time when the claims of the pub­lic were sat­is­fied, and when a man might prop­erly se­quester him­self, to re­view his life and puri­fy his heart.

			One, who ap­peared more af­fected with the nar­rat­ive than the rest, thought it likely that the her­mit would in a few years go back to his re­treat, and per­haps, if shame did not re­strain or death in­ter­cept him, re­turn once more from his re­treat in­to the world. “For the hope of hap­pi­ness,” said he, “is so strongly im­pressed that the longest ex­per­i­ence is not able to ef­face it. Of the present state, whatever it be, we feel and are forced to con­fess the misery; yet when the same state is again at a dis­tance, ima­gin­a­tion paints it as de­sir­able. But the time will surely come when de­sire will no longer be our tor­ment and no man shall be wretched but by his own fault.”

			“This,” said a philo­soph­er who had heard him with tokens of great im­pa­tience, “is the present con­di­tion of a wise man. The time is already come when none are wretched but by their own fault. Noth­ing is more idle than to in­quire after hap­pi­ness which Nature has kindly placed with­in our reach. The way to be happy is to live ac­cord­ing to Nature, in obed­i­ence to that uni­ver­sal and un­al­ter­able law with which every heart is ori­gin­ally im­pressed; which is not writ­ten on it by pre­cept, but en­graven by des­tiny; not in­stilled by edu­ca­tion, but in­fused at our nativ­ity. He that lives ac­cord­ing to Nature will suf­fer noth­ing from the de­lu­sions of hope or im­por­tun­it­ies of de­sire; he will re­ceive and re­ject with equab­il­ity of tem­per; and act or suf­fer as the reas­on of things shall al­tern­ately pre­scribe. Oth­er men may amuse them­selves with subtle defin­i­tions or in­tric­ate ra­ti­ocin­a­tion. Let them learn to be wise by easi­er means: let them ob­serve the hind of the forest and the lin­net of the grove: let them con­sider the life of an­im­als, whose mo­tions are reg­u­lated by in­stinct; they obey their guide, and are happy. Let us there­fore at length cease to dis­pute, and learn to live: throw away the en­cum­brance of pre­cepts, which they who ut­ter them with so much pride and pomp do not un­der­stand, and carry with us this simple and in­tel­li­gible max­im: that de­vi­ation from Nature is de­vi­ation from hap­pi­ness.”

			When he had spoken he looked round him with a pla­cid air, and en­joyed the con­scious­ness of his own be­ne­fi­cence. “Sir,” said the Prince with great mod­esty, “as I, like all the rest of man­kind, am de­sirous of fe­li­city, my closest at­ten­tion has been fixed upon your dis­course: I doubt not the truth of a po­s­i­tion which a man so learned has so con­fid­ently ad­vanced. Let me only know what it is to live ac­cord­ing to Nature.”

			“When I find young men so humble and so do­cile,” said the philo­soph­er, “I can deny them no in­form­a­tion which my stud­ies have en­abled me to af­ford. To live ac­cord­ing to Nature is to act al­ways with due re­gard to the fit­ness arising from the re­la­tions and qual­it­ies of causes and ef­fects; to con­cur with the great and un­change­able scheme of uni­ver­sal fe­li­city; to co­oper­ate with the gen­er­al dis­pos­i­tion and tend­ency of the present sys­tem of things.”

			The Prince soon found that this was one of the sages whom he should un­der­stand less as he heard him longer. He there­fore bowed and was si­lent; and the philo­soph­er, sup­pos­ing him sat­is­fied and the rest van­quished, rose up and de­par­ted with the air of a man that had co­oper­ated with the present sys­tem.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				The Prince and His Sis­ter Di­vide Between Them the Work of Ob­ser­va­tion

			
			Ras­selas re­turned home full of re­flec­tions, doubt­ing how to dir­ect his fu­ture steps. Of the way to hap­pi­ness he found the learned and simple equally ig­nor­ant; but as he was yet young, he flattered him­self that he had time re­main­ing for more ex­per­i­ments and fur­ther in­quir­ies. He com­mu­nic­ated to Im­lac his ob­ser­va­tions and his doubts, but was answered by him with new doubts and re­marks that gave him no com­fort. He there­fore dis­coursed more fre­quently and freely with his sis­ter, who had yet the same hope with him­self, and al­ways as­sisted him to give some reas­on why, though he had been hitherto frus­trated, he might suc­ceed at last.

			“We have hitherto,” said she, “known but little of the world; we have nev­er yet been either great or mean. In our own coun­try, though we had roy­alty, we had no power; and in this we have not yet seen the private re­cesses of do­mest­ic peace. Im­lac fa­vours not our search, lest we should in time find him mis­taken. We will di­vide the task between us; you shall try what is to be found in the splend­our of Courts, and I will range the shades of hum­bler life. Per­haps com­mand and au­thor­ity may be the su­preme bless­ings, as they af­ford the most op­por­tun­it­ies of do­ing good; or per­haps what this world can give may be found in the mod­est hab­it­a­tions of middle for­tune—too low for great designs, and too high for pen­ury and dis­tress.”

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				The Prince Ex­am­ines the Hap­pi­ness of High Sta­tions

			
			Ras­selas ap­plauded the design, and ap­peared next day with a splen­did ret­in­ue at the Court of the Bassa. He was soon dis­tin­guished for his mag­ni­fi­cence, and ad­mit­ted, as a Prince whose curi­os­ity had brought him from dis­tant coun­tries, to an in­tim­acy with the great of­ficers and fre­quent con­ver­sa­tion with the Bassa him­self.

			He was at first in­clined to be­lieve that the man must be pleased with his own con­di­tion whom all ap­proached with rev­er­ence and heard with obed­i­ence, and who had the power to ex­tend his edicts to a whole king­dom. “There can be no pleas­ure,” said he, “equal to that of feel­ing at once the joy of thou­sands all made happy by wise ad­min­is­tra­tion. Yet, since by the law of sub­or­din­a­tion this sub­lime de­light can be in one na­tion but the lot of one, it is surely reas­on­able to think that there is some sat­is­fac­tion more pop­u­lar and ac­cess­ible, and that mil­lions can hardly be sub­jec­ted to the will of a single man, only to fill his par­tic­u­lar breast with in­com­mu­nic­able con­tent.”

			These thoughts were of­ten in his mind, and he found no solu­tion of the dif­fi­culty. But as presents and ci­vil­it­ies gained him more fa­mili­ar­ity, he found that al­most every man who stood high in his em­ploy­ment hated all the rest and was hated by them, and that their lives were a con­tinu­al suc­ces­sion of plots and de­tec­tions, stratagems and es­capes, fac­tion and treach­ery. Many of those who sur­roun­ded the Bassa were sent only to watch and re­port his con­duct: every tongue was mut­ter­ing cen­sure, and every eye was search­ing for a fault.

			At last the let­ters of re­voc­a­tion ar­rived: the Bassa was car­ried in chains to Con­stantinople, and his name was men­tioned no more.

			“What are we now to think of the prerog­at­ives of power?” said Ras­selas to his sis­ter: “is it without ef­fic­acy to good, or is the sub­or­din­ate de­gree only dan­ger­ous, and the su­preme safe and glor­i­ous? Is the Sul­tan the only happy man in his domin­ions, or is the Sul­tan him­self sub­ject to the tor­ments of sus­pi­cion and the dread of en­emies?”

			In a short time the second Bassa was de­posed. The Sul­tan that had ad­vanced him was murdered by the Jan­is­sar­ies, and his suc­cessor had oth­er views or dif­fer­ent fa­vour­ites.

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				The Prin­cess Pur­sues Her In­quiry with More Di­li­gence Than Suc­cess

			
			The Prin­cess in the mean­time in­sinu­ated her­self in­to many fam­il­ies; for there are few doors through which lib­er­al­ity, joined with good hu­mour, can­not find its way. The daugh­ters of many houses were airy and cheer­ful; but Nekayah had been too long ac­cus­tomed to the con­ver­sa­tion of Im­lac and her broth­er to be much pleased with child­ish lev­ity and prattle which had no mean­ing. She found their thoughts nar­row, their wishes low, and their mer­ri­ment of­ten ar­ti­fi­cial. Their pleas­ures, poor as they were, could not be pre­served pure, but were em­bittered by petty com­pet­i­tions and worth­less emu­la­tion. They were al­ways jeal­ous of the beauty of each oth­er, of a qual­ity to which so­li­citude can add noth­ing, and from which de­trac­tion can take noth­ing away. Many were in love with triflers like them­selves, and many fan­cied that they were in love when in truth they were only idle. Their af­fec­tion was not fixed on sense or vir­tue, and there­fore sel­dom ended but in vex­a­tion. Their grief, how­ever, like their joy, was tran­si­ent; everything floated in their mind un­con­nec­ted with the past or fu­ture, so that one de­sire eas­ily gave way to an­oth­er, as a second stone, cast in­to the wa­ter, ef­faces and con­founds the circles of the first.

			With these girls she played as with in­of­fens­ive an­im­als, and found them proud of her coun­ten­ance and weary of her com­pany.

			But her pur­pose was to ex­am­ine more deeply, and her af­fabil­ity eas­ily per­suaded the hearts that were swell­ing with sor­row to dis­charge their secrets in her ear, and those whom hope flattered or prosper­ity de­lighted of­ten cour­ted her to par­take their pleas­ure.

			The Prin­cess and her broth­er com­monly met in the even­ing in a private sum­mer­house on the banks of the Nile, and re­lated to each oth­er the oc­cur­rences of the day. As they were sit­ting to­geth­er the Prin­cess cast her eyes upon the river that flowed be­fore her. “An­swer,” said she, “great fath­er of wa­ters, thou that rollest thy goods through eighty na­tions, to the in­voc­a­tions of the daugh­ter of thy nat­ive king. Tell me if thou wa­terest through all thy course a single hab­it­a­tion from which thou dost not hear the mur­murs of com­plaint.”

			“You are then,” said Ras­selas, “not more suc­cess­ful in private houses than I have been in Courts.”

			“I have, since the last par­ti­tion of our provinces,” said the Prin­cess, “en­abled my­self to enter fa­mil­iarly in­to many fam­il­ies, where there was the fairest show of prosper­ity and peace, and know not one house that is not haunted by some fury that des­troys their quiet.

			“I did not seek ease among the poor, be­cause I con­cluded that there it could not be found. But I saw many poor whom I had sup­posed to live in af­flu­ence. Poverty has in large cit­ies very dif­fer­ent ap­pear­ances. It is of­ten con­cealed in splend­our and of­ten in ex­tra­vag­ance. It is the care of a very great part of man­kind to con­ceal their in­di­gence from the rest. They sup­port them­selves by tem­por­ary ex­pedi­ents, and every day is lost in con­triv­ing for the mor­row.

			“This, how­ever, was an evil which, though fre­quent, I saw with less pain, be­cause I could re­lieve it. Yet some have re­fused my boun­ties; more of­fen­ded with my quick­ness to de­tect their wants than pleased with my read­i­ness to suc­cour them; and oth­ers, whose ex­i­gen­cies com­pelled them to ad­mit my kind­ness, have nev­er been able to for­give their be­ne­fact­ress. Many, how­ever, have been sin­cerely grate­ful without the os­ten­ta­tion of grat­it­ude or the hope of oth­er fa­vours.”

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				The Prin­cess Con­tin­ues Her Re­marks Upon Private Life

			
			Nekayah, per­ceiv­ing her broth­er’s at­ten­tion fixed, pro­ceeded in her nar­rat­ive. “In fam­il­ies where there is or is not poverty there is com­monly dis­cord. If a king­dom be, as Im­lac tells us, a great fam­ily, a fam­ily like­wise is a little king­dom, torn with fac­tions and ex­posed to re­volu­tions. An un­prac­tised ob­serv­er ex­pects the love of par­ents and chil­dren to be con­stant and equal. But this kind­ness sel­dom con­tin­ues bey­ond the years of in­fancy; in a short time the chil­dren be­come rivals to their par­ents. Be­ne­fits are al­lowed by re­proaches, and grat­it­ude de­based by envy.

			“Par­ents and chil­dren sel­dom act in con­cert; each child en­deav­ours to ap­pro­pri­ate the es­teem or the fond­ness of the par­ents; and the par­ents, with yet less tempta­tion, be­tray each oth­er to their chil­dren. Thus, some place their con­fid­ence in the fath­er and some in the moth­er, and by de­grees the house is filled with ar­ti­fices and feuds.

			“The opin­ions of chil­dren and par­ents, of the young and the old, are nat­ur­ally op­pos­ite, by the con­trary ef­fects of hope and des­pond­ency, of ex­pect­a­tion and ex­per­i­ence, without crime or folly on either side. The col­ours of life in youth and age ap­pear dif­fer­ent, as the face of Nature in spring and winter. And how can chil­dren cred­it the as­ser­tions of par­ents which their own eyes show them to be false?

			“Few par­ents act in such a man­ner as much to en­force their max­ims by the cred­it of their lives. The old man trusts wholly to slow con­triv­ance and gradu­al pro­gres­sion; the youth ex­pects to force his way by geni­us, vigour, and pre­cip­it­ance. The old man pays re­gard to riches, and the youth rev­er­ences vir­tue. The old man dei­fies prudence; the youth com­mits him­self to mag­nan­im­ity and chance. The young man, who in­tends no ill, be­lieves that none is in­ten­ded, and there­fore acts with open­ness and cand­our; but his fath­er; hav­ing suffered the in­jur­ies of fraud, is im­pelled to sus­pect and too of­ten al­lured to prac­tise it. Age looks with an­ger on the temer­ity of youth, and youth with con­tempt on the scru­pu­los­ity of age. Thus par­ents and chil­dren for the greatest part live on to love less and less; and if those whom Nature has thus closely united are the tor­ments of each oth­er, where shall we look for ten­der­ness and con­sol­a­tions?”

			“Surely,” said the Prince, “you must have been un­for­tu­nate in your choice of ac­quaint­ance. I am un­will­ing to be­lieve that the most tender of all re­la­tions is thus im­peded in its ef­fects by nat­ur­al ne­ces­sity.”

			“Do­mest­ic dis­cord,” answered she, “is not in­ev­it­ably and fatally ne­ces­sary, but yet it is not eas­ily avoided. We sel­dom see that a whole fam­ily is vir­tu­ous; the good and the evil can­not well agree, and the evil can yet less agree with one an­oth­er. Even the vir­tu­ous fall some­times to vari­ance, when their vir­tues are of dif­fer­ent kinds and tend­ing to ex­tremes. In gen­er­al, those par­ents have most rev­er­ence who most de­serve it, for he that lives well can­not be des­pised.

			“Many oth­er evils in­fest private life. Some are the slaves of ser­vants whom they have trus­ted with their af­fairs. Some are kept in con­tinu­al anxi­ety by the caprice of rich re­la­tions, whom they can­not please and dare not of­fend. Some hus­bands are im­per­i­ous and some wives per­verse, and, as it is al­ways more easy to do evil than good, though the wis­dom or vir­tue of one can very rarely make many happy, the folly or vice of one makes many miser­able.”

			“If such be the gen­er­al ef­fect of mar­riage,” said the Prince, “I shall for the fu­ture think it dan­ger­ous to con­nect my in­terest with that of an­oth­er, lest I should be un­happy by my part­ner’s fault.”

			“I have met,” said the Prin­cess, “with many who live single for that reas­on, but I nev­er found that their prudence ought to raise envy. They dream away their time without friend­ship, without fond­ness, and are driv­en to rid them­selves of the day, for which they have no use, by child­ish amuse­ments or vi­cious de­lights. They act as be­ings un­der the con­stant sense of some known in­feri­or­ity that fills their minds with ran­cour and their tongues with cen­sure. They are peev­ish at home and malevol­ent abroad, and, as the out­laws of hu­man nature, make it their busi­ness and their pleas­ure to dis­turb that so­ci­ety which de­bars them from its priv­ileges. To live without feel­ing or ex­cit­ing sym­pathy, to be for­tu­nate without adding to the fe­li­city of oth­ers, or af­flic­ted without tast­ing the balm of pity, is a state more gloomy than solitude; it is not re­treat but ex­clu­sion from man­kind. Mar­riage has many pains, but cel­ib­acy has no pleas­ures.”

			“What then is to be done?” said Ras­selas. “The more we in­quire the less we can re­solve. Surely he is most likely to please him­self that has no oth­er in­clin­a­tion to re­gard.”

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				Dis­quis­i­tion Upon Great­ness

			
			The con­ver­sa­tion had a short pause. The Prince, hav­ing con­sidered his sis­ter’s ob­ser­va­tion, told her that she had sur­veyed life with pre­ju­dice and sup­posed misery where she did not find it. “Your nar­rat­ive,” says he, “throws yet a dark­er gloom upon the pro­spects of fu­tur­ity. The pre­dic­tions of Im­lac were but faint sketches of the evils painted by Nekayah. I have been lately con­vinced that quiet is not the daugh­ter of grandeur or of power; that her pres­ence is not to be bought by wealth nor en­forced by con­quest. It is evid­ent that as any man acts in a wider com­pass he must be more ex­posed to op­pos­i­tion from enmity or mis­car­riage from chance. Who­ever has many to please or to gov­ern must use the min­istry of many agents, some of whom will be wicked and some ig­nor­ant, by some he will be misled and by oth­ers be­trayed. If he grat­i­fies one he will of­fend an­oth­er; those that are not fa­voured will think them­selves in­jured, and since fa­vours can be con­ferred but upon few the great­er num­ber will be al­ways dis­con­ten­ted.”

			“The dis­con­tent,” said the Prin­cess, “which is thus un­reas­on­able, I hope that I shall al­ways have spir­it to des­pise and you power to repress.”

			“Dis­con­tent,” answered Ras­selas, “will not al­ways be without reas­on un­der the most just and vi­gil­ant ad­min­is­tra­tion of pub­lic af­fairs. None, how­ever at­tent­ive, can al­ways dis­cov­er that mer­it which in­di­gence or fac­tion may hap­pen to ob­scure, and none, how­ever power­ful, can al­ways re­ward it. Yet he that sees in­feri­or desert ad­vanced above him will nat­ur­ally im­pute that pref­er­ence to par­ti­al­ity or caprice, and in­deed it can scarcely be hoped that any man, how­ever mag­nan­im­ous by Nature or ex­al­ted by con­di­tion, will be able to per­sist forever in fixed and in­ex­or­able justice of dis­tri­bu­tion; he will some­times in­dulge his own af­fec­tions and some­times those of his fa­vour­ites; he will per­mit some to please him who can nev­er serve him; he will dis­cov­er in those whom he loves qual­it­ies which in real­ity they do not pos­sess, and to those from whom he re­ceives pleas­ure he will in his turn en­deav­our to give it. Thus will re­com­mend­a­tions some­times pre­vail which were pur­chased by money or by the more de­struct­ive bribery of flat­tery and servil­ity.

			“He that hath much to do will do some­thing wrong, and of that wrong must suf­fer the con­sequences, and if it were pos­sible that he should al­ways act rightly, yet, when such num­bers are to judge of his con­duct, the bad will cen­sure and ob­struct him by malevol­ence and the good some­times by mis­take.

			“The highest sta­tions can­not there­fore hope to be the abodes of hap­pi­ness, which I would will­ingly be­lieve to have fled from thrones and palaces to seats of humble pri­vacy and pla­cid ob­scur­ity. For what can hinder the sat­is­fac­tion or in­ter­cept the ex­pect­a­tions of him whose abil­it­ies are ad­equate to his em­ploy­ments, who sees with his own eyes the whole cir­cuit of his in­flu­ence, who chooses by his own know­ledge all whom he trusts, and whom none are temp­ted to de­ceive by hope or fear? Surely he has noth­ing to do but to love and to be loved; to be vir­tu­ous and to be happy.”

			“Wheth­er per­fect hap­pi­ness would be pro­cured by per­fect good­ness,” said Nekayah, “this world will nev­er af­ford an op­por­tun­ity of de­cid­ing. But this, at least, may be main­tained, that we do not al­ways find vis­ible hap­pi­ness in pro­por­tion to vis­ible vir­tue. All nat­ur­al and al­most all polit­ic­al evils are in­cid­ent alike to the bad and good; they are con­foun­ded in the misery of a fam­ine, and not much dis­tin­guished in the fury of a fac­tion; they sink to­geth­er in a tem­pest and are driv­en to­geth­er from their coun­try by in­vaders. All that vir­tue can af­ford is quiet­ness of con­science and a steady pro­spect of a hap­pi­er state; this may en­able us to en­dure calam­ity with pa­tience, but re­mem­ber that pa­tience must op­pose pain.”

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				Ras­selas and Nekayah Con­tin­ue Their Con­ver­sa­tion

			
			“Dear Prin­cess,” said Ras­selas, “you fall in­to the com­mon er­rors of ex­ag­ger­at­ory de­clam­a­tion, by pro­du­cing in a fa­mil­i­ar dis­quis­i­tion ex­amples of na­tion­al calam­it­ies and scenes of ex­tens­ive misery which are found in books rather than in the world, and which, as they are hor­rid, are or­dained to be rare. Let us not ima­gine evils which we do not feel, nor in­jure life by mis­rep­res­ent­a­tions. I can­not bear that quer­ulous elo­quence which threatens every city with a siege like that of Jer­u­s­alem, that makes fam­ine at­tend on every flight of lo­cust, and sus­pends pes­ti­lence on the wing of every blast that is­sues from the south.

			“On ne­ces­sary and in­ev­it­able evils which over­whelm king­doms at once all dis­pu­ta­tion is vain; when they hap­pen they must be en­dured. But it is evid­ent that these bursts of uni­ver­sal dis­tress are more dreaded than felt; thou­sands and tens of thou­sands flour­ish in youth and with­er in age, without the know­ledge of any oth­er than do­mest­ic evils, and share the same pleas­ures and vex­a­tions, wheth­er their kings are mild or cruel, wheth­er the armies of their coun­try pur­sue their en­emies or re­treat be­fore them. While Courts are dis­turbed with in­test­ine com­pet­i­tions and am­bas­sad­ors are ne­go­ti­at­ing in for­eign coun­tries, the smith still plies his an­vil and the hus­band­man drives his plough for­ward; the ne­ces­sar­ies of life are re­quired and ob­tained, and the suc­cess­ive busi­ness of the sea­son con­tin­ues to make its wonted re­volu­tions.

			“Let us cease to con­sider what per­haps may nev­er hap­pen, and what, when it shall hap­pen, will laugh at hu­man spec­u­la­tion. We will not en­deav­our to modi­fy the mo­tions of the ele­ments or to fix the des­tiny of king­doms. It is our busi­ness to con­sider what be­ings like us may per­form, each la­bour­ing for his own hap­pi­ness by pro­mot­ing with­in his circle, how­ever nar­row, the hap­pi­ness of oth­ers.

			“Mar­riage is evid­ently the dic­tate of Nature; men and wo­men were made to be the com­pan­ions of each oth­er, and there­fore I can­not be per­suaded but that mar­riage is one of the means of hap­pi­ness.”

			“I know not,” said the Prin­cess, “wheth­er mar­riage be more than one of the in­nu­mer­able modes of hu­man misery. When I see and reck­on the vari­ous forms of con­nu­bi­al in­fe­li­city, the un­ex­pec­ted causes of last­ing dis­cord, the di­versit­ies of tem­per, the op­pos­i­tions of opin­ion, the rude col­li­sions of con­trary de­sire where both are urged by vi­ol­ent im­pulses, the ob­stin­ate con­test of dis­agree­ing vir­tues where both are sup­por­ted by con­scious­ness of good in­ten­tion, I am some­times dis­posed to think, with the severer ca­su­ists of most na­tions, that mar­riage is rather per­mit­ted than ap­proved, and that none, but by the in­stig­a­tion of a pas­sion too much in­dulged, en­tangle them­selves with in­dis­sol­uble com­pact.”

			“You seem to for­get,” replied Ras­selas, “that you have, even now, rep­res­en­ted cel­ib­acy as less happy than mar­riage. Both con­di­tions may be bad, but they can­not both be worse. Thus it hap­pens, when wrong opin­ions are en­ter­tained, that they mu­tu­ally des­troy each oth­er and leave the mind open to truth.”

			“I did not ex­pect,” answered, the Prin­cess, “to hear that im­puted to false­hood which is the con­sequence only of frailty. To the mind, as to the eye, it is dif­fi­cult to com­pare with ex­act­ness ob­jects vast in their ex­tent and vari­ous in their parts. When we see or con­ceive the whole at once, we read­ily note the dis­crim­in­a­tions and de­cide the pref­er­ence, but of two sys­tems, of which neither can be sur­veyed by any hu­man be­ing in its full com­pass of mag­nitude and mul­ti­pli­city of com­plic­a­tion, where is the won­der that, judging of the whole by parts, I am al­tern­ately af­fected by one and the oth­er as either presses on my memory or fancy? We dif­fer from ourselves just as we dif­fer from each oth­er when we see only part of the ques­tion, as in the mul­ti­far­i­ous re­la­tions of polit­ics and mor­al­ity, but when we per­ceive the whole at once, as in nu­mer­ic­al com­pu­ta­tions, all agree in one judg­ment, and none ever var­ies in his opin­ion.”

			“Let us not add,” said the Prince, “to the oth­er evils of life the bit­ter­ness of con­tro­versy, nor en­deav­our to vie with each oth­er in sub­tleties of ar­gu­ment. We are em­ployed in a search of which both are equally to en­joy the suc­cess or suf­fer by the mis­car­riage; it is there­fore fit that we as­sist each oth­er. You surely con­clude too hast­ily from the in­fe­li­city of mar­riage against its in­sti­tu­tion; will not the misery of life prove equally that life can­not be the gift of Heav­en? The world must be peopled by mar­riage or peopled without it.”

			“How the world is to be peopled,” re­turned Nekayah, “is not my care and need not be yours. I see no danger that the present gen­er­a­tion should omit to leave suc­cessors be­hind them; we are not now in­quir­ing for the world, but for ourselves.”

		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				The De­bate on Mar­riage Con­tin­ued

			
			“The good of the whole,” says Ras­selas, “is the same with the good of all its parts. If mar­riage be best for man­kind, it must be evid­ently best for in­di­vidu­als; or a per­man­ent and ne­ces­sary duty must be the cause of evil, and some must be in­ev­it­ably sac­ri­ficed to the con­veni­ence of oth­ers. In the es­tim­ate which you have made of the two states, it ap­pears that the in­com­mod­it­ies of a single life are in a great meas­ure ne­ces­sary and cer­tain, but those of the con­jugal state ac­ci­dent­al and avoid­able.

			“I can­not for­bear to flat­ter my­self that prudence and be­ne­vol­ence will make mar­riage happy. The gen­er­al folly of man­kind is the cause of gen­er­al com­plaint. What can be ex­pec­ted but dis­ap­point­ment and re­pent­ance from a choice made in the im­ma­tur­ity of youth, in the ar­dour of de­sire, without judg­ment, without foresight, without in­quiry after con­form­ity of opin­ions, sim­il­ar­ity of man­ners, rectitude of judg­ment, or pur­ity of sen­ti­ment?

			“Such is the com­mon pro­cess of mar­riage. A youth and maid­en, meet­ing by chance or brought to­geth­er by ar­ti­fice, ex­change glances, re­cip­roc­ate ci­vil­it­ies, go home and dream of one an­oth­er. Hav­ing little to di­vert at­ten­tion or di­ver­si­fy thought, they find them­selves un­easy when they are apart, and there­fore con­clude that they shall be happy to­geth­er. They marry, and dis­cov­er what noth­ing but vol­un­tary blind­ness be­fore had con­cealed; they wear out life in al­ter­ca­tions, and charge Nature with cruelty.

			“From those early mar­riages pro­ceeds like­wise the rivalry of par­ents and chil­dren: the son is eager to en­joy the world be­fore the fath­er is will­ing to for­sake it, and there is hardly room at once for two gen­er­a­tions. The daugh­ter be­gins to bloom be­fore the moth­er can be con­tent to fade, and neither can for­bear to wish for the ab­sence of the oth­er.

			“Surely all these evils may be avoided by that de­lib­er­a­tion and delay which prudence pre­scribes to ir­re­voc­able choice. In the vari­ety and jol­lity of youth­ful pleas­ures, life may be well enough sup­por­ted without the help of a part­ner. Longer time will in­crease ex­per­i­ence, and wider views will al­low bet­ter op­por­tun­it­ies of in­quiry and se­lec­tion; one ad­vant­age at least will be cer­tain, the par­ents will be vis­ibly older than their chil­dren.”

			“What reas­on can­not col­lect,” and Nekayah, “and what ex­per­i­ment has not yet taught, can be known only from the re­port of oth­ers. I have been told that late mar­riages are not em­in­ently happy. This is a ques­tion too im­port­ant to be neg­lected; and I have of­ten pro­posed it to those whose ac­cur­acy of re­mark and com­pre­hens­ive­ness of know­ledge made their suf­frages worthy of re­gard. They have gen­er­ally de­term­ined that it is dan­ger­ous for a man and wo­man to sus­pend their fate upon each oth­er at a time when opin­ions are fixed and habits are es­tab­lished, when friend­ships have been con­trac­ted on both sides, when life has been planned in­to meth­od, and the mind has long en­joyed the con­tem­pla­tion of its own pro­spects.

			“It is scarcely pos­sible that two trav­el­ling through the world un­der the con­duct of chance should have been both dir­ec­ted to the same path, and it will not of­ten hap­pen that either will quit the track which cus­tom has made pleas­ing. When the des­ultory lev­ity of youth has settled in­to reg­u­lar­ity, it is soon suc­ceeded by pride ashamed to yield, or ob­stin­acy de­light­ing to con­tend. And even though mu­tu­al es­teem pro­duces mu­tu­al de­sire to please, time it­self, as it mod­i­fies un­change­ably the ex­tern­al mien, de­term­ines like­wise the dir­ec­tion of the pas­sions, and gives an in­flex­ible ri­gid­ity to the man­ners. Long cus­toms are not eas­ily broken; he that at­tempts to change the course of his own life very of­ten la­bours in vain, and how shall we do that for oth­ers which we are sel­dom able to do for ourselves?”

			“But surely,” in­ter­posed the Prince, “you sup­pose the chief motive of choice for­got­ten or neg­lected. Whenev­er I shall seek a wife, it shall be my first ques­tion wheth­er she be will­ing to be led by reas­on.”

			“Thus it is,” said Nekayah, “that philo­soph­ers are de­ceived. There are a thou­sand fa­mil­i­ar dis­putes which reas­on nev­er can de­cide; ques­tions that elude in­vest­ig­a­tion, and make lo­gic ri­dicu­lous; cases where some­thing must be done, and where little can be said. Con­sider the state of man­kind, and in­quire how few can be sup­posed to act upon any oc­ca­sions, wheth­er small or great, with all the reas­ons of ac­tion present to their minds. Wretched would be the pair, above all names of wretched­ness, who should be doomed to ad­just by reas­on every morn­ing all the minute de­tails of a do­mest­ic day.

			“Those who marry at an ad­vanced age will prob­ably es­cape the en­croach­ments of their chil­dren, but in the di­minu­tion of this ad­vant­age they will be likely to leave them, ig­nor­ant and help­less, to a guard­i­an’s mercy; or if that should not hap­pen, they must at least go out of the world be­fore they see those whom they love best either wise or great.

			“From their chil­dren, if they have less to fear, they have less also to hope; and they lose without equi­val­ent the joys of early love, and the con­veni­ence of unit­ing with man­ners pli­ant and minds sus­cept­ible of new im­pres­sions, which might wear away their dis­simil­it­udes by long co­hab­it­a­tion, as soft bod­ies by con­tinu­al at­tri­tion con­form their sur­faces to each oth­er.

			“I be­lieve it will be found that those who marry late are best pleased with their chil­dren, and those who marry early with their part­ners.”

			“The uni­on of these two af­fec­tions,” said Ras­selas, “would pro­duce all that could be wished. Per­haps there is a time when mar­riage might unite them—a time neither too early for the fath­er nor too late for the hus­band.”

			“Every hour,” answered the Prin­cess, “con­firms my pre­ju­dice in fa­vour of the po­s­i­tion so of­ten uttered by the mouth of Im­lac, that ‘Nature sets her gifts on the right hand and on the left.’ Those con­di­tions which flat­ter hope and at­tract de­sire are so con­sti­tuted that as we ap­proach one we re­cede from an­oth­er. There are goods so op­posed that we can­not seize both, but by too much prudence may pass between them at too great a dis­tance to reach either. This is of­ten the fate of long con­sid­er­a­tion; he does noth­ing who en­deav­ours to do more than is al­lowed to hu­man­ity. Flat­ter not your­self with con­trari­et­ies of pleas­ure. Of the bless­ings set be­fore you make your choice, and be con­tent. No man can taste the fruits of au­tumn while he is de­light­ing his scent with the flowers of the spring; no man can at the same time fill his cup from the source and from the mouth of the Nile.”

		
	
		
			
				XXX

				Im­lac Enters, and Changes the Con­ver­sa­tion

			
			Here Im­lac entered, and in­ter­rup­ted them. “Im­lac,” said Ras­selas, “I have been tak­ing from the Prin­cess the dis­mal his­tory of private life, and am al­most dis­cour­aged from fur­ther search.”

			“It seems to me,” said Im­lac, “that while you are mak­ing the choice of life you neg­lect to live. You wander about a single city, which, how­ever large and di­ver­si­fied, can now af­ford few nov­el­ties, and for­get that you are in a coun­try fam­ous among the earli­est mon­arch­ies for the power and wis­dom of its in­hab­it­ants—a coun­try where the sci­ences first dawned that il­lu­min­ate the world, and bey­ond which the arts can­not be traced of civil so­ci­ety or do­mest­ic life.

			“The old Egyp­tians have left be­hind them monu­ments of in­dustry and power be­fore which all European mag­ni­fi­cence is con­fessed to fade away. The ru­ins of their ar­chi­tec­ture are the schools of mod­ern build­ers; and from the won­ders which time has spared we may con­jec­ture, though un­cer­tainly, what it has des­troyed.”

			“My curi­os­ity,” said Ras­selas, “does not very strongly lead me to sur­vey piles of stone or mounds of earth. My busi­ness is with man. I came hith­er not to meas­ure frag­ments of temples or trace choked aque­ducts, but to look upon the vari­ous scenes of the present world.”

			“The things that are now be­fore us,” said the Prin­cess, “re­quire at­ten­tion, and de­serve it. What have I to do with the her­oes or the monu­ments of an­cient times—with times which can nev­er re­turn, and her­oes whose form of life was dif­fer­ent from all that the present con­di­tion of man­kind re­quires or al­lows?”

			“To know any­thing,” re­turned the poet, “we must know its ef­fects; to see men, we must see their works, that we may learn what reas­on has dic­tated or pas­sion has ex­cited, and find what are the most power­ful motives of ac­tion. To judge rightly of the present, we must op­pose it to the past; for all judg­ment is com­par­at­ive, and of the fu­ture noth­ing can be known. The truth is that no mind is much em­ployed upon the present; re­col­lec­tion and an­ti­cip­a­tion fill up al­most all our mo­ments. Our pas­sions are joy and grief, love and hatred, hope and fear. Of joy and grief, the past is the ob­ject, and the fu­ture of hope and fear; even love and hatred re­spect the past, for the cause must have been be­fore the ef­fect.

			“The present state of things is the con­sequence of the former; and it is nat­ur­al to in­quire what were the sources of the good that we en­joy, or the evils that we suf­fer. If we act only for ourselves, to neg­lect the study of his­tory is not prudent. If we are en­trus­ted with the care of oth­ers, it is not just. Ig­nor­ance, when it is vol­un­tary, is crim­in­al; and he may prop­erly be charged with evil who re­fused to learn how he might pre­vent it.

			“There is no part of his­tory so gen­er­ally use­ful as that which relates to the pro­gress of the hu­man mind, the gradu­al im­prove­ment of reas­on, the suc­cess­ive ad­vances of sci­ence, the vi­cis­situdes of learn­ing and ig­nor­ance (which are the light and dark­ness of think­ing be­ings), the ex­tinc­tion and re­sus­cit­a­tion of arts, and the re­volu­tions of the in­tel­lec­tu­al world. If ac­counts of battles and in­va­sions are pe­cu­li­arly the busi­ness of princes, the use­ful or el­eg­ant arts are not to be neg­lected; those who have king­doms to gov­ern have un­der­stand­ings to cul­tiv­ate.

			“Ex­ample is al­ways more ef­fic­a­cious than pre­cept. A sol­dier is formed in war, and a paint­er must copy pic­tures. In this, con­tem­plat­ive life has the ad­vant­age. Great ac­tions are sel­dom seen, but the la­bours of art are al­ways at hand for those who de­sire to know what art has been able to per­form.

			“When the eye or the ima­gin­a­tion is struck with any un­com­mon work, the next trans­ition of an act­ive mind is to the means by which it was per­formed. Here be­gins the true use of such con­tem­pla­tion. We en­large our com­pre­hen­sion by new ideas, and per­haps re­cov­er some art lost to man­kind, or learn what is less per­fectly known in our own coun­try. At least we com­pare our own with former times, and either re­joice at our im­prove­ments, or, what is the first mo­tion to­wards good, dis­cov­er our de­fects.”

			“I am will­ing,” said the Prince, “to see all that can de­serve my search.”

			“And I,” said the Prin­cess, “shall re­joice to learn some­thing of the man­ners of an­tiquity.”

			“The most pom­pous monu­ment of Egyp­tian great­ness, and one of the most bulky works of manu­al in­dustry,” said Im­lac, “are the Pyr­am­ids: fab­rics raised be­fore the time of his­tory, and of which the earli­est nar­rat­ives af­ford us only un­cer­tain tra­di­tions. Of these the greatest is still stand­ing, very little in­jured by time.”

			“Let us vis­it them to­mor­row,” said Nekayah. “I have of­ten heard of the Pyr­am­ids, and shall not rest till I have seen them, with­in and without, with my own eyes.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				They Vis­it the Pyr­am­ids

			
			The res­ol­u­tion be­ing thus taken, they set out the next day. They laid tents upon their camels, be­ing re­solved to stay among the Pyr­am­ids till their curi­os­ity was fully sat­is­fied. They trav­elled gently, turned aside to everything re­mark­able, stopped from time to time and con­versed with the in­hab­it­ants, and ob­served the vari­ous ap­pear­ances of towns ruined and in­hab­ited, of wild and cul­tiv­ated nature.

			When they came to the Great Pyr­am­id they were as­ton­ished at the ex­tent of the base and the height of the top. Im­lac ex­plained to them the prin­ciples upon which the pyr­am­id­al form was chosen for a fab­ric in­ten­ded to co-ex­tend its dur­a­tion with that of the world: he showed that its gradu­al di­minu­tion gave it such sta­bil­ity as de­feated all the com­mon at­tacks of the ele­ments, and could scarcely be over­thrown by earth­quakes them­selves, the least res­ist­ible of nat­ur­al vi­ol­ence. A con­cus­sion that should shat­ter the pyr­am­id would threaten the dis­sol­u­tion of the con­tin­ent.

			They meas­ured all its di­men­sions, and pitched their tents at its foot. Next day they pre­pared to enter its in­teri­or apart­ments, and hav­ing hired the com­mon guides, climbed up to the first pas­sage; when the fa­vour­ite of the Prin­cess, look­ing in­to the cav­ity, stepped back and trembled. “Pekuah,” said the Prin­cess, “of what art thou afraid?”

			“Of the nar­row en­trance,” answered the lady, “and of the dread­ful gloom. I dare not enter a place which must surely be in­hab­ited by un­quiet souls. The ori­gin­al pos­sessors of these dread­ful vaults will start up be­fore us, and per­haps shut us in forever.” She spoke, and threw her arms round the neck of her mis­tress.

			“If all your fear be of ap­par­i­tions,” said the Prince, “I will prom­ise you safety. There is no danger from the dead: he that is once bur­ied will be seen no more.”

			“That the dead are seen no more,” said Im­lac, “I will not un­der­take to main­tain against the con­cur­rent and un­var­ied testi­mony of all ages and of all na­tions. There is no people, rude or learned, among whom ap­par­i­tions of the dead are not re­lated and be­lieved. This opin­ion, which per­haps pre­vails as far as hu­man nature is dif­fused, could be­come uni­ver­sal only by its truth: those that nev­er heard of one an­oth­er would not have agreed in a tale which noth­ing but ex­per­i­ence can make cred­ible. That it is doubted by single cav­illers can very little weak­en the gen­er­al evid­ence, and some who deny it with their tongues con­fess it by their fears.

			“Yet I do not mean to add new ter­rors to those which have already seized upon Pekuah. There can be no reas­on why spectres should haunt the Pyr­am­id more than oth­er places, or why they should have power or will to hurt in­no­cence and pur­ity. Our en­trance is no vi­ol­a­tion of their priv­ileges: we can take noth­ing from them; how, then, can we of­fend them?”

			“My dear Pekuah,” said the Prin­cess, “I will al­ways go be­fore you, and Im­lac shall fol­low you. Re­mem­ber that you are the com­pan­ion of the Prin­cess of Abyssin­ia.”

			“If the Prin­cess is pleased that her ser­vant should die,” re­turned the lady, “let her com­mand some death less dread­ful than en­clos­ure in this hor­rid cav­ern. You know I dare not dis­obey you—I must go if you com­mand me; but if I once enter, I nev­er shall come back.”

			The Prin­cess saw that her fear was too strong for ex­pos­tu­la­tion or re­proof, and, em­bra­cing her, told her that she should stay in the tent till their re­turn. Pekuah was not yet sat­is­fied, but en­treated the Prin­cess not to pur­sue so dread­ful a pur­pose as that of en­ter­ing the re­cesses of the Pyr­am­ids. “Though I can­not teach cour­age,” said Nekayah, “I must not learn cow­ardice, nor leave at last un­done what I came hith­er only to do.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				They Enter the Pyr­am­id

			
			Pekuah des­cen­ded to the tents, and the rest entered the Pyr­am­id. They passed through the gal­ler­ies, sur­veyed the vaults of marble, and ex­amined the chest in which the body of the founder is sup­posed to have been de­pos­ited. They then sat down in one of the most spa­cious cham­bers to rest awhile be­fore they at­temp­ted to re­turn.

			“We have now,” said Im­lac, “grat­i­fied our minds with an ex­act view of the greatest work of man, ex­cept the wall of China.

			“Of the wall it is very easy to as­sign the motive. It se­cured a wealthy and timor­ous na­tion from the in­cur­sions of bar­bar­i­ans, whose un­skil­ful­ness in the arts made it easi­er for them to sup­ply their wants by rapine than by in­dustry, and who from time to time poured in upon the in­hab­it­ants of peace­ful com­merce as vul­tures des­cend upon do­mest­ic fowl. Their celer­ity and fierce­ness made the wall ne­ces­sary, and their ig­nor­ance made it ef­fic­a­cious.

			“But for the Pyr­am­ids, no reas­on has ever been giv­en ad­equate to the cost and la­bour of the work. The nar­row­ness of the cham­bers proves that it could af­ford no re­treat from en­emies, and treas­ures might have been re­pos­ited at far less ex­pense with equal se­cur­ity. It seems to have been erec­ted only in com­pli­ance with that hun­ger of ima­gin­a­tion which preys in­cess­antly upon life, and must be al­ways ap­peased by some em­ploy­ment. Those who have already all that they can en­joy must en­large their de­sires. He that has built for use till use is sup­plied must be­gin to build for van­ity, and ex­tend his plan to the ut­most power of hu­man per­form­ance that he may not be soon re­duced to form an­oth­er wish.

			“I con­sider this mighty struc­ture as a monu­ment of the in­suf­fi­ciency of hu­man en­joy­ments. A king whose power is un­lim­ited, and whose treas­ures sur­mount all real and ima­gin­ary wants, is com­pelled to solace, by the erec­tion of a pyr­am­id, the sati­ety of domin­ion and taste­less­ness of pleas­ures, and to amuse the te­di­ous­ness of de­clin­ing life by see­ing thou­sands la­bour­ing without end, and one stone, for no pur­pose, laid upon an­oth­er. Who­ever thou art that, not con­tent with a mod­er­ate con­di­tion, ima­gin­est hap­pi­ness in roy­al mag­ni­fi­cence, and dreamest that com­mand or riches can feed the ap­pet­ite of nov­elty with per­petu­al grat­i­fic­a­tions, sur­vey the Pyr­am­ids, and con­fess thy folly!”

		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				The Prin­cess Meets with an Un­ex­pec­ted Mis­for­tune

			
			They rose up, and re­turned through the cav­ity at which they had entered; and the Prin­cess pre­pared for her fa­vour­ite a long nar­rat­ive of dark labyrinths and costly rooms, and of the dif­fer­ent im­pres­sions which the vari­et­ies of the way had made upon her. But when they came to their train, they found every­one si­lent and de­jec­ted: the men dis­covered shame and fear in their coun­ten­ances, and the wo­men were weep­ing in their tents.

			What had happened they did not try to con­jec­ture, but im­me­di­ately in­quired. “You had scarcely entered in­to the Pyr­am­id,” said one of the at­tend­ants, “when a troop of Ar­abs rushed upon us: we were too few to res­ist them, and too slow to es­cape. They were about to search the tents, set us on our camels, and drive us along be­fore them, when the ap­proach of some Turk­ish horse­men put them to flight: but they seized the Lady Pekuah with her two maids, and car­ried them away: the Turks are now pur­su­ing them by our in­stig­a­tion, but I fear they will not be able to over­take them.”

			The Prin­cess was over­powered with sur­prise and grief. Ras­selas, in the first heat of his re­sent­ment, ordered his ser­vants to fol­low him, and pre­pared to pur­sue the rob­bers with his sabre in his hand. “Sir,” said Im­lac, “what can you hope from vi­ol­ence or valour? The Ar­abs are moun­ted on horses trained to battle and re­treat; we have only beasts of bur­den. By leav­ing our present sta­tion we may lose the Prin­cess, but can­not hope to re­gain Pekuah.”

			In a short time the Turks re­turned, hav­ing not been able to reach the en­emy. The Prin­cess burst out in­to new lam­ent­a­tions, and Ras­selas could scarcely for­bear to re­proach them with cow­ardice; but Im­lac was of opin­ion that the es­cape of the Ar­abs was no ad­di­tion to their mis­for­tune, for per­haps they would have killed their cap­tives rather than have resigned them.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				They Re­turn to Cairo Without Pekuah

			
			There was noth­ing to be hoped from longer stay. They re­turned to Cairo, re­pent­ing of their curi­os­ity, cen­sur­ing the neg­li­gence of the gov­ern­ment, lament­ing their own rash­ness, which had neg­lected to pro­cure a guard, ima­gin­ing many ex­pedi­ents by which the loss of Pekuah might have been pre­ven­ted, and resolv­ing to do some­thing for her re­cov­ery, though none could find any­thing prop­er to be done.

			Nekayah re­tired to her cham­ber, where her wo­men at­temp­ted to com­fort her by telling her that all had their troubles, and that Lady Pekuah had en­joyed much hap­pi­ness in the world for a long time, and might reas­on­ably ex­pect a change of for­tune. They hoped that some good would be­fall her whereso­ever she was, and that their mis­tress would find an­oth­er friend who might sup­ply her place.

			The Prin­cess made them no an­swer; and they con­tin­ued the form of con­dol­ence, not much grieved in their hearts that the fa­vour­ite was lost.

			Next day the Prince presen­ted to the Bassa a me­mori­al of the wrong which he had suffered, and a pe­ti­tion for re­dress. The Bassa threatened to pun­ish the rob­bers, but did not at­tempt to catch them; nor in­deed could any ac­count or de­scrip­tion be giv­en by which he might dir­ect the pur­suit.

			It soon ap­peared that noth­ing would be done by au­thor­ity. Gov­ernors be­ing ac­cus­tomed to hear of more crimes than they can pun­ish, and more wrongs than they can re­dress, set them­selves at ease by in­dis­crim­in­ate neg­li­gence, and presently for­get the re­quest when they lose sight of the pe­ti­tion­er.

			Im­lac then en­deav­oured to gain some in­tel­li­gence by private agents. He found many who pre­ten­ded to an ex­act know­ledge of all the haunts of the Ar­abs, and to reg­u­lar cor­res­pond­ence with their chiefs, and who read­ily un­der­took the re­cov­ery of Pekuah. Of these, some were fur­nished with money for their jour­ney, and came back no more; some were lib­er­ally paid for ac­counts which a few days dis­covered to be false. But the Prin­cess would not suf­fer any means, how­ever im­prob­able, to be left un­tried. While she was do­ing some­thing, she kept her hope alive. As one ex­pedi­ent failed, an­oth­er was sug­ges­ted; when one mes­sen­ger re­turned un­suc­cess­ful, an­oth­er was des­patched to a dif­fer­ent quarter.

			Two months had now passed, and of Pekuah noth­ing had been heard; the hopes which they had en­deav­oured to raise in each oth­er grew more lan­guid; and the Prin­cess, when she saw noth­ing more to be tried, sunk down in­con­sol­able in hope­less de­jec­tion. A thou­sand times she re­proached her­self with the easy com­pli­ance by which she per­mit­ted her fa­vour­ite to stay be­hind her. “Had not my fond­ness,” said she, “lessened my au­thor­ity, Pekuah had not dared to talk of her ter­rors. She ought to have feared me more than spectres. A severe look would have over­powered her; a per­emp­tory com­mand would have com­pelled obed­i­ence. Why did fool­ish in­dul­gence pre­vail upon me? Why did I not speak, and re­fuse to hear?”

			“Great Prin­cess,” said Im­lac, “do not re­proach your­self for your vir­tue, or con­sider that as blame­able by which evil has ac­ci­dent­ally been caused. Your ten­der­ness for the timid­ity of Pekuah was gen­er­ous and kind. When we act ac­cord­ing to our duty, we com­mit the events to Him by whose laws our ac­tions are gov­erned, and who will suf­fer none to be fi­nally pun­ished for obed­i­ence. When, in pro­spect of some good, wheth­er nat­ur­al or mor­al, we break the rules pre­scribed us, we with­draw from the dir­ec­tion of su­per­i­or wis­dom, and take all con­sequences upon ourselves. Man can­not so far know the con­nec­tion of causes and events as that he may ven­ture to do wrong in or­der to do right. When we pur­sue our end by law­ful means, we may al­ways con­sole our mis­car­riage by the hope of fu­ture re­com­pense. When we con­sult only our own policy, and at­tempt to find a near­er way to good by over­leap­ing the settled bound­ar­ies of right and wrong, we can­not be happy even by suc­cess, be­cause we can­not es­cape the con­scious­ness of our fault; but if we mis­carry, the dis­ap­point­ment is ir­re­medi­ably em­bittered. How com­fort­less is the sor­row of him who feels at once the pangs of guilt and the vex­a­tion of calam­ity which guilt has brought upon him!

			“Con­sider, Prin­cess, what would have been your con­di­tion if the Lady Pekuah had en­treated to ac­com­pany you, and, be­ing com­pelled to stay in the tents, had been car­ried away; or how would you have borne the thought if you had forced her in­to the Pyr­am­id, and she had died be­fore you in ag­on­ies of ter­ror?”

			“Had either happened,” said Nekayah, “I could not have en­dured life till now; I should have been tor­tured to mad­ness by the re­mem­brance of such cruelty, or must have pined away in ab­hor­rence of my­self.”

			“This, at least,” said Im­lac, “is the present re­ward of vir­tu­ous con­duct, that no un­lucky con­sequence can ob­lige us to re­pent it.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXV

				The Prin­cess Lan­guishes for Want of Pekuah

			
			Nekayah, be­ing thus re­con­ciled to her­self, found that no evil is in­sup­port­able but that which is ac­com­pan­ied with con­scious­ness of wrong. She was from that time de­livered from the vi­ol­ence of tem­pes­tu­ous sor­row, and sunk in­to si­lent pens­ive­ness and gloomy tran­quil­lity. She sat from morn­ing to even­ing re­col­lect­ing all that had been done or said by her Pekuah, treas­ured up with care every trifle on which Pekuah had set an ac­ci­dent­al value, and which might re­call to mind any little in­cid­ent or care­less con­ver­sa­tion. The sen­ti­ments of her whom she now ex­pec­ted to see no more were treas­ured in her memory as rules of life, and she de­lib­er­ated to no oth­er end than to con­jec­ture on any oc­ca­sion what would have been the opin­ion and coun­sel of Pekuah.

			The wo­men by whom she was at­ten­ded knew noth­ing of her real con­di­tion, and there­fore she could not talk to them but with cau­tion and re­serve. She began to re­mit her curi­os­ity, hav­ing no great de­sire to col­lect no­tions which she had no con­veni­ence of ut­ter­ing. Ras­selas en­deav­oured first to com­fort and af­ter­wards to di­vert her; he hired mu­si­cians, to whom she seemed to listen, but did not hear them; and pro­cured mas­ters to in­struct her in vari­ous arts, whose lec­tures, when they vis­ited her again, were again to be re­peated. She had lost her taste of pleas­ure and her am­bi­tion of ex­cel­lence; and her mind, though forced in­to short ex­cur­sions, al­ways re­curred to the im­age of her friend.

			Im­lac was every morn­ing earn­estly en­joined to re­new his in­quir­ies, and was asked every night wheth­er he had yet heard of Pekuah; till, not be­ing able to re­turn the Prin­cess the an­swer that she de­sired, he was less and less will­ing to come in­to her pres­ence. She ob­served his back­ward­ness, and com­manded him to at­tend her. “You are not,” said she, “to con­found im­pa­tience with re­sent­ment, or to sup­pose that I charge you with neg­li­gence be­cause I re­pine at your un­suc­cess­ful­ness. I do not much won­der at your ab­sence. I know that the un­happy are nev­er pleas­ing, and that all nat­ur­ally avoid the con­ta­gion of misery. To hear com­plaints is wear­i­some alike to the wretched and the happy; for who would cloud by ad­ven­ti­tious grief the short gleams of gaiety which life al­lows us, or who that is strug­gling un­der his own evils will add to them the miser­ies of an­oth­er?

			“The time is at hand when none shall be dis­turbed any longer by the sighs of Nekayah: my search after hap­pi­ness is now at an end. I am re­solved to re­tire from the world, with all its flat­ter­ies and de­ceits, and will hide my­self in solitude, without any oth­er care than to com­pose my thoughts and reg­u­late my hours by a con­stant suc­ces­sion of in­no­cent oc­cu­pa­tions, till, with a mind pur­i­fied from earthly de­sires, I shall enter in­to that state to which all are hasten­ing, and in which I hope again to en­joy the friend­ship of Pekuah.”

			“Do not en­tangle your mind,” said Im­lac, “by ir­re­voc­able de­term­in­a­tions, nor in­crease the bur­den of life by a vol­un­tary ac­cu­mu­la­tion of misery. The wear­i­ness of re­tire­ment will con­tin­ue to in­crease when the loss of Pekuah is for­got. That you have been de­prived of one pleas­ure is no very good reas­on for re­jec­tion of the rest.”

			“Since Pekuah was taken from me,” said the Prin­cess, “I have no pleas­ure to re­ject or to re­tain. She that has no one to love or trust has little to hope. She wants the rad­ic­al prin­ciple of hap­pi­ness. We may per­haps al­low that what sat­is­fac­tion this world can af­ford must arise from the con­junc­tion of wealth, know­ledge, and good­ness. Wealth is noth­ing but as it is be­stowed, and know­ledge noth­ing but as it is com­mu­nic­ated. They must there­fore be im­par­ted to oth­ers, and to whom could I now de­light to im­part them? Good­ness af­fords the only com­fort which can be en­joyed without a part­ner, and good­ness may be prac­tised in re­tire­ment.”

			“How far solitude may ad­mit good­ness or ad­vance it, I shall not,” replied Im­lac, “dis­pute at present. Re­mem­ber the con­fes­sion of the pi­ous her­mit. You will wish to re­turn in­to the world when the im­age of your com­pan­ion has left your thoughts.”

			“That time,” said Nekayah, “will nev­er come. The gen­er­ous frank­ness, the mod­est ob­sequious­ness, and the faith­ful secrecy of my dear Pekuah will al­ways be more missed as I shall live longer to see vice and folly.”

			“The state of a mind op­pressed with a sud­den calam­ity,” said Im­lac, “is like that of the fab­ulous in­hab­it­ants of the new-cre­ated earth, who, when the first night came upon them, sup­posed that day would nev­er re­turn. When the clouds of sor­row gath­er over us, we see noth­ing bey­ond them, nor can ima­gine how they will be dis­pelled; yet a new day suc­ceeded to the night, and sor­row is nev­er long without a dawn of ease. But they who re­strain them­selves from re­ceiv­ing com­fort do as the sav­ages would have done had they put out their eyes when it was dark. Our minds, like our bod­ies, are in con­tinu­al flux; some­thing is hourly lost, and some­thing ac­quired. To lose much at once is in­con­veni­ent to either, but while the vi­tal power re­mains un­injured, nature will find the means of re­par­a­tion. Dis­tance has the same ef­fect on the mind as on the eye; and while we glide along the stream of time, whatever we leave be­hind us is al­ways lessen­ing, and that which we ap­proach in­creas­ing in mag­nitude. Do not suf­fer life to stag­nate: it will grow muddy for want of mo­tion; com­mit your­self again to the cur­rent of the world; Pekuah will van­ish by de­grees; you will meet in your way some oth­er fa­vour­ite, or learn to dif­fuse your­self in gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion.”

			“At least,” said the Prince, “do not des­pair be­fore all rem­ed­ies have been tried. The in­quiry after the un­for­tu­nate lady is still con­tin­ued, and shall be car­ried on with yet great­er di­li­gence, on con­di­tion that you will prom­ise to wait a year for the event, without any un­al­ter­able res­ol­u­tion.”

			Nekayah thought this a reas­on­able de­mand, and made the prom­ise to her broth­er, who had been ob­liged by Im­lac to re­quire it. Im­lac had, in­deed, no great hope of re­gain­ing Pekuah; but he sup­posed that if he could se­cure the in­ter­val of a year, the Prin­cess would be then in no danger of a cloister.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVI

				Pekuah Is Still Re­membered. The Pro­gress of Sor­row

			
			Nekayah, see­ing that noth­ing was omit­ted for the re­cov­ery of her fa­vour­ite, and hav­ing by her prom­ise set her in­ten­tion of re­tire­ment at a dis­tance, began im­per­cept­ibly to re­turn to com­mon cares and com­mon pleas­ures. She re­joiced without her own con­sent at the sus­pen­sion of her sor­rows, and some­times caught her­self with in­dig­na­tion in the act of turn­ing away her mind from the re­mem­brance of her whom yet she re­solved nev­er to for­get.

			She then ap­poin­ted a cer­tain hour of the day for med­it­a­tion on the mer­its and fond­ness of Pekuah, and for some weeks re­tired con­stantly at the time fixed, and re­turned with her eyes swollen and her coun­ten­ance clouded. By de­grees she grew less scru­pu­lous, and suffered any im­port­ant and press­ing avoca­tion to delay the trib­ute of daily tears. She then yiel­ded to less oc­ca­sions, and some­times for­got what she was in­deed afraid to re­mem­ber, and at last wholly re­leased her­self from the duty of peri­od­ic­al af­flic­tion.

			Her real love of Pekuah was not yet di­min­ished. A thou­sand oc­cur­rences brought her back to memory, and a thou­sand wants, which noth­ing but the con­fid­ence of friend­ship can sup­ply, made her fre­quently re­gret­ted. She there­fore so­li­cited Im­lac nev­er to de­sist from in­quiry, and to leave no art of in­tel­li­gence un­tried, that at least she might have the com­fort of know­ing that she did not suf­fer by neg­li­gence or slug­gish­ness. “Yet what,” said she, “is to be ex­pec­ted from our pur­suit of hap­pi­ness, when we find the state of life to be such that hap­pi­ness it­self is the cause of misery? Why should we en­deav­our to at­tain that of which the pos­ses­sion can­not be se­cured? I shall hence­for­ward fear to yield my heart to ex­cel­lence, how­ever bright, or to fond­ness, how­ever tender, lest I should lose again what I have lost in Pekuah.”

		
	
		
			
				XXXVII

				The Prin­cess Hears News of Pekuah

			
			In sev­en months, one of the mes­sen­gers, who had been sent away upon the day when the prom­ise was drawn from the Prin­cess, re­turned, after many un­suc­cess­ful rambles, from the bor­ders of Nu­bia, with an ac­count that Pekuah was in the hands of an Ar­ab chief, who pos­sessed a castle or fort­ress on the ex­tremity of Egypt. The Ar­ab, whose rev­en­ue was plun­der, was will­ing to re­store her, with her two at­tend­ants, for two hun­dred ounces of gold.

			The price was no sub­ject of de­bate. The Prin­cess was in ec­stas­ies when she heard that her fa­vour­ite was alive, and might so cheaply be ransomed. She could not think of delay­ing for a mo­ment Pekuah’s hap­pi­ness or her own, but en­treated her broth­er to send back the mes­sen­ger with the sum re­quired. Im­lac, be­ing con­sul­ted, was not very con­fid­ent of the vera­city of the re­later, and was still more doubt­ful of the Ar­ab’s faith, who might, if he were too lib­er­ally trus­ted, de­tain at once the money and the cap­tives. He thought it dan­ger­ous to put them­selves in the power of the Ar­ab by go­ing in­to his dis­trict; and could not ex­pect that the rover would so much ex­pose him­self as to come in­to the lower coun­try, where he might be seized by the forces of the Bassa.

			It is dif­fi­cult to ne­go­ti­ate where neither will trust. But Im­lac, after some de­lib­er­a­tion, dir­ec­ted the mes­sen­ger to pro­pose that Pekuah should be con­duc­ted by ten horse­men to the mon­as­tery of St. An­thony, which is situ­ated in the deserts of Up­per Egypt, where she should be met by the same num­ber, and her ransom should be paid.

			That no time might be lost, as they ex­pec­ted that the pro­pos­al would not be re­fused, they im­me­di­ately began their jour­ney to the mon­as­tery; and when they ar­rived, Im­lac went for­ward with the former mes­sen­ger to the Ar­ab’s fort­ress. Ras­selas was de­sirous to go with them; but neither his sis­ter nor Im­lac would con­sent. The Ar­ab, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of his na­tion, ob­served the laws of hos­pit­al­ity with great ex­act­ness to those who put them­selves in­to his power, and in a few days brought Pekuah, with her maids, by easy jour­neys, to the place ap­poin­ted, where, re­ceiv­ing the stip­u­lated price, he re­stored her, with great re­spect, to liberty and her friends, and un­der­took to con­duct them back to­wards Cairo bey­ond all danger of rob­bery or vi­ol­ence.

			The Prin­cess and her fa­vour­ite em­braced each oth­er with trans­port too vi­ol­ent to be ex­pressed, and went out to­geth­er to pour the tears of ten­der­ness in secret, and ex­change pro­fes­sions of kind­ness and grat­it­ude. After a few hours they re­turned in­to the re­fect­ory of the con­vent, where, in the pres­ence of the pri­or and his brethren, the Prince re­quired of Pekuah the his­tory of her ad­ven­tures.

		
	
		
			
				XXXVIII

				The Ad­ven­tures of the Lady Pekuah

			
			“At what time and in what man­ner I was forced away,” said Pekuah, “your ser­vants have told you. The sud­den­ness of the event struck me with sur­prise, and I was at first rather stu­pefied than agit­ated with any pas­sion of either fear or sor­row. My con­fu­sion was in­creased by the speed and tu­mult of our flight, while we were fol­lowed by the Turks, who, as it seemed, soon des­paired to over­take us, or were afraid of those whom they made a show of men­acing.

			“When the Ar­abs saw them­selves out of danger, they slackened their course; and as I was less har­assed by ex­tern­al vi­ol­ence, I began to feel more un­eas­i­ness in my mind. After some time we stopped near a spring shaded with trees, in a pleas­ant mead­ow, where we were set upon the ground, and offered such re­fresh­ments as our mas­ters were par­tak­ing. I was suffered to sit with my maids apart from the rest, and none at­temp­ted to com­fort or in­sult us. Here I first began to feel the full weight of my misery. The girls sat weep­ing in si­lence, and from time to time looked on me for suc­cour. I knew not to what con­di­tion we were doomed, nor could con­jec­ture where would be the place of our cap­tiv­ity, or whence to draw any hope of de­liv­er­ance. I was in the hands of rob­bers and sav­ages, and had no reas­on to sup­pose that their pity was more than their justice, or that they would for­bear the grat­i­fic­a­tion of any ar­dour of de­sire or caprice of cruelty. I, how­ever, kissed my maids, and en­deav­oured to pa­ci­fy them by re­mark­ing that we were yet treated with de­cency, and that since we were now car­ried bey­ond pur­suit, there was no danger of vi­ol­ence to our lives.

			“When we were to be set again on horse­back, my maids clung round me, and re­fused to be par­ted; but I com­manded them not to ir­rit­ate those who had us in their power. We trav­elled the re­main­ing part of the day through an un­fre­quen­ted and path­less coun­try, and came by moon­light to the side of a hill, where the rest of the troop was sta­tioned. Their tents were pitched and their fires kindled, and our chief was wel­comed as a man much be­loved by his de­pend­ents.

			“We were re­ceived in­to a large tent, where we found wo­men who had at­ten­ded their hus­bands in the ex­ped­i­tion. They set be­fore us the sup­per which they had provided, and I ate it rather to en­cour­age my maids than to com­ply with any ap­pet­ite of my own. When the meat was taken away, they spread the car­pets for re­pose. I was weary, and hoped to find in sleep that re­mis­sion of dis­tress which nature sel­dom denies. Or­der­ing my­self, there­fore, to be un­dressed, I ob­served that the wo­men looked very earn­estly upon me, not ex­pect­ing, I sup­pose, to see me so sub­missively at­ten­ded. When my up­per vest was taken off, they were ap­par­ently struck with the splend­our of my clothes, and one of them timor­ously laid her hand upon the em­broid­ery. She then went out, and in a short time came back with an­oth­er wo­man, who seemed to be of high­er rank and great­er au­thor­ity. She did, at her en­trance, the usu­al act of rev­er­ence, and, tak­ing me by the hand placed me in a smal­ler tent, spread with finer car­pets, where I spent the night quietly with my maids.

			“In the morn­ing, as I was sit­ting on the grass, the chief of the troop came to­wards me. I rose up to re­ceive him, and he bowed with great re­spect. ‘Il­lus­tri­ous lady,’ said he, ‘my for­tune is bet­ter than I had pre­sumed to hope: I am told by my wo­men that I have a prin­cess in my camp.’

			“ ‘Sir,’ answered I, ‘your wo­men have de­ceived them­selves and you; I am not a prin­cess, but an un­happy stranger who in­ten­ded soon to have left this coun­try, in which I am now to be im­prisoned forever.’

			“ ‘Who­ever or whence­so­ever you are,’ re­turned the Ar­ab, ‘your dress and that of your ser­vants show your rank to be high and your wealth to be great. Why should you, who can so eas­ily pro­cure your ransom, think your­self in danger of per­petu­al cap­tiv­ity? The pur­pose of my in­cur­sions is to in­crease my riches, or, more prop­erty, to gath­er trib­ute. The sons of Ish­mael are the nat­ur­al and hered­it­ary lords of this part of the con­tin­ent, which is usurped by late in­vaders and low­born tyr­ants, from whom we are com­pelled to take by the sword what is denied to justice. The vi­ol­ence of war ad­mits no dis­tinc­tion: the lance that is lif­ted at guilt and power will some­times fall on in­no­cence and gen­tle­ness.’

			“ ‘How little,’ said I, ‘did I ex­pect that yes­ter­day it should have fallen upon me!’

			“ ‘Mis­for­tunes,’ answered the Ar­ab, ‘should al­ways be ex­pec­ted. If the eye of hos­til­ity could learn rev­er­ence or pity, ex­cel­lence like yours had been ex­empt from in­jury. But the an­gels of af­flic­tion spread their toils alike for the vir­tu­ous and the wicked, for the mighty and the mean. Do not be dis­con­sol­ate; I am not one of the law­less and cruel rovers of the desert; I know the rules of civil life; I will fix your ransom, give a pass­port to your mes­sen­ger, and per­form my stip­u­la­tion with nice punc­tu­al­ity.’

			“You will eas­ily be­lieve that I was pleased with his cour­tesy, and find­ing that his pre­dom­in­ant pas­sion was de­sire for money, I began now to think my danger less, for I knew that no sum would be thought too great for the re­lease of Pekuah. I told him that he should have no reas­on to charge me with in­grat­it­ude if I was used with kind­ness, and that any ransom which could be ex­pec­ted for a maid of com­mon rank would be paid, but that he must not per­sist to rate me as a prin­cess. He said he would con­sider what he should de­mand, and then, smil­ing, bowed and re­tired.

			“Soon after the wo­men came about me, each con­tend­ing to be more of­fi­cious than the oth­er, and my maids them­selves were served with rev­er­ence. We trav­elled on­ward by short jour­neys. On the fourth day the chief told me that my ransom must be two hun­dred ounces of gold, which I not only prom­ised him, but told him that I would add fifty more if I and my maids were hon­our­ably treated.

			“I nev­er knew the power of gold be­fore. From that time I was the lead­er of the troop. The march of every day was longer or short­er as I com­manded, and the tents were pitched where I chose to rest. We now had camels and oth­er con­veni­ences for travel; my own wo­men were al­ways at my side, and I amused my­self with ob­serving the man­ners of the vag­rant na­tions, and with view­ing re­mains of an­cient edi­fices, with which these deser­ted coun­tries ap­pear to have been in some dis­tant age lav­ishly em­bel­lished.

			“The chief of the band was a man far from il­lit­er­ate: he was able to travel by the stars or the com­pass, and had marked in his er­rat­ic ex­ped­i­tions such places as are most worthy the no­tice of a pas­sen­ger. He ob­served to me that build­ings are al­ways best pre­served in places little fre­quen­ted and dif­fi­cult of ac­cess; for when once a coun­try de­clines from its prim­it­ive splend­our, the more in­hab­it­ants are left, the quick­er ru­in will be made. Walls sup­ply stones more eas­ily than quar­ries; and palaces and temples will be de­mol­ished to make stables of gran­ite and cot­tages of por­phyry.’ ”

		
	
		
			
				XXXIX

				The Ad­ven­tures of Pekuah Con­tin­ued

			
			“We wandered about in this man­ner for some weeks, either, as our chief pre­ten­ded, for my grat­i­fic­a­tion, or, as I rather sus­pec­ted, for some con­veni­ence of his own. I en­deav­oured to ap­pear con­ten­ted where sul­len­ness and re­sent­ment would have been of no use, and that en­deav­our con­duced much to the calmness of my mind; but my heart was al­ways with Nekayah, and the troubles of the night much over­bal­anced the amuse­ments of the day. My wo­men, who threw all their cares upon their mis­tress, set their minds at ease from the time when they saw me treated with re­spect, and gave them­selves up to the in­cid­ent­al al­le­vi­ations of our fa­tigue without so­li­citude or sor­row. I was pleased with their pleas­ure, and an­im­ated with their con­fid­ence. My con­di­tion had lost much of its ter­ror, since I found that the Ar­ab ranged the coun­try merely to get riches. Av­arice is a uni­form and tract­able vice: oth­er in­tel­lec­tu­al dis­tem­pers are dif­fer­ent in dif­fer­ent con­sti­tu­tions of mind; that which soothes the pride of one will of­fend the pride of an­oth­er; but to the fa­vour of the cov­et­ous there is a ready way—bring money, and noth­ing is denied.

			“At last we came to the dwell­ing of our chief; a strong and spa­cious house, built with stone in an is­land of the Nile, which lies, as I was told, un­der the trop­ic. ‘Lady,’ said the Ar­ab, ‘you shall rest after your jour­ney a few weeks in this place, where you are to con­sider your­self as Sov­er­eign. My oc­cu­pa­tion is war: I have there­fore chosen this ob­scure res­id­ence, from which I can is­sue un­ex­pec­ted, and to which I can re­tire un­pur­sued. You may now re­pose in se­cur­ity: here are few pleas­ures, but here is no danger.’ He then led me in­to the in­ner apart­ments, and seat­ing me on the richest couch, bowed to the ground.

			“His wo­men, who con­sidered me as a rival, looked on me with ma­lig­nity; but be­ing soon in­formed that I was a great lady de­tained only for my ransom, they began to vie with each oth­er in ob­sequious­ness and rev­er­ence.

			“Be­ing again com­for­ted with new as­sur­ances of speedy liberty, I was for some days di­ver­ted from im­pa­tience by the nov­elty of the place. The tur­rets over­looked the coun­try to a great dis­tance, and af­forded a view of many wind­ings of the stream. In the day I wandered from one place to an­oth­er, as the course of the sun var­ied the splend­our of the pro­spect, and saw many things which I had nev­er seen be­fore. The cro­codiles and river-horses are com­mon in this un­peopled re­gion; and I of­ten looked upon them with ter­ror, though I knew they could not hurt me. For some time I ex­pec­ted to see mer­maids and tri­tons, which, as Im­lac has told me, the European trav­el­lers have sta­tioned in the Nile; but no such be­ings ever ap­peared, and the Ar­ab, when I in­quired after them, laughed at my credu­lity.

			“At night the Ar­ab al­ways at­ten­ded me to a tower set apart for ce­les­ti­al ob­ser­va­tions, where he en­deav­oured to teach me the names and courses of the stars. I had no great in­clin­a­tion to this study; but an ap­pear­ance of at­ten­tion was ne­ces­sary to please my in­struct­or, who val­ued him­self for his skill, and in a little while I found some em­ploy­ment re­quis­ite to be­guile the te­di­ous­ness of time, which was to be passed al­ways amidst the same ob­jects. I was weary of look­ing in the morn­ing on things from which I had turned away weary in the even­ing: I there­fore was at last will­ing to ob­serve the stars rather than do noth­ing, but could not al­ways com­pose my thoughts, and was very of­ten think­ing on Nekayah when oth­ers ima­gined me con­tem­plat­ing the sky. Soon after, the Ar­ab went upon an­oth­er ex­ped­i­tion, and then my only pleas­ure was to talk with my maids about the ac­ci­dent by which we were car­ried away, and the hap­pi­ness we should all en­joy at the end of our cap­tiv­ity.”

			“There were wo­men in your Ar­ab’s fort­ress,” said the Prin­cess; “why did you not make them your com­pan­ions, en­joy their con­ver­sa­tion, and par­take their di­ver­sions? In a place where they found busi­ness or amuse­ment, why should you alone sit cor­roded with idle mel­an­choly? or why could not you bear for a few months that con­di­tion to which they were con­demned for life?”

			“The di­ver­sions of the wo­men,” answered Pekuah, “were only child­ish play, by which the mind ac­cus­tomed to stronger op­er­a­tions could not be kept busy. I could do all which they de­lighted in do­ing by powers merely sens­it­ive, while my in­tel­lec­tu­al fac­ulties were flown to Cairo. They ran from room to room, as a bird hops from wire to wire in his cage. They danced for the sake of mo­tion, as lambs frisk in a mead­ow. One some­times pre­ten­ded to be hurt that the rest might be alarmed, or hid her­self that an­oth­er might seek her. Part of their time passed in watch­ing the pro­gress of light bod­ies that floated on the river, and part in mark­ing the vari­ous forms in­to which clouds broke in the sky.

			“Their busi­ness was only nee­dle­work, in which I and my maids some­times helped them; but you know that the mind will eas­ily straggle from the fin­gers, nor will you sus­pect that cap­tiv­ity and ab­sence from Nekayah could re­ceive solace from silken flowers.

			“Nor was much sat­is­fac­tion to be hoped from their con­ver­sa­tion: for of what could they be ex­pec­ted to talk? They had seen noth­ing, for they had lived from early youth in that nar­row spot: of what they had not seen they could have no know­ledge, for they could not read. They had no idea but of the few things that were with­in their view, and had hardly names for any­thing but their clothes and their food. As I bore a su­per­i­or char­ac­ter, I was of­ten called to ter­min­ate their quar­rels, which I de­cided as equit­ably as I could. If it could have amused me to hear the com­plaints of each against the rest, I might have been of­ten de­tained by long stor­ies; but the motives of their an­im­os­ity were so small that I could not listen without in­ter­rupt­ing the tale.”

			“How,” said Ras­selas, “can the Ar­ab, whom you rep­res­en­ted as a man of more than com­mon ac­com­plish­ments, take any pleas­ure in his seraglio, when it is filled only with wo­men like these? Are they ex­quis­itely beau­ti­ful?”

			“They do not,” said Pekuah, “want that un­af­fect­ing and ig­noble beauty which may sub­sist without spright­li­ness or sub­lim­ity, without en­ergy of thought or dig­nity of vir­tue. But to a man like the Ar­ab such beauty was only a flower cas­u­ally plucked and care­lessly thrown away. Whatever pleas­ures he might find among them, they were not those of friend­ship or so­ci­ety. When they were play­ing about him he looked on them with in­at­tent­ive su­peri­or­ity; when they vied for his re­gard he some­times turned away dis­gus­ted. As they had no know­ledge, their talk could take noth­ing from the te­di­ous­ness of life; as they had no choice, their fond­ness, or ap­pear­ance of fond­ness, ex­cited in him neither pride nor grat­it­ude. He was not ex­al­ted in his own es­teem by the smiles of a wo­man who saw no oth­er man, nor was much ob­liged by that re­gard of which he could nev­er know the sin­cer­ity, and which he might of­ten per­ceive to be ex­er­ted not so much to de­light him as to pain a rival. That which he gave, and they re­ceived, as love, was only a care­less dis­tri­bu­tion of su­per­flu­ous time, such love as man can be­stow upon that which he des­pises, such as has neither hope nor fear, neither joy nor sor­row.”

			“You have reas­on, lady, to think your­self happy,” said Im­lac, “that you have been thus eas­ily dis­missed. How could a mind, hungry for know­ledge, be will­ing, in an in­tel­lec­tu­al fam­ine, to lose such a ban­quet as Pekuah’s con­ver­sa­tion?”

			“I am in­clined to be­lieve,” answered Pekuah, “that he was for some time in sus­pense; for, not­with­stand­ing his prom­ise, whenev­er I pro­posed to des­patch a mes­sen­ger to Cairo he found some ex­cuse for delay. While I was de­tained in his house he made many in­cur­sions in­to the neigh­bour­ing coun­tries, and per­haps he would have re­fused to dis­charge me had his plun­der been equal to his wishes. He re­turned al­ways cour­teous, re­lated his ad­ven­tures, de­lighted to hear my ob­ser­va­tions, and en­deav­oured to ad­vance my ac­quaint­ance with the stars. When I im­por­tuned him to send away my let­ters, he soothed me with pro­fes­sions of hon­our and sin­cer­ity; and when I could be no longer de­cently denied, put his troop again in mo­tion, and left me to gov­ern in his ab­sence. I was much af­flic­ted by this stud­ied pro­cras­tin­a­tion, and was some­times afraid that I should be for­got­ten; that you would leave Cairo, and I must end my days in an is­land of the Nile.

			“I grew at last hope­less and de­jec­ted, and cared so little to en­ter­tain him, that he for a while more fre­quently talked with my maids. That he should fall in love with them or with me, might have been equally fatal, and I was not much pleased with the grow­ing friend­ship. My anxi­ety was not long, for, as I re­covered some de­gree of cheer­ful­ness, he re­turned to me, and I could not for­bear to des­pise my former un­eas­i­ness.

			“He still delayed to send for my ransom, and would per­haps nev­er have de­term­ined had not your agent found his way to him. The gold, which he would not fetch, he could not re­ject when it was offered. He hastened to pre­pare for our jour­ney hith­er, like a man de­livered from the pain of an in­test­ine con­flict. I took leave of my com­pan­ions in the house, who dis­missed me with cold in­dif­fer­ence.”

			Nekayah hav­ing heard her fa­vour­ite’s re­la­tion, rose and em­braced her, and Ras­selas gave her a hun­dred ounces of gold, which she presen­ted to the Ar­ab for the fifty that were prom­ised.

		
	
		
			
				XL

				The His­tory of a Man of Learn­ing

			
			They re­turned to Cairo, and were so well pleased at find­ing them­selves to­geth­er that none of them went much abroad. The Prince began to love learn­ing, and one day de­clared to Im­lac that he in­ten­ded to de­vote him­self to sci­ence and pass the rest of his days in lit­er­ary solitude.

			“Be­fore you make your fi­nal choice,” answered Im­lac, “you ought to ex­am­ine its haz­ards, and con­verse with some of those who are grown old in the com­pany of them­selves. I have just left the ob­ser­vat­ory of one of the most learned as­tro­nomers in the world, who has spent forty years in un­wear­ied at­ten­tion to the mo­tion and ap­pear­ances of the ce­les­ti­al bod­ies, and has drawn out his soul in end­less cal­cu­la­tions. He ad­mits a few friends once a month to hear his de­duc­tions and en­joy his dis­cov­er­ies. I was in­tro­duced as a man of know­ledge worthy of his no­tice. Men of vari­ous ideas and flu­ent con­ver­sa­tion are com­monly wel­come to those whose thoughts have been long fixed upon a single point, and who find the im­ages of oth­er things steal­ing away. I de­lighted him with my re­marks. He smiled at the nar­rat­ive of my travels, and was glad to for­get the con­stel­la­tions and des­cend for a mo­ment in­to the lower world.

			“On the next day of va­ca­tion I re­newed my vis­it, and was so for­tu­nate as to please him again. He re­laxed from that time the sever­ity of his rule, and per­mit­ted me to enter at my own choice. I found him al­ways busy, and al­ways glad to be re­lieved. As each knew much which the oth­er was de­sirous of learn­ing, we ex­changed our no­tions with great de­light. I per­ceived that I had every day more of his con­fid­ence, and al­ways found new cause of ad­mir­a­tion in the pro­fund­ity of his mind. His com­pre­hen­sion is vast, his memory ca­pa­cious and re­tent­ive, his dis­course is meth­od­ic­al, and his ex­pres­sion clear.

			“His in­teg­rity and be­ne­vol­ence are equal to his learn­ing. His deep­est re­searches and most fa­vour­ite stud­ies are will­ingly in­ter­rup­ted for any op­por­tun­ity of do­ing good by his coun­sel or his riches. To his closest re­treat, at his most busy mo­ments, all are ad­mit­ted that want his as­sist­ance; ‘For though I ex­clude idle­ness and pleas­ure, I will nev­er,’ says he, ‘bar my doors against char­ity. To man is per­mit­ted the con­tem­pla­tion of the skies, but the prac­tice of vir­tue is com­manded.’ ”

			“Surely,” said the Prin­cess, “this man is happy.”

			“I vis­ited him,” said Im­lac, “with more and more fre­quency, and was every time more en­am­oured of his con­ver­sa­tion; he was sub­lime without haught­i­ness, cour­teous without form­al­ity, and com­mu­nic­at­ive without os­ten­ta­tion. I was at first, great Prin­cess, of your opin­ion, thought him the hap­pi­est of man­kind, and of­ten con­grat­u­lated him on the bless­ing that he en­joyed. He seemed to hear noth­ing with in­dif­fer­ence but the praises of his con­di­tion, to which he al­ways re­turned a gen­er­al an­swer, and di­ver­ted the con­ver­sa­tion to some oth­er top­ic.

			“Amidst this will­ing­ness to be pleased and la­bour to please, I had quickly reas­on to ima­gine that some pain­ful sen­ti­ment pressed upon his mind. He of­ten looked up earn­estly to­wards the sun, and let his voice fall in the midst of his dis­course. He would some­times, when we were alone, gaze upon me in si­lence with the air of a man who longed to speak what he was yet re­solved to sup­press. He would of­ten send for me with vehe­ment in­junc­tion of haste, though when I came to him he had noth­ing ex­traordin­ary to say; and some­times, when I was leav­ing him, would call me back, pause a few mo­ments, and then dis­miss me.”

		
	
		
			
				XLI

				The As­tro­nomer Dis­cov­ers the Cause of His Un­eas­i­ness

			
			“At last the time came when the secret burst his re­serve. We were sit­ting to­geth­er last night in the tur­ret of his house watch­ing the im­mer­sion of a satel­lite of Jupiter. A sud­den tem­pest clouded the sky and dis­ap­poin­ted our ob­ser­va­tion. We sat awhile si­lent in the dark, and then he ad­dressed him­self to me in these words: ‘Im­lac, I have long con­sidered thy friend­ship as the greatest bless­ing of my life. In­teg­rity without know­ledge is weak and use­less, and know­ledge without in­teg­rity is dan­ger­ous and dread­ful. I have found in thee all the qual­it­ies re­quis­ite for trust—be­ne­vol­ence, ex­per­i­ence, and forti­tude. I have long dis­charged an of­fice which I must soon quit at the call of Nature, and shall re­joice in the hour of im­be­cil­ity and pain to de­volve it upon thee.’

			“I thought my­self hon­oured by this testi­mony, and pro­tested that whatever could con­duce to his hap­pi­ness would add like­wise to mine.

			“ ‘Hear, Im­lac, what thou wilt not without dif­fi­culty cred­it. I have pos­sessed for five years the reg­u­la­tion of the weath­er and the dis­tri­bu­tion of the sea­sons. The sun has listened to my dic­tates, and passed from trop­ic to trop­ic by my dir­ec­tion; the clouds at my call have poured their wa­ters, and the Nile has over­flowed at my com­mand. I have re­strained the rage of the dog-star, and mit­ig­ated the fer­vours of the crab. The winds alone, of all the ele­ment­al powers, have hitherto re­fused my au­thor­ity, and mul­ti­tudes have per­ished by equi­noc­tial tem­pests which I found my­self un­able to pro­hib­it or re­strain. I have ad­min­istered this great of­fice with ex­act justice, and made to the dif­fer­ent na­tions of the earth an im­par­tial di­vidend of rain and sun­shine. What must have been the misery of half the globe if I had lim­ited the clouds to par­tic­u­lar re­gions, or con­fined the sun to either side of the equat­or?’ ”

		
	
		
			
				XLII

				The Opin­ion of the As­tro­nomer Is Ex­plained and Jus­ti­fied

			
			“I sup­pose he dis­covered in me, through the ob­scur­ity of the room, some tokens of amazement and doubt, for after a short pause he pro­ceeded thus:—

			“ ‘Not to be eas­ily cred­ited will neither sur­prise nor of­fend me, for I am prob­ably the first of hu­man be­ings to whom this trust has been im­par­ted. Nor do I know wheth­er to deem this dis­tinc­tion a re­ward or pun­ish­ment. Since I have pos­sessed it I have been far less happy than be­fore, and noth­ing but the con­scious­ness of good in­ten­tion could have en­abled me to sup­port the wear­i­ness of un­re­mit­ted vi­gil­ance.’

			“ ‘How long, sir,’ said I, ‘has this great of­fice been in your hands?’

			“ ‘About ten years ago,’ said he, ‘my daily ob­ser­va­tions of the changes of the sky led me to con­sider wheth­er, if I had the power of the sea­sons, I could con­fer great­er plenty upon the in­hab­it­ants of the earth. This con­tem­pla­tion fastened on my mind, and I sat days and nights in ima­gin­ary domin­ion, pour­ing upon this coun­try and that the showers of fer­til­ity, and second­ing every fall of rain with a due pro­por­tion of sun­shine. I had yet only the will to do good, and did not ima­gine that I should ever have the power.

			“ ‘One day as I was look­ing on the fields with­er­ing with heat, I felt in my mind a sud­den wish that I could send rain on the south­ern moun­tains, and raise the Nile to an in­und­a­tion. In the hurry of my ima­gin­a­tion I com­manded rain to fall; and by com­par­ing the time of my com­mand with that of the in­und­a­tion, I found that the clouds had listened to my lips.’

			“ ‘Might not some oth­er cause,’ said I, ‘pro­duce this con­cur­rence? The Nile does not al­ways rise on the same day.’

			“ ‘Do not be­lieve,’ said he, with im­pa­tience, ‘that such ob­jec­tions could es­cape me. I reasoned long against my own con­vic­tion, and la­boured against truth with the ut­most ob­stin­acy. I some­times sus­pec­ted my­self of mad­ness, and should not have dared to im­part this secret but to a man like you, cap­able of dis­tin­guish­ing the won­der­ful from the im­possible, and the in­cred­ible from the false.’

			“ ‘Why, sir,’ said I, ‘do you call that in­cred­ible which you know, or think you know, to be true?’

			“ ‘Be­cause,’ said he, ‘I can­not prove it by any ex­tern­al evid­ence; and I know too well the laws of demon­stra­tion to think that my con­vic­tion ought to in­flu­ence an­oth­er, who can­not, like me, be con­scious of its force. I there­fore shall not at­tempt to gain cred­it by dis­pu­ta­tion. It is suf­fi­cient that I feel this power that I have long pos­sessed, and every day ex­er­ted it. But the life of man is short; the in­firm­it­ies of age in­crease upon me, and the time will soon come when the reg­u­lat­or of the year must mingle with the dust. The care of ap­point­ing a suc­cessor has long dis­turbed me; the night and the day have been spent in com­par­is­ons of all the char­ac­ters which have come to my know­ledge, and I have yet found none so worthy as thy­self.’ ”

		
	
		
			
				XLIII

				The As­tro­nomer Leaves Im­lac His Dir­ec­tions

			
			“ ‘Hear, there­fore, what I shall im­part with at­ten­tion, such as the wel­fare of a world re­quires. If the task of a king be con­sidered as dif­fi­cult, who has the care only of a few mil­lions, to whom he can­not do much good or harm, what must be the anxi­ety of him on whom de­pends the ac­tion of the ele­ments and the great gifts of light and heat? Hear me, there­fore, with at­ten­tion.

			“ ‘I have di­li­gently con­sidered the po­s­i­tion of the earth and sun, and formed in­nu­mer­able schemes, in which I changed their situ­ation. I have some­times turned aside the ax­is of the earth, and some­times var­ied the ec­lipt­ic of the sun, but I have found it im­possible to make a dis­pos­i­tion by which the world may be ad­vant­aged; what one re­gion gains an­oth­er loses by an ima­gin­able al­ter­a­tion, even without con­sid­er­ing the dis­tant parts of the sol­ar sys­tem with which we are ac­quain­ted. Do not, there­fore, in thy ad­min­is­tra­tion of the year, in­dulge thy pride by in­nov­a­tion; do not please thy­self with think­ing that thou canst make thy­self renowned to all fu­ture ages by dis­or­der­ing the sea­sons. The memory of mis­chief is no de­sir­able fame. Much less will it be­come thee to let kind­ness or in­terest pre­vail. Nev­er rob oth­er coun­tries of rain to pour it on thine own. For us the Nile is suf­fi­cient.’

			“I prom­ised that when I pos­sessed the power I would use it with in­flex­ible in­teg­rity; and he dis­missed me, press­ing my hand. ‘My heart,’ said he, ‘will be now at rest, and my be­ne­vol­ence will no more des­troy my quiet; I have found a man of wis­dom and vir­tue, to whom I can cheer­fully be­queath the in­her­it­ance of the sun.’ ”

			The Prince heard this nar­ra­tion with very ser­i­ous re­gard; but the Prin­cess smiled, and Pekuah con­vulsed her­self with laughter. “Ladies,” said Im­lac, “to mock the heav­iest of hu­man af­flic­tions is neither char­it­able nor wise. Few can at­tain this man’s know­ledge and few prac­tise his vir­tues, but all may suf­fer his calam­ity. Of the un­cer­tain­ties of our present state, the most dread­ful and alarm­ing is the un­cer­tain con­tinu­ance of reas­on.”

			The Prin­cess was re­col­lec­ted, and the fa­vour­ite was abashed. Ras­selas, more deeply af­fected, in­quired of Im­lac wheth­er he thought such mal­ad­ies of the mind fre­quent, and how they were con­trac­ted.

		
	
		
			
				XLIV

				The Dan­ger­ous Pre­val­ence of Ima­gin­a­tion

			
			“Dis­orders of in­tel­lect,” answered Im­lac, “hap­pen much more of­ten than su­per­fi­cial ob­serv­ers will eas­ily be­lieve. Per­haps if we speak with rig­or­ous ex­act­ness, no hu­man mind is in its right state. There is no man whose ima­gin­a­tion does not some­times pre­dom­in­ate over his reas­on who can reg­u­late his at­ten­tion wholly by his will, and whose ideas will come and go at his com­mand. No man will be found in whose mind airy no­tions do not some­times tyr­an­nise, and force him to hope or fear bey­ond the lim­its of sober prob­ab­il­ity. All power of fancy over reas­on is a de­gree of in­san­ity, but while this power is such as we can con­trol and repress it is not vis­ible to oth­ers, nor con­sidered as any depriva­tion of the men­tal fac­ulties; it is not pro­nounced mad­ness but when it be­comes un­gov­ern­able, and ap­par­ently in­flu­ences speech or ac­tion.

			“To in­dulge the power of fic­tion and send ima­gin­a­tion out upon the wing is of­ten the sport of those who de­light too much in si­lent spec­u­la­tion. When we are alone we are not al­ways busy; the la­bour of ex­co­git­a­tion is too vi­ol­ent to last long; the ar­dour of in­quiry will some­times give way to idle­ness or sati­ety. He who has noth­ing ex­tern­al that can di­vert him must find pleas­ure in his own thoughts, and must con­ceive him­self what he is not; for who is pleased with what he is? He then ex­pa­ti­ates in bound­less fu­tur­ity, and culls from all ima­gin­able con­di­tions that which for the present mo­ment he should most de­sire, amuses his de­sires with im­possible en­joy­ments, and con­fers upon his pride un­at­tain­able domin­ion. The mind dances from scene to scene, unites all pleas­ures in all com­bin­a­tions, and ri­ots in de­lights which Nature and for­tune, with all their bounty, can­not be­stow.

			“In time, some par­tic­u­lar train of ideas fixes the at­ten­tion; all oth­er in­tel­lec­tu­al grat­i­fic­a­tions are re­jec­ted; the mind, in wear­i­ness or leis­ure, re­curs con­stantly to the fa­vour­ite con­cep­tion, and feasts on the lus­cious false­hood whenev­er she is of­fen­ded with the bit­ter­ness of truth. By de­grees the reign of fancy is con­firmed; she grows first im­per­i­ous and in time des­pot­ic. Then fic­tions be­gin to op­er­ate as real­it­ies, false opin­ions fasten upon the mind, and life passes in dreams of rap­ture or of an­guish.

			“This, sir, is one of the dangers of solitude, which the her­mit has con­fessed not al­ways to pro­mote good­ness, and the as­tro­nomer’s misery has proved to be not al­ways pro­pi­tious to wis­dom.”

			“I will no more,” said the fa­vour­ite, “ima­gine my­self the Queen of Abyssin­ia. I have of­ten spent the hours which the Prin­cess gave to my own dis­pos­al in ad­just­ing ce­re­mon­ies and reg­u­lat­ing the Court; I have repressed the pride of the power­ful and gran­ted the pe­ti­tions of the poor; I have built new palaces in more happy situ­ations, planted groves upon the tops of moun­tains, and have ex­ul­ted in the be­ne­fi­cence of roy­alty, till, when the Prin­cess entered, I had al­most for­got­ten to bow down be­fore her.”

			“And I,” said the Prin­cess, “will not al­low my­self any more to play the shep­herd­ess in my wak­ing dreams. I have of­ten soothed my thoughts with the quiet and in­no­cence of pas­tor­al em­ploy­ments, till I have in my cham­ber heard the winds whistle and the sheep bleat; some­times freed the lamb en­tangled in the thick­et, and some­times with my crook en­countered the wolf. I have a dress like that of the vil­lage maids, which I put on to help my ima­gin­a­tion, and a pipe on which I play softly, and sup­pose my­self fol­lowed by my flocks.”

			“I will con­fess,” said the Prince, “an in­dul­gence of fant­ast­ic de­light more dan­ger­ous than yours. I have fre­quently en­deav­oured to ima­gine the pos­sib­il­ity of a per­fect gov­ern­ment, by which all wrong should be re­strained, all vice re­formed, and all the sub­jects pre­served in tran­quil­lity and in­no­cence. This thought pro­duced in­nu­mer­able schemes of re­form­a­tion, and dic­tated many use­ful reg­u­la­tions and salut­ary ef­fects. This has been the sport and some­times the la­bour of my solitude, and I start when I think with how little an­guish I once sup­posed the death of my fath­er and my broth­ers.”

			“Such,” said Im­lac, “are the ef­fects of vis­ion­ary schemes. When we first form them, we know them to be ab­surd, but fa­mil­i­ar­ise them by de­grees, and in time lose sight of their folly.”

		
	
		
			
				XLV

				They Dis­course with an Old Man

			
			The even­ing was now far past, and they rose to re­turn home. As they walked along the banks of the Nile, de­lighted with the beams of the moon quiv­er­ing on the wa­ter, they saw at a small dis­tance an old man whom the Prince had of­ten heard in the as­sembly of the sages. “Yon­der,” said he, “is one whose years have calmed his pas­sions, but not clouded his reas­on. Let us close the dis­quis­i­tions of the night by in­quir­ing what are his sen­ti­ments of his own state, that we may know wheth­er youth alone is to struggle with vex­a­tion, and wheth­er any bet­ter hope re­mains for the lat­ter part of life.”

			Here the sage ap­proached and sa­luted them. They in­vited him to join their walk, and prattled awhile as ac­quaint­ance that had un­ex­pec­tedly met one an­oth­er. The old man was cheer­ful and talk­at­ive, and the way seemed short in his com­pany. He was pleased to find him­self not dis­reg­arded, ac­com­pan­ied them to their house, and, at the Prince’s re­quest, entered with them. They placed him in the seat of hon­our, and set wine and con­serves be­fore him.

			“Sir,” said the Prin­cess, “an even­ing walk must give to a man of learn­ing like you pleas­ures which ig­nor­ance and youth can hardly con­ceive. You know the qual­it­ies and the causes of all that you be­hold—the laws by which the river flows, the peri­ods in which the plan­ets per­form their re­volu­tions. Everything must sup­ply you with con­tem­pla­tion, and re­new the con­scious­ness of your own dig­nity.”

			“Lady,” answered he, “let the gay and the vig­or­ous ex­pect pleas­ure in their ex­cur­sions: it is enough that age can at­tain ease. To me the world has lost its nov­elty. I look round, and see what I re­mem­ber to have seen in hap­pi­er days. I rest against a tree, and con­sider that in the same shade I once dis­puted upon the an­nu­al over­flow of the Nile with a friend who is now si­lent in the grave. I cast my eyes up­wards, fix them on the chan­ging moon, and think with pain on the vi­cis­situdes of life. I have ceased to take much de­light in phys­ic­al truth; for what have I to do with those things which I am soon to leave?”

			“You may at least re­cre­ate your­self,” said Im­lac, “with the re­col­lec­tion of an hon­our­able and use­ful life, and en­joy the praise which all agree to give you.”

			“Praise,” said the sage with a sigh, “is to an old man an empty sound. I have neither moth­er to be de­lighted with the repu­ta­tion of her son, nor wife to par­take the hon­ours of her hus­band. I have out­lived my friends and my rivals. Noth­ing is now of much im­port­ance; for I can­not ex­tend my in­terest bey­ond my­self. Youth is de­lighted with ap­plause, be­cause it is con­sidered as the earn­est of some fu­ture good, and be­cause the pro­spect of life is far ex­ten­ded; but to me, who am now de­clin­ing to de­crep­itude, there is little to be feared from the malevol­ence of men, and yet less to be hoped from their af­fec­tion or es­teem. Some­thing they may yet take away, but they can give me noth­ing. Riches would now be use­less, and high em­ploy­ment would be pain. My ret­ro­spect of life re­calls to my view many op­por­tun­it­ies of good neg­lected, much time squandered upon trifles, and more lost in idle­ness and va­cancy. I leave many great designs un­at­temp­ted, and many great at­tempts un­fin­ished. My mind is burdened with no heavy crime, and there­fore I com­pose my­self to tran­quil­lity; en­deav­our to ab­stract my thoughts from hopes and cares which, though reas­on knows them to be vain, still try to keep their old pos­ses­sion of the heart; ex­pect, with se­rene hu­mil­ity, that hour which nature can­not long delay, and hope to pos­sess in a bet­ter state that hap­pi­ness which here I could not find, and that vir­tue which here I have not at­tained.”

			He arose and went away, leav­ing his audi­ence not much elated with the hope of long life. The Prince con­soled him­self with re­mark­ing that it was not reas­on­able to be dis­ap­poin­ted by this ac­count; for age had nev­er been con­sidered as the sea­son of fe­li­city, and if it was pos­sible to be easy in de­cline and weak­ness, it was likely that the days of vigour and alac­rity might be happy; that the noon of life might be bright, if the even­ing could be calm.

			The Prin­cess sus­pec­ted that age was quer­ulous and ma­lig­nant, and de­lighted to repress the ex­pect­a­tions of those who had newly entered the world. She had seen the pos­sessors of es­tates look with envy on their heirs, and known many who en­joyed pleas­ures no longer than they could con­fine it to them­selves.

			Pekuah con­jec­tured that the man was older than he ap­peared, and was will­ing to im­pute his com­plaints to de­li­ri­ous de­jec­tion; or else sup­posed that he had been un­for­tu­nate, and was there­fore dis­con­ten­ted. “For noth­ing,” said she, “is more com­mon than to call our own con­di­tion the con­di­tion of life.”

			Im­lac, who had no de­sire to see them de­pressed, smiled at the com­forts which they could so read­ily pro­cure to them­selves; and re­membered that at the same age he was equally con­fid­ent of un­mingled prosper­ity, and equally fer­tile of con­sol­at­ory ex­pedi­ents. He for­bore to force upon them un­wel­come know­ledge, which time it­self would too soon im­press. The Prin­cess and her lady re­tired; the mad­ness of the as­tro­nomer hung upon their minds; and they de­sired Im­lac to enter upon his of­fice, and delay next morn­ing the rising of the sun.

		
	
		
			
				XLVI

				The Prin­cess and Pekuah Vis­it the As­tro­nomer

			
			The Prin­cess and Pekuah, hav­ing talked in private of Im­lac’s as­tro­nomer, thought his char­ac­ter at once so ami­able and so strange that they could not be sat­is­fied without a near­er know­ledge, and Im­lac was re­ques­ted to find the means of bring­ing them to­geth­er.

			This was some­what dif­fi­cult. The philo­soph­er had nev­er re­ceived any vis­its from wo­men, though he lived in a city that had in it many Europeans, who fol­lowed the man­ners of their own coun­tries, and many from oth­er parts of the world, that lived there with European liberty. The ladies would not be re­fused, and sev­er­al schemes were pro­posed for the ac­com­plish­ment of their design. It was pro­posed to in­tro­duce them as strangers in dis­tress, to whom the sage was al­ways ac­cess­ible; but after some de­lib­er­a­tion it ap­peared that by this ar­ti­fice no ac­quaint­ance could be formed, for their con­ver­sa­tion would be short, and they could not de­cently im­por­tune him of­ten. “This,” said Ras­selas, “is true; but I have yet a stronger ob­jec­tion against the mis­rep­res­ent­a­tion of your state. I have al­ways con­sidered it as treas­on against the great re­pub­lic of hu­man nature to make any man’s vir­tues the means of de­ceiv­ing him, wheth­er on great or little oc­ca­sions. All im­pos­ture weak­ens con­fid­ence and chills be­ne­vol­ence. When the sage finds that you are not what you seemed, he will feel the re­sent­ment nat­ur­al to a man who, con­scious of great abil­it­ies, dis­cov­ers that he has been tricked by un­der­stand­ings mean­er than his own, and per­haps the dis­trust which he can nev­er af­ter­wards wholly lay aside may stop the voice of coun­sel and close the hand of char­ity; and where will you find the power of restor­ing his be­ne­fac­tions to man­kind, or his peace to him­self?”

			To this no reply was at­temp­ted, and Im­lac began to hope that their curi­os­ity would sub­side; but next day Pekuah told him she had now found an hon­est pre­tence for a vis­it to the as­tro­nomer, for she would so­li­cit per­mis­sion to con­tin­ue un­der him the stud­ies in which she had been ini­ti­ated by the Ar­ab, and the Prin­cess might go with her, either as a fel­low-stu­dent, or be­cause a wo­man could not de­cently come alone. “I am afraid,” said Im­lac, “that he will soon be weary of your com­pany. Men ad­vanced far in know­ledge do not love to re­peat the ele­ments of their art, and I am not cer­tain that even of the ele­ments, as he will de­liv­er them, con­nec­ted with in­fer­ences and mingled with re­flec­tions, you are a very cap­able audit­ress.”

			“That,” said Pekuah, “must be my care. I ask of you only to take me thith­er. My know­ledge is per­haps more than you ima­gine it, and by con­cur­ring al­ways with his opin­ions I shall make him think it great­er than it is.”

			The as­tro­nomer, in pur­su­ance of this res­ol­u­tion, was told that a for­eign lady, trav­el­ling in search of know­ledge, had heard of his repu­ta­tion, and was de­sirous to be­come his schol­ar. The un­com­mon­ness of the pro­pos­al raised at once his sur­prise and curi­os­ity, and when after a short de­lib­er­a­tion he con­sen­ted to ad­mit her, he could not stay without im­pa­tience till the next day.

			The ladies dressed them­selves mag­ni­fi­cently, and were at­ten­ded by Im­lac to the as­tro­nomer, who was pleased to see him­self ap­proached with re­spect by per­sons of so splen­did an ap­pear­ance. In the ex­change of the first ci­vil­it­ies he was timor­ous and bash­ful; but when the talk be­came reg­u­lar, he re­col­lec­ted his powers, and jus­ti­fied the char­ac­ter which Im­lac had giv­en. In­quir­ing of Pekuah what could have turned her in­clin­a­tion to­wards as­tro­nomy, he re­ceived from her a his­tory of her ad­ven­ture at the Pyr­am­id, and of the time passed in the Ar­ab’s is­land. She told her tale with ease and el­eg­ance, and her con­ver­sa­tion took pos­ses­sion of his heart. The dis­course was then turned to as­tro­nomy. Pekuah dis­played what she knew. He looked upon her as a prodigy of geni­us, and en­treated her not to de­sist from a study which she had so hap­pily be­gun.

			They came again and again, and were every time more wel­come than be­fore. The sage en­deav­oured to amuse them, that they might pro­long their vis­its, for he found his thoughts grow bright­er in their com­pany; the clouds of solitude van­ished by de­grees as he forced him­self to en­ter­tain them, and he grieved when he was left, at their de­par­ture, to his old em­ploy­ment of reg­u­lat­ing the sea­sons.

			The Prin­cess and her fa­vour­ite had now watched his lips for sev­er­al months, and could not catch a single word from which they could judge wheth­er he con­tin­ued or not in the opin­ion of his preter­nat­ur­al com­mis­sion. They of­ten con­trived to bring him to an open de­clar­a­tion; but he eas­ily eluded all their at­tacks, and, on which side so­ever they pressed him, es­caped from them to some oth­er top­ic.

			As their fa­mili­ar­ity in­creased, they in­vited him of­ten to the house of Im­lac, where they dis­tin­guished him by ex­traordin­ary re­spect. He began gradu­ally to de­light in sub­lun­ary pleas­ures. He came early and de­par­ted late; la­boured to re­com­mend him­self by as­siduity and com­pli­ance; ex­cited their curi­os­ity after new arts, that they might still want his as­sist­ance; and when they made any ex­cur­sion of pleas­ure or in­quiry, en­treated to at­tend them.

			By long ex­per­i­ence of his in­teg­rity and wis­dom, the Prince and his sis­ter were con­vinced that he might be trus­ted without danger; and lest he should draw any false hopes from the ci­vil­it­ies which he re­ceived, dis­covered to him their con­di­tion, with the motives of their jour­ney, and re­quired his opin­ion on the choice of life.

			“Of the vari­ous con­di­tions which the world spreads be­fore you which you shall prefer,” said the sage, “I am not able to in­struct you. I can only tell that I have chosen wrong. I have passed my time in study without ex­per­i­ence—in the at­tain­ment of sci­ences which can for the most part be but re­motely use­ful to man­kind. I have pur­chased know­ledge at the ex­pense of all the com­mon com­forts of life; I have missed the en­dear­ing el­eg­ance of fe­male friend­ship, and the happy com­merce of do­mest­ic ten­der­ness. If I have ob­tained any prerog­at­ives above oth­er stu­dents, they have been ac­com­pan­ied with fear, dis­quiet, and scru­pu­los­ity; but even of these prerog­at­ives, whatever they were, I have, since my thoughts have been di­ver­si­fied by more in­ter­course with the world, be­gun to ques­tion the real­ity. When I have been for a few days lost in pleas­ing dis­sip­a­tion, I am al­ways temp­ted to think that my in­quir­ies have ended in er­ror, and that I have suffered much, and suffered it in vain.”

			Im­lac was de­lighted to find that the sage’s un­der­stand­ing was break­ing through its mists, and re­solved to de­tain him from the plan­ets till he should for­get his task of rul­ing them, and reas­on should re­cov­er its ori­gin­al in­flu­ence.

			From this time the as­tro­nomer was re­ceived in­to fa­mil­i­ar friend­ship, and par­took of all their pro­jects and pleas­ures; his re­spect kept him at­tent­ive, and the activ­ity of Ras­selas did not leave much time un­en­gaged. Some­thing was al­ways to be done; the day was spent in mak­ing ob­ser­va­tions, which fur­nished talk for the even­ing, and the even­ing was closed with a scheme for the mor­row.

			The sage con­fessed to Im­lac that since he had mingled in the gay tu­mults of life, and di­vided his hours by a suc­ces­sion of amuse­ments, he found the con­vic­tion of his au­thor­ity over the skies fade gradu­ally from his mind, and began to trust less to an opin­ion which he nev­er could prove to oth­ers, and which he now found sub­ject to vari­ation, from causes in which reas­on had no part. “If I am ac­ci­dent­ally left alone for a few hours,” said he, “my in­vet­er­ate per­sua­sion rushes upon my soul, and my thoughts are chained down by some ir­res­ist­ible vi­ol­ence; but they are soon dis­en­tangled by the Prince’s con­ver­sa­tion, and in­stant­an­eously re­leased at the en­trance of Pekuah. I am like a man ha­bitu­ally afraid of spectres, who is set at ease by a lamp, and won­ders at the dread which har­assed him in the dark; yet, if his lamp be ex­tin­guished, feels again the ter­rors which he knows that when it is light he shall feel no more. But I am some­times afraid, lest I in­dulge my quiet by crim­in­al neg­li­gence, and vol­un­tar­ily for­get the great charge with which I am en­trus­ted. If I fa­vour my­self in a known er­ror, or am de­term­ined by my own ease in a doubt­ful ques­tion of this im­port­ance, how dread­ful is my crime!”

			“No dis­ease of the ima­gin­a­tion,” answered Im­lac, “is so dif­fi­cult of cure as that which is com­plic­ated with the dread of guilt; fancy and con­science then act in­ter­change­ably upon us, and so of­ten shift their places, that the il­lu­sions of one are not dis­tin­guished from the dic­tates of the oth­er. If fancy presents im­ages not mor­al or re­li­gious, the mind drives them away when they give it pain; but when mel­an­choly no­tions take the form of duty, they lay hold on the fac­ulties without op­pos­i­tion, be­cause we are afraid to ex­clude or ban­ish them. For this reas­on the su­per­sti­tious are of­ten mel­an­choly, and the mel­an­choly al­most al­ways su­per­sti­tious.

			“But do not let the sug­ges­tions of timid­ity over­power your bet­ter reas­on; the danger of neg­lect can be but as the prob­ab­il­ity of the ob­lig­a­tion, which, when you con­sider it with free­dom, you find very little, and that little grow­ing every day less. Open your heart to the in­flu­ence of the light, which from time to time breaks in upon you; when scruples im­por­tune you, which you in your lu­cid mo­ments know to be vain, do not stand to par­ley, but fly to busi­ness or to Pekuah; and keep this thought al­ways pre­val­ent, that you are only one atom of the mass of hu­man­ity, and have neither such vir­tue nor vice as that you should be singled out for su­per­nat­ur­al fa­vours or af­flic­tions.”

		
	
		
			
				XLVII

				The Prince Enters, and Brings a New Top­ic

			
			“All this,” said the as­tro­nomer, “I have of­ten thought; but my reas­on has been so long sub­jug­ated by an un­con­trol­lable and over­whelm­ing idea, that it durst not con­fide in its own de­cisions. I now see how fatally I be­trayed my quiet, by suf­fer­ing chi­mer­as to prey upon me in secret; but mel­an­choly shrinks from com­mu­nic­a­tion, and I nev­er found a man be­fore to whom I could im­part my troubles, though I had been cer­tain of re­lief. I re­joice to find my own sen­ti­ments con­firmed by yours, who are not eas­ily de­ceived, and can have no motive or pur­pose to de­ceive. I hope that time and vari­ety will dis­sip­ate the gloom that has so long sur­roun­ded me, and the lat­ter part of my days will be spent in peace.”

			“Your learn­ing and vir­tue,” said Im­lac, “may justly give you hopes.”

			Ras­selas then entered, with the Prin­cess and Pekuah, and in­quired wheth­er they had con­trived any new di­ver­sion for the next day. “Such,” said Nekayah, “is the state of life, that none are happy but by the an­ti­cip­a­tion of change; the change it­self is noth­ing; when we have made it the next wish is to change again. The world is not yet ex­hausted: let me see some­thing to­mor­row which I nev­er saw be­fore.”

			“Vari­ety,” said Ras­selas, “is so ne­ces­sary to con­tent, that even the Happy Val­ley dis­gus­ted me by the re­cur­rence of its lux­ur­ies; yet I could not for­bear to re­proach my­self with im­pa­tience when I saw the monks of St. An­thony sup­port, without com­plaint, a life, not of uni­form de­light, but uni­form hard­ship.”

			“Those men,” answered Im­lac, “are less wretched in their si­lent con­vent than the Abyssin­i­an princes in their pris­on of pleas­ure. Whatever is done by the monks is in­cited by an ad­equate and reas­on­able motive. Their la­bour sup­plies them with ne­ces­sar­ies; it there­fore can­not be omit­ted, and is cer­tainly re­war­ded. Their de­vo­tion pre­pares them for an­oth­er state, and re­minds them of its ap­proach while it fits them for it. Their time is reg­u­larly dis­trib­uted; one duty suc­ceeds an­oth­er, so that they are not left open to the dis­trac­tion of un­guided choice, nor lost in the shades of list­less in­activ­ity. There is a cer­tain task to be per­formed at an ap­pro­pri­ated hour, and their toils are cheer­ful, be­cause they con­sider them as acts of piety by which they are al­ways ad­van­cing to­wards end­less fe­li­city.”

			“Do you think,” said Nekayah, “that the mon­ast­ic rule is a more holy and less im­per­fect state than any oth­er? May not he equally hope for fu­ture hap­pi­ness who con­verses openly with man­kind, who suc­cours the dis­tressed by his char­ity, in­structs the ig­nor­ant by his learn­ing, and con­trib­utes by his in­dustry to the gen­er­al sys­tem of life, even though he should omit some of the mor­ti­fic­a­tions which are prac­tised in the cloister, and al­low him­self such harm­less de­lights as his con­di­tion may place with­in his reach?”

			“This,” said Im­lac, “is a ques­tion which has long di­vided the wise and per­plexed the good. I am afraid to de­cide on either part. He that lives well in the world is bet­ter than he that lives well in a mon­as­tery. But per­haps every­one is not able to stem the tempta­tions of pub­lic life, and if he can­not con­quer he may prop­erly re­treat. Some have little power to do good, and have like­wise little strength to res­ist evil. Many are weary of the con­flicts with ad­versity, and are will­ing to eject those pas­sions which have long busied them in vain. And many are dis­missed by age and dis­eases from the more la­bor­i­ous du­ties of so­ci­ety. In mon­as­ter­ies the weak and timor­ous may be hap­pily sheltered, the weary may re­pose, and the pen­it­ent may med­it­ate. Those re­treats of pray­er and con­tem­pla­tion have some­thing so con­geni­al to the mind of man, that per­haps there is scarcely one that does not pur­pose to close his life in pi­ous ab­strac­tion, with a few as­so­ci­ates ser­i­ous as him­self.”

			“Such,” said Pekuah, “has of­ten been my wish, and I have heard the Prin­cess de­clare that she should not will­ingly die in a crowd.”

			“The liberty of us­ing harm­less pleas­ures,” pro­ceeded Im­lac, “will not be dis­puted, but it is still to be ex­amined what pleas­ures are harm­less. The evil of any pleas­ure that Nekayah can im­age is not in the act it­self but in its con­sequences. Pleas­ure, in it­self harm­less, may be­come mis­chiev­ous by en­dear­ing to us a state which we know to be tran­si­ent and pro­bat­ory, and with­draw­ing our thoughts from that of which every hour brings us near­er to the be­gin­ning, and of which no length of time will bring us to the end. Mor­ti­fic­a­tion is not vir­tu­ous in it­self, nor has any oth­er use but that it dis­en­gages us from the al­lure­ments of sense. In the state of fu­ture per­fec­tion to which we all as­pire there will be pleas­ure without danger and se­cur­ity without re­straint.”

			The Prin­cess was si­lent, and Ras­selas, turn­ing to the as­tro­nomer, asked him wheth­er he could not delay her re­treat by show­ing her some­thing which she had not seen be­fore.

			“Your curi­os­ity,” said the sage, “has been so gen­er­al, and your pur­suit of know­ledge so vig­or­ous, that nov­el­ties are not now very eas­ily to be found; but what you can no longer pro­cure from the liv­ing may be giv­en by the dead. Among the won­ders of this coun­try are the cata­combs, or the an­cient re­pos­it­or­ies in which the bod­ies of the earli­est gen­er­a­tions were lodged, and where, by the vir­tue of the gums which em­balmed them, they yet re­main without cor­rup­tion.”

			“I know not,” said Ras­selas, “what pleas­ure the sight of the cata­combs can af­ford; but, since noth­ing else is offered, I am re­solved to view them, and shall place this with my oth­er things which I have done be­cause I would do some­thing.”

			They hired a guard of horse­men, and the next day vis­ited the cata­combs. When they were about to des­cend in­to the sepulchral caves, “Pekuah,” said the Prin­cess, “we are now again in­vad­ing the hab­it­a­tions of the dead; I know that you will stay be­hind. Let me find you safe when I re­turn.”

			“No, I will not be left,” answered Pekuah, “I will go down between you and the Prince.”

			They then all des­cen­ded, and roved with won­der through the labyrinth of sub­ter­raneous pas­sages, where the bod­ies were laid in rows on either side.

		
	
		
			
				XLVIII

				Im­lac Dis­courses on the Nature of the Soul

			
			“What reas­on,” said the Prince, “can be giv­en why the Egyp­tians should thus ex­pens­ively pre­serve those car­cases which some na­tions con­sume with fire, oth­ers lay to mingle with the earth, and all agree to re­move from their sight as soon as de­cent rites can be per­formed?”

			“The ori­gin­al of an­cient cus­toms,” said Im­lac, “is com­monly un­known, for the prac­tice of­ten con­tin­ues when the cause has ceased; and con­cern­ing su­per­sti­tious ce­re­mon­ies it is vain to con­jec­ture; for what reas­on did not dic­tate, reas­on can­not ex­plain. I have long be­lieved that the prac­tice of em­balm­ing arose only from ten­der­ness to the re­mains of re­la­tions or friends; and to this opin­ion I am more in­clined be­cause it seems im­possible that this care should have been gen­er­al; had all the dead been em­balmed, their re­pos­it­or­ies must in time have been more spa­cious than the dwell­ings of the liv­ing. I sup­pose only the rich or hon­our­able were se­cured from cor­rup­tion, and the rest left to the course of nature.

			“But it is com­monly sup­posed that the Egyp­tians be­lieved the soul to live as long as the body con­tin­ued un­dis­solved, and there­fore tried this meth­od of elud­ing death.”

			“Could the wise Egyp­tians,” said Nekayah, “think so grossly of the soul? If the soul could once sur­vive its sep­ar­a­tion, what could it af­ter­wards re­ceive or suf­fer from the body?”

			“The Egyp­tians would doubt­less think er­ro­neously,” said the as­tro­nomer, “in the dark­ness of hea­then­ism and the first dawn of philo­sophy. The nature of the soul is still dis­puted amidst all our op­por­tun­it­ies of clear­er know­ledge; some yet say that it may be ma­ter­i­al, who, nev­er­the­less, be­lieve it to be im­mor­tal.”

			“Some,” answered Im­lac, “have in­deed said that the soul is ma­ter­i­al, but I can scarcely be­lieve that any man has thought it who knew how to think; for all the con­clu­sions of reas­on en­force the im­ma­ter­i­al­ity of mind, and all the no­tices of sense and in­vest­ig­a­tions of sci­ence con­cur to prove the un­con­scious­ness of mat­ter.

			“It was nev­er sup­posed that co­git­a­tion is in­her­ent in mat­ter, or that every particle is a think­ing be­ing. Yet if any part of mat­ter be devoid of thought, what part can we sup­pose to think? Mat­ter can dif­fer from mat­ter only in form, dens­ity, bulk, mo­tion, and dir­ec­tion of mo­tion. To which of these, how­ever var­ied or com­bined, can con­scious­ness be an­nexed? To be round or square, to be sol­id or flu­id, to be great or little, to be moved slowly or swiftly, one way or an­oth­er, are modes of ma­ter­i­al ex­ist­ence all equally ali­en from the nature of co­git­a­tion. If mat­ter be once without thought, it can only be made to think by some new modi­fic­a­tion; but all the modi­fic­a­tions which it can ad­mit are equally un­con­nec­ted with co­git­at­ive powers.”

			“But the ma­ter­i­al­ists,” said the as­tro­nomer, “urge that mat­ter may have qual­it­ies with which we are un­ac­quain­ted.”

			“He who will de­term­ine,” re­turned Im­lac, “against that which he knows be­cause there may be some­thing which he knows not; he that can set hy­po­thet­ic­al pos­sib­il­ity against ac­know­ledged cer­tainty, is not to be ad­mit­ted among reas­on­able be­ings. All that we know of mat­ter is, that mat­ter is in­ert, sense­less, and life­less; and if this con­vic­tion can­not he op­posed but by re­fer­ring us to some­thing that we know not, we have all the evid­ence that hu­man in­tel­lect can ad­mit. If that which is known may be over­ruled by that which is un­known, no be­ing, not om­ni­scient, can ar­rive at cer­tainty.”

			“Yet let us not,” said the as­tro­nomer, “too ar­rog­antly lim­it the Cre­at­or’s power.”

			“It is no lim­it­a­tion of Om­ni­po­tence,” replied the poet, “to sup­pose that one thing is not con­sist­ent with an­oth­er, that the same pro­pos­i­tion can­not be at once true and false, that the same num­ber can­not be even and odd, that co­git­a­tion can­not be con­ferred on that which is cre­ated in­cap­able of co­git­a­tion.”

			“I know not,” said Nekayah, “any great use of this ques­tion. Does that im­ma­ter­i­al­ity, which in my opin­ion you have suf­fi­ciently proved, ne­ces­sar­ily in­clude etern­al dur­a­tion?”

			“Of im­ma­ter­i­al­ity,” said Im­lac, “our ideas are neg­at­ive, and there­fore ob­scure. Im­ma­ter­i­al­ity seems to im­ply a nat­ur­al power of per­petu­al dur­a­tion as a con­sequence of ex­emp­tion from all causes of de­cay: whatever per­ishes is des­troyed by the solu­tion of its con­tex­ture and sep­ar­a­tion of its parts; nor can we con­ceive how that which has no parts, and there­fore ad­mits no solu­tion, can be nat­ur­ally cor­rup­ted or im­paired.”

			“I know not,” said Ras­selas, “how to con­ceive any­thing without ex­ten­sion: what is ex­ten­ded must have parts, and you al­low that whatever has parts may be des­troyed.”

			“Con­sider your own con­cep­tions,” replied Im­lac, “and the dif­fi­culty will be less. You will find sub­stance without ex­ten­sion. An ideal form is no less real than ma­ter­i­al bulk; yet an ideal form has no ex­ten­sion. It is no less cer­tain, when you think on a pyr­am­id, that your mind pos­sesses the idea of a pyr­am­id, than that the pyr­am­id it­self is stand­ing. What space does the idea of a pyr­am­id oc­cupy more than the idea of a grain of corn? or how can either idea suf­fer la­cer­a­tion? As is the ef­fect, such is the cause; as thought, such is the power that thinks, a power im­pass­ive and in­dis­cerpt­ible.”

			“But the Be­ing,” said Nekayah, “whom I fear to name, the Be­ing which made the soul, can des­troy it.”

			“He, surely, can des­troy it,” answered Im­lac, “since, how­ever im­per­ish­able, it re­ceives from a su­per­i­or nature its power of dur­a­tion. That it will not per­ish by any in­her­ent cause of de­cay or prin­ciple of cor­rup­tion, may be shown by philo­sophy; but philo­sophy can tell no more. That it will not be an­ni­hil­ated by Him that made it, we must humbly learn from high­er au­thor­ity.”

			The whole as­sembly stood awhile si­lent and col­lec­ted. “Let us re­turn,” said Ras­selas, “from this scene of mor­tal­ity. How gloomy would be these man­sions of the dead to him who did not know that he should nev­er die; that what now acts shall con­tin­ue its agency, and what now thinks shall think on forever. Those that lie here stretched be­fore us, the wise and the power­ful of an­cient times, warn us to re­mem­ber the short­ness of our present state; they were per­haps snatched away while they were busy, like us, in the choice of life.”

			“To me,” said the Prin­cess, “the choice of life is be­come less im­port­ant; I hope here­after to think only on the choice of etern­ity.”

			They then hastened out of the cav­erns, and un­der the pro­tec­tion of their guard re­turned to Cairo.

		
	
		
			
				XLIX

				The Con­clu­sion, in Which Noth­ing Is Con­cluded

			
			It was now the time of the in­und­a­tion of the Nile. A few days after their vis­it to the cata­combs the river began to rise.

			They were con­fined to their house. The whole re­gion be­ing un­der wa­ter, gave them no in­vit­a­tion to any ex­cur­sions; and be­ing well sup­plied with ma­ter­i­als for talk, they di­ver­ted them­selves with com­par­is­ons of the dif­fer­ent forms of life which they had ob­served, and with vari­ous schemes of hap­pi­ness which each of them had formed.

			Pekuah was nev­er so much charmed with any place as the Con­vent of St. An­thony, where the Ar­ab re­stored her to the Prin­cess, and wished only to fill it with pi­ous maid­ens and to be made pri­or­ess of the or­der. She was weary of ex­pect­a­tion and dis­gust, and would gladly be fixed in some un­vari­able state.

			The Prin­cess thought that, of all sub­lun­ary things, know­ledge was the best. She de­sired first to learn all sci­ences, and then pro­posed to found a col­lege of learned wo­men, in which she would preside, that, by con­vers­ing with the old and edu­cat­ing the young, she might di­vide her time between the ac­quis­i­tion and com­mu­nic­a­tion of wis­dom, and raise up for the next age mod­els of prudence and pat­terns of piety.

			The Prince de­sired a little king­dom in which he might ad­min­is­ter justice in his own per­son and see all the parts of gov­ern­ment with his own eyes; but he could nev­er fix the lim­its of his domin­ion, and was al­ways adding to the num­ber of his sub­jects.

			Im­lac and the as­tro­nomer were con­ten­ted to be driv­en along the stream of life without dir­ect­ing their course to any par­tic­u­lar port.

			Of those wishes that they had formed they well knew that none could be ob­tained. They de­lib­er­ated awhile what was to be done, and re­solved, when the in­und­a­tion should cease, to re­turn to Abyssin­ia.
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