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			To the Reader

			I here present you, cour­teous read­er, with the re­cord of a re­mark­able peri­od in my life: ac­cord­ing to my ap­plic­a­tion of it, I trust that it will prove not merely an in­ter­est­ing re­cord, but in a con­sid­er­able de­gree use­ful and in­struct­ive. In that hope it is that I have drawn it up; and that must be my apo­logy for break­ing through that del­ic­ate and hon­our­able re­serve which, for the most part, re­strains us from the pub­lic ex­pos­ure of our own er­rors and in­firm­it­ies. Noth­ing, in­deed, is more re­volt­ing to Eng­lish feel­ings than the spec­tacle of a hu­man be­ing ob­trud­ing on our no­tice his mor­al ul­cers or scars, and tear­ing away that “de­cent drapery” which time or in­dul­gence to hu­man frailty may have drawn over them; ac­cord­ingly, the great­er part of our con­fes­sions (that is, spon­tan­eous and ex­traju­di­cial con­fes­sions) pro­ceed from de­mireps, ad­ven­tur­ers, or swind­lers: and for any such acts of gra­tu­it­ous self-hu­mi­li­ation from those who can be sup­posed in sym­pathy with the de­cent and self-re­spect­ing part of so­ci­ety, we must look to French lit­er­at­ure, or to that part of the Ger­man which is tain­ted with the spuri­ous and de­fect­ive sens­ib­il­ity of the French. All this I feel so for­cibly, and so nervously am I alive to re­proach of this tend­ency, that I have for many months hes­it­ated about the pro­pri­ety of al­low­ing this or any part of my nar­rat­ive to come be­fore the pub­lic eye un­til after my death (when, for many reas­ons, the whole will be pub­lished); and it is not without an anxious re­view of the reas­ons for and against this step that I have at last con­cluded on tak­ing it.

			Guilt and misery shrink, by a nat­ur­al in­stinct, from pub­lic no­tice: they court pri­vacy and solitude: and even in their choice of a grave will some­times se­quester them­selves from the gen­er­al pop­u­la­tion of the church­yard, as if de­clin­ing to claim fel­low­ship with the great fam­ily of man, and wish­ing (in the af­fect­ing lan­guage of Mr. Wordsworth)

			
				
					—Humbly to ex­press
					

					A pen­it­en­tial loneli­ness.
				

			

			It is well, upon the whole, and for the in­terest of us all, that it should be so: nor would I will­ingly in my own per­son mani­fest a dis­reg­ard of such salut­ary feel­ings, nor in act or word do any­thing to weak­en them; but, on the one hand, as my self-ac­cus­a­tion does not amount to a con­fes­sion of guilt, so, on the oth­er, it is pos­sible that, if it did, the be­ne­fit res­ult­ing to oth­ers from the re­cord of an ex­per­i­ence pur­chased at so heavy a price might com­pensate, by a vast over­bal­ance, for any vi­ol­ence done to the feel­ings I have no­ticed, and jus­ti­fy a breach of the gen­er­al rule. In­firm­ity and misery do not of ne­ces­sity im­ply guilt. They ap­proach or re­cede from shades of that dark al­li­ance, in pro­por­tion to the prob­able motives and pro­spects of the of­fend­er, and the pal­li­ations, known or secret, of the of­fence; in pro­por­tion as the tempta­tions to it were po­tent from the first, and the res­ist­ance to it, in act or in ef­fort, was earn­est to the last. For my own part, without breach of truth or mod­esty, I may af­firm that my life has been, on the whole, the life of a philo­soph­er: from my birth I was made an in­tel­lec­tu­al creature, and in­tel­lec­tu­al in the highest sense my pur­suits and pleas­ures have been, even from my school­boy days. If opi­um-eat­ing be a sen­su­al pleas­ure, and if I am bound to con­fess that I have in­dulged in it to an ex­cess not yet re­cor­ded1 of any oth­er man, it is no less true that I have struggled against this fas­cin­at­ing en­thral­ment with a re­li­gious zeal, and have at length ac­com­plished what I nev­er yet heard at­trib­uted to any oth­er man—have un­twis­ted, al­most to its fi­nal links, the ac­cursed chain which fettered me. Such a self-con­quest may reas­on­ably be set off in coun­ter­bal­ance to any kind or de­gree of self-in­dul­gence. Not to in­sist that in my case the self-con­quest was un­ques­tion­able, the self-in­dul­gence open to doubts of ca­su­istry, ac­cord­ing as that name shall be ex­ten­ded to acts aim­ing at the bare re­lief of pain, or shall be re­stric­ted to such as aim at the ex­cite­ment of pos­it­ive pleas­ure.

			Guilt, there­fore, I do not ac­know­ledge; and if I did, it is pos­sible that I might still re­solve on the present act of con­fes­sion in con­sid­er­a­tion of the ser­vice which I may thereby render to the whole class of opi­um-eat­ers. But who are they? Read­er, I am sorry to say a very nu­mer­ous class in­deed. Of this I be­came con­vinced some years ago by com­put­ing at that time the num­ber of those in one small class of Eng­lish so­ci­ety (the class of men dis­tin­guished for tal­ents, or of em­in­ent sta­tion) who were known to me, dir­ectly or in­dir­ectly, as opi­um-eat­ers; such, for in­stance, as the elo­quent and be­ne­vol­ent ———, the late Dean of ———, Lord ———, Mr. ——— the philo­soph­er, a late Un­der­sec­ret­ary of State (who de­scribed to me the sen­sa­tion which first drove him to the use of opi­um in the very same words as the Dean of ———, viz., “that he felt as though rats were gnaw­ing and ab­rad­ing the coats of his stom­ach”), Mr. ———, and many oth­ers hardly less known, whom it would be te­di­ous to men­tion. Now, if one class, com­par­at­ively so lim­ited, could fur­nish so many scores of cases (and that with­in the know­ledge of one single in­quirer), it was a nat­ur­al in­fer­ence that the en­tire pop­u­la­tion of Eng­land would fur­nish a pro­por­tion­able num­ber. The sound­ness of this in­fer­ence, how­ever, I doubted, un­til some facts be­came known to me which sat­is­fied me that it was not in­cor­rect. I will men­tion two. 1. Three re­spect­able Lon­don drug­gists, in widely re­mote quar­ters of Lon­don, from whom I happened lately to be pur­chas­ing small quant­it­ies of opi­um, as­sured me that the num­ber of am­a­teur opi­um-eat­ers (as I may term them) was at this time im­mense; and that the dif­fi­culty of dis­tin­guish­ing those per­sons to whom habit had rendered opi­um ne­ces­sary from such as were pur­chas­ing it with a view to sui­cide, oc­ca­sioned them daily trouble and dis­putes. This evid­ence re­spec­ted Lon­don only. But 2. (which will pos­sibly sur­prise the read­er more) some years ago, on passing through Manchester, I was in­formed by sev­er­al cot­ton man­u­fac­tur­ers that their work­people were rap­idly get­ting in­to the prac­tice of opi­um-eat­ing; so much so, that on a Sat­urday af­ter­noon the coun­ters of the drug­gists were strewed with pills of one, two, or three grains, in pre­par­a­tion for the known de­mand of the even­ing. The im­me­di­ate oc­ca­sion of this prac­tice was the low­ness of wages, which at that time would not al­low them to in­dulge in ale or spir­its, and wages rising, it may be thought that this prac­tice would cease; but as I do not read­ily be­lieve that any man hav­ing once tasted the di­vine lux­ur­ies of opi­um will af­ter­wards des­cend to the gross and mor­tal en­joy­ments of al­co­hol, I take it for gran­ted

			
				
					That those eat now who nev­er ate be­fore;
					

					And those who al­ways ate, now eat the more.
				

			

			In­deed, the fas­cin­at­ing powers of opi­um are ad­mit­ted even by med­ic­al writers, who are its greatest en­emies. Thus, for in­stance, Aws­iter, apo­thecary to Green­wich Hos­pit­al, in his “Es­say on the Ef­fects of Opi­um” (pub­lished in the year 1763), when at­tempt­ing to ex­plain why Mead had not been suf­fi­ciently ex­pli­cit on the prop­er­ties, coun­ter­agents, etc., of this drug, ex­presses him­self in the fol­low­ing mys­ter­i­ous terms (φωναντα συνετοισι): “Per­haps he thought the sub­ject of too del­ic­ate a nature to be made com­mon; and as many people might then in­dis­crim­in­ately use it, it would take from that ne­ces­sary fear and cau­tion which should pre­vent their ex­per­i­en­cing the ex­tens­ive power of this drug, for there are many prop­er­ties in it, if uni­ver­sally known, that would ha­bitu­ate the use, and make it more in re­quest with us than with Turks them­selves; the res­ult of which know­ledge,” he adds, “must prove a gen­er­al mis­for­tune.” In the ne­ces­sity of this con­clu­sion I do not al­to­geth­er con­cur; but upon that point I shall have oc­ca­sion to speak at the close of my Con­fes­sions, where I shall present the read­er with the mor­al of my nar­rat­ive.

		
	
		
			
				Confessions of an English Opium-Eater

				Be­ing an Ex­tract from the Life of a Schol­ar

			
		
	
		
			Preliminary Confessions

			These pre­lim­in­ary con­fes­sions, or in­tro­duct­ory nar­rat­ive of the youth­ful ad­ven­tures which laid the found­a­tion of the writer’s habit of opi­um-eat­ing in after-life, it has been judged prop­er to premise, for three sev­er­al reas­ons:

			
					
					As fore­stalling that ques­tion, and giv­ing it a sat­is­fact­ory an­swer, which else would pain­fully ob­trude it­self in the course of the Opi­um Con­fes­sions—“How came any reas­on­able be­ing to sub­ject him­self to such a yoke of misery; vol­un­tar­ily to in­cur a cap­tiv­ity so servile, and know­ingly to fet­ter him­self with such a sev­en­fold chain?”—a ques­tion which, if not some­where plaus­ibly re­solved, could hardly fail, by the in­dig­na­tion which it would be apt to raise as against an act of wan­ton folly, to in­ter­fere with that de­gree of sym­pathy which is ne­ces­sary in any case to an au­thor’s pur­poses.

				

					
					As fur­nish­ing a key to some parts of that tre­mend­ous scenery which af­ter­wards peopled the dreams of the Opi­um-eat­er.

				

					
					As cre­at­ing some pre­vi­ous in­terest of a per­son­al sort in the con­fess­ing sub­ject, apart from the mat­ter of the con­fes­sions, which can­not fail to render the con­fes­sions them­selves more in­ter­est­ing. If a man “whose talk is of ox­en” should be­come an opi­um-eat­er, the prob­ab­il­ity is that (if he is not too dull to dream at all) he will dream about ox­en; where­as, in the case be­fore him, the read­er will find that the Opi­um-eat­er boasteth him­self to be a philo­soph­er; and ac­cord­ingly, that the phant­asmagor­ia of his dreams (wak­ing or sleep­ing, day­dreams or night-dreams) is suit­able to one who in that char­ac­ter

				

			

			
				Hu­mani ni­hil a se alienum pu­tat.

			

			For amongst the con­di­tions which he deems in­dis­pens­able to the sus­tain­ing of any claim to the title of philo­soph­er is not merely the pos­ses­sion of a su­perb in­tel­lect in its ana­lyt­ic func­tions (in which part of the pre­ten­sions, how­ever, Eng­land can for some gen­er­a­tions show but few claimants; at least, he is not aware of any known can­did­ate for this hon­our who can be styled em­phat­ic­ally a subtle thinker, with the ex­cep­tion of Samuel Taylor Col­eridge, and in a nar­row­er de­part­ment of thought with the re­cent il­lus­tri­ous ex­cep­tion2 of Dav­id Ri­cardo) but also on such a con­sti­tu­tion of the mor­al fac­ulties as shall give him an in­ner eye and power of in­tu­ition for the vis­ion and the mys­ter­ies of our hu­man nature: that con­sti­tu­tion of fac­ulties, in short, which (amongst all the gen­er­a­tions of men that from the be­gin­ning of time have de­ployed in­to life, as it were, upon this plan­et) our Eng­lish po­ets have pos­sessed in the highest de­gree, and Scot­tish pro­fess­ors3 in the low­est.

			I have of­ten been asked how I first came to be a reg­u­lar opi­um-eat­er, and have suffered, very un­justly, in the opin­ion of my ac­quaint­ance from be­ing re­puted to have brought upon my­self all the suf­fer­ings which I shall have to re­cord, by a long course of in­dul­gence in this prac­tice purely for the sake of cre­at­ing an ar­ti­fi­cial state of pleas­ur­able ex­cite­ment. This, how­ever, is a mis­rep­res­ent­a­tion of my case. True it is that for nearly ten years I did oc­ca­sion­ally take opi­um for the sake of the ex­quis­ite pleas­ure it gave me; but so long as I took it with this view I was ef­fec­tu­ally pro­tec­ted from all ma­ter­i­al bad con­sequences by the ne­ces­sity of in­ter­pos­ing long in­ter­vals between the sev­er­al acts of in­dul­gence, in or­der to re­new the pleas­ur­able sen­sa­tions. It was not for the pur­pose of cre­at­ing pleas­ure, but of mit­ig­at­ing pain in the severest de­gree, that I first began to use opi­um as an art­icle of daily diet. In the twenty-eighth year of my age a most pain­ful af­fec­tion of the stom­ach, which I had first ex­per­i­enced about ten years be­fore, at­tacked me in great strength. This af­fec­tion had ori­gin­ally been caused by ex­tremit­ies of hun­ger, suffered in my boy­ish days. Dur­ing the sea­son of hope and re­dund­ant hap­pi­ness which suc­ceeded (that is, from eight­een to twenty-four) it had slumbered; for the three fol­low­ing years it had re­vived at in­ter­vals; and now, un­der un­fa­vour­able cir­cum­stances, from de­pres­sion of spir­its, it at­tacked me with a vi­ol­ence that yiel­ded to no rem­ed­ies but opi­um. As the youth­ful suf­fer­ings which first pro­duced this de­range­ment of the stom­ach were in­ter­est­ing in them­selves, and in the cir­cum­stances that at­ten­ded them, I shall here briefly re­trace them.

			My fath­er died when I was about sev­en years old, and left me to the care of four guard­i­ans. I was sent to vari­ous schools, great and small; and was very early dis­tin­guished for my clas­sic­al at­tain­ments, es­pe­cially for my know­ledge of Greek. At thir­teen I wrote Greek with ease; and at fif­teen my com­mand of that lan­guage was so great that I not only com­posed Greek verses in lyr­ic metres, but could con­verse in Greek flu­ently and without em­bar­rass­ment—an ac­com­plish­ment which I have not since met with in any schol­ar of my times, and which in my case was ow­ing to the prac­tice of daily read­ing off the news­pa­pers in­to the best Greek I could fur­nish ex­tem­pore; for the ne­ces­sity of ran­sack­ing my memory and in­ven­tion for all sorts and com­bin­a­tions of peri­phrast­ic ex­pres­sions as equi­val­ents for mod­ern ideas, im­ages, re­la­tions of things, etc., gave me a com­pass of dic­tion which would nev­er have been called out by a dull trans­la­tion of mor­al es­says, etc. “That boy,” said one of my mas­ters, point­ing the at­ten­tion of a stranger to me, “that boy could har­angue an Atheni­an mob bet­ter than you and I could ad­dress an Eng­lish one.” He who hon­oured me with this eu­logy was a schol­ar, “and a ripe and a good one,” and of all my tu­tors was the only one whom I loved or rev­er­enced. Un­for­tu­nately for me (and, as I af­ter­wards learned, to this worthy man’s great in­dig­na­tion), I was trans­ferred to the care, first of a block­head, who was in a per­petu­al pan­ic lest I should ex­pose his ig­nor­ance; and fi­nally to that of a re­spect­able schol­ar at the head of a great school on an an­cient found­a­tion. This man had been ap­poin­ted to his situ­ation by ——— Col­lege, Ox­ford, and was a sound, well-built schol­ar, but (like most men whom I have known from that col­lege) coarse, clumsy, and in­el­eg­ant. A miser­able con­trast he presen­ted, in my eyes, to the Eto­ni­an bril­liancy of my fa­vour­ite mas­ter; and be­side, he could not dis­guise from my hourly no­tice the poverty and mea­gre­ness of his un­der­stand­ing. It is a bad thing for a boy to be and to know him­self far bey­ond his tu­tors, wheth­er in know­ledge or in power of mind. This was the case, so far as re­garded know­ledge at least, not with my­self only, for the two boys, who jointly with my­self com­posed the first form, were bet­ter Gre­cians than the head­mas­ter, though not more el­eg­ant schol­ars, nor at all more ac­cus­tomed to sac­ri­fice to the Graces. When I first entered I re­mem­ber that we read Sophocles; and it was a con­stant mat­ter of tri­umph to us, the learned tri­um­vir­ate of the first form, to see our “Archidi­dascalus” (as he loved to be called) con­ning our les­sons be­fore we went up, and lay­ing a reg­u­lar train, with lex­icon and gram­mar, for blow­ing up and blast­ing (as it were) any dif­fi­culties he found in the chor­uses; whilst we nev­er con­des­cen­ded to open our books un­til the mo­ment of go­ing up, and were gen­er­ally em­ployed in writ­ing epi­grams upon his wig or some such im­port­ant mat­ter. My two class-fel­lows were poor, and de­pend­ent for their fu­ture pro­spects at the uni­ver­sity on the re­com­mend­a­tion of the head­mas­ter; but I, who had a small pat­ri­mo­ni­al prop­erty, the in­come of which was suf­fi­cient to sup­port me at col­lege, wished to be sent thith­er im­me­di­ately. I made earn­est rep­res­ent­a­tions on the sub­ject to my guard­i­ans, but all to no pur­pose. One, who was more reas­on­able and had more know­ledge of the world than the rest, lived at a dis­tance; two of the oth­er three resigned all their au­thor­ity in­to the hands of the fourth; and this fourth, with whom I had to ne­go­ti­ate, was a worthy man in his way, but haughty, ob­stin­ate, and in­tol­er­ant of all op­pos­i­tion to his will. After a cer­tain num­ber of let­ters and per­son­al in­ter­views, I found that I had noth­ing to hope for, not even a com­prom­ise of the mat­ter, from my guard­i­an. Un­con­di­tion­al sub­mis­sion was what he de­man­ded, and I pre­pared my­self, there­fore, for oth­er meas­ures. Sum­mer was now com­ing on with hasty steps, and my sev­en­teenth birth­day was fast ap­proach­ing, after which day I had sworn with­in my­self that I would no longer be numbered amongst school­boys. Money be­ing what I chiefly wanted, I wrote to a wo­man of high rank, who, though young her­self, had known me from a child, and had lat­terly treated me with great dis­tinc­tion, re­quest­ing that she would “lend” me five guineas. For up­wards of a week no an­swer came, and I was be­gin­ning to des­pond, when at length a ser­vant put in­to my hands a double let­ter with a cor­on­et on the seal. The let­ter was kind and ob­li­ging. The fair writer was on the sea­coast, and in that way the delay had aris­en; she en­closed double of what I had asked, and good-naturedly hin­ted that if I should nev­er re­pay her, it would not ab­so­lutely ru­in her. Now, then, I was pre­pared for my scheme. Ten guineas, ad­ded to about two which I had re­main­ing from my pock­et-money, seemed to me suf­fi­cient for an in­def­in­ite length of time; and at that happy age, if no def­in­ite bound­ary can be as­signed to one’s power, the spir­it of hope and pleas­ure makes it vir­tu­ally in­fin­ite.

			It is a just re­mark of Dr. John­son’s (and, what can­not of­ten be said of his re­marks, it is a very feel­ing one), that we nev­er do any­thing con­sciously for the last time (of things, that is, which we have long been in the habit of do­ing) without sad­ness of heart. This truth I felt deeply when I came to leave ———, a place which I did not love, and where I had not been happy. On the even­ing be­fore I left ——— forever, I grieved when the an­cient and lofty school­room re­soun­ded with the even­ing ser­vice, per­formed for the last time in my hear­ing; and at night, when the muster-roll of names was called over, and mine (as usu­al) was called first, I stepped for­ward, and passing the head­mas­ter, who was stand­ing by, I bowed to him, and looked earn­estly in his face, think­ing to my­self, “He is old and in­firm, and in this world I shall not see him again.” I was right; I nev­er did see him again, nor ever shall. He looked at me com­pla­cently, smiled good-naturedly, re­turned my sa­luta­tion (or rather my va­le­dic­tion), and we par­ted (though he knew it not) forever. I could not rev­er­ence him in­tel­lec­tu­ally, but he had been uni­formly kind to me, and had al­lowed me many in­dul­gences; and I grieved at the thought of the mor­ti­fic­a­tion I should in­flict upon him.

			The morn­ing came which was to launch me in­to the world, and from which my whole suc­ceed­ing life has in many im­port­ant points taken its col­our­ing. I lodged in the head­mas­ter’s house, and had been al­lowed from my first en­trance the in­dul­gence of a private room, which I used both as a sleep­ing-room and as a study. At half after three I rose, and gazed with deep emo­tion at the an­cient towers of ———, “drest in earli­est light,” and be­gin­ning to crim­son with the ra­di­ant lustre of a cloud­less Ju­ly morn­ing. I was firm and im­mov­able in my pur­pose; but yet agit­ated by an­ti­cip­a­tion of un­cer­tain danger and troubles; and if I could have fore­seen the hur­ricane and per­fect hail­storm of af­flic­tion which soon fell upon me, well might I have been agit­ated. To this agit­a­tion the deep peace of the morn­ing presen­ted an af­fect­ing con­trast, and in some de­gree a medi­cine. The si­lence was more pro­found than that of mid­night; and to me the si­lence of a sum­mer morn­ing is more touch­ing than all oth­er si­lence, be­cause, the light be­ing broad and strong as that of noonday at oth­er sea­sons of the year, it seems to dif­fer from per­fect day chiefly be­cause man is not yet abroad; and thus the peace of nature and of the in­no­cent creatures of God seems to be se­cure and deep only so long as the pres­ence of man and his rest­less and un­quiet spir­it are not there to trouble its sanc­tity. I dressed my­self, took my hat and gloves, and lingered a little in the room. For the last year and a half this room had been my “pens­ive cit­adel”: here I had read and stud­ied through all the hours of night, and though true it was that for the lat­ter part of this time I, who was framed for love and gentle af­fec­tions, had lost my gaiety and hap­pi­ness dur­ing the strife and fever of con­ten­tion with my guard­i­an, yet, on the oth­er hand, as a boy so pas­sion­ately fond of books, and ded­ic­ated to in­tel­lec­tu­al pur­suits, I could not fail to have en­joyed many happy hours in the midst of gen­er­al de­jec­tion. I wept as I looked round on the chair, hearth, writ­ing-table, and oth­er fa­mil­i­ar ob­jects, know­ing too cer­tainly that I looked upon them for the last time. Whilst I write this it is eight­een years ago, and yet at this mo­ment I see dis­tinctly, as if it were yes­ter­day, the lin­ea­ments and ex­pres­sion of the ob­ject on which I fixed my part­ing gaze. It was a pic­ture of the lovely ———, which hung over the man­tel­piece, the eyes and mouth of which were so beau­ti­ful, and the whole coun­ten­ance so ra­di­ant with be­nig­nity and di­vine tran­quil­lity, that I had a thou­sand times laid down my pen or my book to gath­er con­sol­a­tion from it, as a de­votee from his pat­ron saint. Whilst I was yet gaz­ing upon it the deep tones of ——— clock pro­claimed that it was four o’clock. I went up to the pic­ture, kissed it, and then gently walked out and closed the door forever!

			

			So blen­ded and in­ter­twisted in this life are oc­ca­sions of laughter and of tears, that I can­not yet re­call without smil­ing an in­cid­ent which oc­curred at that time, and which had nearly put a stop to the im­me­di­ate ex­e­cu­tion of my plan. I had a trunk of im­mense weight, for, be­sides my clothes, it con­tained nearly all my lib­rary. The dif­fi­culty was to get this re­moved to a car­ri­er’s: my room was at an aëri­al el­ev­a­tion in the house, and (what was worse) the stair­case which com­mu­nic­ated with this angle of the build­ing was ac­cess­ible only by a gal­lery, which passed the head­mas­ter’s cham­ber door. I was a fa­vour­ite with all the ser­vants, and know­ing that any of them would screen me and act con­fid­en­tially, I com­mu­nic­ated my em­bar­rass­ment to a groom of the head­mas­ter’s. The groom swore he would do any­thing I wished, and when the time ar­rived went up­stairs to bring the trunk down. This I feared was bey­ond the strength of any one man; how­ever, the groom was a man

			
				
					Of At­lantean shoulders, fit to bear
					

					The weight of migh­ti­est mon­arch­ies;
				

			

			and had a back as spa­cious as Salis­bury Plain. Ac­cord­ingly he per­sisted in bring­ing down the trunk alone, whilst I stood wait­ing at the foot of the last flight in anxi­ety for the event. For some time I heard him des­cend­ing with slow and firm steps; but un­for­tu­nately, from his trep­id­a­tion, as he drew near the dan­ger­ous quarter, with­in a few steps of the gal­lery, his foot slipped, and the mighty bur­den fall­ing from his shoulders, gained such in­crease of im­petus at each step of the des­cent, that on reach­ing the bot­tom it trundled, or rather leaped, right across, with the noise of twenty dev­ils, against the very bed­room door of the Archidi­dascalus. My first thought was that all was lost, and that my only chance for ex­ecut­ing a re­treat was to sac­ri­fice my bag­gage. How­ever, on re­flec­tion I de­term­ined to abide the is­sue. The groom was in the ut­most alarm, both on his own ac­count and on mine, but, in spite of this, so ir­res­ist­ibly had the sense of the ludicrous in this un­happy contretemps taken pos­ses­sion of his fancy, that he sang out a long, loud, and canor­ous peal of laughter, that might have wakened the Sev­en Sleep­ers. At the sound of this res­on­ant mer­ri­ment, with­in the very ears of in­sul­ted au­thor­ity, I could not my­self for­bear join­ing in it; sub­dued to this, not so much by the un­happy étour­der­ie of the trunk, as by the ef­fect it had upon the groom. We both ex­pec­ted, as a mat­ter of course, that Dr. ——— would sally, out of his room, for in gen­er­al, if but a mouse stirred, he sprang out like a mastiff from his ken­nel. Strange to say, how­ever, on this oc­ca­sion, when the noise of laughter had ceased, no sound, or rust­ling even, was to be heard in the bed­room. Dr. ——— had a pain­ful com­plaint, which, some­times keep­ing him awake, made his sleep per­haps, when it did come, the deep­er. Gath­er­ing cour­age from the si­lence, the groom hois­ted his bur­den again, and ac­com­plished the re­mainder of his des­cent without ac­ci­dent. I waited un­til I saw the trunk placed on a wheel­bar­row and on its road to the car­ri­er’s; then, “with Provid­ence my guide,” I set off on foot, car­ry­ing a small par­cel with some art­icles of dress un­der my arm; a fa­vour­ite Eng­lish poet in one pock­et, and a small 12mo. volume, con­tain­ing about nine plays of Eur­ip­ides, in the oth­er.

			It had been my in­ten­tion ori­gin­ally to pro­ceed to West­mo­re­land, both from the love I bore to that coun­try and on oth­er per­son­al ac­counts. Ac­ci­dent, how­ever, gave a dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tion to my wan­der­ings, and I bent my steps to­wards North Wales.

			After wan­der­ing about for some time in Den­bigh­shire, Me­rion­eth­shire, and Carn­arvon­shire, I took lodgings in a small neat house in B——. Here I might have stayed with great com­fort for many weeks, for pro­vi­sions were cheap at B——, from the scarcity of oth­er mar­kets for the sur­plus pro­duce of a wide ag­ri­cul­tur­al dis­trict. An ac­ci­dent, how­ever, in which per­haps no of­fence was de­signed, drove me out to wander again. I know not wheth­er my read­er may have re­marked, but I have of­ten re­marked, that the proudest class of people in Eng­land (or at any rate the class whose pride is most ap­par­ent) are the fam­il­ies of bish­ops. No­ble­men and their chil­dren carry about with them, in their very titles, a suf­fi­cient no­ti­fic­a­tion of their rank. Nay, their very names (and this ap­plies also to the chil­dren of many un­titled houses) are of­ten, to the Eng­lish ear, ad­equate ex­po­nents of high birth or des­cent. Sack­ville, Man­ners, Fitzroy, Paul­et, Cav­endish, and scores of oth­ers, tell their own tale. Such per­sons, there­fore, find every­where a due sense of their claims already es­tab­lished, ex­cept among those who are ig­nor­ant of the world by vir­tue of their own ob­scur­ity: “Not to know them, ar­gues one’s self un­known.” Their man­ners take a suit­able tone and col­our­ing, and for once they find it ne­ces­sary to im­press a sense of their con­sequence upon oth­ers, they meet with a thou­sand oc­ca­sions for mod­er­at­ing and tem­per­ing this sense by acts of cour­teous con­des­cen­sion. With the fam­il­ies of bish­ops it is oth­er­wise: with them, it is all up­hill work to make known their pre­ten­sions; for the pro­por­tion of the epis­copal bench taken from noble fam­il­ies is not at any time very large, and the suc­ces­sion to these dig­nit­ies is so rap­id that the pub­lic ear sel­dom has time to be­come fa­mil­i­ar with them, un­less where they are con­nec­ted with some lit­er­ary repu­ta­tion. Hence it is that the chil­dren of bish­ops carry about with them an aus­tere and re­puls­ive air, in­dic­at­ive of claims not gen­er­ally ac­know­ledged, a sort of noli me tangere man­ner, nervously ap­pre­hens­ive of too fa­mil­i­ar ap­proach, and shrink­ing with the sens­it­ive­ness of a gouty man from all con­tact with the οι πολλοι. Doubt­less, a power­ful un­der­stand­ing, or un­usu­al good­ness of nature, will pre­serve a man from such weak­ness, but in gen­er­al the truth of my rep­res­ent­a­tion will be ac­know­ledged; pride, if not of deep­er root in such fam­il­ies, ap­pears at least more upon the sur­face of their man­ners. This spir­it of man­ners nat­ur­ally com­mu­nic­ates it­self to their do­mest­ics and oth­er de­pend­ants. Now, my land­lady had been a lady’s maid or a nurse in the fam­ily of the Bish­op of ———, and had but lately mar­ried away and “settled” (as such people ex­press it) for life. In a little town like B——, merely to have lived in the bish­op’s fam­ily con­ferred some dis­tinc­tion; and my good land­lady had rather more than her share of the pride I have no­ticed on that score. What “my lord” said and what “my lord” did, how use­ful he was in Par­lia­ment and how in­dis­pens­able at Ox­ford, formed the daily bur­den of her talk. All this I bore very well, for I was too good-natured to laugh in any­body’s face, and I could make an ample al­low­ance for the gar­ru­lity of an old ser­vant. Of ne­ces­sity, how­ever, I must have ap­peared in her eyes very in­ad­equately im­pressed with the bish­op’s im­port­ance, and, per­haps to pun­ish me for my in­dif­fer­ence, or pos­sibly by ac­ci­dent, she one day re­peated to me a con­ver­sa­tion in which I was in­dir­ectly a party con­cerned. She had been to the palace to pay her re­spects to the fam­ily, and, din­ner be­ing over, was summoned in­to the din­ing-room. In giv­ing an ac­count of her house­hold eco­nomy she happened to men­tion that she had let her apart­ments. Thereupon the good bish­op (it seemed) had taken oc­ca­sion to cau­tion her as to her se­lec­tion of in­mates, “for,” said he, “you must re­col­lect, Betty, that this place is in the high road to the Head; so that mul­ti­tudes of Ir­ish swind­lers run­ning away from their debts in­to Eng­land, and of Eng­lish swind­lers run­ning away from their debts to the Isle of Man, are likely to take this place in their route.” This ad­vice cer­tainly was not without reas­on­able grounds, but rather fit­ted to be stored up for Mrs. Betty’s private med­it­a­tions than spe­cially re­por­ted to me. What fol­lowed, how­ever, was some­what worse. “Oh, my lord,” answered my land­lady (ac­cord­ing to her own rep­res­ent­a­tion of the mat­ter), “I really don’t think this young gen­tle­man is a swind­ler, be­cause—” “You don’t think me a swind­ler?” said I, in­ter­rupt­ing her, in a tu­mult of in­dig­na­tion: “for the fu­ture I shall spare you the trouble of think­ing about it.” And without delay I pre­pared for my de­par­ture. Some con­ces­sions the good wo­man seemed dis­posed to make; but a harsh and con­temp­tu­ous ex­pres­sion, which I fear that I ap­plied to the learned dig­nit­ary him­self, roused her in­dig­na­tion in turn, and re­con­cili­ation then be­came im­possible. I was in­deed greatly ir­rit­ated at the bish­op’s hav­ing sug­ges­ted any grounds of sus­pi­cion, how­ever re­motely, against a per­son whom he had nev­er seen; and I thought of let­ting him know my mind in Greek, which, at the same time that it would fur­nish some pre­sump­tion that I was no swind­ler, would also (I hoped) com­pel the bish­op to reply in the same lan­guage; in which case I doubted not to make it ap­pear that if I was not so rich as his lord­ship, I was a far bet­ter Gre­cian. Calmer thoughts, how­ever, drove this boy­ish design out of my mind; for I con­sidered that the bish­op was in the right to coun­sel an old ser­vant; that he could not have de­signed that his ad­vice should be re­por­ted to me; and that the same coarse­ness of mind which had led Mrs. Betty to re­peat the ad­vice at all, might have col­oured it in a way more agree­able to her own style of think­ing than to the ac­tu­al ex­pres­sions of the worthy bish­op.

			I left the lodgings the very same hour, and this turned out a very un­for­tu­nate oc­cur­rence for me, be­cause, liv­ing hence­for­ward at inns, I was drained of my money very rap­idly. In a fort­night I was re­duced to short al­low­ance; that is, I could al­low my­self only one meal a day. From the keen ap­pet­ite pro­duced by con­stant ex­er­cise and moun­tain air, act­ing on a youth­ful stom­ach, I soon began to suf­fer greatly on this slender re­gi­men, for the single meal which I could ven­ture to or­der was cof­fee or tea. Even this, how­ever, was at length with­drawn; and af­ter­wards, so long as I re­mained in Wales, I sub­sisted either on black­ber­ries, hips, haws, etc., or on the cas­u­al hos­pit­al­it­ies which I now and then re­ceived in re­turn for such little ser­vices as I had an op­por­tun­ity of ren­der­ing. Some­times I wrote let­ters of busi­ness for cot­tagers who happened to have re­l­at­ives in Liv­er­pool or in Lon­don; more of­ten I wrote love-let­ters to their sweet­hearts for young wo­men who had lived as ser­vants at Shrews­bury or oth­er towns on the Eng­lish bor­der. On all such oc­ca­sions I gave great sat­is­fac­tion to my humble friends, and was gen­er­ally treated with hos­pit­al­ity; and once in par­tic­u­lar, near the vil­lage of Llan-y-styndw (or some such name), in a se­questered part of Me­rion­eth­shire, I was en­ter­tained for up­wards of three days by a fam­ily of young people with an af­fec­tion­ate and fraternal kind­ness that left an im­pres­sion upon my heart not yet im­paired. The fam­ily con­sisted at that time of four sis­ters and three broth­ers, all grown up, and all re­mark­able for el­eg­ance and del­ic­acy of man­ners. So much beauty, and so much nat­ive good breed­ing and re­fine­ment, I do not re­mem­ber to have seen be­fore or since in any cot­tage, ex­cept once or twice in West­mo­re­land and Devon­shire. They spoke Eng­lish, an ac­com­plish­ment not of­ten met with in so many mem­bers of one fam­ily, es­pe­cially in vil­lages re­mote from the high road. Here I wrote, on my first in­tro­duc­tion, a let­ter about prize-money, for one of the broth­ers, who had served on board an Eng­lish man-of-war; and, more privately, two love-let­ters for two of the sis­ters. They were both in­ter­est­ing-look­ing girls, and one of un­com­mon love­li­ness. In the midst of their con­fu­sion and blushes, whilst dic­tat­ing, or rather giv­ing me gen­er­al in­struc­tions, it did not re­quire any great pen­et­ra­tion to dis­cov­er that what they wished was that their let­ters should be as kind as was con­sist­ent with prop­er maid­enly pride. I con­trived so to tem­per my ex­pres­sions as to re­con­cile the grat­i­fic­a­tion of both feel­ings; and they were as much pleased with the way in which I had ex­pressed their thoughts as (in their sim­pli­city) they were as­ton­ished at my hav­ing so read­ily dis­covered them. The re­cep­tion one meets with from the wo­men of a fam­ily gen­er­ally de­term­ines the ten­or of one’s whole en­ter­tain­ment. In this case I had dis­charged my con­fid­en­tial du­ties as sec­ret­ary so much to the gen­er­al sat­is­fac­tion, per­haps also amus­ing them with my con­ver­sa­tion, that I was pressed to stay with a cor­di­al­ity which I had little in­clin­a­tion to res­ist. I slept with the broth­ers, the only un­oc­cu­pied bed stand­ing in the apart­ment of the young wo­men; but in all oth­er points they treated me with a re­spect not usu­ally paid to purses as light as mine—as if my schol­ar­ship were suf­fi­cient evid­ence that I was of “gentle blood.” Thus I lived with them for three days and great part of a fourth; and, from the un­di­min­ished kind­ness which they con­tin­ued to show me, I be­lieve I might have stayed with them up to this time, if their power had cor­res­pon­ded with their wishes. On the last morn­ing, how­ever, I per­ceived upon their coun­ten­ances, as they sat at break­fast, the ex­pres­sion of some un­pleas­ant com­mu­nic­a­tion which was at hand; and soon after, one of the broth­ers ex­plained to me that their par­ents had gone, the day be­fore my ar­rival, to an an­nu­al meet­ing of Meth­od­ists, held at Carn­arvon, and were that day ex­pec­ted to re­turn; “and if they should not be so civil as they ought to be,” he begged, on the part of all the young people, that I would not take it amiss. The par­ents re­turned with churl­ish faces, and “Dym Sas­sen­ach” (no Eng­lish) in an­swer to all my ad­dresses. I saw how mat­ters stood; and so, tak­ing an af­fec­tion­ate leave of my kind and in­ter­est­ing young hosts, I went my way; for, though they spoke warmly to their par­ents in my be­half, and of­ten ex­cused the man­ner of the old people by say­ing it was “only their way,” yet I eas­ily un­der­stood that my tal­ent for writ­ing love-let­ters would do as little to re­com­mend me with two grave sexa­gen­ari­an Welsh Meth­od­ists as my Greek sapphics or al­ca­ics; and what had been hos­pit­al­ity when offered to me with the gra­cious cour­tesy of my young friends, would be­come char­ity when con­nec­ted with the harsh de­mean­our of these old people. Cer­tainly, Mr. Shel­ley is right in his no­tions about old age: un­less power­fully coun­ter­ac­ted by all sorts of op­pos­ite agen­cies, it is a miser­able cor­rupter and blight­er to the gen­i­al char­it­ies of the hu­man heart.

			Soon after this I con­trived, by means which I must omit for want of room, to trans­fer my­self to Lon­don. And now began the lat­ter and fiercer stage of my long suf­fer­ings; without us­ing a dis­pro­por­tion­ate ex­pres­sion I might say, of my agony. For I now suffered, for up­wards of six­teen weeks, the phys­ic­al an­guish of hun­ger in vari­ous de­grees of in­tens­ity; but as bit­ter, per­haps, as ever any hu­man be­ing can have suffered who has sur­vived it. I would not need­lessly har­ass my read­er’s feel­ings by a de­tail of all that I en­dured; for ex­tremit­ies such as these, un­der any cir­cum­stances of heav­iest mis­con­duct or guilt, can­not be con­tem­plated, even in de­scrip­tion, without a rue­ful pity that is pain­ful to the nat­ur­al good­ness of the hu­man heart. Let it suf­fice, at least on this oc­ca­sion, to say that a few frag­ments of bread from the break­fast-table of one in­di­vidu­al (who sup­posed me to be ill, but did not know of my be­ing in ut­ter want), and these at un­cer­tain in­ter­vals, con­sti­tuted my whole sup­port. Dur­ing the former part of my suf­fer­ings (that is, gen­er­ally in Wales, and al­ways for the first two months in Lon­don) I was house­less, and very sel­dom slept un­der a roof. To this con­stant ex­pos­ure to the open air I ascribe it mainly that I did not sink un­der my tor­ments. Lat­terly, how­ever, when colder and more in­clement weath­er came on, and when, from the length of my suf­fer­ings, I had be­gun to sink in­to a more lan­guish­ing con­di­tion, it was no doubt for­tu­nate for me that the same per­son to whose break­fast-table I had ac­cess, al­lowed me to sleep in a large un­oc­cu­pied house of which he was ten­ant. Un­oc­cu­pied I call it, for there was no house­hold or es­tab­lish­ment in it; nor any fur­niture, in­deed, ex­cept a table and a few chairs. But I found, on tak­ing pos­ses­sion of my new quar­ters, that the house already con­tained one single in­mate, a poor friend­less child, ap­par­ently ten years old; but she seemed hun­ger-bit­ten, and suf­fer­ings of that sort of­ten make chil­dren look older than they are. From this for­lorn child I learned that she had slept and lived there alone for some time be­fore I came; and great joy the poor creature ex­pressed when she found that I was in fu­ture to be her com­pan­ion through the hours of dark­ness. The house was large, and, from the want of fur­niture, the noise of the rats made a prodi­gious echo­ing on the spa­cious stair­case and hall; and amidst the real fleshly ills of cold and, I fear, hun­ger, the for­saken child had found leis­ure to suf­fer still more (it ap­peared) from the self-cre­ated one of ghosts. I prom­ised her pro­tec­tion against all ghosts what­so­ever, but alas! I could of­fer her no oth­er as­sist­ance. We lay upon the floor, with a bundle of cursed law pa­pers for a pil­low, but with no oth­er cov­er­ing than a sort of large horse­man’s cloak; af­ter­wards, how­ever, we dis­covered in a gar­ret an old sofa-cov­er, a small piece of rug, and some frag­ments of oth­er art­icles, which ad­ded a little to our warmth. The poor child crept close to me for warmth, and for se­cur­ity against her ghostly en­emies. When I was not more than usu­ally ill I took her in­to my arms, so that in gen­er­al she was tol­er­ably warm, and of­ten slept when I could not, for dur­ing the last two months of my suf­fer­ings I slept much in day­time, and was apt to fall in­to tran­si­ent dos­ings at all hours. But my sleep dis­tressed me more than my watch­ing, for be­side the tu­mul­tu­ous­ness of my dreams (which were only not so aw­ful as those which I shall have to de­scribe here­after as pro­duced by opi­um), my sleep was nev­er more than what is called dog-sleep; so that I could hear my­self moan­ing, and was of­ten, as it seemed to me, awakened sud­denly by my own voice; and about this time a hideous sen­sa­tion began to haunt me as soon as I fell in­to a slum­ber, which has since re­turned upon me at dif­fer­ent peri­ods of my life—viz., a sort of twitch­ing (I know not where, but ap­par­ently about the re­gion of the stom­ach) which com­pelled me vi­ol­ently to throw out my feet for the sake of re­liev­ing it. This sen­sa­tion com­ing on as soon as I began to sleep, and the ef­fort to re­lieve it con­stantly awak­ing me, at length I slept only from ex­haus­tion; and from in­creas­ing weak­ness (as I said be­fore) I was con­stantly fall­ing asleep and con­stantly awak­ing. Mean­time, the mas­ter of the house some­times came in upon us sud­denly, and very early; some­times not till ten o’clock, some­times not at all. He was in con­stant fear of bailiffs. Im­prov­ing on the plan of Crom­well, every night he slept in a dif­fer­ent quarter of Lon­don; and I ob­served that he nev­er failed to ex­am­ine through a private win­dow the ap­pear­ance of those who knocked at the door be­fore he would al­low it to be opened. He breaks­fas­ted alone; in­deed, his tea equipage would hardly have ad­mit­ted of his haz­ard­ing an in­vit­a­tion to a second per­son, any more than the quant­ity of es­cu­lent matéri­el, which for the most part was little more than a roll or a few bis­cuits which he had bought on his road from the place where he had slept. Or, if he had asked a party—as I once learn­edly and fa­cetiously ob­served to him—the sev­er­al mem­bers of it must have stood in the re­la­tion to each oth­er (not sat in any re­la­tion whatever) of suc­ces­sion, as the meta­phys­i­cians have it, and not of a co­ex­ist­ence; in the re­la­tion of the parts of time, and not of the parts of space. Dur­ing his break­fast I gen­er­ally con­trived a reas­on for loun­ging in, and, with an air of as much in­dif­fer­ence as I could as­sume, took up such frag­ments as he had left; some­times, in­deed, there were none at all. In do­ing this I com­mit­ted no rob­bery ex­cept upon the man him­self, who was thus ob­liged (I be­lieve) now and then to send out at noon for an ex­tra bis­cuit; for as to the poor child, she was nev­er ad­mit­ted in­to his study (if I may give that name to his chief de­pos­it­ory of parch­ments, law writ­ings, etc.); that room was to her the Blue­beard room of the house, be­ing reg­u­larly locked on his de­par­ture to din­ner, about six o’clock, which usu­ally was his fi­nal de­par­ture for the night. Wheth­er this child were an il­le­git­im­ate daugh­ter of Mr. ———, or only a ser­vant, I could not as­cer­tain; she did not her­self know; but cer­tainly she was treated al­to­geth­er as a meni­al ser­vant. No soon­er did Mr. ——— make his ap­pear­ance than she went be­low stairs, brushed his shoes, coat, etc.; and, ex­cept when she was summoned to run an er­rand, she nev­er emerged from the dis­mal Tar­tarus of the kit­chen, etc., to the up­per air un­til my wel­come knock at night called up her little trem­bling foot­steps to the front door. Of her life dur­ing the day­time, how­ever, I knew little but what I gathered from her own ac­count at night, for as soon as the hours of busi­ness com­menced I saw that my ab­sence would be ac­cept­able, and in gen­er­al, there­fore, I went off and sat in the parks or else­where un­til night­fall.

			But who and what, mean­time, was the mas­ter of the house him­self? Read­er, he was one of those an­om­al­ous prac­ti­tion­ers in lower de­part­ments of the law who—what shall I say?—who on pruden­tial reas­ons, or from ne­ces­sity, deny them­selves all in­dul­gence in the lux­ury of too del­ic­ate a con­science, (a peri­phrasis which might be abridged con­sid­er­ably, but that I leave to the read­er’s taste): in many walks of life a con­science is a more ex­pens­ive en­cum­brance than a wife or a car­riage; and just as people talk of “lay­ing down” their car­riages, so I sup­pose my friend Mr. ——— had “laid down” his con­science for a time, mean­ing, doubt­less, to re­sume it as soon as he could af­ford it. The in­ner eco­nomy of such a man’s daily life would present a most strange pic­ture, if I could al­low my­self to amuse the read­er at his ex­pense. Even with my lim­ited op­por­tun­it­ies for ob­serving what went on, I saw many scenes of Lon­don in­trigues and com­plex chi­canery, “cycle and epi­cycle, orb in orb,” at which I some­times smile to this day, and at which I smiled then, in spite of my misery. My situ­ation, how­ever, at that time gave me little ex­per­i­ence in my own per­son of any qual­it­ies in Mr. ———’s char­ac­ter but such as did him hon­our; and of his whole strange com­pos­i­tion I must for­get everything but that to­wards me he was ob­li­ging, and to the ex­tent of his power, gen­er­ous.

			That power was not, in­deed, very ex­tens­ive; how­ever, in com­mon with the rats, I sat rent free; and as Dr. John­son has re­cor­ded that he nev­er but once in his life had as much wall-fruit as he could eat, so let me be grate­ful that on that single oc­ca­sion I had as large a choice of apart­ments in a Lon­don man­sion as I could pos­sibly de­sire. Ex­cept the Blue­beard room, which the poor child be­lieved to be haunted, all oth­ers, from the at­tics to the cel­lars, were at our ser­vice; “the world was all be­fore us,” and we pitched our tent for the night in any spot we chose. This house I have already de­scribed as a large one; it stands in a con­spicu­ous situ­ation and in a well-known part of Lon­don. Many of my read­ers will have passed it, I doubt not, with­in a few hours of read­ing this. For my­self, I nev­er fail to vis­it it when busi­ness draws me to Lon­don; about ten o’clock this very night, Au­gust 15, 1821—be­ing my birth­day—I turned aside from my even­ing walk down Ox­ford Street, pur­posely to take a glance at it; it is now oc­cu­pied by a re­spect­able fam­ily, and by the lights in the front draw­ing-room I ob­served a do­mest­ic party as­sembled, per­haps at tea, and ap­par­ently cheer­ful and gay. Mar­vel­lous con­trast, in my eyes, to the dark­ness, cold, si­lence, and des­ol­a­tion of that same house eight­een years ago, when its nightly oc­cu­pants were one fam­ish­ing schol­ar and a neg­lected child. Her, by the by, in af­teryears I vainly en­deav­oured to trace. Apart from her situ­ation, she was not what would be called an in­ter­est­ing child; she was neither pretty, nor quick in un­der­stand­ing, nor re­mark­ably pleas­ing in man­ners. But, thank God! even in those years I needed not the em­bel­lish­ments of nov­el ac­cessor­ies to con­cili­ate my af­fec­tions: plain hu­man nature, in its humblest and most homely ap­par­el, was enough for me, and I loved the child be­cause she was my part­ner in wretched­ness. If she is now liv­ing she is prob­ably a moth­er, with chil­dren of her own; but, as I have said, I could nev­er trace her.

			This I re­gret; but an­oth­er per­son there was at that time whom I have since sought to trace with far deep­er earn­est­ness, and with far deep­er sor­row at my fail­ure. This per­son was a young wo­man, and one of that un­happy class who sub­sist upon the wages of pros­ti­tu­tion. I feel no shame, nor have any reas­on to feel it, in avow­ing that I was then on fa­mil­i­ar and friendly terms with many wo­men in that un­for­tu­nate con­di­tion. The read­er needs neither smile at this avow­al nor frown; for, not to re­mind my clas­sic­al read­ers of the old Lat­in pro­verb, “Sine cer­ere,” etc., it may well be sup­posed that in the ex­ist­ing state of my purse my con­nec­tion with such wo­men could not have been an im­pure one. But the truth is, that at no time of my life have I been a per­son to hold my­self pol­luted by the touch or ap­proach of any creature that wore a hu­man shape; on the con­trary, from my very earli­est youth it has been my pride to con­verse fa­mil­iarly, more So­cra­tio, with all hu­man be­ings, man, wo­man, and child, that chance might fling in my way; a prac­tice which is friendly to the know­ledge of hu­man nature, to good feel­ings, and to that frank­ness of ad­dress which be­comes a man who would be thought a philo­soph­er. For a philo­soph­er should not see with the eyes of the poor lim­it­ary creature call­ing him­self a man of the world, and filled with nar­row and self-re­gard­ing pre­ju­dices of birth and edu­ca­tion, but should look upon him­self as a cath­ol­ic creature, and as stand­ing in equal re­la­tion to high and low, to edu­cated and un­educated, to the guilty and the in­no­cent. Be­ing my­self at that time of ne­ces­sity a peri­pat­et­ic, or a walk­er of the streets, I nat­ur­ally fell in more fre­quently with those fe­male peri­pat­et­ics who are tech­nic­ally called street­walk­ers. Many of these wo­men had oc­ca­sion­ally taken my part against watch­men who wished to drive me off the steps of houses where I was sit­ting. But one amongst them, the one on whose ac­count I have at all in­tro­duced this sub­ject—yet no! let me not class the, oh! noble-minded Ann—with that or­der of wo­men. Let me find, if it be pos­sible, some gentler name to des­ig­nate the con­di­tion of her to whose bounty and com­pas­sion, min­is­ter­ing to my ne­ces­sit­ies when all the world had for­saken me, I owe it that I am at this time alive. For many weeks I had walked at nights with this poor friend­less girl up and down Ox­ford Street, or had res­ted with her on steps and un­der the shel­ter of por­ti­coes. She could not be so old as my­self; she told me, in­deed, that she had not com­pleted her six­teenth year. By such ques­tions as my in­terest about her promp­ted I had gradu­ally drawn forth her simple his­tory. Hers was a case of or­din­ary oc­cur­rence (as I have since had reas­on to think), and one in which, if Lon­don be­ne­fi­cence had bet­ter ad­ap­ted its ar­range­ments to meet it, the power of the law might of­ten­er be in­ter­posed to pro­tect and to avenge. But the stream of Lon­don char­ity flows in a chan­nel which, though deep and mighty, is yet noise­less and un­der­ground; not ob­vi­ous or read­ily ac­cess­ible to poor house­less wan­der­ers; and it can­not be denied that the out­side air and frame­work of Lon­don so­ci­ety is harsh, cruel, and re­puls­ive. In any case, how­ever, I saw that part of her in­jur­ies might eas­ily have been re­dressed, and I urged her of­ten and earn­estly to lay her com­plaint be­fore a ma­gis­trate. Friend­less as she was, I as­sured her that she would meet with im­me­di­ate at­ten­tion, and that Eng­lish justice, which was no re­specter of per­sons, would speedily and amply avenge her on the bru­tal ruf­fi­an who had plundered her little prop­erty. She prom­ised me of­ten that she would, but she delayed tak­ing the steps I poin­ted out from time to time, for she was tim­id and de­jec­ted to a de­gree which showed how deeply sor­row had taken hold of her young heart; and per­haps she thought justly that the most up­right judge and the most right­eous tribunals could do noth­ing to re­pair her heav­iest wrongs. Some­thing, how­ever, would per­haps have been done, for it had been settled between us at length, but un­hap­pily on the very last time but one that I was ever to see her, that in a day or two we should go to­geth­er be­fore a ma­gis­trate, and that I should speak on her be­half. This little ser­vice it was destined, how­ever, that I should nev­er real­ise. Mean­time, that which she rendered to me, and which was great­er than I could ever have re­paid her, was this:—One night, when we were pa­cing slowly along Ox­ford Street, and after a day when I had felt more than usu­ally ill and faint, I re­ques­ted her to turn off with me in­to Soho Square. Thith­er we went, and we sat down on the steps of a house, which to this hour I nev­er pass without a pang of grief and an in­ner act of homage to the spir­it of that un­happy girl, in memory of the noble ac­tion which she there per­formed. Sud­denly, as we sat, I grew much worse. I had been lean­ing my head against her bos­om, and all at once I sank from her arms and fell back­wards on the steps. From the sen­sa­tions I then had, I felt an in­ner con­vic­tion of the live­li­est kind, that without some power­ful and re­viv­ing stim­u­lus I should either have died on the spot, or should at least have sunk to a point of ex­haus­tion from which all re-as­cent un­der my friend­less cir­cum­stances would soon have be­come hope­less. Then it was, at this crisis of my fate, that my poor orphan com­pan­ion, who had her­self met with little but in­jur­ies in this world, stretched out a sav­ing hand to me. Ut­ter­ing a cry of ter­ror, but without a mo­ment’s delay, she ran off in­to Ox­ford Street, and in less time than could be ima­gined re­turned to me with a glass of port wine and spices, that ac­ted upon my empty stom­ach, which at that time would have re­jec­ted all sol­id food, with an in­stant­an­eous power of res­tor­a­tion; and for this glass the gen­er­ous girl without a mur­mur paid out of her humble purse at a time—be it re­membered!—when she had scarcely where­with­al to pur­chase the bare ne­ces­sar­ies of life, and when she could have no reas­on to ex­pect that I should ever be able to re­im­burse her.

			Oh, youth­ful be­ne­fact­ress! how of­ten in suc­ceed­ing years, stand­ing in sol­it­ary places, and think­ing of thee with grief of heart and per­fect love—how of­ten have I wished that, as in an­cient times, the curse of a fath­er was be­lieved to have a su­per­nat­ur­al power, and to pur­sue its ob­ject with a fatal ne­ces­sity of self-ful­fil­ment; even so the be­ne­dic­tion of a heart op­pressed with grat­it­ude might have a like prerog­at­ive, might have power giv­en to it from above to chase, to haunt, to way­lay, to over­take, to pur­sue thee in­to the cent­ral dark­ness of a Lon­don brothel, or (if it were pos­sible) in­to the dark­ness of the grave, there to awaken thee with an au­then­t­ic mes­sage of peace and for­give­ness, and of fi­nal re­con­cili­ation!

			I do not of­ten weep: for not only do my thoughts on sub­jects con­nec­ted with the chief in­terests of man daily, nay hourly, des­cend a thou­sand fathoms “too deep for tears;” not only does the stern­ness of my habits of thought present an ant­ag­on­ism to the feel­ings which prompt tears—want­ing of ne­ces­sity to those who, be­ing pro­tec­ted usu­ally by their lev­ity from any tend­ency to med­it­at­ive sor­row, would by that same lev­ity be made in­cap­able of res­ist­ing it on any cas­u­al ac­cess of such feel­ings; but also, I be­lieve that all minds which have con­tem­plated such ob­jects as deeply as I have done, must, for their own pro­tec­tion from ut­ter des­pond­ency, have early en­cour­aged and cher­ished some tran­quil­lising be­lief as to the fu­ture bal­ances and the hiero­glyph­ic mean­ings of hu­man suf­fer­ings. On these ac­counts I am cheer­ful to this hour, and, as I have said, I do not of­ten weep. Yet some feel­ings, though not deep­er or more pas­sion­ate, are more tender than oth­ers; and of­ten, when I walk at this time in Ox­ford Street by dreamy lamp­light, and hear those airs played on a bar­rel-or­gan which years ago solaced me and my dear com­pan­ion (as I must al­ways call her), I shed tears, and muse with my­self at the mys­ter­i­ous dis­pens­a­tion which so sud­denly and so crit­ic­ally sep­ar­ated us forever. How it happened the read­er will un­der­stand from what re­mains of this in­tro­duct­ory nar­ra­tion.

			Soon after the peri­od of the last in­cid­ent I have re­cor­ded I met in Al­bemarle Street a gen­tle­man of his late Majesty’s house­hold. This gen­tle­man had re­ceived hos­pit­al­it­ies on dif­fer­ent oc­ca­sions from my fam­ily, and he chal­lenged me upon the strength of my fam­ily like­ness. I did not at­tempt any dis­guise; I answered his ques­tions in­genu­ously, and, on his pledging his word of hon­our that he would not be­tray me to my guard­i­ans, I gave him an ad­dress to my friend the at­tor­ney’s. The next day I re­ceived from him a £10 bank­note. The let­ter en­clos­ing it was de­livered with oth­er let­ters of busi­ness to the at­tor­ney, but though his look and man­ner in­formed me that he sus­pec­ted its con­tents, he gave it up to me hon­our­ably and without de­mur.

			This present, from the par­tic­u­lar ser­vice to which it was ap­plied, leads me nat­ur­ally to speak of the pur­pose which had al­lured me up to Lon­don, and which I had been (to use a forensic word) so­li­cit­ing from the first day of my ar­rival in Lon­don to that of my fi­nal de­par­ture.

			In so mighty a world as Lon­don it will sur­prise my read­ers that I should not have found some means of starving off the last ex­tremit­ies of pen­ury; and it will strike them that two re­sources at least must have been open to me—viz., either to seek as­sist­ance from the friends of my fam­ily, or to turn my youth­ful tal­ents and at­tain­ments in­to some chan­nel of pe­cu­ni­ary emolu­ment. As to the first course, I may ob­serve gen­er­ally, that what I dreaded bey­ond all oth­er evils was the chance of be­ing re­claimed by my guard­i­ans; not doubt­ing that whatever power the law gave them would have been en­forced against me to the ut­most—that is, to the ex­tremity of for­cibly restor­ing me to the school which I had quit­ted, a res­tor­a­tion which, as it would in my eyes have been a dis­hon­our, even if sub­mit­ted to vol­un­tar­ily, could not fail, when ex­tor­ted from me in con­tempt and de­fi­ance of my own wishes and ef­forts, to have been a hu­mi­li­ation worse to me than death, and which would in­deed have ter­min­ated in death. I was there­fore shy enough of ap­ply­ing for as­sist­ance even in those quar­ters where I was sure of re­ceiv­ing it, at the risk of fur­nish­ing my guard­i­ans with any clue of re­cov­er­ing me. But as to Lon­don in par­tic­u­lar, though doubt­less my fath­er had in his life­time had many friends there, yet (as ten years had passed since his death) I re­membered few of them even by name; and nev­er hav­ing seen Lon­don be­fore, ex­cept once for a few hours, I knew not the ad­dress of even those few. To this mode of gain­ing help, there­fore, in part the dif­fi­culty, but much more the para­mount fear which I have men­tioned, ha­bitu­ally in­dis­posed me. In re­gard to the oth­er mode, I now feel half in­clined to join my read­er in won­der­ing that I should have over­looked it. As a cor­rect­or of Greek proofs (if in no oth­er way) I might doubt­less have gained enough for my slender wants. Such an of­fice as this I could have dis­charged with an ex­em­plary and punc­tu­al ac­cur­acy that would soon have gained me the con­fid­ence of my em­ploy­ers. But it must not be for­got­ten that, even for such an of­fice as this, it was ne­ces­sary that I should first of all have an in­tro­duc­tion to some re­spect­able pub­lish­er, and this I had no means of ob­tain­ing. To say the truth, how­ever, it had nev­er once oc­curred to me to think of lit­er­ary la­bours as a source of profit. No mode suf­fi­ciently speedy of ob­tain­ing money had ever oc­curred to me but that of bor­row­ing it on the strength of my fu­ture claims and ex­pect­a­tions. This mode I sought by every av­en­ue to com­pass; and amongst oth­er per­sons I ap­plied to a Jew named D——.4

			To this Jew, and to oth­er ad­vert­ising moneylenders (some of whom were, I be­lieve, also Jews), I had in­tro­duced my­self with an ac­count of my ex­pect­a­tions; which ac­count, on ex­amin­ing my fath­er’s will at Doc­tors’ Com­mons, they had as­cer­tained to be cor­rect. The per­son there men­tioned as the second son of ——— was found to have all the claims (or more than all) that I had stated; but one ques­tion still re­mained, which the faces of the Jews pretty sig­ni­fic­antly sug­ges­ted—was I that per­son? This doubt had nev­er oc­curred to me as a pos­sible one; I had rather feared, whenev­er my Jew­ish friends scru­tin­ised me keenly, that I might be too well known to be that per­son, and that some scheme might be passing in their minds for en­trap­ping me and selling me to my guard­i­ans. It was strange to me to find my own self ma­ter­i­a­l­iter con­sidered (so I ex­pressed it, for I doted on lo­gic­al ac­cur­acy of dis­tinc­tions), ac­cused, or at least sus­pec­ted, of coun­ter­feit­ing my own self form­a­l­iter con­sidered. How­ever, to sat­is­fy their scruples, I took the only course in my power. Whilst I was in Wales I had re­ceived vari­ous let­ters from young friends: these I pro­duced, for I car­ried them con­stantly in my pock­et, be­ing, in­deed, by this time al­most the only rel­ics of my per­son­al en­cum­brances (ex­cept­ing the clothes I wore) which I had not in one way or oth­er dis­posed of. Most of these let­ters were from the Earl of ———, who was at that time my chief (or rather only) con­fid­en­tial friend. These let­ters were dated from Eton. I had also some from the Mar­quis of ———, his fath­er, who, though ab­sorbed in ag­ri­cul­tur­al pur­suits, yet hav­ing been an Eto­ni­an him­self, and as good a schol­ar as a no­ble­man needs to be, still re­tained an af­fec­tion for clas­sic­al stud­ies and for youth­ful schol­ars. He had ac­cord­ingly, from the time that I was fif­teen, cor­res­pon­ded with me; some­times upon the great im­prove­ments which he had made or was med­it­at­ing in the counties of M—— and Sl—— since I had been there, some­times upon the mer­its of a Lat­in poet, and at oth­er times sug­gest­ing sub­jects to me on which he wished me to write verses.

			On read­ing the let­ters, one of my Jew­ish friends agreed to fur­nish me with two or three hun­dred pounds on my per­son­al se­cur­ity, provided I could per­suade the young Earl ——— who was, by the way, not older than my­self—to guar­an­tee the pay­ment on our com­ing of age; the Jew’s fi­nal ob­ject be­ing, as I now sup­pose, not the tri­fling profit he could ex­pect to make by me, but the pro­spect of es­tab­lish­ing a con­nec­tion with my noble friend, whose im­mense ex­pect­a­tions were well known to him. In pur­su­ance of this pro­pos­al on the part of the Jew, about eight or nine days after I had re­ceived the £10, I pre­pared to go down to Eton. Nearly £3 of the money I had giv­en to my money-lend­ing friend, on his al­leging that the stamps must be bought, in or­der that the writ­ings might be pre­par­ing whilst I was away from Lon­don. I thought in my heart that he was ly­ing; but I did not wish to give him any ex­cuse for char­ging his own delays upon me. A smal­ler sum I had giv­en to my friend the at­tor­ney (who was con­nec­ted with the moneylenders as their law­yer), to which, in­deed, he was en­titled for his un­fur­nished lodgings. About fif­teen shil­lings I had em­ployed in rees­tab­lish­ing (though in a very humble way) my dress. Of the re­mainder I gave one quarter to Ann, mean­ing on my re­turn to have di­vided with her whatever might re­main. These ar­range­ments made, soon after six o’clock on a dark winter even­ing I set off, ac­com­pan­ied by Ann, to­wards Pic­ca­dilly; for it was my in­ten­tion to go down as far as Salt­h­ill on the Bath or Bris­tol mail. Our course lay through a part of the town which has now all dis­ap­peared, so that I can no longer re­trace its an­cient bound­ar­ies—Swal­low Street, I think it was called. Hav­ing time enough be­fore us, how­ever, we bore away to the left un­til we came in­to Golden Square; there, near the corner of Sher­rard Street, we sat down, not wish­ing to part in the tu­mult and blaze of Pic­ca­dilly. I had told her of my plans some time be­fore, and I now as­sured her again that she should share in my good for­tune, if I met with any, and that I would nev­er for­sake her as soon as I had power to pro­tect her. This I fully in­ten­ded, as much from in­clin­a­tion as from a sense of duty; for set­ting aside grat­it­ude, which in any case must have made me her debt­or for life, I loved her as af­fec­tion­ately as if she had been my sis­ter; and at this mo­ment with sev­en­fold ten­der­ness, from pity at wit­ness­ing her ex­treme de­jec­tion. I had ap­par­ently most reas­on for de­jec­tion, be­cause I was leav­ing the sa­viour of my life; yet I, con­sid­er­ing the shock my health had re­ceived, was cheer­ful and full of hope. She, on the con­trary, who was part­ing with one who had had little means of serving her, ex­cept by kind­ness and broth­erly treat­ment, was over­come by sor­row; so that, when I kissed her at our fi­nal farewell, she put her arms about my neck and wept without speak­ing a word. I hoped to re­turn in a week at farthest, and I agreed with her that on the fifth night from that, and every night af­ter­wards, she would wait for me at six o’clock near the bot­tom of Great Titch­field Street, which had been our cus­tom­ary haven, as it were, of ren­dez­vous, to pre­vent our miss­ing each oth­er in the great Medi­ter­ranean of Ox­ford Street. This and oth­er meas­ures of pre­cau­tion I took; one only I for­got. She had either nev­er told me, or (as a mat­ter of no great in­terest) I had for­got­ten her sur­name. It is a gen­er­al prac­tice, in­deed, with girls of humble rank in her un­happy con­di­tion, not (as nov­el-read­ing wo­men of high­er pre­ten­sions) to style them­selves Miss Douglas, Miss Montague, etc., but simply by their Chris­ti­an names—Mary, Jane, Frances, etc. Her sur­name, as the surest means of tra­cing her here­after, I ought now to have in­quired; but the truth is, hav­ing no reas­on to think that our meet­ing could, in con­sequence of a short in­ter­rup­tion, be more dif­fi­cult or un­cer­tain than it had been for so many weeks, I had scarcely for a mo­ment ad­ver­ted to it as ne­ces­sary, or placed it amongst my memor­anda against this part­ing in­ter­view; and my fi­nal anxi­et­ies be­ing spent in com­fort­ing her with hopes, and in press­ing upon her the ne­ces­sity of get­ting some medi­cines for a vi­ol­ent cough and hoarse­ness with which she was troubled, I wholly for­got it un­til it was too late to re­call her.

			It was past eight o’clock when I reached the Gloucester Cof­fee­house, and the Bris­tol mail be­ing on the point of go­ing off, I moun­ted on the out­side. The fine flu­ent mo­tion5 of this mail soon laid me asleep: it is some­what re­mark­able that the first easy or re­fresh­ing sleep which I had en­joyed for some months, was on the out­side of a mail-coach—a bed which at this day I find rather an un­easy one. Con­nec­ted with this sleep was a little in­cid­ent which served, as hun­dreds of oth­ers did at that time, to con­vince me how eas­ily a man who has nev­er been in any great dis­tress may pass through life without know­ing, in his own per­son at least, any­thing of the pos­sible good­ness of the hu­man heart—or, as I must add with a sigh, of its pos­sible vile­ness. So thick a cur­tain of man­ners is drawn over the fea­tures and ex­pres­sion of men’s natures, that to the or­din­ary ob­serv­er the two ex­tremit­ies, and the in­fin­ite field of vari­et­ies which lie between them, are all con­foun­ded; the vast and mul­ti­tudin­ous com­pass of their sev­er­al har­mon­ies re­duced to the mea­gre out­line of dif­fer­ences ex­pressed in the gamut or al­pha­bet of ele­ment­ary sounds. The case was this: for the first four or five miles from Lon­don I an­noyed my fel­low-pas­sen­ger on the roof by oc­ca­sion­ally fall­ing against him when the coach gave a lurch to his side; and in­deed, if the road had been less smooth and level than it is, I should have fallen off from weak­ness. Of this an­noy­ance he com­plained heav­ily, as per­haps, in the same cir­cum­stances, most people would; he ex­pressed his com­plaint, how­ever, more mor­osely than the oc­ca­sion seemed to war­rant, and if I had par­ted with him at that mo­ment I should have thought of him (if I had con­sidered it worth while to think of him at all) as a surly and al­most bru­tal fel­low. How­ever, I was con­scious that I had giv­en him some cause for com­plaint, and there­fore I apo­lo­gized to him, and as­sured him I would do what I could to avoid fall­ing asleep for the fu­ture; and at the same time, in as few words as pos­sible, I ex­plained to him that I was ill and in a weak state from long suf­fer­ing, and that I could not af­ford at that time to take an in­side place. This man’s man­ner changed, upon hear­ing this ex­plan­a­tion, in an in­stant; and when I next woke for a minute from the noise and lights of Houn­slow (for in spite of my wishes and ef­forts I had fallen asleep again with­in two minutes from the time I had spoken to him) I found that he had put his arm round me to pro­tect me from fall­ing off, and for the rest of my jour­ney he be­haved to me with the gen­tle­ness of a wo­man, so that at length I al­most lay in his arms; and this was the more kind, as he could not have known that I was not go­ing the whole way to Bath or Bris­tol. Un­for­tu­nately, in­deed, I did go rather farther than I in­ten­ded, for so gen­i­al and so re­fresh­ing was my sleep, that the next time after leav­ing Houn­slow that I fully awoke was upon the sud­den pulling up of the mail (pos­sibly at a post-of­fice), and on in­quiry I found that we had reached Maid­en­head—six or sev­en miles, I think, ahead of Salt­h­ill. Here I alighted, and for the half-minute that the mail stopped I was en­treated by my friendly com­pan­ion (who, from the tran­si­ent glimpse I had had of him in Pic­ca­dilly, seemed to me to be a gen­tle­man’s but­ler, or per­son of that rank) to go to bed without delay. This I prom­ised, though with no in­ten­tion of do­ing so; and in fact I im­me­di­ately set for­ward, or rather back­ward, on foot. It must then have been nearly mid­night, but so slowly did I creep along that I heard a clock in a cot­tage strike four be­fore I turned down the lane from Slough to Eton. The air and the sleep had both re­freshed me; but I was weary nev­er­the­less. I re­mem­ber a thought (ob­vi­ous enough, and which has been pret­tily ex­pressed by a Ro­man poet) which gave me some con­sol­a­tion at that mo­ment un­der my poverty. There had been some time be­fore a murder com­mit­ted on or near Houn­slow Heath. I think I can­not be mis­taken when I say that the name of the murdered per­son was Steele, and that he was the own­er of a lav­ender plant­a­tion in that neigh­bour­hood. Every step of my pro­gress was bring­ing me near­er to the Heath, and it nat­ur­ally oc­curred to me that I and the ac­cused mur­der­er, if he were that night abroad, might at every in­stant be un­con­sciously ap­proach­ing each oth­er through the dark­ness; in which case, said I—sup­pos­ing I, in­stead of be­ing (as in­deed I am) little bet­ter than an out­cast—

			
				Lord of my learn­ing, and no land be­side—

			

			were, like my friend Lord ———, heir by gen­er­al re­pute to £70,000 per an­num, what a pan­ic should I be un­der at this mo­ment about my throat! In­deed, it was not likely that Lord ——— should ever be in my situ­ation. But nev­er­the­less, the spir­it of the re­mark re­mains true—that vast power and pos­ses­sions make a man shame­fully afraid of dy­ing; and I am con­vinced that many of the most in­trep­id ad­ven­tur­ers, who, by for­tu­nately be­ing poor, en­joy the full use of their nat­ur­al cour­age, would, if at the very in­stant of go­ing in­to ac­tion news were brought to them that they had un­ex­pec­tedly suc­ceeded to an es­tate in Eng­land of £50,000 a-year, feel their dis­like to bul­lets con­sid­er­ably sharpened,6 and their ef­forts at per­fect equan­im­ity and self-pos­ses­sion pro­por­tion­ably dif­fi­cult. So true it is, in the lan­guage of a wise man whose own ex­per­i­ence had made him ac­quain­ted with both for­tunes, that riches are bet­ter fit­ted

			
				
					To slack­en vir­tue, and abate her edge,
					

					Than tempt her to do ought may mer­it praise.
				

				Para­dise Re­gained.
			

			I dally with my sub­ject be­cause, to my­self, the re­mem­brance of these times is pro­foundly in­ter­est­ing. But my read­er shall not have any fur­ther cause to com­plain, for I now hasten to its close. In the road between Slough and Eton I fell asleep, and just as the morn­ing began to dawn I was awakened by the voice of a man stand­ing over me and sur­vey­ing me. I know not what he was: he was an ill-look­ing fel­low, but not there­fore of ne­ces­sity an ill-mean­ing fel­low; or, if he were, I sup­pose he thought that no per­son sleep­ing out-of-doors in winter could be worth rob­bing. In which con­clu­sion, how­ever, as it re­garded my­self, I beg to as­sure him, if he should be among my read­ers, that he was mis­taken. After a slight re­mark he passed on; and I was not sorry at his dis­turb­ance, as it en­abled me to pass through Eton be­fore people were gen­er­ally up. The night had been heavy and lower­ing, but to­wards the morn­ing it had changed to a slight frost, and the ground and the trees were now covered with rime. I slipped through Eton un­ob­served; washed my­self, and as far as pos­sible ad­jus­ted my dress, at a little pub­lic-house in Wind­sor; and about eight o’clock went down to­wards Pote’s. On my road I met some ju­ni­or boys, of whom I made in­quir­ies. An Eto­ni­an is al­ways a gen­tle­man; and, in spite of my shabby ha­bili­ments, they answered me civilly. My friend Lord ——— was gone to the Uni­ver­sity of ———. “Ibi om­nis ef­fusus labor!” I had, how­ever, oth­er friends at Eton; but it is not to all that wear that name in prosper­ity that a man is will­ing to present him­self in dis­tress. On re­col­lect­ing my­self, how­ever, I asked for the Earl of D——, to whom (though my ac­quaint­ance with him was not so in­tim­ate as with some oth­ers) I should not have shrunk from present­ing my­self un­der any cir­cum­stances. He was still at Eton, though I be­lieve on the wing for Cam­bridge. I called, was re­ceived kindly, and asked to break­fast.

			Here let me stop for a mo­ment to check my read­er from any er­ro­neous con­clu­sions. Be­cause I have had oc­ca­sion in­cid­ent­ally to speak of vari­ous pa­tri­cian friends, it must not be sup­posed that I have my­self any pre­ten­sion to rank and high blood. I thank God that I have not. I am the son of a plain Eng­lish mer­chant, es­teemed dur­ing his life for his great in­teg­rity, and strongly at­tached to lit­er­ary pur­suits (in­deed, he was him­self, an­onym­ously, an au­thor). If he had lived it was ex­pec­ted that he would have been very rich; but dy­ing pre­ma­turely, he left no more than about £30,000 amongst sev­en dif­fer­ent claimants. My moth­er I may men­tion with hon­our, as still more highly gif­ted; for though un­pre­tend­ing to the name and hon­ours of a lit­er­ary wo­man, I shall pre­sume to call her (what many lit­er­ary wo­men are not) an in­tel­lec­tu­al wo­man; and I be­lieve that if ever her let­ters should be col­lec­ted and pub­lished, they would be thought gen­er­ally to ex­hib­it as much strong and mas­cu­line sense, de­livered in as pure “moth­er Eng­lish,” racy and fresh with idio­mat­ic graces, as any in our lan­guage—hardly ex­cept­ing those of Lady M. W. Montague. These are my hon­ours of des­cent, I have no oth­er; and I have thanked God sin­cerely that I have not, be­cause, in my judg­ment, a sta­tion which raises a man too em­in­ently above the level of his fel­low-creatures is not the most fa­vour­able to mor­al or to in­tel­lec­tu­al qual­it­ies.

			Lord D—— placed be­fore me a most mag­ni­fi­cent break­fast. It was really so; but in my eyes it seemed trebly mag­ni­fi­cent, from be­ing the first reg­u­lar meal, the first “good man’s table,” that I had sat down to for months. Strange to say, how­ever, I could scarce eat any­thing. On the day when I first re­ceived my £10 bank­note I had gone to a baker’s shop and bought a couple of rolls; this very shop I had two months or six weeks be­fore sur­veyed with an eager­ness of de­sire which it was al­most hu­mi­li­at­ing to me to re­col­lect. I re­membered the story about Ot­way, and feared that there might be danger in eat­ing too rap­idly. But I had no need for alarm; my ap­pet­ite was quite sunk, and I be­came sick be­fore I had eaten half of what I had bought. This ef­fect from eat­ing what ap­proached to a meal I con­tin­ued to feel for weeks; or, when I did not ex­per­i­ence any naus­ea, part of what I ate was re­jec­ted, some­times with acid­ity, some­times im­me­di­ately and without any acid­ity. On the present oc­ca­sion, at Lord D——’s table, I found my­self not at all bet­ter than usu­al, and in the midst of lux­ur­ies I had no ap­pet­ite. I had, how­ever, un­for­tu­nately, at all times a crav­ing for wine; I ex­plained my situ­ation, there­fore, to Lord D——, and gave him a short ac­count of my late suf­fer­ings, at which he ex­pressed great com­pas­sion, and called for wine. This gave me a mo­ment­ary re­lief and pleas­ure; and on all oc­ca­sions when I had an op­por­tun­ity I nev­er failed to drink wine, which I wor­shipped then as I have since wor­shipped opi­um. I am con­vinced, how­ever, that this in­dul­gence in wine con­trib­uted to strengthen my mal­ady, for the tone of my stom­ach was ap­par­ently quite sunk, and by a bet­ter re­gi­men it might soon­er, and per­haps ef­fec­tu­ally, have been re­vived. I hope that it was not from this love of wine that I lingered in the neigh­bour­hood of my Eton friends; I per­suaded my­self then that it was from re­luct­ance to ask of Lord D——, on whom I was con­scious I had not suf­fi­cient claims, the par­tic­u­lar ser­vice in quest of which I had come down to Eton. I was, how­ever un­will­ing to lose my jour­ney, and—I asked it. Lord D——, whose good nature was un­boun­ded, and which, in re­gard to my­self, had been meas­ured rather by his com­pas­sion per­haps for my con­di­tion, and his know­ledge of my in­tim­acy with some of his re­l­at­ives, than by an over-rig­or­ous in­quiry in­to the ex­tent of my own dir­ect claims, faltered, nev­er­the­less, at this re­quest. He ac­know­ledged that he did not like to have any deal­ings with moneylenders, and feared lest such a trans­ac­tion might come to the ears of his con­nec­tions. Moreover, he doubted wheth­er his sig­na­ture, whose ex­pect­a­tions were so much more bounded than those of ———, would avail with my un­chris­ti­an friends. How­ever, he did not wish, as it seemed, to mor­ti­fy me by an ab­so­lute re­fus­al; for after a little con­sid­er­a­tion he prom­ised, un­der cer­tain con­di­tions which he poin­ted out, to give his se­cur­ity. Lord D—— was at this time not eight­een years of age; but I have of­ten doubted, on re­col­lect­ing since the good sense and prudence which on this oc­ca­sion he mingled with so much urban­ity of man­ner (an urban­ity which in him wore the grace of youth­ful sin­cer­ity), wheth­er any states­man—the old­est and the most ac­com­plished in dip­lomacy—could have ac­quit­ted him­self bet­ter un­der the same cir­cum­stances. Most people, in­deed, can­not be ad­dressed on such a busi­ness without sur­vey­ing you with looks as aus­tere and un­pro­pi­tious as those of a Sara­cen’s head.

			Re­com­for­ted by this prom­ise, which was not quite equal to the best but far above the worst that I had pic­tured to my­self as pos­sible, I re­turned in a Wind­sor coach to Lon­don three days after I had quit­ted it. And now I come to the end of my story. The Jews did not ap­prove of Lord D——’s terms; wheth­er they would in the end have ac­ceded to them, and were only seek­ing time for mak­ing due in­quir­ies, I know not; but many delays were made, time passed on, the small frag­ment of my bank­note had just melted away, and be­fore any con­clu­sion could have been put to the busi­ness I must have re­lapsed in­to my former state of wretched­ness. Sud­denly, how­ever, at this crisis, an open­ing was made, al­most by ac­ci­dent, for re­con­cili­ation with my friends; I quit­ted Lon­don in haste for a re­mote part of Eng­land; after some time I pro­ceeded to the uni­ver­sity, and it was not un­til many months had passed away that I had it in my power again to re­vis­it the ground which had be­come so in­ter­est­ing to me, and to this day re­mains so, as the chief scene of my youth­ful suf­fer­ings.

			Mean­time, what had be­come of poor Ann? For her I have re­served my con­clud­ing words. Ac­cord­ing to our agree­ment, I sought her daily, and waited for her every night, so long as I stayed in Lon­don, at the corner of Titch­field Street. I in­quired for her of every­one who was likely to know her, and dur­ing the last hours of my stay in Lon­don I put in­to activ­ity every means of tra­cing her that my know­ledge of Lon­don sug­ges­ted and the lim­ited ex­tent of my power made pos­sible. The street where she had lodged I knew, but not the house; and I re­membered at last some ac­count which she had giv­en me of ill-treat­ment from her land­lord, which made it prob­able that she had quit­ted those lodgings be­fore we par­ted. She had few ac­quaint­ances; most people, be­sides, thought that the earn­est­ness of my in­quir­ies arose from motives which moved their laughter or their slight re­gard; and oth­ers, think­ing I was in chase of a girl who had robbed me of some trifles, were nat­ur­ally and ex­cus­ably in­dis­posed to give me any clue to her, if in­deed they had any to give. Fi­nally as my des­pair­ing re­source, on the day I left Lon­don I put in­to the hands of the only per­son who (I was sure) must know Ann by sight, from hav­ing been in com­pany with us once or twice, an ad­dress to ———, in ——shire, at that time the res­id­ence of my fam­ily. But to this hour I have nev­er heard a syl­lable about her. This, amongst such troubles as most men meet with in this life, has been my heav­iest af­flic­tion. If she lived, doubt­less we must have been some time in search of each oth­er, at the very same mo­ment, through the mighty labyrinths of Lon­don; per­haps even with­in a few feet of each oth­er—a bar­ri­er no wider than a Lon­don street of­ten amount­ing in the end to a sep­ar­a­tion for etern­ity! Dur­ing some years I hoped that she did live; and I sup­pose that, in the lit­er­al and un­rhet­or­ic­al use of the word myri­ad, I may say that on my dif­fer­ent vis­its to Lon­don I have looked in­to many, many myri­ads of fe­male faces, in the hope of meet­ing her. I should know her again amongst a thou­sand, if I saw her for a mo­ment; for though not hand­some, she had a sweet ex­pres­sion of coun­ten­ance and a pe­cu­li­ar and grace­ful car­riage of the head. I sought her, I have said, in hope. So it was for years; but now I should fear to see her; and her cough, which grieved me when I par­ted with her, is now my con­sol­a­tion. I now wish to see her no longer; but think of her, more gladly, as one long since laid in the grave—in the grave, I would hope, of a Mag­dalen; taken away, be­fore in­jur­ies and cruelty had blot­ted out and trans­figured her in­genu­ous nature, or the bru­tal­it­ies of ruf­fi­ans had com­pleted the ru­in they had be­gun.

		
	
		
			
				Part
				II
			

			So then, Ox­ford Street, stony-hearted step­moth­er! thou that listen­est to the sighs of orphans and drinkest the tears of chil­dren, at length I was dis­missed from thee; the time was come at last that I no more should pace in an­guish thy nev­er-end­ing ter­races, no more should dream and wake in cap­tiv­ity to the pangs of hun­ger. Suc­cessors too many, to my­self and Ann, have doubt­less since then trod­den in our foot­steps, in­her­it­ors of our calam­it­ies; oth­er orphans than Ann have sighed; tears have been shed by oth­er chil­dren; and thou, Ox­ford Street, hast since doubt­less echoed to the groans of in­nu­mer­able hearts. For my­self, how­ever, the storm which I had out­lived seemed to have been the pledge of a long fair-weath­er—the pre­ma­ture suf­fer­ings which I had paid down to have been ac­cep­ted as a ransom for many years to come, as a price of long im­munity from sor­row; and if again I walked in Lon­don a sol­it­ary and con­tem­plat­ive man (as of­ten­times I did), I walked for the most part in serenity and peace of mind. And al­though it is true that the calam­it­ies of my novi­ci­ate in Lon­don had struck root so deeply in my bod­ily con­sti­tu­tion, that af­ter­wards they shot up and flour­ished afresh, and grew in­to a nox­ious um­brage that has over­shad­owed and darkened my lat­ter years, yet these second as­saults of suf­fer­ing were met with a forti­tude more con­firmed, with the re­sources of a ma­turer in­tel­lect, and with al­le­vi­ations from sym­path­ising af­fec­tion—how deep and tender!

			Thus, how­ever, with what­so­ever al­le­vi­ations, years that were far asun­der were bound to­geth­er by subtle links of suf­fer­ing de­rived from a com­mon root. And herein I no­tice an in­stance of the short­sighted­ness of hu­man de­sires, that of­ten­times on moon­light nights, dur­ing my first mourn­ful abode in Lon­don, my con­sol­a­tion was (if such it could be thought) to gaze from Ox­ford Street up every av­en­ue in suc­ces­sion which pierces through the heart of Maryle­bone to the fields and the woods; for that, said I, trav­el­ling with my eyes up the long vis­tas which lay part in light and part in shade, “that is the road to the North, and there­fore to, and if I had the wings of a dove, that way I would fly for com­fort.” Thus I said, and thus I wished, in my blind­ness. Yet even in that very north­ern re­gion it was, even in that very val­ley, nay, in that very house to which my er­ro­neous wishes poin­ted, that this second birth of my suf­fer­ings began, and that they again threatened to be­siege the cit­adel of life and hope. There it was that for years I was per­se­cuted by vis­ions as ugly, and as ghastly phantoms as ever haunted the couch of an Or­estes; and in this un­hap­pi­er than he, that sleep, which comes to all as a res­pite and a res­tor­a­tion, and to him es­pe­cially as a blessed7 balm for his wounded heart and his haunted brain, vis­ited me as my bitterest scourge. Thus blind was I in my de­sires; yet if a veil in­ter­poses between the dim-sighted­ness of man and his fu­ture calam­it­ies, the same veil hides from him their al­le­vi­ations, and a grief which had not been feared is met by con­sol­a­tions which had not been hoped. I there­fore, who par­ti­cip­ated, as it were, in the troubles of Or­estes (ex­cept­ing only in his agit­ated con­science), par­ti­cip­ated no less in all his sup­ports. My Eu­men­ides, like his, were at my bed-feet, and stared in upon me through the cur­tains; but watch­ing by my pil­low, or de­fraud­ing her­self of sleep to bear me com­pany through the heavy watches of the night, sat my Elec­tra; for thou, be­loved M., dear com­pan­ion of my later years, thou wast my Elec­tra! and neither in no­bil­ity of mind nor in long-suf­fer­ing af­fec­tion wouldst per­mit that a Gre­cian sis­ter should ex­cel an Eng­lish wife. For thou thought­est not much to stoop to humble of­fices of kind­ness and to servile8 min­is­tra­tions of tenderest af­fec­tion—to wipe away for years the un­whole­some dews upon the fore­head, or to re­fresh the lips when parched and baked with fever; nor even when thy own peace­ful slum­bers had by long sym­pathy be­come in­fec­ted with the spec­tacle of my dread con­test with phantoms and shad­owy en­emies that of­ten­times bade me “sleep no more!”—not even then didst thou ut­ter a com­plaint or any mur­mur, nor with­draw thy an­gel­ic smiles, nor shrink from thy ser­vice of love, more than Elec­tra did of old. For she too, though she was a Gre­cian wo­man, and the daugh­ter of the king9 of men, yet wept some­times, and hid her face10 in her robe.

			But these troubles are past; and thou wilt read re­cords of a peri­od so dol­or­ous to us both as the le­gend of some hideous dream that can re­turn no more. Mean­time, I am again in Lon­don, and again I pace the ter­races of Ox­ford Street by night; and of­ten­times, when I am op­pressed by anxi­et­ies that de­mand all my philo­sophy and the com­fort of thy pres­ence to sup­port, and yet re­mem­ber that I am sep­ar­ated from thee by three hun­dred miles and the length of three dreary months, I look up the streets that run north­wards from Ox­ford Street, upon moon­light nights, and re­col­lect my youth­ful ejac­u­la­tion of an­guish; and re­mem­ber­ing that thou art sit­ting alone in that same val­ley, and mis­tress of that very house to which my heart turned in its blind­ness nine­teen years ago, I think that, though blind in­deed, and scattered to the winds of late, the prompt­ings of my heart may yet have had ref­er­ence to a re­moter time, and may be jus­ti­fied if read in an­oth­er mean­ing; and if I could al­low my­self to des­cend again to the im­pot­ent wishes of child­hood, I should again say to my­self, as I look to the North, “Oh, that I had the wings of a dove—” and with how just a con­fid­ence in thy good and gra­cious nature might I add the oth­er half of my early ejac­u­la­tion—“And that way I would fly for com­fort!”

			
				The Pleasures of Opium

				It is so long since I first took opi­um that if it had been a tri­fling in­cid­ent in my life I might have for­got­ten its date; but car­din­al events are not to be for­got­ten, and from cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with it I re­mem­ber that it must be re­ferred to the au­tumn of 1804. Dur­ing that sea­son I was in Lon­don, hav­ing come thith­er for the first time since my en­trance at col­lege. And my in­tro­duc­tion to opi­um arose in the fol­low­ing way. From an early age I had been ac­cus­tomed to wash my head in cold wa­ter at least once a day: be­ing sud­denly seized with toothache, I at­trib­uted it to some re­lax­a­tion caused by an ac­ci­dent­al in­ter­mis­sion of that prac­tice, jumped out of bed, plunged my head in­to a basin of cold wa­ter, and with hair thus wet­ted went to sleep. The next morn­ing, as I need hardly say, I awoke with ex­cru­ci­at­ing rheum­at­ic pains of the head and face, from which I had hardly any res­pite for about twenty days. On the twenty-first day I think it was, and on a Sunday, that I went out in­to the streets, rather to run away, if pos­sible, from my tor­ments, than with any dis­tinct pur­pose. By ac­ci­dent I met a col­lege ac­quaint­ance, who re­com­men­ded opi­um. Opi­um! dread agent of un­ima­gin­able pleas­ure and pain! I had heard of it as I had of manna or of am­bro­sia, but no fur­ther. How un­mean­ing a sound was it at that time: what sol­emn chords does it now strike upon my heart! what heart-quak­ing vi­bra­tions of sad and happy re­mem­brances! Re­vert­ing for a mo­ment to these, I feel a mys­tic im­port­ance at­tached to the minutest cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with the place and the time and the man (if man he was) that first laid open to me the Para­dise of Opi­um-eat­ers. It was a Sunday af­ter­noon, wet and cheer­less: and a duller spec­tacle this earth of ours has not to show than a rainy Sunday in Lon­don. My road home­wards lay through Ox­ford Street; and near “the stately Pan­theon” (as Mr. Wordsworth has ob­li­gingly called it) I saw a drug­gist’s shop. The drug­gist—un­con­scious min­is­ter of ce­les­ti­al pleas­ures!—as if in sym­pathy with the rainy Sunday, looked dull and stu­pid, just as any mor­tal drug­gist might be ex­pec­ted to look on a Sunday; and when I asked for the tinc­ture of opi­um, he gave it to me as any oth­er man might do, and fur­ther­more, out of my shil­ling re­turned me what seemed to be real cop­per half­pence, taken out of a real wooden draw­er. Nev­er­the­less, in spite of such in­dic­a­tions of hu­man­ity, he has ever since ex­is­ted in my mind as the be­atif­ic vis­ion of an im­mor­tal drug­gist, sent down to earth on a spe­cial mis­sion to my­self. And it con­firms me in this way of con­sid­er­ing him, that when I next came up to Lon­don I sought him near the stately Pan­theon, and found him not; and thus to me, who knew not his name (if in­deed he had one), he seemed rather to have van­ished from Ox­ford Street than to have re­moved in any bod­ily fash­ion. The read­er may choose to think of him as pos­sibly no more than a sub­lun­ary drug­gist; it may be so, but my faith is bet­ter—I be­lieve him to have evan­esced,11 or evap­or­ated. So un­will­ingly would I con­nect any mor­tal re­mem­brances with that hour, and place, and creature, that first brought me ac­quain­ted with the ce­les­ti­al drug.

				Ar­rived at my lodgings, it may be sup­posed that I lost not a mo­ment in tak­ing the quant­ity pre­scribed. I was ne­ces­sar­ily ig­nor­ant of the whole art and mys­tery of opi­um-tak­ing, and what I took I took un­der every dis­ad­vant­age. But I took it—and in an hour—oh, heav­ens! what a re­vul­sion! what an up­heav­ing, from its low­est depths, of in­ner spir­it! what an apo­ca­lypse of the world with­in me! That my pains had van­ished was now a trifle in my eyes: this neg­at­ive ef­fect was swal­lowed up in the im­mens­ity of those pos­it­ive ef­fects which had opened be­fore me—in the abyss of di­vine en­joy­ment thus sud­denly re­vealed. Here was a pan­acea, a φαρμακον for all hu­man woes; here was the secret of hap­pi­ness, about which philo­soph­ers had dis­puted for so many ages, at once dis­covered: hap­pi­ness might now be bought for a penny, and car­ried in the waist­coat pock­et; port­able ec­sta­cies might be had corked up in a pint bottle, and peace of mind could be sent down in gal­lons by the mail-coach. But if I talk in this way the read­er will think I am laugh­ing, and I can as­sure him that nobody will laugh long who deals much with opi­um: its pleas­ures even are of a grave and sol­emn com­plex­ion, and in his hap­pi­est state the opi­um-eat­er can­not present him­self in the char­ac­ter of L’Al­legro: even then he speaks and thinks as be­comes Il Penser­oso. Nev­er­the­less, I have a very rep­re­hens­ible way of jest­ing at times in the midst of my own misery; and un­less when I am checked by some more power­ful feel­ings, I am afraid I shall be guilty of this in­de­cent prac­tice even in these an­nals of suf­fer­ing or en­joy­ment. The read­er must al­low a little to my in­firm nature in this re­spect; and with a few in­dul­gences of that sort I shall en­deav­our to be as grave, if not drowsy, as fits a theme like opi­um, so anti-mer­cur­i­al as it really is, and so drowsy as it is falsely re­puted.

				And first, one word with re­spect to its bod­ily ef­fects; for upon all that has been hitherto writ­ten on the sub­ject of opi­um, wheth­er by trav­el­lers in Tur­key (who may plead their priv­ilege of ly­ing as an old im­me­mori­al right), or by pro­fess­ors of medi­cine, writ­ing ex cathedrâ, I have but one em­phat­ic cri­ti­cism to pro­nounce—Lies! lies! lies! I re­mem­ber once, in passing a book­stall, to have caught these words from a page of some satir­ic au­thor: “By this time I be­came con­vinced that the Lon­don news­pa­pers spoke truth at least twice a week, viz., on Tues­day and Sat­urday, and might safely be de­pended upon for ——— the list of bank­rupts.” In like man­ner, I do by no means deny that some truths have been de­livered to the world in re­gard to opi­um. Thus it has been re­peatedly af­firmed by the learned that opi­um is a dusky brown in col­our; and this, take no­tice, I grant. Secondly, that it is rather dear, which also I grant, for in my time East In­di­an opi­um has been three guineas a pound, and Tur­key eight. And thirdly, that if you eat a good deal of it, most prob­ably you must do what is par­tic­u­larly dis­agree­able to any man of reg­u­lar habits, viz., die.12 These weighty pro­pos­i­tions are, all and sin­gu­lar, true: I can­not gain­say them, and truth ever was, and will be, com­mend­able. But in these three the­or­ems I be­lieve we have ex­hausted the stock of know­ledge as yet ac­cu­mu­lated by men on the sub­ject of opi­um.

				And there­fore, worthy doc­tors, as there seems to be room for fur­ther dis­cov­er­ies, stand aside, and al­low me to come for­ward and lec­ture on this mat­ter.

				First, then, it is not so much af­firmed as taken for gran­ted, by all who ever men­tion opi­um, form­ally or in­cid­ent­ally, that it does or can pro­duce in­tox­ic­a­tion. Now, read­er, as­sure your­self, meo perieulo, that no quant­ity of opi­um ever did or could in­tox­ic­ate. As to the tinc­ture of opi­um (com­monly called laudan­um) that might cer­tainly in­tox­ic­ate if a man could bear to take enough of it; but why? Be­cause it con­tains so much proof spir­it, and not be­cause it con­tains so much opi­um. But crude opi­um, I af­firm per­emp­tor­ily, is in­cap­able of pro­du­cing any state of body at all re­sem­bling that which is pro­duced by al­co­hol, and not in de­gree only in­cap­able, but even in kind: it is not in the quant­ity of its ef­fects merely, but in the qual­ity, that it dif­fers al­to­geth­er. The pleas­ure giv­en by wine is al­ways mount­ing and tend­ing to a crisis, after which it de­clines; that from opi­um, when once gen­er­ated, is sta­tion­ary for eight or ten hours: the first, to bor­row a tech­nic­al dis­tinc­tion from medi­cine, is a case of acute—the second, the chron­ic pleas­ure; the one is a flame, the oth­er a steady and equable glow. But the main dis­tinc­tion lies in this, that where­as wine dis­orders the men­tal fac­ulties, opi­um, on the con­trary (if taken in a prop­er man­ner), in­tro­duces amongst them the most ex­quis­ite or­der, le­gis­la­tion, and har­mony. Wine robs a man of his self-pos­ses­sion; opi­um greatly in­vig­or­ates it. Wine un­settles and clouds the judge­ment, and gives a preter­nat­ur­al bright­ness and a vivid ex­al­ta­tion to the con­tempts and the ad­mir­a­tions, the loves and the hatreds of the drink­er; opi­um, on the con­trary, com­mu­nic­ates serenity and equi­poise to all the fac­ulties, act­ive or pass­ive, and with re­spect to the tem­per and mor­al feel­ings in gen­er­al it gives simply that sort of vi­tal warmth which is ap­proved by the judg­ment, and which would prob­ably al­ways ac­com­pany a bod­ily con­sti­tu­tion of primev­al or antedi­lu­vi­an health. Thus, for in­stance, opi­um, like wine, gives an ex­pan­sion to the heart and the be­ne­vol­ent af­fec­tions; but then, with this re­mark­able dif­fer­ence, that in the sud­den de­vel­op­ment of kind­hearted­ness which ac­com­pan­ies in­ebri­ation there is al­ways more or less of a maudlin char­ac­ter, which ex­poses it to the con­tempt of the bystand­er. Men shake hands, swear etern­al friend­ship, and shed tears, no mor­tal knows why; and the sen­su­al creature is clearly up­per­most. But the ex­pan­sion of the be­nign­er feel­ings in­cid­ent to opi­um is no feb­rile ac­cess, but a healthy res­tor­a­tion to that state which the mind would nat­ur­ally re­cov­er upon the re­mov­al of any deep-seated ir­rit­a­tion of pain that had dis­turbed and quar­relled with the im­pulses of a heart ori­gin­ally just and good. True it is that even wine, up to a cer­tain point and with cer­tain men, rather tends to ex­alt and to steady the in­tel­lect; I my­self, who have nev­er been a great wine-drink­er, used to find that half-a-dozen glasses of wine ad­vant­age­ously af­fected the fac­ulties—brightened and in­tens­i­fied the con­scious­ness, and gave to the mind a feel­ing of be­ing “pon­deribus lib­rata suis;” and cer­tainly it is most ab­surdly said, in pop­u­lar lan­guage, of any man that he is dis­guised in li­quor; for, on the con­trary, most men are dis­guised by sobri­ety, and it is when they are drink­ing (as some old gen­tle­man says in Athenæus), that men εαυτους εμφανιζουσιν οιτινες εισιν—dis­play them­selves in their true com­plex­ion of char­ac­ter, which surely is not dis­guising them­selves. But still, wine con­stantly leads a man to the brink of ab­surdity and ex­tra­vag­ance, and bey­ond a cer­tain point it is sure to vo­lat­il­ise and to dis­perse the in­tel­lec­tu­al en­er­gies: where­as opi­um al­ways seems to com­pose what had been agit­ated, and to con­cen­trate what had been dis­trac­ted. In short, to sum up all in one word, a man who is in­ebri­ated, or tend­ing to in­ebri­ation, is, and feels that he is, in a con­di­tion which calls up in­to su­prem­acy the merely hu­man, too of­ten the bru­tal part of his nature; but the opi­um-eat­er (I speak of him who is not suf­fer­ing from any dis­ease or oth­er re­mote ef­fects of opi­um) feels that the di­viner part of his nature is para­mount; that is, the mor­al af­fec­tions are in a state of cloud­less serenity, and over all is the great light of the majest­ic in­tel­lect.

				This is the doc­trine of the true church on the sub­ject of opi­um: of which church I ac­know­ledge my­self to be the only mem­ber—the al­pha and the omega: but then it is to be re­col­lec­ted that I speak from the ground of a large and pro­found per­son­al ex­per­i­ence: where­as most of the un­scientif­ic13 au­thors who have at all treated of opi­um, and even of those who have writ­ten ex­pressly on the ma­ter­ia medica, make it evid­ent, from the hor­ror they ex­press of it, that their ex­per­i­ment­al know­ledge of its ac­tion is none at all. I will, how­ever, can­didly ac­know­ledge that I have met with one per­son who bore evid­ence to its in­tox­ic­at­ing power, such as staggered my own in­credu­lity; for he was a sur­geon, and had him­self taken opi­um largely. I happened to say to him that his en­emies (as I had heard) charged him with talk­ing non­sense on polit­ics, and that his friends apo­lo­gized for him by sug­gest­ing that he was con­stantly in a state of in­tox­ic­a­tion from opi­um. Now the ac­cus­a­tion, said I, is not primâ facie and of ne­ces­sity an ab­surd one; but the de­fence is. To my sur­prise, how­ever, he in­sisted that both his en­emies and his friends were in the right. “I will main­tain,” said he, “that I do talk non­sense; and secondly, I will main­tain that I do not talk non­sense upon prin­ciple, or with any view to profit, but solely and simply, said he, solely and simply—solely and simply (re­peat­ing it three times over), be­cause I am drunk with opi­um, and that daily.” I replied that, as to the al­leg­a­tion of his en­emies, as it seemed to be es­tab­lished upon such re­spect­able testi­mony, see­ing that the three parties con­cerned all agree in it, it did not be­come me to ques­tion it; but the de­fence set up I must de­mur to. He pro­ceeded to dis­cuss the mat­ter, and to lay down his reas­ons; but it seemed to me so im­pol­ite to pur­sue an ar­gu­ment which must have pre­sumed a man mis­taken in a point be­long­ing to his own pro­fes­sion, that I did not press him even when his course of ar­gu­ment seemed open to ob­jec­tion; not to men­tion that a man who talks non­sense, even though “with no view to profit,” is not al­to­geth­er the most agree­able part­ner in a dis­pute, wheth­er as op­pon­ent or re­spond­ent. I con­fess, how­ever, that the au­thor­ity of a sur­geon, and one who was re­puted a good one, may seem a weighty one to my pre­ju­dice; but still I must plead my ex­per­i­ence, which was great­er than his greatest by 7,000 drops a day; and though it was not pos­sible to sup­pose a med­ic­al man un­ac­quain­ted with the char­ac­ter­ist­ic symp­toms of vin­ous in­tox­ic­a­tion, it yet struck me that he might pro­ceed on a lo­gic­al er­ror of us­ing the word in­tox­ic­a­tion with too great lat­it­ude, and ex­tend­ing it gen­er­ic­ally to all modes of nervous ex­cite­ment, in­stead of re­strict­ing it as the ex­pres­sion for a spe­cif­ic sort of ex­cite­ment con­nec­ted with cer­tain dia­gnostics. Some people have main­tained in my hear­ing that they had been drunk upon green tea; and a med­ic­al stu­dent in Lon­don, for whose know­ledge in his pro­fes­sion I have reas­on to feel great re­spect, as­sured me the oth­er day that a pa­tient in re­cov­er­ing from an ill­ness had got drunk on a beef­steak.

				Hav­ing dwelt so much on this first and lead­ing er­ror in re­spect to opi­um, I shall no­tice very briefly a second and a third, which are, that the el­ev­a­tion of spir­its pro­duced by opi­um is ne­ces­sar­ily fol­lowed by a pro­por­tion­ate de­pres­sion, and that the nat­ur­al and even im­me­di­ate con­sequence of opi­um is tor­por and stag­na­tion, an­im­al and men­tal. The first of these er­rors I shall con­tent my­self with simply deny­ing; as­sur­ing my read­er that for ten years, dur­ing which I took opi­um at in­ter­vals, the day suc­ceed­ing to that on which I al­lowed my­self this lux­ury was al­ways a day of un­usu­ally good spir­its.

				With re­spect to the tor­por sup­posed to fol­low, or rather (if we were to cred­it the nu­mer­ous pic­tures of Turk­ish opi­um-eat­ers) to ac­com­pany the prac­tice of opi­um-eat­ing, I deny that also. Cer­tainly opi­um is classed un­der the head of nar­cot­ics, and some such ef­fect it may pro­duce in the end; but the primary ef­fects of opi­um are al­ways, and in the highest de­gree, to ex­cite and stim­u­late the sys­tem. This first stage of its ac­tion al­ways las­ted with me, dur­ing my novi­ci­ate, for up­wards of eight hours; so that it must be the fault of the opi­um-eat­er him­self if he does not so time his ex­hib­i­tion of the dose (to speak med­ic­ally) as that the whole weight of its nar­cot­ic in­flu­ence may des­cend upon his sleep. Turk­ish opi­um-eat­ers, it seems, are ab­surd enough to sit, like so many eques­tri­an statues, on logs of wood as stu­pid as them­selves. But that the read­er may judge of the de­gree in which opi­um is likely to stu­pefy the fac­ulties of an Eng­lish­man, I shall (by way of treat­ing the ques­tion il­lus­trat­ively, rather than ar­gu­ment­at­ively) de­scribe the way in which I my­self of­ten passed an opi­um even­ing in Lon­don dur­ing the peri­od between 1804–1812. It will be seen that at least opi­um did not move me to seek solitude, and much less to seek in­activ­ity, or the tor­pid state of self-in­vol­u­tion ascribed to the Turks. I give this ac­count at the risk of be­ing pro­nounced a crazy en­thu­si­ast or vis­ion­ary; but I re­gard that little. I must de­sire my read­er to bear in mind that I was a hard stu­dent, and at severe stud­ies for all the rest of my time; and cer­tainly I had a right oc­ca­sion­ally to re­lax­a­tions as well as oth­er people. These, how­ever, I al­lowed my­self but sel­dom.

				The late Duke of ——— used to say, “Next Fri­day, by the bless­ing of heav­en, I pur­pose to be drunk;” and in like man­ner I used to fix be­fore­hand how of­ten with­in a giv­en time, and when, I would com­mit a de­bauch of opi­um. This was sel­dom more than once in three weeks, for at that time I could not have ven­tured to call every day, as I did af­ter­wards, for “a glass of laudan­um negus, warm, and without sug­ar.” No, as I have said, I sel­dom drank laudan­um, at that time, more than once in three weeks: this was usu­ally on a Tues­day or a Sat­urday night; my reas­on for which was this. In those days Grass­ini sang at the Op­era, and her voice was de­light­ful to me bey­ond all that I had ever heard. I know not what may be the state of the Op­era-house now, hav­ing nev­er been with­in its walls for sev­en or eight years, but at that time it was by much the most pleas­ant place of pub­lic re­sort in Lon­don for passing an even­ing. Five shil­lings ad­mit­ted one to the gal­lery, which was sub­ject to far less an­noy­ance than the pit of the theatres; the or­ches­tra was dis­tin­guished by its sweet and me­lodi­ous grandeur from all Eng­lish or­ches­tras, the com­pos­i­tion of which, I con­fess, is not ac­cept­able to my ear, from the pre­dom­in­ance of the clam­or­ous in­stru­ments and the ab­so­lute tyranny of the vi­ol­in. The chor­uses were di­vine to hear, and when Grass­ini ap­peared in some in­ter­lude, as she of­ten did, and poured forth her pas­sion­ate soul as An­dromache at the tomb of Hec­tor, etc., I ques­tion wheth­er any Turk, of all that ever entered the Para­dise of Opi­um-eat­ers, can have had half the pleas­ure I had. But, in­deed, I hon­our the bar­bar­i­ans too much by sup­pos­ing them cap­able of any pleas­ures ap­proach­ing to the in­tel­lec­tu­al ones of an Eng­lish­man. For mu­sic is an in­tel­lec­tu­al or a sen­su­al pleas­ure ac­cord­ing to the tem­pera­ment of him who hears it. And, by the by, with the ex­cep­tion of the fine ex­tra­vag­anza on that sub­ject in Twelfth Night, I do not re­col­lect more than one thing said ad­equately on the sub­ject of mu­sic in all lit­er­at­ure; it is a pas­sage in the Re­li­gio Medici14 of Sir T. Brown, and though chiefly re­mark­able for its sub­lim­ity, has also a philo­soph­ic value, inas­much as it points to the true the­ory of mu­sic­al ef­fects. The mis­take of most people is to sup­pose that it is by the ear they com­mu­nic­ate with mu­sic, and there­fore that they are purely pass­ive to its ef­fects. But this is not so; it is by the re­ac­tion of the mind upon the no­tices of the ear (the mat­ter com­ing by the senses, the form from the mind) that the pleas­ure is con­struc­ted, and there­fore it is that people of equally good ear dif­fer so much in this point from one an­oth­er. Now, opi­um, by greatly in­creas­ing the activ­ity of the mind, gen­er­ally in­creases, of ne­ces­sity, that par­tic­u­lar mode of its activ­ity by which we are able to con­struct out of the raw ma­ter­i­al of or­gan­ic sound an elab­or­ate in­tel­lec­tu­al pleas­ure. But, says a friend, a suc­ces­sion of mu­sic­al sounds is to me like a col­lec­tion of Ar­ab­ic char­ac­ters; I can at­tach no ideas to them. Ideas! my good sir? There is no oc­ca­sion for them; all that class of ideas which can be avail­able in such a case has a lan­guage of rep­res­ent­at­ive feel­ings. But this is a sub­ject for­eign to my present pur­poses; it is suf­fi­cient to say that a chor­us, etc., of elab­or­ate har­mony dis­played be­fore me, as in a piece of ar­ras work, the whole of my past life—not as if re­called by an act of memory, but as if present and in­carn­ated in the mu­sic; no longer pain­ful to dwell upon; but the de­tail of its in­cid­ents re­moved or blen­ded in some hazy ab­strac­tion, and its pas­sions ex­al­ted, spir­itu­al­ized, and sub­limed. All this was to be had for five shil­lings. And over and above the mu­sic of the stage and the or­ches­tra, I had all around me, in the in­ter­vals of the per­form­ance, the mu­sic of the Itali­an lan­guage talked by Itali­an wo­men—for the gal­lery was usu­ally crowded with Itali­ans—and I listened with a pleas­ure such as that with which Weld the trav­el­ler lay and listened, in Canada, to the sweet laughter of In­di­an wo­men; for the less you un­der­stand of a lan­guage, the more sens­ible you are to the melody or harsh­ness of its sounds. For such a pur­pose, there­fore, it was an ad­vant­age to me that I was a poor Itali­an schol­ar, read­ing it but little, and not speak­ing it at all, nor un­der­stand­ing a tenth part of what I heard spoken.

				These were my op­era pleas­ures; but an­oth­er pleas­ure I had which, as it could be had only on a Sat­urday night, oc­ca­sion­ally struggled with my love of the Op­era; for at that time Tues­day and Sat­urday were the reg­u­lar op­era nights. On this sub­ject I am afraid I shall be rather ob­scure, but I can as­sure the read­er not at all more so than Marinus in his Life of Pro­clus, or many oth­er bio­graph­ers and auto­bi­o­graph­ers of fair repu­ta­tion. This pleas­ure, I have said, was to be had only on a Sat­urday night. What, then, was Sat­urday night to me more than any oth­er night? I had no la­bours that I res­ted from, no wages to re­ceive; what needed I to care for Sat­urday night, more than as it was a sum­mons to hear Grass­ini? True, most lo­gic­al read­er; what you say is un­answer­able. And yet so it was and is, that where­as dif­fer­ent men throw their feel­ings in­to dif­fer­ent chan­nels, and most are apt to show their in­terest in the con­cerns of the poor chiefly by sym­pathy, ex­pressed in some shape or oth­er, with their dis­tresses and sor­rows, I at that time was dis­posed to ex­press my in­terest by sym­path­ising with their pleas­ures. The pains of poverty I had lately seen too much of, more than I wished to re­mem­ber; but the pleas­ures of the poor, their con­sol­a­tions of spir­it, and their re­poses from bod­ily toil, can nev­er be­come op­press­ive to con­tem­plate. Now Sat­urday night is the sea­son for the chief, reg­u­lar, and peri­od­ic re­turn of rest of the poor; in this point the most hos­tile sects unite, and ac­know­ledge a com­mon link of broth­er­hood; al­most all Christen­dom rests from its la­bours. It is a rest in­tro­duct­ory to an­oth­er rest, and di­vided by a whole day and two nights from the re­new­al of toil. On this ac­count I feel al­ways, on a Sat­urday night, as though I also were re­leased from some yoke of la­bour, had some wages to re­ceive, and some lux­ury of re­pose to en­joy. For the sake, there­fore, of wit­ness­ing, upon as large a scale as pos­sible, a spec­tacle with which my sym­pathy was so en­tire, I used of­ten on Sat­urday nights, after I had taken opi­um, to wander forth, without much re­gard­ing the dir­ec­tion or the dis­tance, to all the mar­kets and oth­er parts of Lon­don to which the poor re­sort of a Sat­urday night, for lay­ing out their wages. Many a fam­ily party, con­sist­ing of a man, his wife, and some­times one or two of his chil­dren, have I listened to, as they stood con­sult­ing on their ways and means, or the strength of their ex­chequer, or the price of house­hold art­icles. Gradu­ally I be­came fa­mil­i­ar with their wishes, their dif­fi­culties, and their opin­ions. Some­times there might be heard mur­murs of dis­con­tent, but far of­ten­er ex­pres­sions on the coun­ten­ance, or uttered in words, of pa­tience, hope, and tran­quil­lity. And taken gen­er­ally, I must say that, in this point at least, the poor are more philo­soph­ic than the rich—that they show a more ready and cheer­ful sub­mis­sion to what they con­sider as ir­re­medi­able evils or ir­re­par­able losses. Whenev­er I saw oc­ca­sion, or could do it without ap­pear­ing to be in­trus­ive, I joined their parties, and gave my opin­ion upon the mat­ter in dis­cus­sion, which, if not al­ways ju­di­cious, was al­ways re­ceived in­dul­gently. If wages were a little high­er or ex­pec­ted to be so, or the quartern loaf a little lower, or it was re­por­ted that onions and but­ter were ex­pec­ted to fall, I was glad; yet, if the con­trary were true, I drew from opi­um some means of con­sol­ing my­self. For opi­um (like the bee, that ex­tracts its ma­ter­i­als in­dis­crim­in­ately from roses and from the soot of chim­neys) can over­rule all feel­ings in­to com­pli­ance with the mas­ter-key. Some of these rambles led me to great dis­tances, for an opi­um-eat­er is too happy to ob­serve the mo­tion of time; and some­times in my at­tempts to steer home­wards, upon naut­ic­al prin­ciples, by fix­ing my eye on the po­le­star, and seek­ing am­bi­tiously for a north­w­est pas­sage, in­stead of cir­cum­nav­ig­at­ing all the capes and head­lands I had doubled in my out­ward voy­age, I came sud­denly upon such knotty prob­lems of al­leys, such en­ig­mat­ic­al entries, and such sphynx’s riddles of streets without thor­ough­fares, as must, I con­ceive, baffle the au­da­city of port­ers and con­found the in­tel­lects of hack­ney-coach­men. I could al­most have be­lieved at times that I must be the first dis­cover­er of some of these ter­ræ in­cog­nitæ, and doubted wheth­er they had yet been laid down in the mod­ern charts of Lon­don. For all this, how­ever, I paid a heavy price in dis­tant years, when the hu­man face tyr­an­nised over my dreams, and the per­plex­it­ies of my steps in Lon­don came back and haunted my sleep, with the feel­ing of per­plex­it­ies, mor­al and in­tel­lec­tu­al, that brought con­fu­sion to the reas­on, or an­guish and re­morse to the con­science.

				Thus I have shown that opi­um does not of ne­ces­sity pro­duce in­activ­ity or tor­por, but that, on the con­trary, it of­ten led me in­to mar­kets and theatres. Yet, in cand­our, I will ad­mit that mar­kets and theatres are not the ap­pro­pri­ate haunts of the opi­um-eat­er when in the di­vinest state in­cid­ent to his en­joy­ment. In that state, crowds be­come an op­pres­sion to him; mu­sic even, too sen­su­al and gross. He nat­ur­ally seeks solitude and si­lence, as in­dis­pens­able con­di­tions of those trances, or pro­found­est rev­er­ies, which are the crown and con­sum­ma­tion of what opi­um can do for hu­man nature. I, whose dis­ease it was to med­it­ate too much and to ob­serve too little, and who upon my first en­trance at col­lege was nearly fall­ing in­to a deep mel­an­choly, from brood­ing too much on the suf­fer­ings which I had wit­nessed in Lon­don, was suf­fi­ciently aware of the tend­en­cies of my own thoughts to do all I could to coun­ter­act them. I was, in­deed, like a per­son who, ac­cord­ing to the old le­gend, had entered the cave of Troph­oni­us; and the rem­ed­ies I sought were to force my­self in­to so­ci­ety, and to keep my un­der­stand­ing in con­tinu­al activ­ity upon mat­ters of sci­ence. But for these rem­ed­ies I should cer­tainly have be­come hy­po­chon­dri­ac­ally mel­an­choly. In after years, how­ever, when my cheer­ful­ness was more fully rees­tab­lished, I yiel­ded to my nat­ur­al in­clin­a­tion for a sol­it­ary life. And at that time I of­ten fell in­to these rev­er­ies upon tak­ing opi­um; and more than once it has happened to me, on a sum­mer night, when I have been at an open win­dow, in a room from which I could over­look the sea at a mile be­low me, and could com­mand a view of the great town of L——, at about the same dis­tance, that I have sat from sun­set to sun­rise, mo­tion­less, and without wish­ing to move.

				I shall be charged with mys­ti­cism, Behmen­ism, quiet­ism, etc., but that shall not alarm me. Sir H. Vane, the young­er, was one of our wisest men; and let my read­er see if he, in his philo­soph­ic­al works, be half as un­mys­tic­al as I am. I say, then, that it has of­ten struck me that the scene it­self was some­what typ­ic­al of what took place in such a rev­er­ie. The town of L—— rep­res­en­ted the earth, with its sor­rows and its graves left be­hind, yet not out of sight, nor wholly for­got­ten. The ocean, in ever­last­ing but gentle agit­a­tion, and brooded over by a dove­like calm, might not un­fitly typi­fy the mind and the mood which then swayed it. For it seemed to me as if then first I stood at a dis­tance and aloof from the up­roar of life; as if the tu­mult, the fever, and the strife were sus­pen­ded; a res­pite gran­ted from the secret bur­dens of the heart; a sab­bath of re­pose; a rest­ing from hu­man la­bours. Here were the hopes which blos­som in the paths of life re­con­ciled with the peace which is in the grave; mo­tions of the in­tel­lect as un­wear­ied as the heav­ens, yet for all anxi­et­ies a hal­cy­on calm; a tran­quil­lity that seemed no product of in­er­tia, but as if res­ult­ing from mighty and equal ant­ag­on­isms; in­fin­ite activ­it­ies, in­fin­ite re­pose.

				Oh, just, subtle, and mighty opi­um! that to the hearts of poor and rich alike, for the wounds that will nev­er heal, and for “the pangs that tempt the spir­it to rebel,” bring­est an as­suaging balm; elo­quent opi­um! that with thy po­tent rhet­or­ic stealest away the pur­poses of wrath; and to the guilty man for one night givest back the hopes of his youth, and hands washed pure from blood; and to the proud man a brief ob­li­vi­on for

				
					Wrongs un­dress’d and in­sults un­avenged;

				

				that sum­mon­est to the chan­cery of dreams, for the tri­umphs of suf­fer­ing in­no­cence, false wit­nesses; and con­found­est per­jury, and dost re­verse the sen­tences of un­right­eous judges;—thou build­est upon the bos­om of dark­ness, out of the fant­ast­ic im­agery of the brain, cit­ies and temples bey­ond the art of Phidi­as and Prax­iteles—bey­ond the splend­our of Babylon and Hekatóm­pylos, and “from the an­archy of dream­ing sleep” callest in­to sunny light the faces of long-bur­ied beau­ties and the blessed house­hold coun­ten­ances cleansed from the “dis­hon­ours of the grave.” Thou only givest these gifts to man; and thou hast the keys of Para­dise, oh, just, subtle, and mighty opi­um!

			
			
				Introduction to the Pains of Opium

				Cour­teous, and I hope in­dul­gent, read­er (for all my read­ers must be in­dul­gent ones, or else I fear I shall shock them too much to count on their cour­tesy), hav­ing ac­com­pan­ied me thus far, now let me re­quest you to move on­wards for about eight years; that is to say, from 1804 (when I have said that my ac­quaint­ance with opi­um first began) to 1812. The years of aca­dem­ic life are now over and gone—al­most for­got­ten; the stu­dent’s cap no longer presses my temples; if my cap ex­ist at all, it presses those of some youth­ful schol­ar, I trust, as happy as my­self, and as pas­sion­ate a lov­er of know­ledge. My gown is by this time, I dare say, in the same con­di­tion with many thou­sand ex­cel­lent books in the Bodlei­an, viz., di­li­gently per­used by cer­tain stu­di­ous moths and worms; or de­par­ted, how­ever (which is all that I know of his fate), to that great reser­voir of some­where to which all the tea­cups, tea-cad­dies, teapots, teak­ettles, etc., have de­par­ted (not to speak of still frail­er ves­sels, such as glasses, de­canters, bed­makers, etc.), which oc­ca­sion­al re­semb­lances in the present gen­er­a­tion of tea­cups, etc., re­mind me of hav­ing once pos­sessed, but of whose de­par­ture and fi­nal fate I, in com­mon with most gowns­men of either uni­ver­sity, could give, I sus­pect, but an ob­scure and con­jec­tur­al his­tory. The per­se­cu­tions of the chapel-bell, sound­ing its un­wel­come sum­mons to six o’clock mat­ins, in­ter­rupts my slum­bers no longer, the port­er who rang it, upon whose beau­ti­ful nose (bronze, in­laid with cop­per) I wrote, in re­tali­ation so many Greek epi­grams whilst I was dress­ing, is dead, and has ceased to dis­turb any­body; and I, and many oth­ers who suffered much from his tin­tin­nab­ulous propensit­ies, have now agreed to over­look his er­rors, and have for­giv­en him. Even with the bell I am now in char­ity; it rings, I sup­pose, as formerly, thrice a-day, and cruelly an­noys, I doubt not, many worthy gen­tle­men, and dis­turbs their peace of mind; but as to me, in this year 1812, I re­gard its treach­er­ous voice no longer (treach­er­ous I call it, for, by some re­fine­ment of malice, it spoke in as sweet and sil­very tones as if it had been in­vit­ing one to a party); its tones have no longer, in­deed, power to reach me, let the wind sit as fa­vour­able as the malice of the bell it­self could wish, for I am 250 miles away from it, and bur­ied in the depth of moun­tains. And what am I do­ing among the moun­tains? Tak­ing opi­um. Yes; but what else? Why read­er, in 1812, the year we are now ar­rived at, as well as for some years pre­vi­ous, I have been chiefly study­ing Ger­man meta­phys­ics in the writ­ings of Kant, Fichte, Schelling, etc. And how and in what man­ner do I live?—in short, what class or de­scrip­tion of men do I be­long to? I am at this peri­od—viz. in 1812—liv­ing in a cot­tage and with a single fe­male ser­vant (honi soit qui mal y pense), who amongst my neigh­bours passes by the name of my “house­keep­er.” And as a schol­ar and a man of learned edu­ca­tion, and in that sense a gen­tle­man, I may pre­sume to class my­self as an un­worthy mem­ber of that in­def­in­ite body called gen­tle­men. Partly on the ground I have as­signed per­haps, partly be­cause from my hav­ing no vis­ible call­ing or busi­ness, it is rightly judged that I must be liv­ing on my private for­tune; I am so classed by my neigh­bours; and by the cour­tesy of mod­ern Eng­land I am usu­ally ad­dressed on let­ters, etc., “Es­quire,” though hav­ing, I fear, in the rig­or­ous con­struc­tion of her­alds, but slender pre­ten­sions to that dis­tin­guished hon­our; yet in pop­u­lar es­tim­a­tion I am X. Y. Z., Es­quire, but not justice of the Peace nor Cus­tos Ro­tu­lor­um. Am I mar­ried? Not yet. And I still take opi­um? On Sat­urday nights. And per­haps have taken it un­blush­ingly ever since “the rainy Sunday,” and “the stately Pan­theon,” and “the be­atif­ic drug­gist” of 1804? Even so. And how do I find my health after all this opi­um-eat­ing? In short, how do I do? Why, pretty well, I thank you, read­er; in the phrase of ladies in the straw, “as well as can be ex­pec­ted.” In fact, if I dared to say the real and simple truth, though, to sat­is­fy the the­or­ies of med­ic­al men, I ought to be ill, I nev­er was bet­ter in my life than in the spring of 1812; and I hope sin­cerely that the quant­ity of claret, port, or “par­tic­u­lar Madeira,” which in all prob­ab­il­ity you, good read­er, have taken, and design to take for every term of eight years dur­ing your nat­ur­al life, may as little dis­order your health as mine was dis­ordered by the opi­um I had taken for eight years, between 1804 and 1812. Hence you may see again the danger of tak­ing any med­ic­al ad­vice from Ana­stas­i­us; in di­vin­ity, for aught I know, or law, he may be a safe coun­sel­lor; but not in medi­cine. No; it is far bet­ter to con­sult Dr. Buchan, as I did; for I nev­er for­got that worthy man’s ex­cel­lent sug­ges­tion, and I was “par­tic­u­larly care­ful not to take above five-and-twenty ounces of laudan­um.” To this mod­er­a­tion and tem­per­ate use of the art­icle I may ascribe it, I sup­pose, that as yet, at least (i.e. in 1812), I am ig­nor­ant and un­sus­pi­cious of the aven­ging ter­rors which opi­um has in store for those who ab­use its len­ity. At the same time, it must not be for­got­ten that hitherto I have been only a di­let­tante eat­er of opi­um; eight years’ prac­tice even, with a single pre­cau­tion of al­low­ing suf­fi­cient in­ter­vals between every in­dul­gence, has not been suf­fi­cient to make opi­um ne­ces­sary to me as an art­icle of daily diet. But now comes a dif­fer­ent era. Move on, if you please, read­er, to 1813. In the sum­mer of the year we have just quit­ted I have suffered much in bod­ily health from dis­tress of mind con­nec­ted with a very mel­an­choly event. This event be­ing no ways re­lated to the sub­ject now be­fore me, fur­ther than through the bod­ily ill­ness which it pro­duced, I need not more par­tic­u­larly no­tice. Wheth­er this ill­ness of 1812 had any share in that of 1813 I know not; but so it was, that in the lat­ter year I was at­tacked by a most ap­palling ir­rit­a­tion of the stom­ach, in all re­spects the same as that which had caused me so much suf­fer­ing in youth, and ac­com­pan­ied by a re­viv­al of all the old dreams. This is the point of my nar­rat­ive on which, as re­spects my own self-jus­ti­fic­a­tion, the whole of what fol­lows may be said to hinge. And here I find my­self in a per­plex­ing di­lemma. Either, on the one hand, I must ex­haust the read­er’s pa­tience by such a de­tail of my mal­ady, or of my struggles with it, as might suf­fice to es­tab­lish the fact of my in­ab­il­ity to wrestle any longer with ir­rit­a­tion and con­stant suf­fer­ing; or, on the oth­er hand, by passing lightly over this crit­ic­al part of my story, I must fore­go the be­ne­fit of a stronger im­pres­sion left on the mind of the read­er, and must lay my­self open to the mis­con­struc­tion of hav­ing slipped, by the easy and gradu­al steps of self-in­dul­ging per­sons, from the first to the fi­nal stage of opi­um-eat­ing (a mis­con­struc­tion to which there will be a lurk­ing pre­dis­pos­i­tion in most read­ers, from my pre­vi­ous ac­know­ledge­ments). This is the di­lemma, the first horn of which would be suf­fi­cient to toss and gore any column of pa­tient read­ers, though drawn up six­teen deep and con­stantly re­lieved by fresh men; con­sequently that is not to be thought of. It re­mains, then, that I pos­tu­late so much as is ne­ces­sary for my pur­pose. And let me take as full cred­it for what I pos­tu­late as if I had demon­strated it, good read­er, at the ex­pense of your pa­tience and my own. Be not so un­gen­er­ous as to let me suf­fer in your good opin­ion through my own for­bear­ance and re­gard for your com­fort. No; be­lieve all that I ask of you—viz., that I could res­ist no longer; be­lieve it lib­er­ally and as an act of grace, or else in mere prudence; for if not, then in the next edi­tion of my Opi­um Con­fes­sions, re­vised and en­larged, I will make you be­lieve and tremble; and à force d’en­nuy­er, by mere dint of pan­dic­u­la­tion I will ter­rify all read­ers of mine from ever again ques­tion­ing any pos­tu­late that I shall think fit to make.

				This, then, let me re­peat, I pos­tu­late—that at the time I began to take opi­um daily I could not have done oth­er­wise. Wheth­er, in­deed, af­ter­wards I might not have suc­ceeded in break­ing off the habit, even when it seemed to me that all ef­forts would be un­avail­ing, and wheth­er many of the in­nu­mer­able ef­forts which I did make might not have been car­ried much fur­ther, and my gradu­al re­con­quests of ground lost might not have been fol­lowed up much more en­er­get­ic­ally—these are ques­tions which I must de­cline. Per­haps I might make out a case of pal­li­ation; but shall I speak in­genu­ously? I con­fess it, as a be­set­ting in­firm­ity of mine, that I am too much of an Eu­dæ­mon­ist; I hanker too much after a state of hap­pi­ness, both for my­self and oth­ers; I can­not face misery, wheth­er my own or not, with an eye of suf­fi­cient firm­ness, and am little cap­able of en­coun­ter­ing present pain for the sake of any re­ver­sion­ary be­ne­fit. On some oth­er mat­ters I can agree with the gen­tle­men in the cot­ton trade15 at Manchester in af­fect­ing the Sto­ic philo­sophy, but not in this. Here I take the liberty of an Ec­lect­ic philo­soph­er, and I look out for some cour­teous and con­sid­er­ate sect that will con­des­cend more to the in­firm con­di­tion of an opi­um-eat­er; that are “sweet men,” as Chau­cer says, “to give ab­so­lu­tion,” and will show some con­science in the pen­ances they in­flict, and the ef­forts of ab­stin­ence they ex­act from poor sin­ners like my­self. An in­hu­man mor­al­ist I can no more en­dure in my nervous state than opi­um that has not been boiled. At any rate, he who sum­mons me to send out a large freight of self-deni­al and mor­ti­fic­a­tion upon any cruis­ing voy­age of mor­al im­prove­ment, must make it clear to my un­der­stand­ing that the con­cern is a hope­ful one. At my time of life (six-and-thirty years of age) it can­not be sup­posed that I have much en­ergy to spare; in fact, I find it all little enough for the in­tel­lec­tu­al la­bours I have on my hands, and there­fore let no man ex­pect to fright­en me by a few hard words in­to em­bark­ing any part of it upon des­per­ate ad­ven­tures of mor­al­ity.

				Wheth­er des­per­ate or not, how­ever, the is­sue of the struggle in 1813 was what I have men­tioned, and from this date the read­er is to con­sider me as a reg­u­lar and con­firmed opi­um-eat­er, of whom to ask wheth­er on any par­tic­u­lar day he had or had not taken opi­um, would be to ask wheth­er his lungs had per­formed res­pir­a­tion, or the heart ful­filled its func­tions. You un­der­stand now, read­er, what I am, and you are by this time aware that no old gen­tle­man “with a snow-white beard” will have any chance of per­suad­ing me to sur­render “the little golden re­cept­acle of the per­ni­cious drug.” No; I give no­tice to all, wheth­er mor­al­ists or sur­geons, that whatever be their pre­ten­sions and skill in their re­spect­ive lines of prac­tice, they must not hope for any coun­ten­ance from me, if they think to be­gin by any sav­age pro­pos­i­tion for a Lent or a Ra­madan of ab­stin­ence from opi­um. This, then, be­ing all fully un­der­stood between us, we shall in fu­ture sail be­fore the wind. Now then, read­er, from 1813, where all this time we have been sit­ting down and loiter­ing, rise up, if you please, and walk for­ward about three years more. Now draw up the cur­tain, and you shall see me in a new char­ac­ter.

				If any man, poor or rich, were to say that he would tell us what had been the hap­pi­est day in his life, and the why and the where­fore, I sup­pose that we should all cry out—Hear him! Hear him! As to the hap­pi­est day, that must be very dif­fi­cult for any wise man to name, be­cause any event that could oc­cupy so dis­tin­guished a place in a man’s ret­ro­spect of his life, or be en­titled to have shed a spe­cial fe­li­city on any one day, ought to be of such an en­dur­ing char­ac­ter as that (ac­ci­dents apart) it should have con­tin­ued to shed the same fe­li­city, or one not dis­tin­guish­ably less, on many years to­geth­er. To the hap­pi­est lus­trum, how­ever, or even to the hap­pi­est year, it may be al­lowed to any man to point without dis­coun­ten­ance from wis­dom. This year, in my case, read­er, was the one which we have now reached; though it stood, I con­fess, as a par­en­thes­is between years of a gloom­i­er char­ac­ter. It was a year of bril­liant wa­ter (to speak after the man­ner of jew­ellers), set as it were, and in­su­lated, in the gloom and cloudy mel­an­choly of opi­um. Strange as it may sound, I had a little be­fore this time des­cen­ded sud­denly, and without any con­sid­er­able ef­fort, from 320 grains of opi­um (i.e. eight16 thou­sand drops of laudan­um) per day, to forty grains, or one-eighth part. In­stant­an­eously, and as if by ma­gic, the cloud of pro­found­est mel­an­choly which res­ted upon my brain, like some black va­pours that I have seen roll away from the sum­mits of moun­tains, drew off in one day (νυχθημερον); passed off with its murky ban­ners as sim­ul­tan­eously as a ship that has been stran­ded, and is floated off by a spring tide—

				
					That moveth al­to­geth­er, if it move at all.

				

				Now, then, I was again happy; I now took only 1,000 drops of laudan­um per day; and what was that? A lat­ter spring had come to close up the sea­son of youth; my brain per­formed its func­tions as health­ily as ever be­fore; I read Kant again, and again I un­der­stood him, or fan­cied that I did. Again my feel­ings of pleas­ure ex­pan­ded them­selves to all around me; and if any man from Ox­ford or Cam­bridge, or from neither, had been an­nounced to me in my un­pre­tend­ing cot­tage, I should have wel­comed him with as sump­tu­ous a re­cep­tion as so poor a man could of­fer. Whatever else was want­ing to a wise man’s hap­pi­ness, of laudan­um I would have giv­en him as much as he wished, and in a golden cup. And, by the way, now that I speak of giv­ing laudan­um away, I re­mem­ber about this time a little in­cid­ent, which I men­tion be­cause, tri­fling as it was, the read­er will soon meet it again in my dreams, which it in­flu­enced more fear­fully than could be ima­gined. One day a Malay knocked at my door. What busi­ness a Malay could have to trans­act amongst Eng­lish moun­tains I can­not con­jec­ture; but pos­sibly he was on his road to a sea­port about forty miles dis­tant.

				The ser­vant who opened the door to him was a young girl, born and bred amongst the moun­tains, who had nev­er seen an Asi­at­ic dress of any sort; his turban there­fore con­foun­ded her not a little; and as it turned out that his at­tain­ments in Eng­lish were ex­actly of the same ex­tent as hers in the Malay, there seemed to be an im­pass­able gulf fixed between all com­mu­nic­a­tion of ideas, if either party had happened to pos­sess any. In this di­lemma, the girl, re­col­lect­ing the re­puted learn­ing of her mas­ter (and doubt­less giv­ing me cred­it for a know­ledge of all the lan­guages of the earth be­sides per­haps a few of the lun­ar ones), came and gave me to un­der­stand that there was a sort of de­mon be­low, whom she clearly ima­gined that my art could ex­or­cise from the house. I did not im­me­di­ately go down, but when I did, the group which presen­ted it­self, ar­ranged as it was by ac­ci­dent, though not very elab­or­ate, took hold of my fancy and my eye in a way that none of the statuesque at­ti­tudes ex­hib­ited in the bal­lets at the Op­era-house, though so os­ten­ta­tiously com­plex, had ever done. In a cot­tage kit­chen, but pan­elled on the wall with dark wood that from age and rub­bing re­sembled oak, and look­ing more like a rus­tic hall of en­trance than a kit­chen, stood the Malay—his turban and loose trousers of dingy white re­lieved upon the dark pan­el­ling. He had placed him­self near­er to the girl than she seemed to rel­ish, though her nat­ive spir­it of moun­tain in­trep­id­ity con­ten­ded with the feel­ing of simple awe which her coun­ten­ance ex­pressed as she gazed upon the ti­ger-cat be­fore her. And a more strik­ing pic­ture there could not be ima­gined than the beau­ti­ful Eng­lish face of the girl, and its ex­quis­ite fair­ness, to­geth­er with her erect and in­de­pend­ent at­ti­tude, con­tras­ted with the sal­low and bili­ous skin of the Malay, enamelled or ven­eered with ma­hogany by mar­ine air, his small, fierce, rest­less eyes, thin lips, slav­ish ges­tures and ad­or­a­tions. Half-hid­den by the fe­ro­cious-look­ing Malay was a little child from a neigh­bour­ing cot­tage who had crept in after him, and was now in the act of re­vert­ing its head and gaz­ing up­wards at the turban and the fiery eyes be­neath it, whilst with one hand he caught at the dress of the young wo­man for pro­tec­tion. My know­ledge of the Ori­ent­al tongues is not re­mark­ably ex­tens­ive, be­ing in­deed con­fined to two words—the Ar­ab­ic word for bar­ley and the Turk­ish for opi­um (mad­joon), which I have learned from Ana­stas­i­us; and as I had neither a Malay dic­tion­ary nor even Ad­e­lung’s Mith­rid­ates, which might have helped me to a few words, I ad­dressed him in some lines from the Ili­ad, con­sid­er­ing that, of such lan­guages as I pos­sessed, Greek, in point of lon­git­ude, came geo­graph­ic­ally nearest to an Ori­ent­al one. He wor­shipped me in a most de­vout man­ner, and replied in what I sup­pose was Malay. In this way I saved my repu­ta­tion with my neigh­bours, for the Malay had no means of be­tray­ing the secret. He lay down upon the floor for about an hour, and then pur­sued his jour­ney. On his de­par­ture I presen­ted him with a piece of opi­um. To him, as an Ori­ent­al­ist, I con­cluded that opi­um must be fa­mil­i­ar; and the ex­pres­sion of his face con­vinced me that it was. Nev­er­the­less, I was struck with some little con­sterna­tion when I saw him sud­denly raise his hand to his mouth, and, to use the school­boy phrase, bolt the whole, di­vided in­to three pieces, at one mouth­ful. The quant­ity was enough to kill three dra­goons and their horses, and I felt some alarm for the poor creature; but what could be done? I had giv­en him the opi­um in com­pas­sion for his sol­it­ary life, on re­col­lect­ing that if he had trav­elled on foot from Lon­don it must be nearly three weeks since he could have ex­changed a thought with any hu­man be­ing. I could not think of vi­ol­at­ing the laws of hos­pit­al­ity by hav­ing him seized and drenched with an emet­ic, and thus fright­en­ing him in­to a no­tion that we were go­ing to sac­ri­fice him to some Eng­lish idol. No: there was clearly no help for it. He took his leave, and for some days I felt anxious, but as I nev­er heard of any Malay be­ing found dead, I be­came con­vinced that he was used17 to opi­um; and that I must have done him the ser­vice I de­signed by giv­ing him one night of res­pite from the pains of wan­der­ing.

				This in­cid­ent I have di­gressed to men­tion, be­cause this Malay (partly from the pic­tur­esque ex­hib­i­tion he as­sisted to frame, partly from the anxi­ety I con­nec­ted with his im­age for some days) fastened af­ter­wards upon my dreams, and brought oth­er Malays with him, worse than him­self, that ran “amuck”18 at me, and led me in­to a world of troubles. But to quit this epis­ode, and to re­turn to my in­ter­cal­ary year of hap­pi­ness. I have said already, that on a sub­ject so im­port­ant to us all as hap­pi­ness, we should listen with pleas­ure to any man’s ex­per­i­ence or ex­per­i­ments, even though he were but a plough­boy, who can­not be sup­posed to have ploughed very deep in­to such an in­tract­able soil as that of hu­man pains and pleas­ures, or to have con­duc­ted his re­searches upon any very en­lightened prin­ciples. But I who have taken hap­pi­ness both in a sol­id and li­quid shape, both boiled and un­boiled, both East In­dia and Tur­key—who have con­duc­ted my ex­per­i­ments upon this in­ter­est­ing sub­ject with a sort of gal­van­ic bat­tery, and have, for the gen­er­al be­ne­fit of the world, in­ocu­lated my­self, as it were, with the pois­on of 8,000 drops of laudan­um per day (just for the same reas­on as a French sur­geon in­ocu­lated him­self lately with can­cer, an Eng­lish one twenty years ago with plague, and a third, I know not of what na­tion, with hy­dro­phobia), I (it will be ad­mit­ted) must surely know what hap­pi­ness is, if any­body does. And there­fore I will here lay down an ana­lys­is of hap­pi­ness; and as the most in­ter­est­ing mode of com­mu­nic­at­ing it, I will give it, not di­dactic­ally, but wrapped up and in­volved in a pic­ture of one even­ing, as I spent every even­ing dur­ing the in­ter­cal­ary year when laudan­um, though taken daily, was to me no more than the elixir of pleas­ure. This done, I shall quit the sub­ject of hap­pi­ness al­to­geth­er, and pass to a very dif­fer­ent one—the pains of opi­um.

				Let there be a cot­tage stand­ing in a val­ley, eight­een miles from any town—no spa­cious val­ley, but about two miles long by three-quar­ters of a mile in av­er­age width; the be­ne­fit of which pro­vi­sion is that all the fam­ily res­id­ent with­in its cir­cuit will com­pose, as it were, one lar­ger house­hold, per­son­ally fa­mil­i­ar to your eye, and more or less in­ter­est­ing to your af­fec­tions. Let the moun­tains be real moun­tains, between 3,000 and 4,000 feet high, and the cot­tage a real cot­tage, not (as a witty au­thor has it) “a cot­tage with a double coach-house;” let it be, in fact (for I must abide by the ac­tu­al scene), a white cot­tage, em­bowered with flower­ing shrubs, so chosen as to un­fold a suc­ces­sion of flowers upon the walls and clus­ter­ing round the win­dows through all the months of spring, sum­mer, and au­tumn—be­gin­ning, in fact, with May roses, and end­ing with jas­mine. Let it, how­ever, not be spring, nor sum­mer, nor au­tumn, but winter in his stern­est shape. This is a most im­port­ant point in the sci­ence of hap­pi­ness. And I am sur­prised to see people over­look it, and think it mat­ter of con­grat­u­la­tion that winter is go­ing, or, if com­ing, is not likely to be a severe one. On the con­trary, I put up a pe­ti­tion an­nu­ally for as much snow, hail, frost, or storm, of one kind or oth­er, as the skies can pos­sibly af­ford us. Surely every­body is aware of the di­vine pleas­ures which at­tend a winter fireside, candles at four o’clock, warm hearth­rugs, tea, a fair tea-maker, shut­ters closed, cur­tains flow­ing in ample draper­ies on the floor, whilst the wind and rain are ra­ging aud­ibly without,

				
					
						And at the doors and win­dows seem to call,
						

						As heav’n and earth they would to­geth­er mell;
						

						Yet the least en­trance find they none at all;
						

						Whence sweeter grows our rest se­cure in massy hall.
					

					Castle of In­dol­ence.
				

				All these are items in the de­scrip­tion of a winter even­ing which must surely be fa­mil­i­ar to every­body born in a high lat­it­ude. And it is evid­ent that most of these del­ic­acies, like ice-cream, re­quire a very low tem­per­at­ure of the at­mo­sphere to pro­duce them; they are fruits which can­not be ripened without weath­er stormy or in­clement in some way or oth­er. I am not “par­tic­u­lar,” as people say, wheth­er it be snow, or black frost, or wind so strong that (as Mr. ——— says) “you may lean your back against it like a post.” I can put up even with rain, provided it rains cats and dogs; but some­thing of the sort I must have, and if I have it not, I think my­self in a man­ner ill-used; for why am I called on to pay so heav­ily for winter, in coals and candles, and vari­ous priva­tions that will oc­cur even to gen­tle­men, if I am not to have the art­icle good of its kind? No, a Ca­na­dian winter for my money, or a Rus­si­an one, where every man is but a co-pro­pri­et­or with the north wind in the fee-simple of his own ears. In­deed, so great an epi­cure am I in this mat­ter that I can­not rel­ish a winter night fully if it be much past St. Thomas’s day, and have de­gen­er­ated in­to dis­gust­ing tend­en­cies to ver­nal ap­pear­ances. No, it must be di­vided by a thick wall of dark nights from all re­turn of light and sun­shine. From the lat­ter weeks of Oc­to­ber to Christ­mas Eve, there­fore, is the peri­od dur­ing which hap­pi­ness is in sea­son, which, in my judg­ment, enters the room with the tea-tray; for tea, though ri­diculed by those who are nat­ur­ally of coarse nerves, or are be­come so from wine-drink­ing, and are not sus­cept­ible of in­flu­ence from so re­fined a stim­u­lant, will al­ways be the fa­vour­ite bever­age of the in­tel­lec­tu­al; and, for my part, I would have joined Dr. John­son in a bel­lum in­terne­cin­um against Jo­nas Han­way, or any oth­er im­pi­ous per­son, who should pre­sume to dis­par­age it. But here, to save my­self the trouble of too much verbal de­scrip­tion, I will in­tro­duce a paint­er, and give him dir­ec­tions for the rest of the pic­ture. Paint­ers do not like white cot­tages, un­less a good deal weath­er-stained; but as the read­er now un­der­stands that it is a winter night, his ser­vices will not be re­quired ex­cept for the in­side of the house.

				Paint me, then, a room sev­en­teen feet by twelve, and not more than sev­en and a half feet high. This, read­er, is some­what am­bi­tiously styled in my fam­ily the draw­ing-room; but be­ing con­trived “a double debt to pay,” it is also, and more justly, termed the lib­rary, for it hap­pens that books are the only art­icle of prop­erty in which I am rich­er than my neigh­bours. Of these I have about five thou­sand, col­lec­ted gradu­ally since my eight­eenth year. There­fore, paint­er, put as many as you can in­to this room. Make it pop­u­lous with books, and, fur­ther­more, paint me a good fire, and fur­niture plain and mod­est, be­fit­ting the un­pre­tend­ing cot­tage of a schol­ar. And near the fire paint me a tea-table, and (as it is clear that no creature can come to see one such a stormy night) place only two cups and sau­cers on the tea-tray; and, if you know how to paint such a thing sym­bol­ic­ally or oth­er­wise, paint me an etern­al teapot—etern­al à parte ante and à parte post—for I usu­ally drink tea from eight o’clock at night to four o’clock in the morn­ing. And as it is very un­pleas­ant to make tea or to pour it out for one­self, paint me a lovely young wo­man sit­ting at the table. Paint her arms like Au­rora’s and her smiles like Hebe’s. But no, dear M., not even in jest let me in­sinu­ate that thy power to il­lu­min­ate my cot­tage rests upon a ten­ure so per­ish­able as mere per­son­al beauty, or that the witch­craft of an­gel­ic smiles lies with­in the em­pire of any earthly pen­cil. Pass then, my good paint­er, to some­thing more with­in its power; and the next art­icle brought for­ward should nat­ur­ally be my­self—a pic­ture of the Opi­um-eat­er, with his “little golden re­cept­acle of the per­ni­cious drug” ly­ing be­side him on the table. As to the opi­um, I have no ob­jec­tion to see a pic­ture of that, though I would rather see the ori­gin­al. You may paint it if you choose, but I ap­prise you that no “little” re­cept­acle would, even in 1816, an­swer my pur­pose, who was at a dis­tance from the “stately Pan­theon,” and all drug­gists (mor­tal or oth­er­wise). No, you may as well paint the real re­cept­acle, which was not of gold, but of glass, and as much like a wine-de­canter as pos­sible. In­to this you may put a quart of ruby-col­oured laudan­um; that, and a book of Ger­man Meta­phys­ics placed by its side, will suf­fi­ciently at­test my be­ing in the neigh­bour­hood. But as to my­self—there I de­mur. I ad­mit that, nat­ur­ally, I ought to oc­cupy the fore­ground of the pic­ture; that be­ing the hero of the piece, or (if you choose) the crim­in­al at the bar, my body should be had in­to court. This seems reas­on­able; but why should I con­fess on this point to a paint­er? or why con­fess at all? If the pub­lic (in­to whose private ear I am con­fid­en­tially whis­per­ing my con­fes­sions, and not in­to any paint­er’s) should chance to have framed some agree­able pic­ture for it­self of the Opi­um-eat­er’s ex­ter­i­or, should have ascribed to him, ro­mantic­ally an el­eg­ant per­son or a hand­some face, why should I bar­bar­ously tear from it so pleas­ing a de­lu­sion—pleas­ing both to the pub­lic and to me? No; paint me, if at all, ac­cord­ing to your own fancy, and as a paint­er’s fancy should teem with beau­ti­ful cre­ations, I can­not fail in that way to be a gain­er. And now, read­er, we have run through all the ten cat­egor­ies of my con­di­tion as it stood about 1816–17, up to the middle of which lat­ter year I judge my­self to have been a happy man, and the ele­ments of that hap­pi­ness I have en­deav­oured to place be­fore you in the above sketch of the in­teri­or of a schol­ar’s lib­rary, in a cot­tage among the moun­tains, on a stormy winter even­ing.

				But now, farewell—a long farewell—to hap­pi­ness, winter or sum­mer! Farewell to smiles and laughter! Farewell to peace of mind! Farewell to hope and to tran­quil dreams, and to the blessed con­sol­a­tions of sleep. For more than three years and a half I am summoned away from these. I am now ar­rived at an Ili­ad of woes, for I have now to re­cord

			
			
				The Pains of Opium

				
					
						As when some great paint­er dips
						

						His pen­cil in the gloom of earth­quake and ec­lipse.
					

					Shel­ley’s Re­volt of Is­lam.
				

				Read­er, who have thus far ac­com­pan­ied me, I must re­quest your at­ten­tion to a brief ex­plan­at­ory note on three points:

				
						
						For sev­er­al reas­ons I have not been able to com­pose the notes for this part of my nar­rat­ive in­to any reg­u­lar and con­nec­ted shape. I give the notes dis­join­ted as I find them, or have now drawn them up from memory. Some of them point to their own date, some I have dated, and some are un­dated. Whenev­er it could an­swer my pur­pose to trans­plant them from the nat­ur­al or chro­no­lo­gic­al or­der, I have not scrupled to do so. Some­times I speak in the present, some­times in the past tense. Few of the notes, per­haps, were writ­ten ex­actly at the peri­od of time to which they re­late; but this can little af­fect their ac­cur­acy, as the im­pres­sions were such that they can nev­er fade from my mind. Much has been omit­ted. I could not, without ef­fort, con­strain my­self to the task of either re­call­ing, or con­struct­ing in­to a reg­u­lar nar­rat­ive, the whole bur­den of hor­rors which lies upon my brain. This feel­ing partly I plead in ex­cuse, and partly that I am now in Lon­don, and am a help­less sort of per­son, who can­not even ar­range his own pa­pers without as­sist­ance; and I am sep­ar­ated from the hands which are wont to per­form for me the of­fices of an amanu­en­sis.

					

						
						You will think per­haps that I am too con­fid­en­tial and com­mu­nic­at­ive of my own private his­tory. It may be so. But my way of writ­ing is rather to think aloud, and fol­low my own hu­mours, than much to con­sider who is listen­ing to me; and if I stop to con­sider what is prop­er to be said to this or that per­son, I shall soon come to doubt wheth­er any part at all is prop­er. The fact is, I place my­self at a dis­tance of fif­teen or twenty years ahead of this time, and sup­pose my­self writ­ing to those who will be in­ter­ested about me here­after; and wish­ing to have some re­cord of time, the en­tire his­tory of which no one can know but my­self, I do it as fully as I am able with the ef­forts I am now cap­able of mak­ing, be­cause I know not wheth­er I can ever find time to do it again.

					

						
						It will oc­cur to you of­ten to ask, why did I not re­lease my­self from the hor­rors of opi­um by leav­ing it off or di­min­ish­ing it? To this I must an­swer briefly: it might be sup­posed that I yiel­ded to the fas­cin­a­tions of opi­um too eas­ily; it can­not be sup­posed that any man can be charmed by its ter­rors. The read­er may be sure, there­fore, that I made at­tempts in­nu­mer­able to re­duce the quant­ity. I add, that those who wit­nessed the ag­on­ies of those at­tempts, and not my­self, were the first to beg me to de­sist. But could not have I re­duced it a drop a day, or, by adding wa­ter, have bi­sec­ted or tri­sec­ted a drop? A thou­sand drops bi­sec­ted would thus have taken nearly six years to re­duce, and that way would cer­tainly not have answered. But this is a com­mon mis­take of those who know noth­ing of opi­um ex­per­i­ment­ally; I ap­peal to those who do, wheth­er it is not al­ways found that down to a cer­tain point it can be re­duced with ease and even pleas­ure, but that after that point fur­ther re­duc­tion causes in­tense suf­fer­ing. Yes, say many thought­less per­sons, who know not what they are talk­ing of, you will suf­fer a little low spir­its and de­jec­tion for a few days. I an­swer, no; there is noth­ing like low spir­its; on the con­trary, the mere an­im­al spir­its are un­com­monly raised: the pulse is im­proved: the health is bet­ter. It is not there that the suf­fer­ing lies. It has no re­semb­lance to the suf­fer­ings caused by re­noun­cing wine. It is a state of un­ut­ter­able ir­rit­a­tion of stom­ach (which surely is not much like de­jec­tion), ac­com­pan­ied by in­tense per­spir­a­tions, and feel­ings such as I shall not at­tempt to de­scribe without more space at my com­mand.

					

				

				I shall now enter in me­di­as res, and shall an­ti­cip­ate, from a time when my opi­um pains might be said to be at their acmé, an ac­count of their palsy­ing ef­fects on the in­tel­lec­tu­al fac­ulties.

				

				My stud­ies have now been long in­ter­rup­ted. I can­not read to my­self with any pleas­ure, hardly with a mo­ment’s en­dur­ance. Yet I read aloud some­times for the pleas­ure of oth­ers, be­cause read­ing is an ac­com­plish­ment of mine, and, in the slang use of the word “ac­com­plish­ment” as a su­per­fi­cial and or­na­ment­al at­tain­ment, al­most the only one I pos­sess; and formerly, if I had any van­ity at all con­nec­ted with any en­dow­ment or at­tain­ment of mine, it was with this, for I had ob­served that no ac­com­plish­ment was so rare. Play­ers are the worst read­ers of all: ——— reads vilely; and Mrs. ———, who is so cel­eb­rated, can read noth­ing well but dra­mat­ic com­pos­i­tions: Milton she can­not read suf­fer­ably. People in gen­er­al either read po­etry without any pas­sion at all, or else over­step the mod­esty of nature, and read not like schol­ars. Of late, if I have felt moved by any­thing it has been by the grand lam­ent­a­tions of Sam­son Ag­on­istes, or the great har­mon­ies of the Satan­ic speeches in Para­dise Re­gained, when read aloud by my­self. A young lady some­times comes and drinks tea with us: at her re­quest and M.’s, I now and then read W——’s poems to them. (W., by the by is the only poet I ever met who could read his own verses: of­ten in­deed he reads ad­mir­ably.)

				For nearly two years I be­lieve that I read no book, but one; and I owe it to the au­thor, in dis­charge of a great debt of grat­it­ude, to men­tion what that was. The sub­limer and more pas­sion­ate po­ets I still read, as I have said, by snatches, and oc­ca­sion­ally. But my prop­er vo­ca­tion, as I well know, was the ex­er­cise of the ana­lyt­ic un­der­stand­ing. Now, for the most part ana­lyt­ic stud­ies are con­tinu­ous, and not to be pur­sued by fits and starts, or frag­ment­ary ef­forts. Math­em­at­ics, for in­stance, in­tel­lec­tu­al philo­sophy, etc., were all be­come in­sup­port­able to me; I shrunk from them with a sense of power­less and in­fant­ine feeble­ness that gave me an an­guish the great­er from re­mem­ber­ing the time when I grappled with them to my own hourly de­light; and for this fur­ther reas­on, be­cause I had de­voted the la­bour of my whole life, and had ded­ic­ated my in­tel­lect, blos­soms and fruits, to the slow and elab­or­ate toil of con­struct­ing one single work, to which I had pre­sumed to give the title of an un­fin­ished work of Spinosa’s—viz., De Emend­a­tione Hu­mani In­tel­lect­us. This was now ly­ing locked up, as by frost, like any Span­ish bridge or aque­duct, be­gun upon too great a scale for the re­sources of the ar­chi­tect; and in­stead of re­viv­ing me as a monu­ment of wishes at least, and as­pir­a­tions, and a life of la­bour ded­ic­ated to the ex­al­ta­tion of hu­man nature in that way in which God had best fit­ted me to pro­mote so great an ob­ject, it was likely to stand a me­mori­al to my chil­dren of hopes de­feated, of baffled ef­forts, of ma­ter­i­als use­lessly ac­cu­mu­lated, of found­a­tions laid that were nev­er to sup­port a su­per­struc­ture—of the grief and the ru­in of the ar­chi­tect. In this state of im­be­cil­ity I had, for amuse­ment, turned my at­ten­tion to polit­ic­al eco­nomy; my un­der­stand­ing, which formerly had been as act­ive and rest­less as a hyæna, could not, I sup­pose (so long as I lived at all) sink in­to ut­ter leth­argy; and polit­ic­al eco­nomy of­fers this ad­vant­age to a per­son in my state, that though it is em­in­ently an or­gan­ic sci­ence (no part, that is to say, but what acts on the whole as the whole again re­acts on each part), yet the sev­er­al parts may be de­tached and con­tem­plated singly. Great as was the pros­tra­tion of my powers at this time, yet I could not for­get my know­ledge; and my un­der­stand­ing had been for too many years in­tim­ate with severe thinkers, with lo­gic, and the great mas­ters of know­ledge, not to be aware of the ut­ter feeble­ness of the main herd of mod­ern eco­nom­ists. I had been led in 1811 to look in­to loads of books and pamph­lets on many branches of eco­nomy; and, at my de­sire, M. some­times read to me chapters from more re­cent works, or parts of par­lia­ment­ary de­bates. I saw that these were gen­er­ally the very dregs and rins­ings of the hu­man in­tel­lect; and that any man of sound head, and prac­tised in wield­ing lo­gic with a schol­ast­ic adroit­ness, might take up the whole academy of mod­ern eco­nom­ists, and throttle them between heav­en and earth with his fin­ger and thumb, or bray their fungus-heads to powder with a lady’s fan. At length, in 1819, a friend in Ed­in­burgh sent me down Mr. Ri­cardo’s book; and re­cur­ring to my own proph­et­ic an­ti­cip­a­tion of the ad­vent of some le­gis­lat­or for this sci­ence, I said, be­fore I had fin­ished the first chapter, “Thou art the man!” Won­der and curi­os­ity were emo­tions that had long been dead in me. Yet I wondered once more: I wondered at my­self that I could once again be stim­u­lated to the ef­fort of read­ing, and much more I wondered at the book. Had this pro­found work been really writ­ten in Eng­land dur­ing the nine­teenth cen­tury? Was it pos­sible? I sup­posed think­ing19 had been ex­tinct in Eng­land. Could it be that an Eng­lish­man, and he not in aca­dem­ic bowers, but op­pressed by mer­cant­ile and sen­at­ori­al cares, had ac­com­plished what all the uni­ver­sit­ies of Europe and a cen­tury of thought had failed even to ad­vance by one hair’s breadth? All oth­er writers had been crushed and over­laid by the enorm­ous weight of facts and doc­u­ments. Mr. Ri­cardo had de­duced a pri­ori from the un­der­stand­ing it­self laws which first gave a ray of light in­to the un­wieldy chaos of ma­ter­i­als, and had con­struc­ted what had been but a col­lec­tion of tent­at­ive dis­cus­sions in­to a sci­ence of reg­u­lar pro­por­tions, now first stand­ing on an etern­al basis.

				Thus did one single work of a pro­found un­der­stand­ing avail to give me a pleas­ure and an activ­ity which I had not known for years. It roused me even to write, or at least to dic­tate what M. wrote for me. It seemed to me that some im­port­ant truths had es­caped even “the in­ev­it­able eye” of Mr. Ri­cardo; and as these were for the most part of such a nature that I could ex­press or il­lus­trate them more briefly and el­eg­antly by al­geb­ra­ic sym­bols than in the usu­al clumsy and loiter­ing dic­tion of eco­nom­ists, the whole would not have filled a pock­et­book; and be­ing so brief, with M. for my amanu­en­sis, even at this time, in­cap­able as I was of all gen­er­al ex­er­tion, I drew up my Pro­leg­om­ena to All Fu­ture Sys­tems of Polit­ic­al Eco­nomy. I hope it will not be found redol­ent of opi­um; though, in­deed, to most people the sub­ject is a suf­fi­cient opi­ate.

				This ex­er­tion, how­ever, was but a tem­por­ary flash, as the se­quel showed; for I de­signed to pub­lish my work. Ar­range­ments were made at a pro­vin­cial press, about eight­een miles dis­tant, for print­ing it. An ad­di­tion­al com­pos­it­or was re­tained for some days on this ac­count. The work was even twice ad­vert­ised, and I was in a man­ner pledged to the ful­fil­ment of my in­ten­tion. But I had a pre­face to write, and a ded­ic­a­tion, which I wished to make a splen­did one, to Mr. Ri­cardo. I found my­self quite un­able to ac­com­plish all this. The ar­range­ments were coun­ter­man­ded, the com­pos­it­or dis­missed, and my Pro­leg­om­ena res­ted peace­fully by the side of its eld­er and more dig­ni­fied broth­er.

				I have thus de­scribed and il­lus­trated my in­tel­lec­tu­al tor­por in terms that ap­ply more or less to every part of the four years dur­ing which I was un­der the Cir­cean spells of opi­um. But for misery and suf­fer­ing, I might in­deed be said to have ex­is­ted in a dormant state. I sel­dom could pre­vail on my­self to write a let­ter; an an­swer of a few words to any that I re­ceived was the ut­most that I could ac­com­plish, and of­ten that not un­til the let­ter had lain weeks or even months on my writ­ing-table. Without the aid of M. all re­cords of bills paid or to be paid must have per­ished, and my whole do­mest­ic eco­nomy, whatever be­came of Polit­ic­al Eco­nomy, must have gone in­to ir­re­triev­able con­fu­sion. I shall not af­ter­wards al­lude to this part of the case. It is one, how­ever, which the opi­um-eat­er will find, in the end, as op­press­ive and tor­ment­ing as any oth­er, from the sense of in­ca­pa­city and feeble­ness, from the dir­ect em­bar­rass­ments in­cid­ent to the neg­lect or pro­cras­tin­a­tion of each day’s ap­pro­pri­ate du­ties, and from the re­morse which must of­ten ex­as­per­ate the stings of these evils to a re­flect­ive and con­scien­tious mind. The opi­um-eat­er loses none of his mor­al sens­ib­il­it­ies or as­pir­a­tions. He wishes and longs as earn­estly as ever to real­ize what he be­lieves pos­sible, and feels to be ex­ac­ted by duty; but his in­tel­lec­tu­al ap­pre­hen­sion of what is pos­sible in­fin­itely out­runs his power, not of ex­e­cu­tion only, but even of power to at­tempt. He lies un­der the weight of in­cubus and night­mare; he lies in sight of all that he would fain per­form, just as a man for­cibly con­fined to his bed by the mor­tal lan­guor of a re­lax­ing dis­ease, who is com­pelled to wit­ness in­jury or out­rage offered to some ob­ject of his tenderest love: he curses the spells which chain him down from mo­tion; he would lay down his life if he might but get up and walk; but he is power­less as an in­fant, and can­not even at­tempt to rise.

				I now pass to what is the main sub­ject of these lat­ter con­fes­sions, to the his­tory and journ­al of what took place in my dreams, for these were the im­me­di­ate and prox­im­ate cause of my acutest suf­fer­ing.

				The first no­tice I had of any im­port­ant change go­ing on in this part of my phys­ic­al eco­nomy was from the reawaken­ing of a state of eye gen­er­ally in­cid­ent to child­hood, or ex­al­ted states of ir­rit­ab­il­ity. I know not wheth­er my read­er is aware that many chil­dren, per­haps most, have a power of paint­ing, as it were upon the dark­ness, all sorts of phantoms. In some that power is simply a mech­an­ic­al af­fec­tion of the eye; oth­ers have a vol­un­tary or semi-vol­un­tary power to dis­miss or to sum­mon them; or, as a child once said to me when I ques­tioned him on this mat­ter, “I can tell them to go, and they go ———, but some­times they come when I don’t tell them to come.” Whereupon I told him that he had al­most as un­lim­ited a com­mand over ap­par­i­tions as a Ro­man cen­tur­i­on over his sol­diers.—In the middle of 1817, I think it was, that this fac­ulty be­came pos­it­ively dis­tress­ing to me: at night, when I lay awake in bed, vast pro­ces­sions passed along in mourn­ful pomp; friezes of nev­er-end­ing stor­ies, that to my feel­ings were as sad and sol­emn as if they were stor­ies drawn from times be­fore Oed­ipus or Pri­am, be­fore Tyre, be­fore Mem­ph­is. And at the same time a cor­res­pond­ing change took place in my dreams; a theatre seemed sud­denly opened and lighted up with­in my brain, which presen­ted nightly spec­tacles of more than earthly splend­our. And the four fol­low­ing facts may be men­tioned as no­tice­able at this time:

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

					

						
						For this and all oth­er changes in my dreams were ac­com­pan­ied by deep-seated anxi­ety and gloomy mel­an­choly, such as are wholly in­com­mu­nic­able by words. I seemed every night to des­cend, not meta­phor­ic­ally, but lit­er­ally to des­cend, in­to chasms and sun­less abysses, depths be­low depths, from which it seemed hope­less that I could ever re­as­cend. Nor did I, by wak­ing, feel that I had re­as­cen­ded. This I do not dwell upon; be­cause the state of gloom which at­ten­ded these gor­geous spec­tacles, amount­ing at last to ut­ter dark­ness, as of some sui­cid­al des­pond­ency, can­not be ap­proached by words.

					

						
						The sense of space, and in the end the sense of time, were both power­fully af­fected. Build­ings, land­scapes, etc., were ex­hib­ited in pro­por­tions so vast as the bod­ily eye is not fit­ted to re­ceive. Space swelled, and was amp­li­fied to an ex­tent of un­ut­ter­able in­fin­ity. This, how­ever, did not dis­turb me so much as the vast ex­pan­sion of time; I some­times seemed to have lived for 70 or 100 years in one night—nay, some­times had feel­ings rep­res­ent­at­ive of a mil­len­ni­um passed in that time, or, how­ever, of a dur­a­tion far bey­ond the lim­its of any hu­man ex­per­i­ence.

					

						
						The minutest in­cid­ents of child­hood, or for­got­ten scenes of later years, were of­ten re­vived: I could not be said to re­col­lect them, for if I had been told of them when wak­ing, I should not have been able to ac­know­ledge them as parts of my past ex­per­i­ence. But placed as they were be­fore me, in dreams like in­tu­itions, and clothed in all their evan­es­cent cir­cum­stances and ac­com­pa­ny­ing feel­ings, I re­cog­nised them in­stant­an­eously. I was once told by a near re­l­at­ive of mine, that hav­ing in her child­hood fallen in­to a river, and be­ing on the very verge of death but for the crit­ic­al as­sist­ance which reached her, she saw in a mo­ment her whole life, in its minutest in­cid­ents, ar­rayed be­fore her sim­ul­tan­eously as in a mir­ror; and she had a fac­ulty de­veloped as sud­denly for com­pre­hend­ing the whole and every part. This, from some opi­um ex­per­i­ences of mine, I can be­lieve; I have in­deed seen the same thing as­ser­ted twice in mod­ern books, and ac­com­pan­ied by a re­mark which I am con­vinced is true; viz., that the dread book of ac­count which the Scrip­tures speak of is in fact the mind it­self of each in­di­vidu­al. Of this at least I feel as­sured, that there is no such thing as for­get­ting pos­sible to the mind; a thou­sand ac­ci­dents may and will in­ter­pose a veil between our present con­scious­ness and the secret in­scrip­tions on the mind; ac­ci­dents of the same sort will also rend away this veil; but alike, wheth­er veiled or un­veiled, the in­scrip­tion re­mains forever, just as the stars seem to with­draw be­fore the com­mon light of day, where­as in fact we all know that it is the light which is drawn over them as a veil, and that they are wait­ing to be re­vealed when the ob­scur­ing day­light shall have with­drawn.

					

				

				Hav­ing no­ticed these four facts as mem­or­ably dis­tin­guish­ing my dreams from those of health, I shall now cite a case il­lus­trat­ive of the first fact, and shall then cite any oth­ers that I re­mem­ber, either in their chro­no­lo­gic­al or­der, or any oth­er that may give them more ef­fect as pic­tures to the read­er.

				I had been in youth, and even since, for oc­ca­sion­al amuse­ment, a great read­er of Livy, whom I con­fess that I prefer, both for style and mat­ter, to any oth­er of the Ro­man his­tor­i­ans; and I had of­ten felt as most sol­emn and ap­palling sounds, and most em­phat­ic­ally rep­res­ent­at­ive of the majesty of the Ro­man people, the two words so of­ten oc­cur­ring in Livy—Con­sul Ro­manus, es­pe­cially when the con­sul is in­tro­duced in his mil­it­ary char­ac­ter. I mean to say that the words king, sul­tan, re­gent, etc., or any oth­er titles of those who em­body in their own per­sons the col­lect­ive majesty of a great people, had less power over my rev­er­en­tial feel­ings. I had also, though no great read­er of his­tory, made my­self minutely and crit­ic­ally fa­mil­i­ar with one peri­od of Eng­lish his­tory, viz., the peri­od of the Par­lia­ment­ary War, hav­ing been at­trac­ted by the mor­al grandeur of some who figured in that day, and by the many in­ter­est­ing mem­oirs which sur­vive those un­quiet times. Both these parts of my light­er read­ing, hav­ing fur­nished me of­ten with mat­ter of re­flec­tion, now fur­nished me with mat­ter for my dreams. Of­ten I used to see, after paint­ing upon the blank dark­ness a sort of re­hears­al whilst wak­ing, a crowd of ladies, and per­haps a fest­iv­al and dances. And I heard it said, or I said to my­self, “These are Eng­lish ladies from the un­happy times of Charles I. These are the wives and the daugh­ters of those who met in peace, and sat at the same table, and were al­lied by mar­riage or by blood; and yet, after a cer­tain day in Au­gust 1642, nev­er smiled upon each oth­er again, nor met but in the field of battle; and at Mar­ston Moor, at New­bury, or at Naseby, cut asun­der all ties of love by the cruel sabre, and washed away in blood the memory of an­cient friend­ship.” The ladies danced, and looked as lovely as the court of George IV. Yet I knew, even in my dream, that they had been in the grave for nearly two cen­tur­ies. This pa­geant would sud­denly dis­solve; and at a clap­ping of hands would be heard the heart-quak­ing sound of Con­sul Ro­manus; and im­me­di­ately came “sweep­ing by,” in gor­geous palu­da­ments, Paulus or Mari­us, girt round by a com­pany of cen­tur­i­ons, with the crim­son tu­nic hois­ted on a spear, and fol­lowed by the alalag­mos of the Ro­man le­gions.

				Many years ago, when I was look­ing over Pir­anesi’s An­tiquit­ies of Rome, Mr. Col­eridge, who was stand­ing by, de­scribed to me a set of plates by that artist, called his Dreams, and which re­cord the scenery of his own vis­ions dur­ing the de­li­ri­um of a fever. Some of them (I de­scribe only from memory of Mr. Col­eridge’s ac­count) rep­res­en­ted vast Goth­ic halls, on the floor of which stood all sorts of en­gines and ma­chinery, wheels, cables, pul­leys, levers, cata­pults, etc. etc., ex­press­ive of enorm­ous power put forth and res­ist­ance over­come. Creep­ing along the sides of the walls you per­ceived a stair­case; and upon it, grop­ing his way up­wards, was Pir­anesi him­self: fol­low the stairs a little fur­ther and you per­ceive it come to a sud­den and ab­rupt ter­min­a­tion without any bal­us­trade, and al­low­ing no step on­wards to him who had reached the ex­tremity ex­cept in­to the depths be­low. Whatever is to be­come of poor Pir­anesi, you sup­pose at least that his la­bours must in some way ter­min­ate here. But raise your eyes, and be­hold a second flight of stairs still high­er, on which again Pir­anesi is per­ceived, but this time stand­ing on the very brink of the abyss. Again el­ev­ate your eye, and a still more aëri­al flight of stairs is be­held, and again is poor Pir­anesi busy on his as­pir­ing la­bours; and so on, un­til the un­fin­ished stairs and Pir­anesi both are lost in the up­per gloom of the hall. With the same power of end­less growth and self-re­pro­duc­tion did my ar­chi­tec­ture pro­ceed in dreams. In the early stage of my mal­ady the splend­ours of my dreams were in­deed chiefly ar­chi­tec­tur­al; and I be­held such pomp of cit­ies and palaces as was nev­er yet be­held by the wak­ing eye un­less in the clouds. From a great mod­ern poet I cite part of a pas­sage which de­scribes, as an ap­pear­ance ac­tu­ally be­held in the clouds, what in many of its cir­cum­stances I saw fre­quently in sleep:

				
					
						The ap­pear­ance, in­stant­an­eously dis­closed,
						

						Was of a mighty city—boldly say
						

						A wil­der­ness of build­ing, sink­ing far
						

						And self-with­drawn in­to a won­drous depth,
						

						Far sink­ing in­to splend­our—without end!
						

						Fab­ric it seem’d of dia­mond, and of gold,
						

						With ala­baster domes, and sil­ver spires,
						

						And blaz­ing ter­race upon ter­race, high
						

						Up­lif­ted; here, se­rene pa­vil­ions bright
						

						In av­en­ues dis­posed; there towers be­girt
						

						With bat­tle­ments that on their rest­less fronts
						

						Bore stars—il­lu­min­a­tion of all gems!
						

						By earthly nature had the ef­fect been wrought
						

						Upon the dark ma­ter­i­als of the storm
						

						Now pa­ci­fied; on them, and on the coves,
						

						And moun­tain-steeps and sum­mits, where­unto
						

						The va­pours had re­ceded—tak­ing there
						

						Their sta­tion un­der a cerulean sky. etc. etc.
					

				

				The sub­lime cir­cum­stance, “bat­tle­ments that on their rest­less fronts bore stars,” might have been copied from my ar­chi­tec­tur­al dreams, for it of­ten oc­curred. We hear it re­por­ted of Dry­den and of Fuseli, in mod­ern times, that they thought prop­er to eat raw meat for the sake of ob­tain­ing splen­did dreams: how much bet­ter for such a pur­pose to have eaten opi­um, which yet I do not re­mem­ber that any poet is re­cor­ded to have done, ex­cept the dram­at­ist Shad­well; and in an­cient days Homer is I think rightly re­puted to have known the vir­tues of opi­um.

				To my ar­chi­tec­ture suc­ceeded dreams of lakes and sil­very ex­panses of wa­ter: these haunted me so much that I feared (though pos­sibly it will ap­pear ludicrous to a med­ic­al man) that some drop­sic­al state or tend­ency of the brain might thus be mak­ing it­self (to use a meta­phys­ic­al word) ob­ject­ive; and the sen­tient or­gan pro­ject it­self as its own ob­ject. For two months I suffered greatly in my head, a part of my bod­ily struc­ture which had hitherto been so clear from all touch or taint of weak­ness (phys­ic­ally I mean) that I used to say of it, as the last Lord Or­ford said of his stom­ach, that it seemed likely to sur­vive the rest of my per­son. Till now I had nev­er felt a head­ache even, or any the slight­est pain, ex­cept rheum­at­ic pains caused by my own folly. How­ever, I got over this at­tack, though it must have been ver­ging on some­thing very dan­ger­ous.

				The wa­ters now changed their char­ac­ter—from trans­lu­cent lakes shin­ing like mir­rors they now be­came seas and oceans. And now came a tre­mend­ous change, which, un­fold­ing it­self slowly like a scroll through many months, prom­ised an abid­ing tor­ment; and in fact it nev­er left me un­til the wind­ing up of my case. Hitherto the hu­man face had mixed of­ten in my dreams, but not des­pot­ic­ally nor with any spe­cial power of tor­ment­ing. But now that which I have called the tyranny of the hu­man face began to un­fold it­self. Per­haps some part of my Lon­don life might be an­swer­able for this. Be that as it may, now it was that upon the rock­ing wa­ters of the ocean the hu­man face began to ap­pear; the sea ap­peared paved with in­nu­mer­able faces up­turned to the heav­ens—faces im­plor­ing, wrath­ful, des­pair­ing, surged up­wards by thou­sands, by myri­ads, by gen­er­a­tions, by cen­tur­ies: my agit­a­tion was in­fin­ite; my mind tossed and surged with the ocean.

				
					
						May, 1818

					
					The Malay has been a fear­ful en­emy for months. I have been every night, through his means, trans­por­ted in­to Asi­at­ic scenes. I know not wheth­er oth­ers share in my feel­ings on this point; but I have of­ten thought that if I were com­pelled to fore­go Eng­land, and to live in China, and among Chinese man­ners and modes of life and scenery, I should go mad. The causes of my hor­ror lie deep, and some of them must be com­mon to oth­ers. South­ern Asia in gen­er­al is the seat of aw­ful im­ages and as­so­ci­ations. As the cradle of the hu­man race, it would alone have a dim and rev­er­en­tial feel­ing con­nec­ted with it. But there are oth­er reas­ons. No man can pre­tend that the wild, bar­bar­ous, and ca­pri­cious su­per­sti­tions of Africa, or of sav­age tribes else­where, af­fect him in the way that he is af­fected by the an­cient, mo­nu­ment­al, cruel, and elab­or­ate re­li­gions of In­dostan, etc. The mere an­tiquity of Asi­at­ic things, of their in­sti­tu­tions, his­tor­ies, modes of faith, etc., is so im­press­ive, that to me the vast age of the race and name over­powers the sense of youth in the in­di­vidu­al. A young Chinese seems to me an antedi­lu­vi­an man re­newed. Even Eng­lish­men, though not bred in any know­ledge of such in­sti­tu­tions, can­not but shud­der at the mys­tic sub­lim­ity of castes that have flowed apart, and re­fused to mix, through such im­me­mori­al tracts of time; nor can any man fail to be awed by the names of the Ganges or the Eu­phrates. It con­trib­utes much to these feel­ings that south­ern Asia is, and has been for thou­sands of years, the part of the earth most swarm­ing with hu­man life, the great of­fi­cina gen­ti­um. Man is a weed in those re­gions. The vast em­pires also in which the enorm­ous pop­u­la­tion of Asia has al­ways been cast, give a fur­ther sub­lim­ity to the feel­ings as­so­ci­ated with all Ori­ent­al names or im­ages. In China, over and above what it has in com­mon with the rest of south­ern Asia, I am ter­ri­fied by the modes of life, by the man­ners, and the bar­ri­er of ut­ter ab­hor­rence and want of sym­pathy placed between us by feel­ings deep­er than I can ana­lyse. I could soon­er live with lun­at­ics or brute an­im­als. All this, and much more than I can say or have time to say, the read­er must enter in­to be­fore he can com­pre­hend the un­ima­gin­able hor­ror which these dreams of Ori­ent­al im­agery and myth­o­lo­gic­al tor­tures im­pressed upon me. Un­der the con­nect­ing feel­ing of trop­ic­al heat and ver­tic­al sun­lights I brought to­geth­er all creatures, birds, beasts, rep­tiles, all trees and plants, us­ages and ap­pear­ances, that are found in all trop­ic­al re­gions, and as­sembled them to­geth­er in China or In­dostan. From kindred feel­ings, I soon brought Egypt and all her gods un­der the same law. I was stared at, hooted at, grinned at, chattered at, by mon­keys, by par­ro­quets, by cock­a­toos. I ran in­to pa­go­das, and was fixed for cen­tur­ies at the sum­mit or in secret rooms: I was the idol; I was the priest; I was wor­shipped; I was sac­ri­ficed. I fled from the wrath of Brama through all the forests of Asia: Vish­nu hated me: Seeva laid wait for me. I came sud­denly upon Is­is and Osiris: I had done a deed, they said, which the ibis and the cro­codile trembled at. I was bur­ied for a thou­sand years in stone coffins, with mum­mies and sphynxes, in nar­row cham­bers at the heart of etern­al pyr­am­ids. I was kissed, with can­cer­ous kisses, by cro­codiles; and laid, con­foun­ded with all un­ut­ter­able slimy things, amongst reeds and Nilot­ic mud.

					I thus give the read­er some slight ab­strac­tion of my Ori­ent­al dreams, which al­ways filled me with such amazement at the mon­strous scenery that hor­ror seemed ab­sorbed for a while in sheer as­ton­ish­ment. Soon­er or later came a re­flux of feel­ing that swal­lowed up the as­ton­ish­ment, and left me not so much in ter­ror as in hatred and ab­om­in­a­tion of what I saw. Over every form, and threat, and pun­ish­ment, and dim sight­less in­car­cer­a­tion, brooded a sense of etern­ity and in­fin­ity that drove me in­to an op­pres­sion as of mad­ness. In­to these dreams only it was, with one or two slight ex­cep­tions, that any cir­cum­stances of phys­ic­al hor­ror entered. All be­fore had been mor­al and spir­itu­al ter­rors. But here the main agents were ugly birds, or snakes, or cro­codiles; es­pe­cially the last. The cursed cro­codile be­came to me the ob­ject of more hor­ror than al­most all the rest. I was com­pelled to live with him, and (as was al­ways the case al­most in my dreams) for cen­tur­ies. I es­caped some­times, and found my­self in Chinese houses, with cane tables, etc. All the feet of the tables, so­fas, etc., soon be­came in­stinct with life: the ab­om­in­able head of the cro­codile, and his leer­ing eyes, looked out at me, mul­ti­plied in­to a thou­sand re­pe­ti­tions; and I stood loath­ing and fas­cin­ated. And so of­ten did this hideous rep­tile haunt my dreams that many times the very same dream was broken up in the very same way: I heard gentle voices speak­ing to me (I hear everything when I am sleep­ing), and in­stantly I awoke. It was broad noon, and my chil­dren were stand­ing, hand in hand, at my bed­side—come to show me their col­oured shoes, or new frocks, or to let me see them dressed for go­ing out. I protest that so aw­ful was the trans­ition from the damned cro­codile, and the oth­er un­ut­ter­able mon­sters and abor­tions of my dreams, to the sight of in­no­cent hu­man natures and of in­fancy, that in the mighty and sud­den re­vul­sion of mind I wept, and could not for­bear it, as I kissed their faces.

				
				
					
						June, 1819

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

					I thought that it was a Sunday morn­ing in May, that it was East­er Sunday, and as yet very early in the morn­ing. I was stand­ing, as it seemed to me, at the door of my own cot­tage. Right be­fore me lay the very scene which could really be com­manded from that situ­ation, but ex­al­ted, as was usu­al, and sol­em­nised by the power of dreams. There were the same moun­tains, and the same lovely val­ley at their feet; but the moun­tains were raised to more than Alpine height, and there was in­ter­space far lar­ger between them of mead­ows and forest lawns; the hedges were rich with white roses; and no liv­ing creature was to be seen, ex­cept­ing that in the green church­yard there were cattle tran­quilly re­pos­ing upon the verd­ant graves, and par­tic­u­larly round about the grave of a child whom I had ten­derly loved, just as I had really be­held them, a little be­fore sun­rise in the same sum­mer, when that child died. I gazed upon the well-known scene, and I said aloud (as I thought) to my­self, “It yet wants much of sun­rise, and it is East­er Sunday; and that is the day on which they cel­eb­rate the first fruits of re­sur­rec­tion. I will walk abroad; old griefs shall be for­got­ten today; for the air is cool and still, and the hills are high and stretch away to heav­en; and the forest glades are as quiet as the church­yard, and with the dew I can wash the fever from my fore­head, and then I shall be un­happy no longer.” And I turned as if to open my garden gate, and im­me­di­ately I saw upon the left a scene far dif­fer­ent, but which yet the power of dreams had re­con­ciled in­to har­mony with the oth­er. The scene was an Ori­ent­al one, and there also it was East­er Sunday, and very early in the morn­ing. And at a vast dis­tance were vis­ible, as a stain upon the ho­ri­zon, the domes and cu­polas of a great city—an im­age or faint ab­strac­tion, caught per­haps in child­hood from some pic­ture of Jer­u­s­alem. And not a bow­shot from me, upon a stone and shaded by Judean palms, there sat a wo­man, and I looked, and it was—Ann! She fixed her eyes upon me earn­estly, and I said to her at length: “So, then, I have found you at last.” I waited, but she answered me not a word. Her face was the same as when I saw it last, and yet again how dif­fer­ent! Sev­en­teen years ago, when the lamp­light fell upon her face, as for the last time I kissed her lips (lips, Ann, that to me were not pol­luted), her eyes were stream­ing with tears: the tears were now wiped away; she seemed more beau­ti­ful than she was at that time, but in all oth­er points the same, and not older. Her looks were tran­quil, but with un­usu­al solem­nity of ex­pres­sion, and I now gazed upon her with some awe; but sud­denly her coun­ten­ance grew dim, and turn­ing to the moun­tains I per­ceived va­pours rolling between us. In a mo­ment all had van­ished, thick dark­ness came on, and in the twink­ling of an eye I was far away from moun­tains, and by lamp­light in Ox­ford Street, walk­ing again with Ann—just as we walked sev­en­teen years be­fore, when we were both chil­dren.

					

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

					The dream com­menced with a mu­sic which now I of­ten heard in dreams—a mu­sic of pre­par­a­tion and of awaken­ing sus­pense, a mu­sic like the open­ing of the Coron­a­tion An­them, and which, like that, gave the feel­ing of a vast march, of in­fin­ite caval­cades fil­ing off, and the tread of in­nu­mer­able armies. The morn­ing was come of a mighty day—a day of crisis and of fi­nal hope for hu­man nature, then suf­fer­ing some mys­ter­i­ous ec­lipse, and la­bour­ing in some dread ex­tremity. Some­where, I knew not where—some­how, I knew not how—by some be­ings, I knew not whom—a battle, a strife, an agony, was con­duct­ing, was evolving like a great drama or piece of mu­sic, with which my sym­pathy was the more in­sup­port­able from my con­fu­sion as to its place, its cause, its nature, and its pos­sible is­sue. I, as is usu­al in dreams (where of ne­ces­sity we make ourselves cent­ral to every move­ment), had the power, and yet had not the power, to de­cide it. I had the power, if I could raise my­self to will it, and yet again had not the power, for the weight of twenty At­lantics was upon me, or the op­pres­sion of in­ex­pi­able guilt. “Deep­er than ever plum­met soun­ded,” I lay in­act­ive. Then like a chor­us the pas­sion deepened. Some great­er in­terest was at stake, some migh­ti­er cause than ever yet the sword had pleaded, or trum­pet had pro­claimed. Then came sud­den alarms, hur­ry­ings to and fro, trep­id­a­tions of in­nu­mer­able fu­git­ives—I knew not wheth­er from the good cause or the bad, dark­ness and lights, tem­pest and hu­man faces, and at last, with the sense that all was lost, fe­male forms, and the fea­tures that were worth all the world to me, and but a mo­ment al­lowed—and clasped hands, and heart­break­ing part­ings, and then—ever­last­ing farewells! And with a sigh, such as the caves of Hell sighed when the in­ces­tu­ous moth­er uttered the ab­horred name of death, the sound was re­ver­ber­ated—ever­last­ing farewells! And again and yet again re­ver­ber­ated—ever­last­ing farewells!

					And I awoke in struggles, and cried aloud—“I will sleep no more.”

					

					But I am now called upon to wind up a nar­rat­ive which has already ex­ten­ded to an un­reas­on­able length. With­in more spa­cious lim­its the ma­ter­i­als which I have used might have been bet­ter un­fol­ded, and much which I have not used might have been ad­ded with ef­fect. Per­haps, how­ever, enough has been giv­en. It now re­mains that I should say some­thing of the way in which this con­flict of hor­rors was fi­nally brought to a crisis. The read­er is already aware (from a pas­sage near the be­gin­ning of the in­tro­duc­tion to the first part) that the Opi­um-eat­er has, in some way or oth­er, “un­wound al­most to its fi­nal links the ac­cursed chain which bound him.” By what means? To have nar­rated this ac­cord­ing to the ori­gin­al in­ten­tion would have far ex­ceeded the space which can now be al­lowed. It is for­tu­nate, as such a co­gent reas­on ex­ists for abridging it, that I should, on a ma­turer view of the case, have been ex­ceed­ingly un­will­ing to in­jure, by any such un­af­fect­ing de­tails, the im­pres­sion of the his­tory it­self, as an ap­peal to the prudence and the con­science of the yet un­con­firmed opi­um-eat­er—or even (though a very in­feri­or con­sid­er­a­tion) to in­jure its ef­fect as a com­pos­i­tion. The in­terest of the ju­di­cious read­er will not at­tach it­self chiefly to the sub­ject of the fas­cin­at­ing spells, but to the fas­cin­at­ing power. Not the Opi­um-eat­er, but the opi­um, is the true hero of the tale, and the le­git­im­ate centre on which the in­terest re­volves. The ob­ject was to dis­play the mar­vel­lous agency of opi­um, wheth­er for pleas­ure or for pain: if that is done, the ac­tion of the piece has closed.

					How­ever, as some people, in spite of all laws to the con­trary, will per­sist in ask­ing what be­came of the Opi­um-eat­er, and in what state he now is, I an­swer for him thus: The read­er is aware that opi­um had long ceased to found its em­pire on spells of pleas­ure; it was solely by the tor­tures con­nec­ted with the at­tempt to ab­jure it that it kept its hold. Yet, as oth­er tor­tures, no less it may be thought, at­ten­ded the non-ab­jur­a­tion of such a tyr­ant, a choice only of evils was left; and that might as well have been ad­op­ted which, how­ever ter­rif­ic in it­self, held out a pro­spect of fi­nal res­tor­a­tion to hap­pi­ness. This ap­pears true; but good lo­gic gave the au­thor no strength to act upon it. How­ever, a crisis ar­rived for the au­thor’s life, and a crisis for oth­er ob­jects still dear­er to him—and which will al­ways be far dear­er to him than his life, even now that it is again a happy one. I saw that I must die if I con­tin­ued the opi­um. I de­term­ined, there­fore, if that should be re­quired, to die in throw­ing it off. How much I was at that time tak­ing I can­not say, for the opi­um which I used had been pur­chased for me by a friend, who af­ter­wards re­fused to let me pay him; so that I could not as­cer­tain even what quant­ity I had used with­in the year. I ap­pre­hend, how­ever, that I took it very ir­reg­u­larly, and that I var­ied from about fifty or sixty grains to 150 a day. My first task was to re­duce it to forty, to thirty, and as fast as I could to twelve grains.

					I tri­umphed. But think not, read­er, that there­fore my suf­fer­ings were ended, nor think of me as of one sit­ting in a de­jec­ted state. Think of me as one, even when four months had passed, still agit­ated, writh­ing, throb­bing, pal­pit­at­ing, shattered, and much per­haps in the situ­ation of him who has been racked, as I col­lect the tor­ments of that state from the af­fect­ing ac­count of them left by a most in­no­cent suf­fer­er20 of the times of James I. Mean­time, I de­rived no be­ne­fit from any medi­cine, ex­cept one pre­scribed to me by an Ed­in­burgh sur­geon of great em­in­ence, viz., am­mo­ni­ated tinc­ture of va­leri­an. Med­ic­al ac­count, there­fore, of my eman­cip­a­tion I have not much to give, and even that little, as man­aged by a man so ig­nor­ant of medi­cine as my­self, would prob­ably tend only to mis­lead. At all events, it would be mis­placed in this situ­ation. The mor­al of the nar­rat­ive is ad­dressed to the opi­um-eat­er, and there­fore of ne­ces­sity lim­ited in its ap­plic­a­tion. If he is taught to fear and tremble, enough has been ef­fected. But he may say that the is­sue of my case is at least a proof that opi­um, after a sev­en­teen years’ use and an eight years’ ab­use of its powers, may still be re­nounced, and that he may chance to bring to the task great­er en­ergy than I did, or that with a stronger con­sti­tu­tion than mine he may ob­tain the same res­ults with less. This may be true. I would not pre­sume to meas­ure the ef­forts of oth­er men by my own. I heart­ily wish him more en­ergy. I wish him the same suc­cess. Nev­er­the­less, I had motives ex­tern­al to my­self which he may un­for­tu­nately want, and these sup­plied me with con­scien­tious sup­ports which mere per­son­al in­terests might fail to sup­ply to a mind de­bil­it­ated by opi­um.

					Jeremy Taylor con­jec­tures that it may be as pain­ful to be born as to die. I think it prob­able; and dur­ing the whole peri­od of di­min­ish­ing the opi­um I had the tor­ments of a man passing out of one mode of ex­ist­ence in­to an­oth­er. The is­sue was not death, but a sort of phys­ic­al re­gen­er­a­tion; and I may add that ever since, at in­ter­vals, I have had a res­tor­a­tion of more than youth­ful spir­its, though un­der the pres­sure of dif­fi­culties which in a less happy state of mind I should have called mis­for­tunes.

					One me­mori­al of my former con­di­tion still re­mains—my dreams are not yet per­fectly calm; the dread swell and agit­a­tion of the storm have not wholly sub­sided; the le­gions that en­camped in them are draw­ing off, but not all de­par­ted; my sleep is still tu­mul­tu­ous, and, like the gates of Para­dise to our first par­ents when look­ing back from afar, it is still (in the tre­mend­ous line of Milton)

					
						With dread­ful faces throng’d, and fiery arms.

					

				
			
		
	
		
			Appendix

			The in­terest ex­cited by the two pa­pers bear­ing this title, in our num­bers for Septem­ber and Oc­to­ber 1821, will have kept our prom­ise of a Third Part fresh in the re­mem­brance of our read­ers. That we are still un­able to ful­fil our en­gage­ment in its ori­gin­al mean­ing will, we, are sure, be mat­ter of re­gret to them as to ourselves, es­pe­cially when they have per­used the fol­low­ing af­fect­ing nar­rat­ive. It was com­posed for the pur­pose of be­ing ap­pen­ded to an edi­tion of the Con­fes­sions in a sep­ar­ate volume, which is already be­fore the pub­lic, and we have re­prin­ted it en­tire, that our sub­scribers may be in pos­ses­sion of the whole of this ex­traordin­ary his­tory.

			

			The pro­pri­et­ors of this little work hav­ing de­term­ined on re­print­ing it, some ex­plan­a­tion seems called for, to ac­count for the nonap­pear­ance of a third part prom­ised in the Lon­don Magazine of Decem­ber last; and the more so be­cause the pro­pri­et­ors, un­der whose guar­an­tee that prom­ise was is­sued, might oth­er­wise be im­plic­ated in the blame—little or much—at­tached to its non­ful­fil­ment. This blame, in mere justice, the au­thor takes wholly upon him­self. What may be the ex­act amount of the guilt which he thus ap­pro­pri­ates is a very dark ques­tion to his own judg­ment, and not much il­lu­min­ated by any of the mas­ters in ca­su­istry whom he has con­sul­ted on the oc­ca­sion. On the one hand it seems gen­er­ally agreed that a prom­ise is bind­ing in the in­verse ra­tio of the num­bers to whom it is made; for which reas­on it is that we see many per­sons break prom­ises without scruple that are made to a whole na­tion, who keep their faith re­li­giously in all private en­gage­ments, breaches of prom­ise to­wards the stronger party be­ing com­mit­ted at a man’s own per­il; on the oth­er hand, the only parties in­ter­ested in the prom­ises of an au­thor are his read­ers, and these it is a point of mod­esty in any au­thor to be­lieve as few as pos­sible—or per­haps only one, in which case any prom­ise im­poses a sanc­tity of mor­al ob­lig­a­tion which it is shock­ing to think of. Ca­su­istry dis­missed, how­ever, the au­thor throws him­self on the in­dul­gent con­sid­er­a­tion of all who may con­ceive them­selves ag­grieved by his delay, in the fol­low­ing ac­count of his own con­di­tion from the end of last year, when the en­gage­ment was made, up nearly to the present time. For any pur­pose of self-ex­cuse it might be suf­fi­cient to say that in­tol­er­able bod­ily suf­fer­ing had totally dis­abled him for al­most any ex­er­tion of mind, more es­pe­cially for such as de­mands and pre­sup­poses a pleas­ur­able and gen­i­al state of feel­ing; but, as a case that may by pos­sib­il­ity con­trib­ute a trifle to the med­ic­al his­tory of opi­um, in a fur­ther stage of its ac­tion than can of­ten have been brought un­der the no­tice of pro­fes­sion­al men, he has judged that it might be ac­cept­able to some read­ers to have it de­scribed more at length. Fi­at ex­per­i­mentum in cor­pore vili is a just rule where there is any reas­on­able pre­sump­tion of be­ne­fit to arise on a large scale. What the be­ne­fit may be will ad­mit of a doubt, but there can be none as to the value of the body; for a more worth­less body than his own the au­thor is free to con­fess can­not be. It is his pride to be­lieve that it is the very ideal of a base, crazy, despic­able hu­man sys­tem, that hardly ever could have been meant to be sea­worthy for two days un­der the or­din­ary storms and wear and tear of life; and in­deed, if that were the cred­it­able way of dis­pos­ing of hu­man bod­ies, he must own that he should al­most be ashamed to be­queath his wretched struc­ture to any re­spect­able dog. But now to the case, which, for the sake of avoid­ing the con­stant re­cur­rence of a cum­ber­some peri­phrasis, the au­thor will take the liberty of giv­ing in the first per­son.

			

			Those who have read the Con­fes­sions will have closed them with the im­pres­sion that I had wholly re­nounced the use of opi­um. This im­pres­sion I meant to con­vey, and that for two reas­ons: first, be­cause the very act of de­lib­er­ately re­cord­ing such a state of suf­fer­ing ne­ces­sar­ily pre­sumes in the re­cord­er a power of sur­vey­ing his own case as a cool spec­tat­or, and a de­gree of spir­its for ad­equately de­scrib­ing it which it would be in­con­sist­ent to sup­pose in any per­son speak­ing from the sta­tion of an ac­tu­al suf­fer­er; secondly, be­cause I, who had des­cen­ded from so large a quant­ity as 8,000 drops to so small a one (com­par­at­ively speak­ing) as a quant­ity ran­ging between 300 and 160 drops, might well sup­pose that the vic­tory was in ef­fect achieved. In suf­fer­ing my read­ers, there­fore, to think of me as of a re­formed opi­um-eat­er, I left no im­pres­sion but what I shared my­self; and, as may be seen, even this im­pres­sion was left to be col­lec­ted from the gen­er­al tone of the con­clu­sion, and not from any spe­cif­ic words, which are in no in­stance at vari­ance with the lit­er­al truth. In no long time after that pa­per was writ­ten I be­came sens­ible that the ef­fort which re­mained would cost me far more en­ergy than I had an­ti­cip­ated, and the ne­ces­sity for mak­ing it was more ap­par­ent every month. In par­tic­u­lar I be­came aware of an in­creas­ing cal­lous­ness or de­fect of sens­ib­il­ity in the stom­ach, and this I ima­gined might im­ply a scir­rhous state of that or­gan, either formed or form­ing. An em­in­ent phys­i­cian, to whose kind­ness I was at that time deeply in­debted, in­formed me that such a ter­min­a­tion of my case was not im­possible, though likely to be fore­stalled by a dif­fer­ent ter­min­a­tion in the event of my con­tinu­ing the use of opi­um. Opi­um there­fore I re­solved wholly to ab­jure as soon as I should find my­self at liberty to bend my un­di­vided at­ten­tion and en­ergy to this pur­pose. It was not, how­ever, un­til the 24th of June last that any tol­er­able con­cur­rence of fa­cil­it­ies for such an at­tempt ar­rived. On that day I began my ex­per­i­ment, hav­ing pre­vi­ously settled in my own mind that I would not flinch, but would “stand up to the scratch” un­der any pos­sible “pun­ish­ment.” I must premise that about 170 or 180 drops had been my or­din­ary al­low­ance for many months; oc­ca­sion­ally I had run up as high as 500, and once nearly to 700; in re­peated pre­ludes to my fi­nal ex­per­i­ment I had also gone as low as 100 drops; but had found it im­possible to stand it bey­ond the fourth day—which, by the way, I have al­ways found more dif­fi­cult to get over than any of the pre­ced­ing three. I went off un­der easy sail—130 drops a day for three days; on the fourth I plunged at once to 80. The misery which I now suffered “took the con­ceit” out of me at once, and for about a month I con­tin­ued off and on about this mark; then I sunk to 60, and the next day to—none at all. This was the first day for nearly ten years that I had ex­is­ted without opi­um. I per­severed in my ab­stin­ence for ninety hours; i.e., up­wards of half a week. Then I took—ask me not how much; say, ye severest, what would ye have done? Then I ab­stained again—then took about 25 drops then ab­stained; and so on.

			Mean­time the symp­toms which at­ten­ded my case for the first six weeks of my ex­per­i­ment were these: enorm­ous ir­rit­ab­il­ity and ex­cite­ment of the whole sys­tem; the stom­ach in par­tic­u­lar re­stored to a full feel­ing of vi­tal­ity and sens­ib­il­ity, but of­ten in great pain; un­ceas­ing rest­less­ness night and day; sleep—I scarcely knew what it was; three hours out of the twenty-four was the ut­most I had, and that so agit­ated and shal­low that I heard every sound that was near me. Lower jaw con­stantly swell­ing, mouth ul­cer­ated, and many oth­er dis­tress­ing symp­toms that would be te­di­ous to re­peat; amongst which, how­ever, I must men­tion one, be­cause it had nev­er failed to ac­com­pany any at­tempt to re­nounce opi­um—viz., vi­ol­ent ster­nu­ta­tion. This now be­came ex­ceed­ingly trouble­some, some­times last­ing for two hours at once, and re­cur­ring at least twice or three times a day. I was not much sur­prised at this on re­col­lect­ing what I had some­where heard or read, that the mem­brane which lines the nos­trils is a pro­long­a­tion of that which lines the stom­ach; whence, I be­lieve, are ex­plained the in­flam­mat­ory ap­pear­ances about the nos­trils of dram drink­ers. The sud­den res­tor­a­tion of its ori­gin­al sens­ib­il­ity to the stom­ach ex­pressed it­self, I sup­pose, in this way. It is re­mark­able also that dur­ing the whole peri­od of years through which I had taken opi­um I had nev­er once caught cold (as the phrase is), nor even the slight­est cough. But now a vi­ol­ent cold at­tacked me, and a cough soon after. In an un­fin­ished frag­ment of a let­ter be­gun about this time to ———, I find these words: “You ask me to write the ——— ———. Do you know Beau­mont and Fletch­er’s play of Thi­erry and Theodore? There you will see my case as to sleep; nor is it much of an ex­ag­ger­a­tion in oth­er fea­tures. I protest to you that I have a great­er in­flux of thoughts in one hour at present than in a whole year un­der the reign of opi­um. It seems as though all the thoughts which had been frozen up for a dec­ade of years by opi­um had now, ac­cord­ing to the old fable, been thawed at once—such a mul­ti­tude stream in upon me from all quar­ters. Yet such is my im­pa­tience and hideous ir­rit­ab­il­ity that for one which I de­tain and write down fifty es­cape me: in spite of my wear­i­ness from suf­fer­ing and want of sleep, I can­not stand still or sit for two minutes to­geth­er. ‘I nunc, et versus tecum med­it­are canor­os.’ ”

			At this stage of my ex­per­i­ment I sent to a neigh­bour­ing sur­geon, re­quest­ing that he would come over to see me. In the even­ing he came; and after briefly stat­ing the case to him, I asked this ques­tion; Wheth­er he did not think that the opi­um might have ac­ted as a stim­u­lus to the di­gest­ive or­gans, and that the present state of suf­fer­ing in the stom­ach, which mani­festly was the cause of the in­ab­il­ity to sleep, might arise from in­di­ges­tion? His an­swer was; No; on the con­trary, he thought that the suf­fer­ing was caused by di­ges­tion it­self, which should nat­ur­ally go on be­low the con­scious­ness, but which from the un­nat­ur­al state of the stom­ach, viti­ated by so long a use of opi­um, was be­come dis­tinctly per­cept­ible. This opin­ion was plaus­ible; and the un­in­ter­mit­ting nature of the suf­fer­ing dis­poses me to think that it was true, for if it had been any mere ir­reg­u­lar af­fec­tion of the stom­ach, it should nat­ur­ally have in­ter­mit­ted oc­ca­sion­ally, and con­stantly fluc­tu­ated as to de­gree. The in­ten­tion of nature, as mani­fes­ted in the healthy state, ob­vi­ously is to with­draw from our no­tice all the vi­tal mo­tions, such as the cir­cu­la­tion of the blood, the ex­pan­sion and con­trac­tion of the lungs, the peri­stalt­ic ac­tion of the stom­ach, etc., and opi­um, it seems, is able in this, as in oth­er in­stances, to coun­ter­act her pur­poses. By the ad­vice of the sur­geon I tried bit­ters. For a short time these greatly mit­ig­ated the feel­ings un­der which I la­boured, but about the forty-second day of the ex­per­i­ment the symp­toms already no­ticed began to re­tire, and new ones to arise of a dif­fer­ent and far more tor­ment­ing class; un­der these, but with a few in­ter­vals of re­mis­sion, I have since con­tin­ued to suf­fer. But I dis­miss them un­des­cribed for two reas­ons: first, be­cause the mind re­volts from re­tra­cing cir­cum­stan­tially any suf­fer­ings from which it is re­moved by too short or by no in­ter­val. To do this with minute­ness enough to make the re­view of any use would be in­deed in­fan­dum ren­o­v­are dolor­em, and pos­sibly without a suf­fi­cient motive; for secondly, I doubt wheth­er this lat­ter state be any­way refer­able to opi­um—pos­it­ively con­sidered, or even neg­at­ively; that is, wheth­er it is to be numbered amongst the last evils from the dir­ect ac­tion of opi­um, or even amongst the earli­est evils con­sequent upon a want of opi­um in a sys­tem long de­ranged by its use. Cer­tainly one part of the symp­toms might be ac­coun­ted for from the time of year (Au­gust), for though the sum­mer was not a hot one, yet in any case the sum of all the heat fun­ded (if one may say so) dur­ing the pre­vi­ous months, ad­ded to the ex­ist­ing heat of that month, nat­ur­ally renders Au­gust in its bet­ter half the hot­test part of the year; and it so happened that—the ex­cess­ive per­spir­a­tion which even at Christ­mas at­tends any great re­duc­tion in the daily quantum of opi­um—and which in Ju­ly was so vi­ol­ent as to ob­lige me to use a bath five or six times a day—had about the set­ting-in of the hot­test sea­son wholly re­tired, on which ac­count any bad ef­fect of the heat might be the more un­mit­ig­ated. An­oth­er symp­tom—viz., what in my ig­nor­ance I call in­tern­al rheum­at­ism (some­times af­fect­ing the shoulders, etc., but more of­ten ap­pear­ing to be seated in the stom­ach)—seemed again less prob­ably at­trib­ut­able to the opi­um, or the want of opi­um, than to the damp­ness of the house21 which I in­hab­it, which had about this time at­tained its max­im­um, Ju­ly hav­ing been, as usu­al, a month of in­cess­ant rain in our most rainy part of Eng­land.

			Un­der these reas­ons for doubt­ing wheth­er opi­um had any con­nec­tion with the lat­ter stage of my bod­ily wretched­ness—ex­cept, in­deed, as an oc­ca­sion­al cause, as hav­ing left the body weak­er and more crazy, and thus pre­dis­posed to any mal-in­flu­ence whatever—I will­ingly spare my read­er all de­scrip­tion of it; let it per­ish to him, and would that I could as eas­ily say let it per­ish to my own re­mem­brances, that any fu­ture hours of tran­quil­lity may not be dis­turbed by too vivid an ideal of pos­sible hu­man misery!

			So much for the se­quel of my ex­per­i­ment. As to the former stage, in which prob­ably lies the ex­per­i­ment and its ap­plic­a­tion to oth­er cases, I must re­quest my read­er not to for­get the reas­ons for which I have re­cor­ded it. These were two: First, a be­lief that I might add some trifle to the his­tory of opi­um as a med­ic­al agent. In this I am aware that I have not at all ful­filled my own in­ten­tions, in con­sequence of the tor­por of mind, pain of body, and ex­treme dis­gust to the sub­ject which be­sieged me whilst writ­ing that part of my pa­per; which part be­ing im­me­di­ately sent off to the press (dis­tant about five de­grees of lat­it­ude), can­not be cor­rec­ted or im­proved. But from this ac­count, ram­bling as it may be, it is evid­ent that thus much of be­ne­fit may arise to the per­sons most in­ter­ested in such a his­tory of opi­um, viz., to opi­um-eat­ers in gen­er­al, that it es­tab­lishes, for their con­sol­a­tion and en­cour­age­ment, the fact that opi­um may be re­nounced, and without great­er suf­fer­ings than an or­din­ary res­ol­u­tion may sup­port, and by a pretty rap­id course22 of des­cent.

			To com­mu­nic­ate this res­ult of my ex­per­i­ment was my fore­most pur­pose. Secondly, as a pur­pose col­lat­er­al to this, I wished to ex­plain how it had be­come im­possible for me to com­pose a Third Part in time to ac­com­pany this re­pub­lic­a­tion; for dur­ing the time of this ex­per­i­ment the proof-sheets of this re­print were sent to me from Lon­don, and such was my in­ab­il­ity to ex­pand or to im­prove them, that I could not even bear to read them over with at­ten­tion enough to no­tice the press er­rors or to cor­rect any verbal in­ac­curacies. These were my reas­ons for troub­ling my read­er with any re­cord, long or short, of ex­per­i­ments re­lat­ing to so truly base a sub­ject as my own body; and I am earn­est with the read­er that he will not for­get them, or so far mis­ap­pre­hend me as to be­lieve it pos­sible that I would con­des­cend to so ras­cally a sub­ject for its own sake, or in­deed for any less ob­ject than that of gen­er­al be­ne­fit to oth­ers. Such an an­im­al as the self-ob­serving va­le­tu­din­ari­an I know there is; I have met him my­self oc­ca­sion­ally, and I know that he is the worst ima­gin­able heau­ton­timor­ou­menos; ag­grav­at­ing and sus­tain­ing, by call­ing in­to dis­tinct con­scious­ness, every symp­tom that would else per­haps, un­der a dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tion giv­en to the thoughts, be­come evan­es­cent. But as to my­self, so pro­found is my con­tempt for this un­dig­ni­fied and selfish habit, that I could as little con­des­cend to it as I could to spend my time in watch­ing a poor ser­vant girl, to whom at this mo­ment I hear some lad or oth­er mak­ing love at the back of my house. Is it for a Tran­scend­ent­al Philo­soph­er to feel any curi­os­ity on such an oc­ca­sion? Or can I, whose life is worth only eight and a half years’ pur­chase, be sup­posed to have leis­ure for such trivi­al em­ploy­ments? How­ever, to put this out of ques­tion, I shall say one thing, which will per­haps shock some read­ers, but I am sure it ought not to do so, con­sid­er­ing the motives on which I say it. No man, I sup­pose, em­ploys much of his time on the phe­nom­ena of his own body without some re­gard for it; where­as the read­er sees that, so far from look­ing upon mine with any com­pla­cency or re­gard, I hate it, and make it the ob­ject of my bit­ter ri­dicule and con­tempt; and I should not be dis­pleased to know that the last in­dig­nit­ies which the law in­flicts upon the bod­ies of the worst mal­efact­ors might here­after fall upon it. And, in test­i­fic­a­tion of my sin­cer­ity in say­ing this, I shall make the fol­low­ing of­fer. Like oth­er men, I have par­tic­u­lar fan­cies about the place of my buri­al; hav­ing lived chiefly in a moun­tain­ous re­gion, I rather cleave to the con­ceit, that a grave in a green church­yard amongst the an­cient and sol­it­ary hills will be a sub­limer and more tran­quil place of re­pose for a philo­soph­er than any in the hideous Gol­gothas of Lon­don. Yet if the gen­tle­men of Sur­geons’ Hall think that any be­ne­fit can re­dound to their sci­ence from in­spect­ing the ap­pear­ances in the body of an opi­um-eat­er, let them speak but a word, and I will take care that mine shall be leg­ally se­cured to them—i.e., as soon as I have done with it my­self. Let them not hes­it­ate to ex­press their wishes upon any scruples of false del­ic­acy and con­sid­er­a­tion for my feel­ings; I as­sure them they will do me too much hon­our by “demon­strat­ing” on such a crazy body as mine, and it will give me pleas­ure to an­ti­cip­ate this posthum­ous re­venge and in­sult in­flic­ted upon that which has caused me so much suf­fer­ing in this life. Such be­quests are not com­mon; re­ver­sion­ary be­ne­fits con­tin­gent upon the death of the test­at­or are in­deed dan­ger­ous to an­nounce in many cases: of this we have a re­mark­able in­stance in the habits of a Ro­man prince, who used, upon any no­ti­fic­a­tion made to him by rich per­sons that they had left him a hand­some es­tate in their wills, to ex­press his en­tire sat­is­fac­tion at such ar­range­ments and his gra­cious ac­cept­ance of those loy­al legacies; but then, if the test­at­ors neg­lected to give him im­me­di­ate pos­ses­sion of the prop­erty, if they trait­or­ously “per­sisted in liv­ing” (si vivere per­sever­ar­ent, as Su­etoni­us ex­presses it), he was highly pro­voked, and took his meas­ures ac­cord­ingly. In those times, and from one of the worst of the Caesars, we might ex­pect such con­duct; but I am sure that from Eng­lish sur­geons at this day I need look for no ex­pres­sions of im­pa­tience, or of any oth­er feel­ings but such as are an­swer­able to that pure love of sci­ence and all its in­terests which in­duces me to make such an of­fer.

			Sept 30, 1822

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. “Not yet re­cor­ded,” I say; for there is one cel­eb­rated man of the present day, who, if all be true which is re­por­ted of him, has greatly ex­ceeded me in quant­ity.

			2. A third ex­cep­tion might per­haps have been ad­ded; and my reas­on for not adding that ex­cep­tion is chiefly be­cause it was only in his ju­ven­ile ef­forts that the writer whom I al­lude to ex­pressly ad­dressed hints to philo­soph­ic­al themes; his riper powers hav­ing been all ded­ic­ated (on very ex­cus­able and very in­tel­li­gible grounds, un­der the present dir­ec­tion of the pop­u­lar mind in Eng­land) to cri­ti­cism and the Fine Arts. This reas­on apart, how­ever, I doubt wheth­er he is not rather to be con­sidered an acute thinker than a subtle one. It is, be­sides, a great draw­back on his mas­tery over philo­soph­ic­al sub­jects that he has ob­vi­ously not had the ad­vant­age of a reg­u­lar schol­ast­ic edu­ca­tion: he has not read Pla­to in his youth (which most likely was only his mis­for­tune), but neither has he read Kant in his man­hood (which is his fault).

			3. I dis­claim any al­lu­sion to ex­ist­ing pro­fess­ors, of whom in­deed I know only one.

			4. To this same Jew, by the way, some eight­een months af­ter­wards, I ap­plied again on the same busi­ness; and, dat­ing at that time from a re­spect­able col­lege, I was for­tu­nate enough to gain his ser­i­ous at­ten­tion to my pro­pos­als. My ne­ces­sit­ies had not aris­en from any ex­tra­vag­ance or youth­ful lev­it­ies (these my habits and the nature of my pleas­ures raised me far above), but simply from the vin­dict­ive malice of my guard­i­an, who, when he found him­self no longer able to pre­vent me from go­ing to the uni­ver­sity, had, as a part­ing token of his good nature, re­fused to sign an or­der for grant­ing me a shil­ling bey­ond the al­low­ance made to me at school—viz., £100 per an­num. Upon this sum it was in my time barely pos­sible to have lived in col­lege, and not pos­sible to a man who, though above the paltry af­fect­a­tion of os­ten­ta­tious dis­reg­ard for money, and without any ex­pens­ive tastes, con­fided nev­er­the­less rather too much in ser­vants, and did not de­light in the petty de­tails of minute eco­nomy. I soon, there­fore, be­came em­bar­rassed, and at length, after a most vo­lu­min­ous ne­go­ti­ation with the Jew (some parts of which, if I had leis­ure to re­hearse them, would greatly amuse my read­ers), I was put in pos­ses­sion of the sum I asked for, on the “reg­u­lar” terms of pay­ing the Jew sev­en­teen and a half per­cent by way of an­nu­ity on all the money fur­nished; Is­rael, on his part, gra­ciously re­sum­ing no more than about ninety guineas of the said money, on ac­count of an at­tor­ney’s bill (for what ser­vices, to whom rendered, and when, wheth­er at the siege of Jer­u­s­alem, at the build­ing of the second Temple, or on some earli­er oc­ca­sion, I have not yet been able to dis­cov­er). How many perches this bill meas­ured I really for­get; but I still keep it in a cab­in­et of nat­ur­al curi­os­it­ies, and some time or oth­er I be­lieve I shall present it to the Brit­ish Mu­seum.

			5. The Bris­tol mail is the best ap­poin­ted in the King­dom, ow­ing to the double ad­vant­ages of an un­usu­ally good road and of an ex­tra sum for the ex­penses sub­scribed by the Bris­tol mer­chants.

			6. It will be ob­jec­ted that many men, of the highest rank and wealth, have in our own day, as well as through­out our his­tory, been amongst the fore­most in court­ing danger in battle. True; but this is not the case sup­posed; long fa­mili­ar­ity with power has to them deadened its ef­fect and its at­trac­tions.

			7. Φιλον υπνη θελγητρον επικουρον νοσον.

			8. ηδυ δουλευμα. Eur­ip­ides, Ores­tia.

			9. αναξανδρων Ἀγαμεμνων.

			10. ομμα θεισ’ ειτω πεπλων. The schol­ar will know that through­out this pas­sage I refer to the early scenes of the Or­estes; one of the most beau­ti­ful ex­hib­i­tions of the do­mest­ic af­fec­tions which even the dra­mas of Eur­ip­ides can fur­nish. To the Eng­lish read­er it may be ne­ces­sary to say that the situ­ation at the open­ing of the drama is that of a broth­er at­ten­ded only by his sis­ter dur­ing the de­moni­ac­al pos­ses­sion of a suf­fer­ing con­science (or, in the myth­o­logy of the play, haunted by the Fur­ies), and in cir­cum­stances of im­me­di­ate danger from en­emies, and of deser­tion or cold re­gard from nom­in­al friends.

			11. Evan­esced: this way of go­ing off the stage of life ap­pears to have been well known in the 17th cen­tury, but at that time to have been con­sidered a pe­cu­li­ar priv­ilege of blood-roy­al, and by no means to be al­lowed to drug­gists. For about the year 1686 a poet of rather omin­ous name (and who, by the by, did ample justice to his name), viz., Mr. Flat-man, in speak­ing of the death of Charles II ex­presses his sur­prise that any prince should com­mit so ab­surd an act as dy­ing, be­cause, says he,

			
				“Kings should dis­dain to die, and only dis­ap­pear.”

			

			They should ab­scond, that is, in­to the oth­er world.

			12. Of this, how­ever, the learned ap­pear lat­terly to have doubted; for in a pir­ated edi­tion of Buchan’s Do­mest­ic Medi­cine, which I once saw in the hands of a farm­er’s wife, who was study­ing it for the be­ne­fit of her health, the Doc­tor was made to say—“Be par­tic­u­larly care­ful nev­er to take above five-and-twenty ounces of laudan­um at once;” the true read­ing be­ing prob­ably five-and-twenty drops, which are held equal to about one grain of crude opi­um.

			13. Amongst the great herd of trav­el­lers, etc., who show suf­fi­ciently by their stu­pid­ity that they nev­er held any in­ter­course with opi­um, I must cau­tion my read­ers spe­cially against the bril­liant au­thor of Ana­stas­i­us. This gen­tle­man, whose wit would lead one to pre­sume him an opi­um-eat­er, has made it im­possible to con­sider him in that char­ac­ter, from the griev­ous mis­rep­res­ent­a­tion which he gives of its ef­fects at pp. 215–17 of vol. i. Upon con­sid­er­a­tion it must ap­pear such to the au­thor him­self, for, waiv­ing the er­rors I have in­sisted on in the text, which (and oth­ers) are ad­op­ted in the fullest man­ner, he will him­self ad­mit that an old gen­tle­man “with a snow-white beard,” who eats “ample doses of opi­um,” and is yet able to de­liv­er what is meant and re­ceived as very weighty coun­sel on the bad ef­fects of that prac­tice, is but an in­dif­fer­ent evid­ence that opi­um either kills people pre­ma­turely or sends them in­to a mad­house. But for my part, I see in­to this old gen­tle­man and his motives: the fact is, he was en­am­oured of “the little golden re­cept­acle of the per­ni­cious drug” which Ana­stas­i­us car­ried about him; and no way of ob­tain­ing it so safe and so feas­ible oc­curred as that of fright­en­ing its own­er out of his wits (which, by the by, are none of the strongest). This com­ment­ary throws a new light upon the case, and greatly im­proves it as a story; for the old gen­tle­man’s speech, con­sidered as a lec­ture on phar­macy, is highly ab­surd; but con­sidered as a hoax on Ana­stas­i­us, it reads ex­cel­lently.

			14. I have not the book at this mo­ment to con­sult; but I think the pas­sage be­gins—“And even that tav­ern mu­sic, which makes one man merry, an­oth­er mad, in me strikes a deep fit of de­vo­tion,” etc.

			15. A hand­some news­room, of which I was very po­litely made free in passing through Manchester by sev­er­al gen­tle­men of that place, is called, I think, The Porch; whence I, who am a stranger in Manchester, in­ferred that the sub­scribers meant to pro­fess them­selves fol­low­ers of Zeno. But I have been since as­sured that this is a mis­take.

			16. I here reck­on twenty-five drops of laudan­um as equi­val­ent to one grain of opi­um, which, I be­lieve, is the com­mon es­tim­ate. How­ever, as both may be con­sidered vari­able quant­it­ies (the crude opi­um vary­ing much in strength, and the tinc­ture still more), I sup­pose that no in­fin­ites­im­al ac­cur­acy can be had in such a cal­cu­la­tion. Tea­spoons vary as much in size as opi­um in strength. Small ones hold about 100 drops; so that 8,000 drops are about eighty times a tea­spoon­ful. The read­er sees how much I kept with­in Dr. Buchan’s in­dul­gent al­low­ance.

			17. This, how­ever, is not a ne­ces­sary con­clu­sion; the vari­et­ies of ef­fect pro­duced by opi­um on dif­fer­ent con­sti­tu­tions are in­fin­ite. A Lon­don ma­gis­trate (Har­ri­ott’s Struggles Through Life, vol. iii. p. 391, third edi­tion) has re­cor­ded that, on the first oc­ca­sion of his try­ing laudan­um for the gout he took forty drops, the next night sixty, and on the fifth night eighty, without any ef­fect whatever; and this at an ad­vanced age. I have an an­ec­dote from a coun­try sur­geon, how­ever, which sinks Mr. Har­ri­ott’s case in­to a trifle; and in my pro­jec­ted med­ic­al treat­ise on opi­um, which I will pub­lish provided the Col­lege of Sur­geons will pay me for en­light­en­ing their be­nighted un­der­stand­ings upon this sub­ject, I will re­late it; but it is far too good a story to be pub­lished gratis.

			18. See the com­mon ac­counts in any East­ern trav­el­ler or voy­ager of the frantic ex­cesses com­mit­ted by Malays who have taken opi­um, or are re­duced to des­per­a­tion by ill-luck at gambling.

			19. The read­er must re­mem­ber what I here mean by think­ing, be­cause else this would be a very pre­sump­tu­ous ex­pres­sion. Eng­land, of late, has been rich to ex­cess in fine thinkers, in the de­part­ments of cre­at­ive and com­bin­ing thought; but there is a sad dearth of mas­cu­line thinkers in any ana­lyt­ic path. A Scotch­man of em­in­ent name has lately told us that he is ob­liged to quit even math­em­at­ics for want of en­cour­age­ment.

			20. Wil­li­am Lithgow. His book (Travels, etc.) is ill and pedantic­ally writ­ten; but the ac­count of his own suf­fer­ings on the rack at Malaga is over­power­ingly af­fect­ing.

			21. In say­ing this I mean no dis­respect to the in­di­vidu­al house, as the read­er will un­der­stand when I tell him that, with the ex­cep­tion of one or two princely man­sions, and some few in­feri­or ones that have been coated with Ro­man ce­ment, I am not ac­quain­ted with any house in this moun­tain­ous dis­trict which is wholly wa­ter­proof. The ar­chi­tec­ture of books, I flat­ter my­self, is con­duc­ted on just prin­ciples in this coun­try; but for any oth­er ar­chi­tec­ture, it is in a bar­bar­ous state, and what is worse, in a ret­ro­grade state.

			22. On which last no­tice I would re­mark that mine was too rap­id, and the suf­fer­ing there­fore need­lessly ag­grav­ated; or rather, per­haps, it was not suf­fi­ciently con­tinu­ous and equably gradu­ated. But that the read­er may judge for him­self, and above all that the Opi­um-eat­er, who is pre­par­ing to re­tire from busi­ness, may have every sort of in­form­a­tion be­fore him, I sub­join my di­ary:—

			
				
					
							First Week
							Second Week
					

				
				
					
							
							
							Drops of Laud.
							
							
							Drops of Laud.
					

					
							Mond. June 24
							…
							130
							Mond. Ju­ly 1
							…
							80
					

					
							“ 25
							…
							140
							“ 2
							…
							80
					

					
							“ 26
							…
							130
							“ 3
							…
							90
					

					
							“ 27
							…
							80
							“ 4
							…
							100
					

					
							“ 28
							…
							80
							“ 5
							…
							80
					

					
							“ 29
							…
							80
							“ 6
							…
							80
					

					
							“ 30
							…
							80
							“ 7
							…
							80
					

				
			

			
				
					
							Third Week
							Fourth Week
					

				
				
					
							
							
							Drops of Laud.
							
							
							Drops of Laud.
					

					
							Mond. Ju­ly 8
							…
							300
							Mond. Ju­ly 15
							…
							76
					

					
							“ 9
							…
							50
							“ 16
							…
							73½
					

					
							“ 10
							…
							}
							“ 17
							…
							90
					

					
							“ 11
							…
							}
							“ 18
							…
							73½
					

					
							“ 12
							…
							} Hait­us in MS.
							“ 19
							…
							70
					

					
							“ 13
							…
							}
							“ 20
							…
							80
					

					
							“ 14
							…
							76
							“ 21
							…
							350
					

				
			

			
				
					
							Fifth Week
					

				
				
					
							
							
							Drops of Laud.
					

					
							Mond. Ju­ly 22
							…
							60
					

					
							“ 23
							…
							none
					

					
							“ 24
							…
							none
					

					
							“ 25
							…
							none
					

					
							“ 26
							…
							200
					

					
							“ 27
							…
							none.
					

				
			

			What mean these ab­rupt re­lapses, the read­er will ask per­haps, to such num­bers as 300, 350, etc.? The im­pulse to these re­lapses was mere in­firm­ity of pur­pose; the motive, where any motive blen­ded with this im­pulse, was either the prin­ciple, of “re­c­uler pour mieux saut­er;” (for un­der the tor­por of a large dose, which las­ted for a day or two, a less quant­ity sat­is­fied the stom­ach, which on awaken­ing found it­self partly ac­cus­tomed to this new ra­tion); or else it was this prin­ciple—that of suf­fer­ings oth­er­wise equal, those will be borne best which meet with a mood of an­ger. Now, whenev­er I as­cen­ded to my large dose I was furi­ously in­censed on the fol­low­ing day, and could then have borne any­thing.
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