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Writing Situation, “Rappaccini’s Daughter,” by Nathaniel Hawthorne: 

Writers provide universal concepts, or situations preferably relatable to all, through their main 

characters. 

 

Writing Directions 

Identify the universal concept in the story, and then choose one main character from the story and 

compare and contrast how that character contributes to the universal concept being presented. 

Remember to provide details from the stories to support your analysis but do not summarize the plot. 

 

Specifics 

A five-paragraph, one-page essay for each story, due the first day of school. 

 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

 

Writing Situation, From “Self-Reliance” by Ralph Waldo Emerson: 

Writers use diction (word choice) and syntax (word order) to add tone and mood to their writings. 

 

Writing Directions 

Analyze the verbiage Emerson uses and make assertions and conclusions concerning their effect on the 

essay. Remember to provide details from the essay to support your analysis while summarizing the 

transcendentalist thought to eschew obfuscation (avoid confusion). 

 
Specifics 

A five-paragraph, single-spaced, one-page essay, due the first day of school. 

 

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

 

Writing Situation, “Some Words with a Mummy,” by Edgar Allan Poe: 

Writers use characters to add motion and emotion to their fictional stories.  

 

Writing Directions 

Analyze the characterization Poe uses and make predictions or assumptions concerning their collective 

behavior in the story. Remember to provide details and dialogue to support your analysis while 

clarifying the plot. 

 
Specifics 

A five-paragraph, single-spaced, one-page essay, due the first day of school. 

 

 

 



Rappaccini's Daughter by Nathaniel Hawthorne 
 

A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very long ago, from the more southern region of Italy, 

to pursue his studies at the University of Padua. Giovanni, who had but a scanty supply of gold ducats in 

his pocket, took lodgings in a high and gloomy chamber of an old edifice, which looked not unworthy to 

have been the palace of a Paduan noble, and which, in fact, exhibited over its entrance the armorial 

bearings of a family long since extinct. The young stranger, who was not unstudied in the great poem of 

his country, recollected that one of the ancestors of this family, and perhaps an occupant of this very 

mansion, had been pictured by Dante as a partaker of the immortal agonies of his Inferno. These 

reminiscences and associations, together with the tendency to heart-break natural to a young man for the 

first time out of his native sphere, caused Giovanni to sigh heavily, as he looked around the desolate and 

ill-furnished apartment. 

 

"Holy Virgin, signor," cried old dame Lisabetta, who, won by the youth's remarkable beauty of person, 

was kindly endeavoring to give the chamber a habitable air, "what a sigh was that to come out of a 

young man's heart! Do you find this old mansion gloomy? For the love of heaven, then, put your head 

out of the window, and you will see as bright sunshine as you have left in Naples."  

 

Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised, but could not quite agree with her that the 

Lombard sunshine was as cheerful as that of southern Italy. Such as it was, however, it fell upon a 

garden beneath the window, and expended its fostering influences on a variety of plants, which seemed 

to have been cultivated with exceeding care. 

 

"Does this garden belong to the house?" asked Giovanni. 

 

"Heaven forbid, signor!--unless it were fruitful of better pot-herbs than any that grow there now," 

answered old Lisabetta. "No; that garden is cultivated by the own hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccini, 

the famous Doctor, who, I warrant him, has been heard of as far as Naples. It is said he distils these 

plants into medicines that are as potent as a charm. Oftentimes you may see the Signor Doctor at work, 

and perchance the Signora his daughter, too, gathering the strange flowers that grow in the garden." 

 

The old woman had now done what she could for the aspect of the chamber, and, commending the 

young man to the protection of the saints, took her departure. 

 

Giovanni still found no better occupation than to look down into the garden beneath his window. From 

its appearance, he judged it to be one of those botanic gardens, which were of earlier date in Padua than 

elsewhere in Italy, or in the world. Or, not improbably, it might once have been the pleasure-place of an 

opulent family; for there was the ruin of a marble fountain in the centre, sculptured with rare art, but so 

wofully shattered that it was impossible to trace the original design from the chaos of remaining 

fragments. The water, however, continued to gush and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever. 

A little gurgling sound ascended to the young man's window, and made him feel as if a fountain were an 

immortal spirit, that sung its song unceasingly, and without heeding the vicissitudes around it; while one 

century embodied it in marble, and another scattered the perishable garniture on the soil. All about the 

pool into which the water subsided, grew various plants, that seemed to require a plentiful supply of 

moisture for the nourishment of gigantic leaves, and, in some instances, flowers gorgeously magnificent. 

There was one shrub in particular, set in a marble vase in the midst of the pool, that bore a profusion of 

purple blossoms, each of which had the lustre and richness of a gem; and the whole together made a 

show so resplendent that it seemed enough to illuminate the garden, even had there been no sunshine. 

Every portion of the soil was peopled with plants and herbs, which, if less beautiful, still bore tokens of 

assiduous care; as if all had their individual virtues, known to the scientific mind that fostered them. 

Some were placed in urns, rich with old carving, and others in common garden-pots; some crept serpent-



like along the ground, or climbed on high, using whatever means of ascent was offered them. One plant 

had wreathed itself round a statue of Vertumnus, which was thus quite veiled and shrouded in a drapery 

of hanging foliage, so happily arranged that it might have served a sculptor for a study. 

 

While Giovanni stood at the window, he heard a rustling behind a screen of leaves, and became aware 

that a person was at work in the garden. His figure soon emerged into view, and showed itself to be that 

of no common laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, and sickly looking man, dressed in a scholar's garb 

of black. He was beyond the middle term of life, with gray hair, a thin gray beard, and a face singularly 

marked with intellect and cultivation, but which could never, even in his more youthful days, have 

expressed much warmth of heart. 

 

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this scientific gardener examined every shrub which 

grew in his path; it seemed as if he was looking into their inmost nature, making observations in regard 

to their creative essence, and discovering why one leaf grew in this shape, and another in that, and 

wherefore such and such flowers differed among themselves in hue and perfume. Nevertheless, in spite 

of the deep intelligence on his part, there was no approach to intimacy between himself and these 

vegetable existences. On the contrary, he avoided their actual touch, or the direct inhaling of their odors, 

with a caution that impressed Giovanni most disagreeably; for the man's demeanor was that of one 

walking among malignant influences, such as savage beasts, or deadly snakes, or evil spirits, which, 

should he allow them one moment of license, would wreak upon him some terrible fatality. It was 

strangely frightful to the young man's imagination, to see this air of insecurity in a person cultivating a 

garden, that most simple and innocent of human toils, and which had been alike the joy and labor of the 

unfallen parents of the race. Was this garden, then, the Eden of the present world?--and this man, with 

such a perception of harm in what his own hands caused to grow, was he the Adam? 

 

The distrustful gardener, while plucking away the dead leaves or pruning the too luxuriant growth of the 

shrubs, defended his hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor were these his only armor. When, in his walk 

through the garden, he came to the magnificent plant that hung its purple gems beside the marble 

fountain, he placed a kind of mask over his mouth and nostrils, as if all this beauty did but conceal a 

deadlier malice. But finding his task still too dangerous, he drew back, removed the mask, and called 

loudly, but in the infirm voice of a person affected with inward disease: 

 

"Beatrice!--Beatrice!"  

 

"Here am I, my father! What would you?" cried a rich and youthful voice from the window of the 

opposite house; a voice as rich as a tropical sunset, and which made Giovanni, though he knew not why, 

think of deep hues of purple or crimson, and of perfumes heavily delectable.--"Are you in the garden?" 

 

"Yes, Beatrice," answered the gardener, "and I need your help." 

 

Soon there emerged from under a sculptured portal the figure of a young girl, arrayed with as much 

richness of taste as the most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as the day, and with a bloom so deep and 

vivid that one shade more would have been too much. She looked redundant with life, health, and 

energy; all of which attributes were bound down and compressed, as it were, and girdled tensely, in their 

luxuriance, by her virgin zone. Yet Giovanni's fancy must have grown morbid, while he looked down 

into the garden; for the impression which the fair stranger made upon him was as if here were another 

flower, the human sister of those vegetable ones, as beautiful as they--more beautiful than the richest of 

them--but still to be touched only with a glove, nor to be approached without a mask. As Beatrice came 

down the garden-path, it was observable that she handled and inhaled the odor of several of the plants, 

which her father had most sedulously avoided. 

 



"Here, Beatrice," said the latter,--"see how many needful offices require to be done to our chief treasure. 

Yet, shattered as I am, my life might pay the penalty of approaching it so closely as circumstances 

demand. Henceforth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to your sole charge." 

 

"And gladly will I undertake it," cried again the rich tones of the young lady, as she bent towards the 

magnificent plant, and opened her arms as if to embrace it. "Yes, my sister, my splendor, it shall be 

Beatrice's task to nurse and serve thee; and thou shalt reward her with thy kisses and perfume breath, 

which to her is as the breath of life!" 

 

Then, with all the tenderness in her manner that was so strikingly expressed in her words, she busied 

herself with such attentions as the plant seemed to require; and Giovanni, at his lofty window, rubbed 

his eyes, and almost doubted whether it were a girl tending her favorite flower, or one sister performing 

the duties of affection to another. The scene soon terminated. Whether Doctor Rappaccini had finished 

his labors in the garden, or that his watchful eye had caught the stranger's face, he now took his 

daughter's arm and retired. Night was already closing in; oppressive exhalations seemed to proceed from 

the plants, and steal upward past the open window; and Giovanni, closing the lattice, went to his couch, 

and dreamed of a rich flower and beautiful girl. Flower and maiden were different and yet the same, and 

fraught with some strange peril in either shape. 

 

But there is an influence in the light of morning that tends to rectify whatever errors of fancy, or even of 

judgment, we may have incurred during the sun's decline, or among the shadows of the night, or in the 

less wholesome glow of moonshine. Giovanni's first movement on starting from sleep, was to throw 

open the window, and gaze down into the garden which his dreams had made so fertile of mysteries. He 

was surprised, and a little ashamed, to find how real and matter-of-fact an affair it proved to be, in the 

first rays of the sun, which gilded the dew-drops that hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giving a 

brighter beauty to each rare flower, brought everything within the limits of ordinary experience. The 

young man rejoiced, that, in the heart of the barren city, he had the privilege of overlooking this spot of 

lovely and luxuriant vegetation. It would serve, he said to himself, as a symbolic language, to keep him 

in communion with Nature. Neither the sickly and thought-worn Doctor Giacomo Rappaccini, it is true, 

nor his brilliant daughter, were now visible; so that Giovanni could not determine how much of the 

singularity which he attributed to both, was due to their own qualities, and how much to his wonder-

working fancy. But he was inclined to take a most rational view of the whole matter. 

 

In the course of the day, he paid his respects to Signor Pietro Baglioni, Professor of Medicine in the 

University, a physician of eminent repute, to whom Giovanni had brought a letter of introduction. The 

Professor was an elderly personage, apparently of genial nature, and habits that might almost be called 

jovial; he kept the young man to dinner, and made himself very agreeable by the freedom and liveliness 

of his conversation, especially when warmed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine. Giovanni, conceiving 

that men of science, inhabitants of the same city, must needs be on familiar terms with one another, took 

an opportunity to mention the name of Doctor Rappaccini. But the Professor did not respond with so 

much cordiality as he had anticipated. 

 

"Ill would it become a teacher of the divine art of medicine," said Professor Pietro Baglioni, in answer to 

a question of Giovanni, "to withhold due and well-considered praise of a physician so eminently skilled 

as Rappaccini. But, on the other hand, I should answer it but scantily to my conscience, were I to permit 

a worthy youth like yourself, Signor Giovanni, the son of an ancient friend, to imbibe erroneous ideas 

respecting a man who might hereafter chance to hold your life and death in his hands. The truth is, our 

worshipful Doctor Rappaccini has as much science as any member of the faculty--with perhaps one 

single exception--in Padua, or all Italy. But there are certain grave objections to his professional 

character." 

 



"And what are they?" asked the young man. 

 

"Has my friend Giovanni any disease of body or heart, that he is so inquisitive about physicians?" said 

the Professor, with a smile. "But as for Rappaccini, it is said of him--and I, who know the man well, can 

answer for its truth--that he cares infinitely more for science than for mankind. His patients are 

interesting to him only as subjects for some new experiment. He would sacrifice human life, his own 

among the rest, or whatever else was dearest to him, for the sake of adding so much as a grain of 

mustard-seed to the great heap of his accumulated knowledge." 

 

"Methinks he is an awful man, indeed," remarked Guasconti, mentally recalling the cold and purely 

intellectual aspect of Rappaccini. "And yet, worshipful Professor, is it not a noble spirit? Are there many 

men capable of so spiritual a love of science?" 

 

"God forbid," answered the Professor, somewhat testily--"at least, unless they take sounder views of the 

healing art than those adopted by Rappaccini. It is his theory, that all medicinal virtues are comprised 

within those substances which we term vegetable poisons. These he cultivates with his own hands, and 

is said even to have produced new varieties of poison, more horribly deleterious than Nature, without the 

assistance of this learned person, would ever have plagued the world withal. That the Signor Doctor 

does less mischief than might be expected, with such dangerous substances, is undeniable. Now and 

then, it must be owned, he has effected--or seemed to effect--a marvellous cure. But, to tell you my 

private mind, Signor Giovanni, he should receive little credit for such instances of success--they being 

probably the work of chance--but should be held strictly accountable for his failures, which may justly 

be considered his own work."  

 

The youth might have taken Baglioni's opinions with many grains of allowance, had he known that there 

was a professional warfare of long continuance between him and Doctor Rappaccini, in which the latter 

was generally thought to have gained the advantage. If the reader be inclined to judge for himself, we 

refer him to certain black-letter tracts on both sides, preserved in the medical department of the 

University of Padua. 

 

"I know not, most learned Professor," returned Giovanni, after musing on what had been said of 

Rappaccini's exclusive zeal for science--"I know not how dearly this physician may love his art; but 

surely there is one object more dear to him. He has a daughter." 

 

"Aha!" cried the Professor with a laugh. "So now our friend Giovanni's secret is out. You have heard of 

this daughter, whom all the young men in Padua are wild about, though not half a dozen have ever had 

the good hap to see her face. I know little of the Signora Beatrice, save that Rappaccini is said to have 

instructed her deeply in his science, and that, young and beautiful as fame reports her, she is already 

qualified to fill a professor's chair. Perchance her father destines her for mine! Other absurd rumors there 

be, not worth talking about, or listening to. So now, Signor Giovanni, drink off your glass of Lacryma." 

 

Guasconti returned to his lodgings somewhat heated with the wine he had quaffed, and which caused his 

brain to swim with strange fantasies in reference to Doctor Rappaccini and the beautiful Beatrice. On his 

way, happening to pass by a florist's, he bought a fresh bouquet of flowers. 

 

Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near the window, but within the shadow thrown by the 

depth of the wall, so that he could look down into the garden with little risk of being discovered. All 

beneath his eye was a solitude. The strange plants were basking in the sunshine, and now and then 

nodding gently to one another, as if in acknowledgment of sympathy and kindred. In the midst, by the 

shattered fountain, grew the magnificent shrub, with its purple gems clustering all over it; they glowed 

in the air, and gleamed back again out of the depths of the pool, which thus seemed to overflow with 



colored radiance from the rich reflection that was steeped in it. At first, as we have said, the garden was 

a solitude. Soon, however,--as Giovanni had half hoped, half feared, would be the case,--a figure 

appeared beneath the antique sculptured portal, and came down between the rows of plants, inhaling 

their various perfumes, as if she were one of those beings of old classic fable, that lived upon sweet 

odors. On again beholding Beatrice, the young man was even startled to perceive how much her beauty 

exceeded his recollection of it; so brilliant, so vivid in its character, that she glowed amid the sunlight, 

and, as Giovanni whispered to himself, positively illuminated the more shadowy intervals of the garden 

path. Her face being now more revealed than on the former occasion, he was struck by its expression of 

simplicity and sweetness; qualities that had not entered into his idea of her character, and which made 

him ask anew, what manner of mortal she might be. Nor did he fail again to observe, or imagine, an 

analogy between the beautiful girl and the gorgeous shrub that hung its gem-like flowers over the 

fountain; a resemblance which Beatrice seemed to have indulged a fantastic humor in heightening, both 

by the arrangement of her dress and the selection of its hues. 

 

Approaching the shrub, she threw open her arms, as with a passionate ardor, and drew its branches into 

an intimate embrace; so intimate, that her features were hidden in its leafy bosom, and her glistening 

ringlets all intermingled with the flowers. 

 

"Give me thy breath, my sister," exclaimed Beatrice; "for I am faint with common air! And give me this 

flower of thine, which I separate with gentlest fingers from the stem, and place it close beside my heart." 

 

With these words, the beautiful daughter of Rappaccini plucked one of the richest blossoms of the shrub, 

and was about to fasten it in her bosom. But now, unless Giovanni's draughts of wine had bewildered his 

senses, a singular incident occurred. A small orange colored reptile, of the lizard or chameleon species, 

chanced to be creeping along the path, just at the feet of Beatrice. It appeared to Giovanni--but, at the 

distance from which he gazed, he could scarcely have seen anything so minute--it appeared to him, 

however, that a drop or two of moisture from the broken stem of the flower descended upon the lizard's 

head. For an instant, the reptile contorted itself violently, and then lay motionless in the sunshine. 

Beatrice observed this remarkable phenomenon, and crossed herself, sadly, but without surprise; nor did 

she therefore hesitate to arrange the fatal flower in her bosom. There it blushed, and almost glimmered 

with the dazzling effect of a precious stone, adding to her dress and aspect the one appropriate charm, 

which nothing else in the world could have supplied. But Giovanni, out of the shadow of his window, 

bent forward and shrank back, and murmured and trembled. 

 

"Am I awake? Have I my senses?" said he to himself. "What is this being?--beautiful, shall I call her?--

or inexpressibly terrible?" 

 

Beatrice now strayed carelessly through the garden, approaching closer beneath Giovanni's window, so 

that he was compelled to thrust his head quite out of its concealment, in order to gratify the intense and 

painful curiosity which she excited. At this moment, there came a beautiful insect over the garden wall; 

it had perhaps wandered through the city and found no flowers nor verdure among those antique haunts 

of men, until the heavy perfumes of Doctor Rappaccini's shrubs had lured it from afar. Without alighting 

on the flowers, this winged brightness seemed to be attracted by Beatrice, and lingered in the air and 

fluttered about her head. Now here it could not be but that Giovanni Guasconti's eyes deceived him. Be 

that as it might, he fancied that while Beatrice was gazing at the insect with childish delight, it grew 

faint and fell at her feet;--its bright wings shivered; it was dead--from no cause that he could discern, 

unless it were the atmosphere of her breath. Again Beatrice crossed herself and sighed heavily, as she 

bent over the dead insect. 

 

An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her eyes to the window. There she beheld the beautiful head 

of the young man--rather a Grecian than an Italian head, with fair, regular features, and a glistening of 



gold among his ringlets--gazing down upon her like a being that hovered in mid-air. Scarcely knowing 

what he did, Giovanni threw down the bouquet which he had hitherto held in his hand. 

 

"Signora," said he, "there are pure and healthful flowers. Wear them for the sake of Giovanni 

Guasconti!" 

 

"Thanks, Signor," replied Beatrice, with her rich voice that came forth as it were like a gush of music; 

and with a mirthful expression half childish and half woman-like. "I accept your gift, and would fain 

recompense it with this precious purple flower; but if I toss it into the air, it will not reach you. So 

Signor Guasconti must even content himself with my thanks." 

 

She lifted the bouquet from the ground, and then as if inwardly ashamed at having stepped aside from 

her maidenly reserve to respond to a stranger's greeting, passed swiftly homeward through the garden. 

But, few as the moments were, it seemed to Giovanni when she was on the point of vanishing beneath 

the sculptured portal, that his beautiful bouquet was already beginning to wither in her grasp. It was an 

idle thought; there could be no possibility of distinguishing a faded flower from a fresh one, at so great a 

distance. 

 

For many days after this incident, the young man avoided the window that looked into Doctor 

Rappaccini's garden, as if something ugly and monstrous would have blasted his eye-sight, had he been 

betrayed into a glance. He felt conscious of having put himself, to a certain extent, within the influence 

of an unintelligible power, by the communication which he had opened with Beatrice. The wisest course 

would have been, if his heart were in any real danger, to quit his lodgings and Padua itself, at once; the 

next wiser, to have accustomed himself, as far as possible, to the familiar and day-light view of Beatrice; 

thus bringing her rigidly and systematically within the limits of ordinary experience. Least of all, while 

avoiding her sight, should Giovanni have remained so near this extraordinary being, that the proximity 

and possibility even of intercourse, should give a kind of substance and reality to the wild vagaries 

which his imagination ran riot continually in producing. Guasconti had not a deep heart--or at all events, 

its depths were not sounded now--but he had a quick fancy, and an ardent southern temperament, which 

rose every instant to a higher fever-pitch. Whether or no Beatrice possessed those terrible attributes--that 

fatal breath--the affinity with those so beautiful and deadly flowers--which were indicated by what 

Giovanni had witnessed, she had at least instilled a fierce and subtle poison into his system. It was not 

love, although her rich beauty was a madness to him; nor horror, even while he fancied her spirit to be 

imbued with the same baneful essence that seemed to pervade her physical frame; but a wild offspring 

of both love and horror that had each parent in it, and burned like one and shivered like the other. 

Giovanni knew not what to dread; still less did he know what to hope; yet hope and dread kept a 

continual warfare in his breast, alternately vanquishing one another and starting up afresh to renew the 

contest. Blessed are all simple emotions, be they dark or bright! It is the lurid intermixture of the two 

that produces the illuminating blaze of the infernal regions. 

 

Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his spirit by a rapid walk through the streets of Padua, 

or beyond its gates; his footsteps kept time with the throbbings of his brain, so that the walk was apt to 

accelerate itself to a race. One day, he found himself arrested; his arm was seized by a portly personage 

who had turned back on recognizing the young man, and expended much breath in overtaking him. 

 

"Signor Giovanni!--stay, my young friend!" --cried he. "Have you forgotten me? That might well be the 

case, if I were as much altered as yourself." 

 

It was Baglioni, whom Giovanni had avoided, ever since their first meeting, from a doubt that the 

Professor's sagacity would look too deeply into his secrets. Endeavoring to recover himself, he stared 

forth wildly from his inner world into the outer one, and spoke like a man in a dream. 



 

"Yes; I am Giovanni Guasconti. You are Professor Pietro Baglioni. Now let me pass!" 

 

"Not yet--not yet, Signor Giovanni Guasconti," said the Professor, smiling, but at the same time 

scrutinizing the youth with an earnest glance. "What, did I grow up side by side with your father, and 

shall his son pass me like a stranger, in these old streets of Padua? Stand still, Signor Giovanni; for we 

must have a word or two before we part." 

 

"Speedily, then, most worshipful Professor, speedily!" said Giovanni, with feverish impatience. "Does 

not your worship see that I am in haste?" 

 

Now, while he was speaking, there came a man in black along the street, stooping and moving feebly, 

like a person in inferior health. His face was all overspread with a most sickly and sallow hue, but yet so 

pervaded with an expression of piercing and active intellect, that an observer might easily have 

overlooked the merely physical attributes, and have seen only this wonderful energy. As he passed, this 

person exchanged a cold and distant salutation with Baglioni, but fixed his eyes upon Giovanni with an 

intentness that seemed to bring out whatever was within him worthy of notice. Nevertheless, there was a 

peculiar quietness in the look, as if taking merely a speculative, not a human interest, in the young man. 

 

"It is Doctor Rappaccini!" whispered the Professor, when the stranger had passed.--"Has he ever seen 

your face before?" 

 

"Not that I know," answered Giovanni, starting at the name. 

 

"He has seen you!--he must have seen you!" said Baglioni, hastily. "For some purpose or other, this man 

of science is making a study of you. I know that look of his! It is the same that coldly illuminates his 

face, as he bends over a bird, a mouse, or a butterfly, which, in pursuance of some experiment, he has 

killed by the perfume of a flower;--a look as deep as Nature itself, but without Nature's warmth of love. 

Signor Giovanni, I will stake my life upon it, you are the subject of one of Rappaccini's experiments!" 

 

"Will you make a fool of me?" cried Giovanni, passionately. "That, Signor Professor, were an untoward 

experiment." 

 

"Patience, patience!" replied the imperturbable Professor. "I tell thee, my poor Giovanni, that 

Rappaccini has a scientific interest in thee. Thou hast fallen into fearful hands! And the Signora 

Beatrice? What part does she act in this mystery?" 

 

But Guasconti, finding Baglioni's pertinacity intolerable, here broke away, and was gone before the 

Professor could again seize his arm. He looked after the young man intently, and shook his head. 

 

"This must not be," said Baglioni to himself. "The youth is the son of my old friend, and shall not come 

to any harm from which the arcana of medical science can preserve him. Besides, it is too insufferable 

an impertinence in Rappaccini thus to snatch the lad out of my own hands, as I may say, and make use 

of him for his infernal experiments. This daughter of his! It shall be looked to. Perchance, most learned 

Rappaccini, I may foil you where you little dream of it!" 

 

Meanwhile, Giovanni had pursued a circuitous route, and at length found himself at the door of his 

lodgings. As he crossed the threshold, he was met by old Lisabetta, who smirked and smiled, and was 

evidently desirous to attract his attention; vainly, however, as the ebullition of his feelings had 

momentarily subsided into a cold and dull vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon the withered face that 



was puckering itself into a smile, but seemed to behold it not. The old dame, therefore, laid her grasp 

upon his cloak. 

 

"Signor!--Signor!" whispered she, still with a smile over the whole breadth of her visage, so that it 

looked not unlike a grotesque carving in wood, darkened by centuries--"Listen, Signor! There is a 

private entrance into the garden!" 

 

"What do you say?" exclaimed Giovanni, turning quickly about, as if an inanimate thing should start 

into feverish life.--"A private entrance into Doctor Rappaccini's garden!" 

 

"Hush! hush!--not so loud!" whispered Lisabetta, putting her hand over his mouth. "Yes; into the 

worshipful Doctor's garden, where you may see all his fine shrubbery. Many a young man in Padua 

would give gold to be admitted among those flowers." 

 

Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand. 

 

"Show me the way," said he. 

 

A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with Baglioni, crossed his mind, that this interposition 

of old Lisabetta might perchance be connected with the intrigue, whatever were its nature, in which the 

Professor seemed to suppose that Doctor Rappaccini was involving him. But such a suspicion, though it 

disturbed Giovanni, was inadequate to restrain him. The instant he was aware of the possibility of 

approaching Beatrice, it seemed an absolute necessity of his existence to do so. It mattered not whether 

she were angel or demon; he was irrevocably within her sphere, and must obey the law that whirled him 

onward, in ever lessening circles, towards a result which he did not attempt to foreshadow. And yet, 

strange to say, there came across him a sudden doubt, whether this intense interest on his part were not 

delusory--whether it were really of so deep and positive a nature as to justify him in now thrusting 

himself into an incalculable position--whether it were not merely the fantasy of a young man's brain, 

only slightly, or not at all, connected with his heart! 

 

He paused--hesitated--turned half about--but again went on. His withered guide led him along several 

obscure passages, and finally undid a door, through which, as it was opened, there came the sight and 

sound of rustling leaves, with the broken sunshine glimmering among them. Giovanni stepped forth, and 

forcing himself through the entanglement of a shrub that wreathed its tendrils over the hidden entrance, 

he stood beneath his own window, in the open area of Doctor Rappaccini's garden. 

 

How often is it the case, that, when impossibilities have come to pass, and dreams have condensed their 

misty substance into tangible realities, we find ourselves calm, and even coldly self-possessed, amid 

circumstances which it would have been a delirium of joy or agony to anticipate! Fate delights to thwart 

us thus. Passion will choose his own time to rush upon the scene, and lingers sluggishly behind, when an 

appropriate adjustment of events would seem to summon his appearance. So was it now with Giovanni. 

Day after day, his pulses had throbbed with feverish blood, at the improbable idea of an interview with 

Beatrice, and of standing with her, face to face, in this very garden, basking in the oriental sunshine of 

her beauty, and snatching from her full gaze the mystery which he deemed the riddle of his own 

existence. But now there was a singular and untimely equanimity within his breast. He threw a glance 

around the garden to discover if Beatrice or her father were present, and perceiving that he was alone, 

began a critical observation of the plants. 

 

The aspect of one and all of them dissatisfied him; their gorgeousness seemed fierce, passionate, and 

even unnatural. There was hardly an individual shrub which a wanderer, straying by himself through a 

forest, would not have been startled to find growing wild, as if an unearthly face had glared at him out of 



the thicket. Several, also, would have shocked a delicate instinct by an appearance of artificialness, 

indicating that there had been such commixture, and, as it were, adultery of various vegetable species, 

that the production was no longer of God's making, but the monstrous offspring of man's depraved 

fancy, glowing with only an evil mockery of beauty. They were probably the result of experiment, 

which, in one or two cases, had succeeded in mingling plants individually lovely into a compound 

possessing the questionable and ominous character that distinguished the whole growth of the garden. In 

fine, Giovanni recognized but two or three plants in the collection, and those of a kind that he well knew 

to be poisonous. While busy with these contemplations, he heard the rustling of a silken garment, and 

turning, beheld Beatrice emerging from beneath the sculptured portal. 

 

Giovanni had not considered with himself what should be his deportment; whether he should apologize 

for his intrusion into the garden, or assume that he was there with the privity, at least, if not by the 

desire, of Doctor Rappaccini or his daughter. But Beatrice's manner placed him at his ease, though 

leaving him still in doubt by what agency he had gained admittance. She came lightly along the path, 

and met him near the broken fountain. There was surprise in her face, but brightened by a simple and 

kind expression of pleasure. 

 

"You are a connoisseur in flowers, Signor," said Beatrice with a smile, alluding to the bouquet which he 

had flung her from the window. "It is no marvel, therefore, if the sight of my father's rare collection has 

tempted you to take a nearer view. If he were here, he could tell you many strange and interesting facts 

as to the nature and habits of these shrubs, for he has spent a life-time in such studies, and this garden is 

his world." 

 

"And yourself, lady"--observed Giovanni--"if fame says true--you, likewise, are deeply skilled in the 

virtues indicated by these rich blossoms, and these spicy perfumes. Would you deign to be my 

instructress, I should prove an apter scholar than under Signor Rappaccini himself." 

 

"Are there such idle rumors?" asked Beatrice, with the music of a pleasant laugh. "Do people say that I 

am skilled in my father's science of plants? What a jest is there! No; though I have grown up among 

these flowers, I know no more of them than their hues and perfume; and sometimes, methinks I would 

fain rid myself of even that small knowledge. There are many flowers here, and those not the least 

brilliant, that shock and offend me, when they meet my eye. But, pray, Signor, do not believe these 

stories about my science. Believe nothing of me save what you see with your own eyes." 

 

"And must I believe all that I have seen with my own eyes?" asked Giovanni pointedly, while the 

recollection of former scenes made him shrink. "No, Signora, you demand too little of me. Bid me 

believe nothing, save what comes from your own lips." 

 

It would appear that Beatrice understood him. There came a deep flush to her cheek; but she looked full 

into Giovanni's eyes, and responded to his gaze of uneasy suspicion with a queen-like haughtiness. 

 

"I do so bid you, Signor!" she replied. "Forget whatever you may have fancied in regard to me. If true to 

the outward senses, still it may be false in its essence. But the words of Beatrice Rappaccini's lips are 

true from the heart outward. Those you may believe!" 

 

A fervor glowed in her whole aspect, and beamed upon Giovanni's consciousness like the light of truth 

itself. But while she spoke, there was a fragrance in the atmosphere around her rich and delightful, 

though evanescent, yet which the young man, from an indefinable reluctance, scarcely dared to draw 

into his lungs. It might be the odor of the flowers. Could it be Beatrice's breath, which thus embalmed 

her words with a strange richness, as if by steeping them in her heart? A faintness passed like a shadow 



over Giovanni, and flitted away; he seemed to gaze through the beautiful girl's eyes into her transparent 

soul, and felt no more doubt or fear. 

 

The tinge of passion that had colored Beatrice's manner vanished; she became gay, and appeared to 

derive a pure delight from her communion with the youth, not unlike what the maiden of a lonely island 

might have felt, conversing with a voyager from the civilized world. Evidently her experience of life had 

been confined within the limits of that garden. She talked now about matters as simple as the day-light 

or summer-clouds, and now asked questions in reference to the city, or Giovanni's distant home, his 

friends, his mother, and his sisters; questions indicating such seclusion, and such lack of familiarity with 

modes and forms, that Giovanni responded as if to an infant. Her spirit gushed out before him like a 

fresh rill, that was just catching its first glimpse of the sunlight, and wondering, at the reflections of 

earth and sky which were flung into its bosom. There came thoughts, too, from a deep source, and 

fantasies of a gem-like brilliancy, as if diamonds and rubies sparkled upward among the bubbles of the 

fountain. Ever and anon, there gleamed across the young man's mind a sense of wonder, that he should 

be walking side by side with the being who had so wrought upon his imagination--whom he had 

idealized in such hues of terror--in whom he had positively witnessed such manifestations of dreadful 

attributes--that he should be conversing with Beatrice like a brother, and should find her so human and 

so maiden-like. But such reflections were only momentary; the effect of her character was too real, not 

to make itself familiar at once. 

 

In this free intercourse, they had strayed through the garden, and now, after many turns among its 

avenues, were come to the shattered fountain, beside which grew the magnificent shrub with its treasury 

of glowing blossoms. A fragrance was diffused from it, which Giovanni recognized as identical with 

that which he had attributed to Beatrice's breath, but incomparably more powerful. As her eyes fell upon 

it, Giovanni beheld her press her hand to her bosom, as if her heart were throbbing suddenly and 

painfully. 

 

"For the first time in my life," murmured she, addressing the shrub, "I had forgotten thee!" 

 

"I remember, Signora," said Giovanni, "that you once promised to reward me with one of these living 

gems for the bouquet, which I had the happy boldness to fling to your feet. Permit me now to pluck it as 

a memorial of this interview." 

 

He made a step towards the shrub, with extended hand. But Beatrice darted forward, uttering a shriek 

that went through his heart like a dagger. She caught his hand, and drew it back with the whole force of 

her slender figure. Giovanni felt her touch thrilling through his fibres. 

 

"Touch it not!" exclaimed she, in a voice of agony. "Not for thy life! It is fatal!" 

 

Then, hiding her face, she fled from him, and vanished beneath the sculptured portal. As Giovanni 

followed her with his eyes, he beheld the emaciated figure and pale intelligence of Doctor Rappaccini, 

who had been watching the scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow of the entrance. 

 

No sooner was Guasconti alone in his chamber, than the image of Beatrice came back to his passionate 

musings, invested with all the witchery that had been gathering around it ever since his first glimpse of 

her, and now likewise imbued with a tender warmth of girlish womanhood. She was human: her nature 

was endowed with all gentle and feminine qualities; she was worthiest to be worshipped; she was 

capable, surely, on her part, of the height and heroism of love. Those tokens, which he had hitherto 

considered as proofs of a frightful peculiarity in her physical and moral system, were now either 

forgotten, or, by the subtle sophistry of passion, transmuted into a golden crown of enchantment, 

rendering Beatrice the more admirable, by so much as she was the more unique. Whatever had looked 



ugly, was now beautiful; or, if incapable of such a change, it stole away and hid itself among those 

shapeless half-ideas, which throng the dim region beyond the daylight of our perfect consciousness. 

Thus did Giovanni spend the night, nor fell asleep, until the dawn had begun to awake the slumbering 

flowers in Doctor Rappaccini's garden, whither his dreams doubtless led him. Up rose the sun in his due 

season, and flinging his beams upon the young man's eyelids, awoke him to a sense of pain. When 

thoroughly aroused, he became sensible of a burning and tingling agony in his hand--in his right hand--

the very hand which Beatrice had grasped in her own, when he was on the point of plucking one of the 

gem-like flowers. On the back of that hand there was now a purple print, like that of four small fingers, 

and the likeness of a slender thumb upon his wrist. 

 

Oh, how stubbornly does love--or even that cunning semblance of love which flourishes in the 

imagination, but strikes no depth of root into the heart--how stubbornly does it hold its faith, until the 

moment come, when it is doomed to vanish into thin mist! Giovanni wrapt a handkerchief about his 

hand, and wondered what evil thing had stung him, and soon forgot his pain in a reverie of Beatrice. 

 

After the first interview, a second was in the inevitable course of what we call fate. A third; a fourth; and 

a meeting with Beatrice in the garden was no longer an incident in Giovanni's daily life, but the whole 

space in which he might be said to live; for the anticipation and memory of that ecstatic hour made up 

the remainder. Nor was it otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccini. She watched for the youth's 

appearance, and flew to his side with confidence as unreserved as if they had been playmates from early 

infancy--as if they were such playmates still. If, by any unwonted chance, he failed to come at the 

appointed moment, she stood beneath the window, and sent up the rich sweetness of her tones to float 

around him in his chamber, and echo and reverberate throughout his heart--"Giovanni! Giovanni! Why 

tarriest thou? Come down!" And down he hastened into that Eden of poisonous flowers. 

 

But, with all this intimate familiarity, there was still a reserve in Beatrice's demeanor, so rigidly and 

invariably sustained, that the idea of infringing it scarcely occurred to his imagination. By all 

appreciable signs, they loved; they had looked love, with eyes that conveyed the holy secret from the 

depths of one soul into the depths of the other, as if it were too sacred to be whispered by the way; they 

had even spoken love, in those gushes of passion when their spirits darted forth in articulated breath, like 

tongues of long-hidden flame; and yet there had been no seal of lips, no clasp of hands, nor any slightest 

caress, such as love claims and hallows. He had never touched one of the gleaming ringlets of her hair; 

her garment--so marked was the physical barrier between them--had never been waved against him by a 

breeze. On the few occasions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to overstep the limit, Beatrice grew so 

sad, so stern, and withal wore such a look of desolate separation, shuddering at itself, that not a spoken 

word was requisite to repel him. At such times, he was startled at the horrible suspicions that rose, 

monster-like, out of the caverns of his heart, and stared him in the face; his love grew thin and faint as 

the morning-mist; his doubts alone had substance. But when Beatrice's face brightened again, after the 

momentary shadow, she was transformed at once from the mysterious, questionable being, whom he had 

watched with so much awe and horror; she was now the beautiful and unsophisticated girl, whom he felt 

that his spirit knew with a certainty beyond all other knowledge. 

 

A considerable time had now passed since Giovanni's last meeting with Baglioni. One morning, 

however, he was disagreeably surprised by a visit from the Professor, whom he had scarcely thought of 

for whole weeks, and would willingly have forgotten still longer. Given up, as he had long been, to a 

pervading excitement, he could tolerate no companions, except upon condition of their perfect sympathy 

with his present state of feeling. Such sympathy was not to be expected from Professor Baglioni. 

 

The visitor chatted carelessly, for a few moments, about the gossip of the city and the University, and 

then took up another topic. 

 



"I have been reading an old classic author lately," said he, "and met with a story that strangely interested 

me. Possibly you may remember it. It is of an Indian prince, who sent a beautiful woman as a present to 

Alexander the Great. She was as lovely as the dawn, and gorgeous as the sunset; but what especially 

distinguished her was a certain rich perfume in her breath--richer than a garden of Persian roses. 

Alexander, as was natural to a youthful conqueror, fell in love at first sight with this magnificent 

stranger. But a certain sage physician, happening to be present, discovered a terrible secret in regard to 

her." 

 

"And what was that?" asked Giovanni, turning his eyes downward to avoid those of the Professor. 

 

"That this lovely woman," continued Baglioni, with emphasis, "had been nourished with poisons from 

her birth upward, until her whole nature was so imbued with them, that she herself had become the 

deadliest poison in existence. Poison was her element of life. With that rich perfume of her breath, she 

blasted the very air. Her love would have been poison!--her embrace death! Is not this a marvellous 

tale?" 

 

"A childish fable," answered Giovanni, nervously starting from his chair. "I marvel how your worship 

finds time to read such nonsense, among your graver studies." 

 

"By the bye," said the Professor, looking uneasily about him, "what singular fragrance is this in your 

apartment? Is it the perfume of your gloves? It is faint, but delicious, and yet, after all, by no means 

agreeable. Were I to breathe it long, methinks it would make me ill. It is like the breath of a flower--but I 

see no flowers in the chamber." 

 

"Nor are there any," replied Giovanni, who had turned pale as the Professor spoke; "nor, I think, is there 

any fragrance, except in your worship's imagination. Odors, being a sort of element combined of the 

sensual and the spiritual, are apt to deceive us in this manner. The recollection of a perfume--the bare 

idea of it--may easily be mistaken for a present reality." 

 

"Aye; but my sober imagination does not often play such tricks," said Baglioni; "and were I to fancy any 

kind of odor, it would be that of some vile apothecary drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough to 

be imbued. Our worshipful friend Rappaccini, as I have heard, tinctures his medicaments with odors 

richer than those of Araby. Doubtless, likewise, the fair and learned Signora Beatrice would minister to 

her patients with draughts as sweet as a maiden's breath. But wo to him that sips them!" 

 

Giovanni's face evinced many contending emotions. The tone in which the Professor alluded to the pure 

and lovely daughter of Rappaccini was a torture to his soul; and yet, the intimation of a view of her 

character, opposite to his own, gave instantaneous distinctness to a thousand dim suspicions, which now 

grinned at him like so many demons. But he strove hard to quell them, and to respond to Baglioni with a 

true lover's perfect faith. 

 

"Signor Professor," said he, "you were my father's friend--perchance, too, it is your purpose to act a 

friendly part towards his son. I would fain feel nothing towards you save respect and deference. But I 

pray you to observe, Signor, that there is one subject on which we must not speak. You know not the 

Signora Beatrice. You cannot, therefore, estimate the wrong--the blasphemy, I may even say--that is 

offered to her character by a light or injurious word." 

 

"Giovanni!--my poor Giovanni!" answered the Professor, with a calm expression of pity, "I know this 

wretched girl far better than yourself. You shall hear the truth in respect to the poisoner Rappaccini, and 

his poisonous daughter. Yes; poisonous as she is beautiful! Listen; for even should you do violence to 



my gray hairs, it shall not silence me. That old fable of the Indian woman has become a truth, by the 

deep and deadly science of Rappaccini, and in the person of the lovely Beatrice!" 

 

Giovanni groaned and hid his face. 

 

"Her father," continued Baglioni, "was not restrained by natural affection from offering up his child, in 

this horrible manner, as the victim of his insane zeal for science. For--let us do him justice--he is as true 

a man of science as ever distilled his own heart in an alembic. What, then, will be your fate? Beyond a 

doubt, you are selected as the material of some new experiment. Perhaps the result is to be death--

perhaps a fate more awful still! Rappaccini, with what he calls the interest of science before his eyes, 

will hesitate at nothing." 

 

"It is a dream!" muttered Giovanni to himself, "surely it is a dream!" 

 

"But," resumed the Professor, "be of good cheer, son of my friend! It is not yet too late for the rescue. 

Possibly, we may even succeed in bringing back this miserable child within the limits of ordinary nature, 

from which her father's madness has estranged her. Behold this little silver vase! It was wrought by the 

hands of the renowned Benvenuto Cellini, and is well worthy to be a love-gift to the fairest dame in 

Italy. But its contents are invaluable. One little sip of this antidote would have rendered the most 

virulent poisons of the Borgias innocuous. Doubt not that it will be as efficacious against those of 

Rappaccini. Bestow the vase, and the precious liquid within it, on your Beatrice, and hopefully await the 

result." 

 

Baglioni laid a small, exquisitely wrought silver phial on the table, and withdrew, leaving what he had 

said to produce its effect upon the young man's mind. 

 

"We will thwart Rappaccini yet!" thought he, chuckling to himself, as he descended the stairs. "But, let 

us confess the truth of him, he is a wonderful man!--a wonderful man indeed! A vile empiric, however, 

in his practice, and therefore not to be tolerated by those who respect the good old rules of the medical 

profession!" 

 

Throughout Giovanni's whole acquaintance with Beatrice, he had occasionally, as we have said, been 

haunted by dark surmises as to her character. Yet, so thoroughly had she made herself felt by him as a 

simple, natural, most affectionate and guileless creature, that the image now held up by Professor 

Baglioni, looked as strange and incredible, as if it were not in accordance with his own original 

conception. True, there were ugly recollections connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful girl; he 

could not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her grasp, and the insect that perished amid the sunny 

air, by no ostensible agency save the fragrance of her breath. These incidents, however, dissolving in the 

pure light of her character, had no longer the efficacy of facts, but were acknowledged as mistaken 

fantasies, by whatever testimony of the senses they might appear to be substantiated. There is something 

truer and more real, than what we can see with the eyes, and touch with the finger. On such better 

evidence, had Giovanni founded his confidence in Beatrice, though rather by the necessary force of her 

high attributes, than by any deep and generous faith on his part. But, now, his spirit was incapable of 

sustaining itself at the height to which the early enthusiasm of passion had exalted it; he fell down, 

grovelling among earthly doubts, and defiled therewith the pure whiteness of Beatrice's image. Not that 

he gave her up; he did but distrust. He resolved to institute some decisive test that should satisfy him, 

once for all, whether there were those dreadful peculiarities in her physical nature, which could not be 

supposed to exist without some corresponding monstrosity of soul. His eyes, gazing down afar, might 

have deceived him as to the lizard, the insect, and the flowers. But if he could witness, at the distance of 

a few paces, the sudden blight of one fresh and healthful flower in Beatrice's hand, there would be room 



for no further question. With this idea, he hastened to the florist's, and purchased a bouquet that was still 

gemmed with the morning dew-drops. 

 

It was now the customary hour of his daily interview with Beatrice. Before descending into the garden, 

Giovanni failed not to look at his figure in the mirror; a vanity to be expected in a beautiful young man, 

yet, as displaying itself at that troubled and feverish moment, the token of a certain shallowness of 

feeling and insincerity of character. He did gaze, however, and said to himself, that his features had 

never before possessed so rich a grace, nor his eyes such vivacity, nor his cheeks so warm a hue of 

superabundant life. 

 

"At least," thought he, "her poison has not yet insinuated itself into my system. I am no flower to perish 

in her grasp!" 

 

With that thought, he turned his eyes on the bouquet, which he had never once laid aside from his hand. 

A thrill of indefinable horror shot through his frame, on perceiving that those dewy flowers were already 

beginning to droop; they wore the aspect of things that had been fresh and lovely, yesterday. Giovanni 

grew white as marble, and stood motionless before the mirror, staring at his own reflection there, as at 

the likeness of something frightful. He remembered Baglioni's remark about the fragrance that seemed 

to pervade the chamber. It must have been the poison in his breath! Then he shuddered--shuddered at 

himself! Recovering from his stupor, he began to watch, with curious eye, a spider that was busily at 

work, hanging its web from the antique cornice of the apartment, crossing and re-crossing the artful 

system of interwoven lines, as vigorous and active a spider as ever dangled from an old ceiling. 

Giovanni bent towards the insect, and emitted a deep, long breath. The spider suddenly ceased its toil; 

the web vibrated with a tremor originating in the body of the small artizan. Again Giovanni sent forth a 

breath, deeper, longer, and imbued with a venomous feeling out of his heart; he knew not whether he 

were wicked or only desperate. The spider made a convulsive gripe with his limbs, and hung dead across 

the window. 

 

"Accursed! Accursed!" muttered Giovanni, addressing himself. "Hast thou grown so poisonous, that this 

deadly insect perishes by thy breath?" 

 

At that moment, a rich, sweet voice came floating up from the garden: "Giovanni! Giovanni! It is past 

the hour! Why tarriest thou! Come down!" 

 

"Yes," muttered Giovanni again. "She is the only being whom my breath may not slay! Would that it 

might!" 

 

He rushed down, and in an instant, was standing before the bright and loving eyes of Beatrice. A 

moment ago, his wrath and despair had been so fierce that he could have desired nothing so much as to 

wither her by a glance. But, with her actual presence, there came influences which had too real an 

existence to be at once shaken off; recollections of the delicate and benign power of her feminine nature, 

which had so often enveloped him in a religious calm; recollections of many a holy and passionate 

outgush of her heart, when the pure fountain had been unsealed from its depths, and made visible in its 

transparency to his mental eye; recollections which, had Giovanni known how to estimate them, would 

have assured him that all this ugly mystery was but an earthly illusion, and that, whatever mist of evil 

might seem to have gathered over her, the real Beatrice was a heavenly angel. Incapable as he was of 

such high faith, still her presence had not utterly lost its magic. Giovanni's rage was quelled into an 

aspect of sullen insensibility. Beatrice, with a quick spiritual sense, immediately felt that there was a 

gulf of blackness between them, which neither he nor she could pass. They walked on together, sad and 

silent, and came thus to the marble fountain, and to its pool of water on the ground, in the midst of 



which grew the shrub that bore gem-like blossoms. Giovanni was affrighted at the eager enjoyment--the 

appetite, as it were--with which he found himself inhaling the fragrance of the flowers. 

 

"Beatrice," asked he abruptly, "whence came this shrub!" 

 

"My father created it," answered she, with simplicity. 

 

"Created it! created it!" repeated Giovanni. "What mean you, Beatrice?" 

 

"He is a man fearfully acquainted with the secrets of nature," replied Beatrice; "and, at the hour when I 

first drew breath, this plant sprang from the soil, the offspring of his science, of his intellect, while I was 

but his earthly child. Approach it not!" continued she, observing with terror that Giovanni was drawing 

nearer to the shrub. "It has qualities that you little dream of. But I, dearest Giovanni--I grew up and 

blossomed with the plant, and was nourished with its breath. It was my sister, and I loved it with a 

human affection: for--alas! hast thou not suspected it? there was an awful doom."  

 

Here Giovanni frowned so darkly upon her that Beatrice paused and trembled. But her faith in his 

tenderness reassured her, and made her blush that she had doubted for an instant. 

 

"There was an awful doom," she continued,--"the effect of my father's fatal love of science--which 

estranged me from all society of my kind. Until Heaven sent thee, dearest Giovanni, Oh! how lonely was 

thy poor Beatrice!" 

 

"Was it a hard doom?" asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes upon her. 

 

"Only of late have I known how hard it was," answered she tenderly. "Oh, yes; but my heart was torpid, 

and therefore quiet." 

 

Giovanni's rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like a lightning-flash out of a dark cloud. 

 

"Accursed one!" cried he, with venomous scorn and anger. "And finding thy solitude wearisome, thou 

hast severed me, likewise, from all the warmth of life, and enticed me into thy region of unspeakable 

horror!" 

 

"Giovanni!" exclaimed Beatrice, turning her large bright eyes upon his face. The force of his words had 

not found its way into her mind; she was merely thunder-struck. 

 

"Yes, poisonous thing!" repeated Giovanni, beside himself with passion. "Thou hast done it! Thou hast 

blasted me! Thou hast filled my veins with poison! Thou hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome 

and deadly a creature as thyself--a world's wonder of hideous monstrosity! Now--if our breath be 

happily as fatal to ourselves as to all others--let us join our lips in one kiss of unutterable hatred, and so 

die!" 

 

"What has befallen me?" murmured Beatrice, with a low moan out of her heart. "Holy Virgin pity me, a 

poor heartbroken child!" 

 

"Thou! Dost thou pray?" cried Giovanni, still with the same fiendish scorn. "Thy very prayers, as they 

come from thy lips, taint the atmosphere with death. Yes, yes; let us pray! Let us to church, and dip our 

fingers in the holy water at the portal! They that come after us will perish as by a pestilence. Let us sign 

crosses in the air! It will be scattering curses abroad in the likeness of holy symbols!" 

 



"Giovanni," said Beatrice calmly, for her grief was beyond passion, "Why dost thou join thyself with me 

thus in those terrible words? I, it is true, am the horrible thing thou namest me. But thou!--what hast thou 

to do, save with one other shudder at my hideous misery, to go forth out of the garden and mingle with 

thy race, and forget that there ever crawled on earth such a monster as poor Beatrice?" 

 

"Dost thou pretend ignorance?" asked Giovanni, scowling upon her. "Behold! This power have I gained 

from the pure daughter of Rappaccini!" 

 

There was a swarm of summer-insects flitting through the air, in search of the food promised by the 

flower-odors of the fatal garden. They circled round Giovanni's head, and were evidently attracted 

towards him by the same influence which had drawn them, for an instant, within the sphere of several of 

the shrubs. He sent forth a breath among them, and smiled bitterly at Beatrice, as at least a score of the 

insects fell dead upon the ground. 

 

"I see it! I see it!" shrieked Beatrice. "It is my father's fatal science? No, no, Giovanni; it was not I! 

Never, never! I dreamed only to love thee, and be with thee a little time, and so to let thee pass away, 

leaving but thine image in mine heart. For, Giovanni--believe it--though my body be nourished with 

poison, my spirit is God's creature, and craves love as its daily food. But my father!--he has united us in 

this fearful sympathy. Yes; spurn me!--tread upon me!--kill me! Oh, what is death, after such words as 

thine? But it was not I! Not for a world of bliss would I have done it!" 

 

Giovanni's passion had exhausted itself in its outburst from his lips. There now came across him a sense, 

mournful, and not without tenderness, of the intimate and peculiar relationship between Beatrice and 

himself. They stood, as it were, in an utter solitude, which would be made none the less solitary by the 

densest throng of human life. Ought not, then, the desert of humanity around them to press this insulated 

pair closer together? If they should be cruel to one another, who was there to be kind to them? Besides, 

thought Giovanni, might there not still be a hope of his returning within the limits of ordinary nature, 

and leading Beatrice--the redeemed Beatrice--by the hand? Oh, weak, and selfish, and unworthy spirit, 

that could dream of an earthly union and earthly happiness as possible, after such deep love had been so 

bitterly wronged as was Beatrice's love by Giovanni's blighting words! No, no; there could be no such 

hope. She must pass heavily, with that broken heart, across the borders of Time--she must bathe her 

hurts in some fount of Paradise, and forget her grief in the light of immortality--and there be well! 

 

But Giovanni did not know it. 

 

"Dear Beatrice," said he, approaching her, while she shrank away, as always at his approach, but now 

with a different impulse--"dearest Beatrice, our fate is not yet so desperate. Behold! There is a medicine, 

potent, as a wise physician has assured me, and almost divine in its efficacy. It is composed of 

ingredients the most opposite to those by which thy awful father has brought this calamity upon thee and 

me. It is distilled of blessed herbs. Shall we not quaff it together, and thus be purified from evil?" 

 

"Give it me!" said Beatrice, extending her hand to receive the little silver phial which Giovanni took 

from his bosom. She added, with a peculiar emphasis: "I will drink--but do thou await the result." 

 

She put Baglioni's antidote to her lips; and, at the same moment, the figure of Rappaccini emerged from 

the portal, and came slowly towards the marble fountain. As he drew near, the pale man of science 

seemed to gaze with a triumphant expression at the beautiful youth and maiden, as might an artist who 

should spend his life in achieving a picture or a group of statuary, and finally be satisfied with his 

success. He paused--his bent form grew erect with conscious power, he spread out his hand over them, 

in the attitude of a father imploring a blessing upon his children. But those were the same hands that had 



thrown poison into the stream of their lives! Giovanni trembled. Beatrice shuddered very nervously, and 

pressed her hand upon her heart. 

 

"My daughter," said Rappaccini, "thou art no longer lonely in the world! Pluck one of those precious 

gems from thy sister shrub, and bid thy bridegroom wear it in his bosom. It will not harm him now! My 

science, and the sympathy between thee and him, have so wrought within his system, that he now stands 

apart from common men, as thou dost, daughter of my pride and triumph, from ordinary women. Pass 

on, then, through the world, most dear to one another, and dreadful to all besides!" 

 

"My father," said Beatrice, feebly--and still, as she spoke, she kept her hand upon her heart--"wherefore 

didst thou inflict this miserable doom upon thy child?" 

 

"Miserable!" exclaimed Rappaccini. "What mean you, foolish girl? Dost thou deem it misery to be 

endowed with marvellous gifts, against which no power nor strength could avail an enemy? Misery, to 

be able to quell the mightiest with a breath? Misery, to be as terrible as thou art beautiful? Wouldst thou, 

then, have preferred the condition of a weak woman, exposed to all evil, and capable of none?" 

 

"I would fain have been loved, not feared," murmured Beatrice, sinking down upon the ground.--"But 

now it matters not; I am going, father, where the evil, which thou hast striven to mingle with my being, 

will pass away like a dream--like the fragrance of these poisonous flowers, which will no longer taint 

my breath among the flowers of Eden. Farewell, Giovanni! Thy words of hatred are like lead within my 

heart--but they, too, will fall away as I ascend. Oh, was there not, from the first, more poison in thy 

nature than in mine?" 

 

To Beatrice--so radically had her earthly part been wrought upon by Rappaccini's skill--as poison had 

been life, so the powerful antidote was death. And thus the poor victim of man's ingenuity and of 

thwarted nature, and of the fatality that attends all such efforts of perverted wisdom, perished there, at 

the feet of her father and Giovanni. Just at that moment, Professor Pietro Baglioni looked forth from the 

window, and called loudly, in a tone of triumph mixed with horror, to the thunder-stricken man of 

science: "Rappaccini! Rappaccini! And is this the upshot of your experiment?" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Self-Reliance by Ralph Waldo Emerson 

 
From Essays, First Series, 1841 

 

I read the other day some verses written by an eminent painter which were original and not 

conventional. The soul always hears an admonition in such lines, let the subject be what it may. The 

sentiment they instill is of more value than any thought they may contain. To believe our own thought, 

to believe that what is true for you in your private heart is true for all men, -- that is genius. Speak your 

latent conviction, and it shall be the universal sense; for the inmost in due time becomes the outmost,--

and our first thought, is rendered back to us by the trumpets of the Last Judgment. Familiar as the voice 

of the mind is to each, the highest merit we ascribe to Moses, Plato, and Milton is, that they set at naught 

books and traditions, and spoke not what men but what they thought. A man should learn to detect and 

watch that gleam of light which flashes across his mind from within, more than the lustre of the 

firmament of bards and sages. Yet he dismisses without notice his thought, because it is his. In every 

work of genius we recognize majesty. Great works of art have no more affecting lesson for us than this. 

They teach us to abide by our spontaneous impression with good-humored inflexibility then most when 

the whole cry of voices is on the other side. Else, to-morrow a stranger will say with masterly good 

sense precisely what we have thought and felt all the time, and we shall be forced to take with shame our 

own opinion from another. 

 

There is a time in every man's education when he arrives at the conviction that envy is ignorance; that 

imitation is suicide; that he must take himself for better, for worse, as his portion; that though the wide 

universe is full of good, no kernel of nourishing corn can come to him but through his toil bestowed on 

that plot of ground which is given to him to till. The power which resides in him is new in nature, and 

none but he knows what that is which he can do, nor does he know until he has tried. Not for nothing 

one face, one character, one fact, makes much impression on him, and another none. This sculpture in 

the memory is not without preëstablished harmony. The eye was placed where one ray should fall, that it 

might testify of that particular ray. We but half express ourselves, and are ashamed of that divine idea 

which each of us represents. It may be safely trusted as proportionate and of good issues, so it be 

faithfully imparted, but God will not have his work made manifest by cowards. A man is relieved and 

gay when he has put his heart into his work and done his best; but what he has said or done otherwise, 

shall give him no peace. It is a deliverance which does not deliver. In the attempt his genius deserts him; 

no muse befriends; no invention, no hope. 

 

Trust thyself: every heart vibrates to that iron string. Accept the place the divine providence has found 

for you, the society of your contemporaries, the connection of events. Great men have always done so, 

and confided themselves childlike to the genius of their age, betraying their perception that the 

absolutely trustworthy was seated at their heart, working through their hands, predominating in all their 

being. And we are now men, and must accept in the highest mind the same transcendent destiny; and not 

minors and invalids in a protected corner, not cowards fleeing before a revolution, but guides, 

redeemers, and benefactors, obeying the Almighty effort, and advancing on Chaos and the Dark. 

 

What pretty oracles nature yields us on this text, in the face and behaviour of children, babes, and even 

brutes! That divided and rebel mind, that distrust of a sentiment because our arithmetic has computed 

the strength and means opposed to our purpose, these have not. Their mind being whole, their eye is as 

yet unconquered, and when we look in their faces, we are disconcerted. Infancy conforms to nobody: all 

conform to it, so that one babe commonly makes four or five out of the adults who prattle and play to it. 

So God has armed youth and puberty and manhood no less with its own piquancy and charm, and made 

it enviable and gracious and its claims not to be put by, if it will stand by itself. Do not think the youth 

has no force, because he cannot speak to you and me. Hark! in the next room his voice is sufficiently 



clear and emphatic. It seems he knows how to speak to his contemporaries. Bashful or bold, then, he will 

know how to make us seniors very unnecessary. 

 

The nonchalance of boys who are sure of a dinner, and would disdain as much as a lord to do or say 

aught to conciliate one, is the healthy attitude of human nature. A boy is in the parlour what the pit is in 

the playhouse; independent, irresponsible, looking out from his corner on such people and facts as pass 

by, he tries and sentences them on their merits, in the swift, summary way of boys, as good, bad, 

interesting, silly, eloquent, troublesome. He cumbers himself never about consequences, about interests: 

he gives an independent, genuine verdict. You must court him: he does not court you. But the man is, as 

it were, clapped into jail by his consciousness. As soon as he has once acted or spoken with eclat, he is a 

committed person, watched by the sympathy or the hatred of hundreds, whose affections must now enter 

into his account. There is no Lethe Web Site for this. Ah, that he could pass again into his neutrality! 

Who can thus avoid all pledges, and having observed, observe again from the same unaffected, 

unbiased, unbribable, unaffrighted innocence, must always be formidable. He would utter opinions on 

all passing affairs, which being seen to be not private, but necessary, would sink like darts into the ear of 

men, and put them in fear. 

 

 

These are the voices which we hear in solitude, but they grow faint and inaudible as we enter into the 

world.Society everywhere is in conspiracy against the manhood of every one of its members. Society is 

a joint-stock company, in which the members agree, for the better securing of his bread to each 

shareholder, to surrender the liberty and culture of the eater. The virtue in most request is conformity. 

Self-reliance is its aversion. It loves not realities and creators, but names and customs. 

 

Whoso would be a man must be a nonconformist. He who would gather immortal palms must not be 

hindered by the name of goodness, but must explore if it be goodness. Nothing is at last sacred but the 

integrity of your own mind. Absolve you to yourself, and you shall have the suffrage of the world. I 

remember an answer which when quite young I was prompted to make to a valued adviser, who was 

wont to importune me with the dear old doctrines of the church. On my saying, What have I to do with 

the sacredness of traditions, if I live wholly from within? my friend suggested,--"But these impulses may 

be from below, not from above." I replied, "They do not seem to me to be such; but if I am the Devil's 

child, I will live then from the Devil." No law can be sacred to me but that of my nature. Good and bad 

are but names very readily transferable to that or this; the only right is what is after my constitution, the 

only wrong what is against it. A man is to carry himself in the presence of all opposition, as if every 

thing were titular and ephemeral but he. I am ashamed to think how easily we capitulate to badges and 

names, to large societies and dead institutions. Every decent and well-spoken individual affects and 

sways me more than is right. I ought to go upright and vital, and speak the rude truth in all ways. If 

malice and vanity wear the coat of philanthropy, shall that pass? If an angry bigot assumes this bountiful 

cause of Abolition, and comes to me with his last news from Barbadoes, why should I not say to him, 

'Go love thy infant; love thy wood-chopper: be good-natured and modest: have that grace; and never 

varnish your hard, uncharitable ambition with this incredible tenderness for black folk a thousand miles 

off. Thy love afar is spite at home.' Rough and graceless would be such greeting, but truth is handsomer 

than the affectation of love. Your goodness must have some edge to it,--else it is none. The doctrine of 

hatred must be preached as the counteraction of the doctrine of love when that pules and whines. I shun 

father and mother and wife and brother, when my genius calls me. I would write on the lintels of the 

door-post, Whim. I hope it is somewhat better than whim at last, but we cannot spend the day in 

explanation. Expect me not to show cause why I seek or why I exclude company. Then, again, do not 

tell me, as a good man did to-day, of my obligation to put all poor men in good situations. Are they my 

poor? I tell thee, thou foolish philanthropist, that I grudge the dollar, the dime, the cent, I give to such 

men as do not belong to me and to whom I do not belong. There is a class of persons to whom by all 

spiritual affinity I am bought and sold; for them I will go to prison, if need be; but your miscellaneous 



popular charities; the education at college of fools; the building of meeting-houses to the vain end to 

which many now stand; alms to sots; and the thousandfold Relief Societies;--though I confess with 

shame I sometimes succumb and give the dollar, it is a wicked Dollar which by and by I shall have the 

manhood to withhold. 

 

Virtues are, in the popular estimate, rather the exception than the rule. There is the man and his virtues. 

Men do what is called a good action, as some piece of courage or charity, much as they would pay a fine 

in expiation of daily non-appearance on parade. Their works are done as an apology or extenuation of 

their living in the world,--as invalids and the insane pay a high board. Their virtues are penances. I do 

not wish to expiate, but to live. My life is for itself and not for a spectacle. I much prefer that it should 

be of a lower strain, so it be genuine and equal, than that it should be glittering and unsteady. I wish it to 

be sound and sweet, and not to need diet and bleeding. I ask primary evidence that you are a man, and 

refuse this appeal from the man to his actions. I know that for myself it makes no difference whether I 

do or forbear those actions which are reckoned excellent. I cannot consent to pay for a privilege intrinsic 

right. Few and mean as my gifts may be, I actually am, and do not need for my own assurance or the 

assurance of my fellows any secondary testimony. 

 

What I must do is all that concerns me, not what the people think. This rule, equally arduous in actual 

and in intellectual life, may serve for the whole distinction between greatness and meanness. It is the 

harder, because you will always find those who think they know what is your duty better than you know 

it. It is easy in the world to live after the world's opinion; it is easy in solitude to live after our own; but 

the great man is he who in the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect sweetness the independence of 

solitude. 

 

The objection to conforming to usages that have become dead to you is, that it scatters your force. It 

loses your time and blurs the impression of your character. If you maintain a dead church, contribute to a 

dead Bible-society, vote with a great party either for the government or against it, spread your table like 

base housekeepers,--under all these screens I have difficulty to detect the precise man you are. And, of 

course, so much force is withdrawn from your proper life. But do your work, and I shall know you. Do 

your work, and you shall reinforce yourself. A man must consider what a blindman's-buff is this game of 

conformity. If I know your sect, I anticipate your argument. I hear a preacher announce for his text and 

topic the expediency of one of the institutions of his church. Do I not know beforehand that not possibly 

can he say a new and spontaneous word? Do I not know that, with all this ostentation of examining the 

grounds of the institution, he will do no such thing? Do I not know that he is pledged to himself not to 

look but at one side,--the permitted side, not as a man, but as a parish minister? He is a retained attorney, 

and these airs of the bench are the emptiest affectation. Well, most men have bound their eyes with one 

or another handkerchief, and attached themselves to some one of these communities of opinion. This 

conformity makes them not false in a few particulars, authors of a few lies, but false in all particulars. 

Their every truth is not quite true. Their two is not the real two, their four not the real four; so that every 

word they say chagrins us, and we know not where to begin to set them right. Meantime nature is not 

slow to equip us in the prison-uniform of the party to which we adhere. We come to wear one cut of face 

and figure, and acquire by degrees the gentlest asinine expression. There is a mortifying experience in 

particular, which does not fail to wreak itself also in the general history; I mean "the foolish face of 

praise," the forced smile which we put on in company where we do not feel at ease in answer to 

conversation which does not interest us. The muscles, not spontaneously moved, but moved by a low 

usurping wilfulness, grow tight about the outline of the face with the most disagreeable sensation. 

 

For nonconformity the world whips you with its displeasure. And therefore a man must know how to 

estimate a sour face. The by-standers look askance on him in the public street or in the friend's parlour. 

If this aversation had its origin in contempt and resistance like his own, he might well go home with a 

sad countenance; but the sour faces of the multitude, like their sweet faces, have no deep cause, but are 



put on and off as the wind blows and a newspaper directs. Yet is the discontent of the multitude more 

formidable than that of the senate and the college. It is easy enough for a firm man who knows the world 

to brook the rage of the cultivated classes. Their rage is decorous and prudent, for they are timid as 

being very vulnerable themselves. But when to their feminine rage the indignation of the people is 

added, when the ignorant and the poor are aroused, when the unintelligent brute force that lies at the 

bottom of society is made to growl and mow, it needs the habit of magnanimity and religion to treat it 

godlike as a trifle of no concernment. 

 

The other terror that scares us from self-trust is our consistency; a reverence for our past act or word, 

because the eyes of others have no other data for computing our orbit than our past acts, and we are 

loath to disappoint them. 

 

But why should you keep your head over your shoulder? Why drag about this corpse of your memory, 

lest you contradict somewhat you have stated in this or that public place? Suppose you should contradict 

yourself; what then? It seems to be a rule of wisdom never to rely on your memory alone, scarcely even 

in acts of pure memory, but to bring the past for judgment into the thousand-eyed present, and live ever 

in a new day. In your metaphysics you have denied personality to the Deity: yet when the devout 

motions of the soul come, yield to them heart and life, though they should clothe God with shape and 

color. Leave your theory, as Joseph his coat in the hand of the harlot, and flee. 

 

A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds, adored by little statesmen and philosophers and 

divines. With consistency a great soul has simply nothing to do. He may as well concern himself with 

his shadow on the wall. Speak what you think now in hard words, and to-morrow speak what to-morrow 

thinks in hard words again, though it contradict every thing you said to-day.--'Ah, so you shall be sure to 

be misunderstood.'--Is it so bad, then, to be misunderstood? Pythagoras was misunderstood, and 

Socrates, and Jesus, and Luther, and Copernicus, and Galileo, and Newton, and every pure and wise 

spirit that ever took flesh. To be great is to be misunderstood. 

 

I suppose no man can violate his nature. All the sallies of his will are rounded in by the law of his being, 

as the inequalities of Andes and Himmaleh are insignificant in the curve of the sphere. Nor does it 

matter how you gauge and try him. A character is like an acrostic or Alexandrian stanza;--read it 

forward, backward, or across, it still spells the same thing. In this pleasing, contrite wood-life which 

God allows me, let me record day by day my honest thought without prospect or retrospect, and, I 

cannot doubt, it will be found symmetrical, though I mean it not, and see it not. My book should smell of 

pines and resound with the hum of insects. The swallow over my window should interweave that thread 

or straw he carries in his bill into my web also. We pass for what we are. Character teaches above our 

wills. Men imagine that they communicate their virtue or vice only by overt actions, and do not see that 

virtue or vice emit a breath every moment. 

 

There will be an agreement in whatever variety of actions, so they be each honest and natural in their 

hour. For of one will, the actions will be harmonious, however unlike they seem. These varieties are lost 

sight of at a little distance, at a little height of thought. One tendency unites them all. The voyage of the 

best ship is a zigzag line of a hundred tacks. See the line from a sufficient distance, and it straightens 

itself to the average tendency. Your genuine action will explain itself, and will explain your other 

genuine actions. Your conformity explains nothing. Act singly, and what you have already done singly 

will justify you now. Greatness appeals to the future. If I can be firm enough to-day to do right, and 

scorn eyes, I must have done so much right before as to defend me now. Be it how it will, do right now. 

Always scorn appearances, and you always may. The force of character is cumulative. All the foregone 

days of virtue work their health into this. What makes the majesty of the heroes of the senate and the 

field, which so fills the imagination? The consciousness of a train of great days and victories behind. 

They shed an united light on the advancing actor. He is attended as by a visible escort of angels. That is 



it which throws thunder into Chatham's voice, Web Site and dignity into Washington's port, and 

America into Adams's eye. Honor is venerable to us because it is no ephemeris. It is always ancient 

virtue. We worship it to-day because it is not of to-day. We love it and pay it homage, because it is not a 

trap for our love and homage, but is self-dependent, self-derived, and therefore of an old immaculate 

pedigree, even if shown in a young person. 

 

I hope in these days we have heard the last of conformity and consistency. Let the words be gazetted and 

ridiculous henceforward. Instead of the gong for dinner, let us hear a whistle from the Spartan fife. Let 

us never bow and apologize more. A great man is coming to eat at my house. I do not wish to please 

him; I wish that he should wish to please me. I will stand here for humanity, and though I would make it 

kind, I would make it true. Let us affront and reprimand the smooth mediocrity and squalid contentment 

of the times, and hurl in the face of custom, and trade, and office, the fact which is the upshot of all 

history, that there is a great responsible Thinker and Actor working wherever a man works; that a true 

man belongs to no other time or place, but is the centre of things. Where he is, there is nature. He 

measures you, and all men, and all events. Ordinarily, every body in society reminds us of somewhat 

else, or of some other person. Character, reality, reminds you of nothing else; it takes place of the whole 

creation. The man must be so much, that he must make all circumstances indifferent. Every true man is a 

cause, a country, and an age; requires infinite spaces and numbers and time fully to accomplish his 

design;--and posterity seem to follow his steps as a train of clients. A man Caesar is born, and for ages 

after we have a Roman Empire. Christ is born, and millions of minds so grow and cleave to his genius, 

that he is confounded with virtue and the possible of man. An institution is the lengthened shadow of 

one man; as, the Reformation, of Luther; Quakerism, of Fox; Methodism, of Wesley; Abolition, of 

Clarkson. Scipio, Milton called "the height of Rome"; and all history resolves itself very easily into the 

biography of a few stout and earnest persons. 

 

Let a man then know his worth, and keep things under his feet. Let him not peep or steal, or skulk up 

and down with the air of a charity-boy, a bastard, or an interloper, in the world which exists for him. But 

the man in the street, finding no worth in himself which corresponds to the force which built a tower or 

sculptured a marble god, feels poor when he looks on these. To him a palace, a statue, or a costly book 

have an alien and forbidding air, much like a gay equipage, and seem to say like that, 'Who are you, Sir?' 

Yet they all are his, suitors for his notice, petitioners to his faculties that they will come out and take 

possession. The picture waits for my verdict: it is not to command me, but I am to settle its claims to 

praise. That popular fable of the sot who was picked up dead drunk in the street, carried to the duke's 

house, washed and dressed and laid in the duke's bed, and, on his waking, treated with all obsequious 

ceremony like the duke, and assured that he had been insane, owes its popularity to the fact, that it 

symbolizes so well the state of man, who is in the world a sort of sot, but now and then wakes up, 

exercises his reason, and finds himself a true prince. 

 

Our reading is mendicant and sycophantic. In history, our imagination plays us false. Kingdom and 

lordship, power and estate, are a gaudier vocabulary than private John and Edward in a small house and 

common day's work; but the things of life are the same to both; the sum total of both is the same. Why 

all this deference to Alfred, and Scanderbeg, and Gustavus? Suppose they were virtuous; did they wear 

out virtue? As great a stake depends on your private act to-day, as followed their public and renowned 

steps. When private men shall act with original views, the lustre will be transferred from the actions of 

kings to those of gentlemen. 

The world has been instructed by its kings, who have so magnetized the eyes of nations. It has been 

taught by this colossal symbol the mutual reverence that is due from man to man. The joyful loyalty 

with which men have everywhere suffered the king, the noble, or the great proprietor to walk among 

them by a law of his own, make his own scale of men and things, and reverse theirs, pay for benefits not 

with money but with honor, and represent the law in his person, was the hieroglyphic by which they 

obscurely signified their consciousness of their own right and comeliness, the right of every man. 



 

The magnetism which all original action exerts is explained when we inquire the reason of self-trust. 

Who is the Trustee? What is the aboriginal Self on which a universal reliance may be grounded? What is 

the nature and power of that science-baffling star, without parallax, without calculable elements, which 

shoots a ray of beauty even into trivial and impure actions, if the least mark of independence appear? 

The inquiry leads us to that source, at once the essence of genius, of virtue, and of life, which we call 

Spontaneity or Instinct. We denote this primary wisdom as Intuition, whilst all later teachings are 

tuitions. In that deep force, the last fact behind which analysis cannot go, all things find their common 

origin. For, the sense of being which in calm hours rises, we know not how, in the soul, is not diverse 

from things, from space, from light, from time, from man, but one with them, and proceeds obviously 

from the same source whence their life and being also proceed. We first share the life by which things 

exist, and afterwards see them as appearances in nature, and forget that we have shared their cause. Here 

is the fountain of action and of thought. Here are the lungs of that inspiration which giveth man wisdom, 

and which cannot be denied without impiety and atheism. We lie in the lap of immense intelligence, 

which makes us receivers of its truth and organs of its activity. When we discern justice, when we 

discern truth, we do nothing of ourselves, but allow a passage to its beams. If we ask whence this comes, 

if we seek to pry into the soul that causes, all philosophy is at fault. Its presence or its absence is all we 

can affirm. Every man discriminates between the voluntary acts of his mind, and his involuntary 

perceptions, and knows that to his involuntary perceptions a perfect faith is due. He may err in the 

expression of them, but he knows that these things are so, like day and night, not to be disputed. My 

wilful actions and acquisitions are but roving;--the idlest reverie, the faintest native emotion, command 

my curiosity and respect. Thoughtless people contradict as readily the statement of perceptions as of 

opinions, or rather much more readily; for, they do not distinguish between perception and notion. They 

fancy that I choose to see this or that thing. But perception is not whimsical, but fatal. If I see a trait, my 

children will see it after me, and in course of time, all mankind,--although it may chance that no one has 

seen it before me. For my perception of it is as much a fact as the sun. 

 

The relations of the soul to the divine spirit are so pure, that it is profane to seek to interpose helps. It 

must be that when God speaketh he should communicate, not one thing, but all things; should fill the 

world with his voice; should scatter forth light, nature, time, souls, from the centre of the present 

thought; and new date and new create the whole. Whenever a mind is simple, and receives a divine 

wisdom, old things pass away,--means, teachers, texts, temples fall; it lives now, and absorbs past and 

future into the present hour. All things are made sacred by relation to it,--one as much as another. All 

things are dissolved to their centre by their cause, and, in the universal miracle, petty and particular 

miracles disappear. If, therefore, a man claims to know and speak of God, and carries you backward to 

the phraseology of some old mouldered nation in another country, in another world, believe him not. Is 

the acorn better than the oak which is its fulness and completion? Is the parent better than the child into 

whom he has cast his ripened being? Whence, then, this worship of the past? The centuries are 

conspirators against the sanity and authority of the soul. Time and space are but physiological colors 

which the eye makes, but the soul is light; where it is, is day; where it was, is night; and history is an 

impertinence and an injury, if it be any thing more than a cheerful apologue or parable of my being and 

becoming. 

Man is timid and apologetic; he is no longer upright; he dares not say 'I think,' 'I am,' but quotes some 

saint or sage. He is ashamed before the blade of grass or the blowing rose. These roses under my 

window make no reference to former roses or to better ones; they are for what they are; they exist with 

God to-day. There is no time to them. There is simply the rose; it is perfect in every moment of its 

existence. Before a leaf-bud has burst, its whole life acts; in the full-blown flower there is no more; in 

the leafless root there is no less. Its nature is satisfied, and it satisfies nature, in all moments alike. But 

man postpones or remembers; he does not live in the present, but with reverted eye laments the past, or, 

heedless of the riches that surround him, stands on tiptoe to foresee the future. He cannot be happy and 

strong until he too lives with nature in the present, above time. 



 

This should be plain enough. Yet see what strong intellects dare not yet hear God himself, unless he 

speak the phraseology of I know not what David, or Jeremiah, or Paul. We shall not always set so great 

a price on a few texts, on a few lives. We are like children who repeat by rote the sentences of 

grandames and tutors, and, as they grow older, of the men of talents and character they chance to see,--

painfully recollecting the exact words they spoke; afterwards, when they come into the point of view 

which those had who uttered these sayings, they understand them, and are willing to let the words go; 

for, at any time, they can use words as good when occasion comes. If we live truly, we shall see truly. It 

is as easy for the strong man to be strong, as it is for the weak to be weak. When we have new 

perception, we shall gladly disburden the memory of its hoarded treasures as old rubbish. When a man 

lives with God, his voice shall be as sweet as the murmur of the brook and the rustle of the corn. 

 

And now at last the highest truth on this subject remains unsaid; probably cannot be said; for all that we 

say is the far-off remembering of the intuition. That thought, by what I can now nearest approach to say 

it, is this. When good is near you, when you have life in yourself, it is not by any known or accustomed 

way; you shall not discern the foot-prints of any other; you shall not see the face of man; you shall not 

hear any name;--the way, the thought, the good, shall be wholly strange and new. It shall exclude 

example and experience. You take the way from man, not to man. All persons that ever existed are its 

forgotten ministers. Fear and hope are alike beneath it. There is somewhat low even in hope. In the hour 

of vision, there is nothing that can be called gratitude, nor properly joy. The soul raised over passion 

beholds identity and eternal causation, perceives the self-existence of Truth and Right, and calms itself 

with knowing that all things go well. Vast spaces of nature, the Atlantic Ocean, the South Sea,--long 

intervals of time, years, centuries,--are of no account. This which I think and feel underlay every former 

state of life and circumstances, as it does underlie my present, and what is called life, and what is called 

death. 

Life only avails, not the having lived. Power ceases in the instant of repose; it resides in the moment of 

transition from a past to a new state, in the shooting of the gulf, in the darting to an aim. This one fact 

the world hates, that the soul becomes; for that for ever degrades the past, turns all riches to poverty, all 

reputation to a shame, confounds the saint with the rogue, shoves Jesus and Judas equally aside. Why, 

then, do we prate of self-reliance? Inasmuch as the soul is present, there will be power not confident but 

agent. To talk of reliance is a poor external way of speaking. Speak rather of that which relies, because it 

works and is. Who has more obedience than I masters me, though he should not raise his finger. Round 

him I must revolve by the gravitation of spirits. We fancy it rhetoric, when we speak of eminent virtue. 

We do not yet see that virtue is Height, and that a man or a company of men, plastic and permeable to 

principles, by the law of nature must overpower and ride all cities, nations, kings, rich men, poets, who 

are not. 

 

This is the ultimate fact which we so quickly reach on this, as on every topic, the resolution of all into 

the ever-blessed ONE. Self-existence is the attribute of the Supreme Cause, and it constitutes the 

measure of good by the degree in which it enters into all lower forms. All things real are so by so much 

virtue as they contain. Commerce, husbandry, hunting, whaling, war, eloquence, personal weight, are 

somewhat, and engage my respect as examples of its presence and impure action. I see the same law 

working in nature for conservation and growth. Power is in nature the essential measure of right. Nature 

suffers nothing to remain in her kingdoms which cannot help itself. The genesis and maturation of a 

planet, its poise and orbit, the bended tree recovering itself from the strong wind, the vital resources of 

every animal and vegetable, are demonstrations of the self-sufficing, and therefore self-relying soul. 

 

Thus all concentrates: let us not rove; let us sit at home with the cause. Let us stun and astonish the 

intruding rabble of men and books and institutions, by a simple declaration of the divine fact. Bid the 

invaders take the shoes from off their feet, for God is here within. Let our simplicity judge them, and our 

docility to our own law demonstrate the poverty of nature and fortune beside our native riches. 



 

But now we are a mob. Man does not stand in awe of man, nor is his genius admonished to stay at home, 

to put itself in communication with the internal ocean, but it goes abroad to beg a cup of water of the 

urns of other men. We must go alone. I like the silent church before the service begins, better than any 

preaching. How far off, how cool, how chaste the persons look, begirt each one with a precinct or 

sanctuary! So let us always sit. Why should we assume the faults of our friend, or wife, or father, or 

child, because they sit around our hearth, or are said to have the same blood? All men have my blood, 

and I have all men's. Not for that will I adopt their petulance or folly, even to the extent of being 

ashamed of it. But your isolation must not be mechanical, but spiritual, that is, must be elevation. At 

times the whole world seems to be in conspiracy to importune you with emphatic trifles. Friend, client, 

child, sickness, fear, want, charity, all knock at once at thy closet door, and say,--'Come out unto us.' But 

keep thy state; come not into their confusion. The power men possess to annoy me, I give them by a 

weak curiosity. No man can come near me but through my act. "What we love that we have, but by 

desire we bereave ourselves of the love." 

 

If we cannot at once rise to the sanctities of obedience and faith, let us at least resist our temptations; let 

us enter into the state of war, and wake Thor and Woden,  Web Site courage and constancy, in our 

Saxon breasts. This is to be done in our smooth times by speaking the truth. Check this lying hospitality 

and lying affection. Live no longer to the expectation of these deceived and deceiving people with 

whom we converse. Say to them, O father, O mother, O wife, O brother, O friend, I have lived with you 

after appearances hitherto. Henceforward I am the truth's. Be it known unto you that henceforward I 

obey no law less than the eternal law. I will have no covenants but proximities. I shall endeavour to 

nourish my parents, to support my family, to be the chaste husband of one wife,--but these relations I 

must fill after a new and unprecedented way. I appeal from your customs. I must be myself. I cannot 

break myself any longer for you, or you. If you can love me for what I am, we shall be the happier. If 

you cannot, I will still seek to deserve that you should. I will not hide my tastes or aversions. I will so 

trust that what is deep is holy, that I will do strongly before the sun and moon whatever inly rejoices me, 

and the heart appoints. If you are noble, I will love you; if you are not, I will not hurt you and myself by 

hypocritical attentions. If you are true, but not in the same truth with me, cleave to your companions; I 

will seek my own. I do this not selfishly, but humbly and truly. It is alike your interest, and mine, and all 

men's, however long we have dwelt in lies, to live in truth. Does this sound harsh to-day? You will soon 

love what is dictated by your nature as well as mine, and, if we follow the truth, it will bring us out safe 

at last.-- But so you may give these friends pain. Yes, but I cannot sell my liberty and my power, to save 

their sensibility. Besides, all persons have their moments of reason, when they look out into the region 

of absolute truth; then will they justify me, and do the same thing. 

 

The populace think that your rejection of popular standards is a rejection of all standard, and mere 

antinomianism; and the bold sensualist will use the name of philosophy to gild his crimes. But the law of 

consciousness abides. There are two confessionals, in one or the other of which we must be shriven. You 

may fulfil your round of duties by clearing yourself in the direct, or in the reflex way. Consider whether 

you have satisfied your relations to father, mother, cousin, neighbour, town, cat, and dog; whether any of 

these can upbraid you. But I may also neglect this reflex standard, and absolve me to myself. I have my 

own stern claims and perfect circle. It denies the name of duty to many offices that are called duties. But 

if I can discharge its debts, it enables me to dispense with the popular code. If any one imagines that this 

law is lax, let him keep its commandment one day. 

 

And truly it demands something godlike in him who has cast off the common motives of humanity, and 

has ventured to trust himself for a taskmaster. High be his heart, faithful his will, clear his sight, that he 

may in good earnest be doctrine, society, law, to himself, that a simple purpose may be to him as strong 

as iron necessity is to others! 

 



If any man consider the present aspects of what is called by distinction society, he will see the need of 

these ethics. The sinew and heart of man seem to be drawn out, and we are become timorous, 

desponding whimperers. We are afraid of truth, afraid of fortune, afraid of death, and afraid of each 

other. Our age yields no great and perfect persons. We want men and women who shall renovate life and 

our social state, but we see that most natures are insolvent, cannot satisfy their own wants, have an 

ambition out of all proportion to their practical force, and do lean and beg day and night continually. Our 

housekeeping is mendicant, our arts, our occupations, our marriages, our religion, we have not chosen, 

but society has chosen for us. We are parlour soldiers. We shun the rugged battle of fate, where strength 

is born. 

 

If our young men miscarry in their first enterprises, they lose all heart. If the young merchant fails, men 

say he is ruined. If the finest genius studies at one of our colleges, and is not installed in an office within 

one year afterwards in the cities or suburbs of Boston or New York, it seems to his friends and to 

himself that he is right in being disheartened, and in complaining the rest of his life. A sturdy lad from 

New Hampshire or Vermont, who in turn tries all the professions, who teams it, farms it, peddles, keeps 

a school, preaches, edits a newspaper, goes to Congress, buys a township, and so forth, in successive 

years, and always, like a cat, falls on his feet, is worth a hundred of these city dolls. He walks abreast 

with his days, and feels no shame in not `studying a profession,' for he does not postpone his life, but 

lives already. He has not one chance, but a hundred chances. Let a Stoic open the resources of man, and 

tell men they are not leaning willows, but can and must detach themselves; that with the exercise of self-

trust, new powers shall appear; that a man is the word made flesh, born to shed healing to the nations, 

that he should be ashamed of our compassion, and that the moment he acts from himself, tossing the 

laws, the books, idolatries, and customs out of the window, we pity him no more, but thank and revere 

him,--and that teacher shall restore the life of man to splendor, and make his name dear to all history. 

 

It is easy to see that a greater self-reliance must work a revolution in all the offices and relations of men; 

in their religion; in their education; in their pursuits; their modes of living; their association; in their 

property; in their speculative views. 

 

1. In what prayers do men allow themselves! That which they call a holy office is not so much as brave 

and manly. Prayer looks abroad and asks for some foreign addition to come through some foreign virtue, 

and loses itself in endless mazes of natural and supernatural, and mediatorial and miraculous. Prayer that 

craves a particular commodity,--any thing less than all good,--is vicious. Prayer is the contemplation of 

the facts of life from the highest point of view. It is the soliloquy of a beholding and jubilant soul. It is 

the spirit of God pronouncing his works good. But prayer as a means to effect a private end is meanness 

and theft. It supposes dualism and not unity in nature and consciousness. As soon as the man is at one 

with God, he will not beg. He will then see prayer in all action. The prayer of the farmer kneeling in his 

field to weed it, the prayer of the rower kneeling with the stroke of his oar, are true prayers heard 

throughout nature, though for cheap ends. Caratach, in Fletcher's Bonduca, when admonished to inquire 

the mind of the god Audate, replies, -- 

 

"His hidden meaning lies in our endeavours; 

Our valors are our best gods." 

 

Another sort of false prayers are our regrets. Discontent is the want of self-reliance: it is infirmity of 

will. Regret calamities, if you can thereby help the sufferer; if not, attend your own work, and already 

the evil begins to be repaired. Our sympathy is just as base. We come to them who weep foolishly, and 

sit down and cry for company, instead of imparting to them truth and health in rough electric shocks, 

putting them once more in communication with their own reason. The secret of fortune is joy in our 

hands. Welcome evermore to gods and men is the self-helping man. For him all doors are flung wide: 

him all tongues greet, all honors crown, all eyes follow with desire. Our love goes out to him and 



embraces him, because he did not need it. We solicitously and apologetically caress and celebrate him, 

because he held on his way and scorned our disapprobation. The gods love him because men hated him. 

"To the persevering mortal," said Zoroaster, "the blessed Immortals are swift." 

 

As men's prayers are a disease of the will, so are their creeds a disease of the intellect. They say with 

those foolish Israelites, 'Let not God speak to us, lest we die. Speak thou, speak any man with us, and we 

will obey.' Everywhere I am hindered of meeting God in my brother, because he has shut his own 

temple doors, and recites fables merely of his brother's, or his brother's brother's God. Every new mind 

is a new classification. If it prove a mind of uncommon activity and power, a Locke, a Lavoisier, a 

Hutton, a Bentham, a Fourier, it imposes its classification on other men, and lo! a new system. In 

proportion to the depth of the thought, and so to the number of the objects it touches and brings within 

reach of the pupil, is his complacency. But chiefly is this apparent in creeds and churches, which are 

also classifications of some powerful mind acting on the elemental thought of duty, and man's relation to 

the Highest. Such is Calvinism, Quakerism, Swedenborgism. The pupil takes the same delight in 

subordinating every thing to the new terminology, as a girl who has just learned botany in seeing a new 

earth and new seasons thereby. It will happen for a time, that the pupil will find his intellectual power 

has grown by the study of his master's mind. But in all unbalanced minds, the classification is idolized, 

passes for the end, and not for a speedily exhaustible means, so that the walls of the system blend to 

their eye in the remote horizon with the walls of the universe; the luminaries of heaven seem to them 

hung on the arch their master built. They cannot imagine how you aliens have any right to see,--how you 

can see; 'It must be somehow that you stole the light from us.' They do not yet perceive, that light, 

unsystematic, indomitable, will break into any cabin, even into theirs. Let them chirp awhile and call it 

their own. If they are honest and do well, presently their neat new pinfold will be too strait and low, will 

crack, will lean, will rot and vanish, and the immortal light, all young and joyful, million-orbed, million-

colored, will beam over the universe as on the first morning. 

 

2. It is for want of self-culture that the superstition of Travelling, whose idols are Italy, England, Egypt, 

retains its fascination for all educated Americans. They who made England, Italy, or Greece venerable in 

the imagination did so by sticking fast where they were, like an axis of the earth. In manly hours, we feel 

that duty is our place. The soul is no traveller; the wise man stays at home, and when his necessities, his 

duties, on any occasion call him from his house, or into foreign lands, he is at home still, and shall make 

men sensible by the expression of his countenance, that he goes the missionary of wisdom and virtue, 

and visits cities and men like a sovereign, and not like an interloper or a valet. 

 

I have no churlish objection to the circumnavigation of the globe, for the purposes of art, of study, and 

benevolence, so that the man is first domesticated, or does not go abroad with the hope of finding 

somewhat greater than he knows. He who travels to be amused, or to get somewhat which he does not 

carry, travels away from himself, and grows old even in youth among old things. In Thebes, in Palmyra, 

his will and mind have become old and dilapidated as they. He carries ruins to ruins. 

 

Travelling is a fool's paradise. Our first journeys discover to us the indifference of places. At home I 

dream that at Naples, at Rome, I can be intoxicated with beauty, and lose my sadness. I pack my trunk, 

embrace my friends, embark on the sea, and at last wake up in Naples, and there beside me is the stern 

fact, the sad self, unrelenting, identical, that I fled from. I seek the Vatican, and the palaces. I affect to be 

intoxicated with sights and suggestions, but I am not intoxicated. My giant goes with me wherever I go. 

 

3. But the rage of travelling is a symptom of a deeper unsoundness affecting the whole intellectual 

action. The intellect is vagabond, and our system of education fosters restlessness. Our minds travel 

when our bodies are forced to stay at home. We imitate; and what is imitation but the travelling of the 

mind? Our houses are built with foreign taste; our shelves are garnished with foreign ornaments; our 

opinions, our tastes, our faculties, lean, and follow the Past and the Distant. The soul created the arts 



wherever they have flourished. It was in his own mind that the artist sought his model. It was an 

application of his own thought to the thing to be done and the conditions to be observed. And why need 

we copy the Doric or the Gothic model? Beauty, convenience, grandeur of thought, and quaint 

expression are as near to us as to any, and if the American artist will study with hope and love the 

precise thing to be done by him, considering the climate, the soil, the length of the day, the wants of the 

people, the habit and form of the government, he will create a house in which all these will find 

themselves fitted, and taste and sentiment will be satisfied also. 

 

Insist on yourself; never imitate. Your own gift you can present every moment with the cumulative force 

of a whole life's cultivation; but of the adopted talent of another, you have only an extemporaneous, half 

possession. That which each can do best, none but his Maker can teach him. No man yet knows what it 

is, nor can, till that person has exhibited it. Where is the master who could have taught Shakspeare? 

Where is the master who could have instructed Franklin, or Washington, or Bacon, or Newton? Every 

great man is a unique. The Scipionism of Scipio is precisely that part he could not borrow. Shakspeare 

will never be made by the study of Shakspeare. Do that which is assigned you, and you cannot hope too 

much or dare too much. There is at this moment for you an utterance brave and grand as that of the 

colossal chisel of Phidias, or trowel of the Egyptians, or the pen of Moses, or Dante, but different from 

all these. Not possibly will the soul all rich, all eloquent, with thousand-cloven tongue, deign to repeat 

itself; but if you can hear what these patriarchs say, surely you can reply to them in the same pitch of 

voice; for the ear and the tongue are two organs of one nature. Abide in the simple and noble regions of 

thy life, obey thy heart, and thou shalt reproduce the Foreworld again. 

 

4. As our Religion, our Education, our Art look abroad, so does our spirit of society. All men plume 

themselves on the improvement of society, and no man improves. 

 

Society never advances. It recedes as fast on one side as it gains on the other. It undergoes continual 

changes; it is barbarous, it is civilized, it is christianized, it is rich, it is scientific; but this change is not 

amelioration. For every thing that is given, something is taken. Society acquires new arts, and loses old 

instincts. What a contrast between the well-clad, reading, writing, thinking American, with a watch, a 

pencil, and a bill of exchange in his pocket, and the naked New Zealander, whose property is a club, a 

spear, a mat, and an undivided twentieth of a shed to sleep under! But compare the health of the two 

men, and you shall see that the white man has lost his aboriginal strength. If the traveller tell us truly, 

strike the savage with a broad axe, and in a day or two the flesh shall unite and heal as if you struck the 

blow into soft pitch, and the same blow shall send the white to his grave. 

 

The civilized man has built a coach, but has lost the use of his feet. He is supported on crutches, but 

lacks so much support of muscle. He has a fine Geneva watch, but he fails of the skill to tell the hour by 

the sun. A Greenwich nautical almanac he has, and so being sure of the information when he wants it, 

the man in the street does not know a star in the sky. The solstice he does not observe; the equinox he 

knows as little; and the whole bright calendar of the year is without a dial in his mind. His note-books 

impair his memory; his libraries overload his wit; the insurance-office increases the number of 

accidents; and it may be a question whether machinery does not encumber; whether we have not lost by 

refinement some energy, by a Christianity entrenched in establishments and forms, some vigor of wild 

virtue. For every Stoic was a Stoic; but in Christendom where is the Christian? 

 

There is no more deviation in the moral standard than in the standard of height or bulk. No greater men 

are now than ever were. A singular equality may be observed between the great men of the first and of 

the last ages; nor can all the science, art, religion, and philosophy of the nineteenth century avail to 

educate greater men than Plutarch's heroes, three or four and twenty centuries ago. Not in time is the 

race progressive. Phocion, Socrates, Anaxagoras, Diogenes, are great men, but they leave no class. He 

who is really of their class will not be called by their name, but will be his own man, and, in his turn, the 



founder of a sect. The arts and inventions of each period are only its costume, and do not invigorate 

men. The harm of the improved machinery may compensate its good. Hudson Web Site and Behring 

accomplished so much in their fishing-boats, as to astonish Parry and Franklin, whose equipment 

exhausted the resources of science and art. Galileo, with an opera-glass, discovered a more splendid 

series of celestial phenomena than any one since. Columbus found the New World in an undecked boat. 

It is curious to see the periodical disuse and perishing of means and machinery, which were introduced 

with loud laudation a few years or centuries before. The great genius returns to essential man. We 

reckoned the improvements of the art of war among the triumphs of science, and yet Napoleon 

conquered Europe by the bivouac, which consisted of falling back on naked valor, and disencumbering 

it of all aids. The Emperor held it impossible to make a perfect army, says Las Casas, "without 

abolishing our arms, magazines, commissaries, and carriages, until, in imitation of the Roman custom, 

the soldier should receive his supply of corn, grind it in his hand-mill, and bake his bread himself." 

 

Society is a wave. The wave moves onward, but the water of which it is composed does not. The same 

particle does not rise from the valley to the ridge. Its unity is only phenomenal. The persons who make 

up a nation to-day, next year die, and their experience with them. 

And so the reliance on Property, including the reliance on governments which protect it, is the want of 

self-reliance. Men have looked away from themselves and at things so long, that they have come to 

esteem the religious, learned, and civil institutions as guards of property, and they deprecate assaults on 

these, because they feel them to be assaults on property. They measure their esteem of each other by 

what each has, and not by what each is. But a cultivated man becomes ashamed of his property, out of 

new respect for his nature. Especially he hates what he has, if he see that it is accidental, -- came to him 

by inheritance, or gift, or crime; then he feels that it is not having; it does not belong to him, has no root 

in him, and merely lies there, because no revolution or no robber takes it away. But that which a man is 

does always by necessity acquire, and what the man acquires is living property, which does not wait the 

beck of rulers, or mobs, or revolutions, or fire, or storm, or bankruptcies, but perpetually renews itself 

wherever the man breathes. "Thy lot or portion of life," said the Caliph Ali, "is seeking after thee; 

therefore be at rest from seeking after it." Our dependence on these foreign goods leads us to our slavish 

respect for numbers. The political parties meet in numerous conventions; the greater the concourse, and 

with each new uproar of announcement, The delegation from Essex! The Democrats from New 

Hampshire! The Whigs of Maine! the young patriot feels himself stronger than before by a new 

thousand of eyes and arms. In like manner the reformers summon conventions, and vote and resolve in 

multitude. Not so, O friends! will the God deign to enter and inhabit you, but by a method precisely the 

reverse. It is only as a man puts off all foreign support, and stands alone, that I see him to be strong and 

to prevail. He is weaker by every recruit to his banner. Is not a man better than a town? Ask nothing of 

men, and in the endless mutation, thou only firm column must presently appear the upholder of all that 

surrounds thee. He who knows that power is inborn, that he is weak because he has looked for good out 

of him and elsewhere, and so perceiving, throws himself unhesitatingly on his thought, instantly rights 

himself, stands in the erect position, commands his limbs, works miracles; just as a man who stands on 

his feet is stronger than a man who stands on his head. 

 

So use all that is called Fortune. Most men gamble with her, and gain all, and lose all, as her wheel rolls. 

But do thou leave as unlawful these winnings, and deal with Cause and Effect, the chancellors of God. 

In the Will work and acquire, and thou hast chained the wheel of Chance, and shalt sit hereafter out of 

fear from her rotations. A political victory, a rise of rents, the recovery of your sick, or the return of your 

absent friend, or some other favorable event, raises your spirits, and you think good days are preparing 

for you. Do not believe it. Nothing can bring you peace but yourself. Nothing can bring you peace but 

the triumph of principles. 

 

 



 
Some Words with a Mummy 

A Story by Edgar Allen Poe 

  
 

 

The symposium of the preceding evening had been a little too much for my 

nerves. I had a wretched headache, and was desperately drowsy. Instead of 

going out therefore to spend the evening as I had proposed, it occurred to me 

that I could not do a wiser thing than just eat a mouthful of supper and go 

immediately to bed. 

A light supper of course. I am exceedingly fond of Welsh rabbit. More than a 

pound at once, however, may not at all times be advisable. Still, there can be 

no material objection to two. And really between two and three, there is 

merely a single unit of difference. I ventured, perhaps, upon four. My wife will 

have it five; - but, clearly, she has confounded two very distinct affairs. The 

abstract number, five, I am willing to admit; but, concretely, it has reference to 

bottles of Brown Stout, without which, in the way of condiment, Welsh rabbit 

is to be eschewed. 

Having thus concluded a frugal meal, and donned my night-cap, with the 

serene hope of enjoying it till noon the next day, I placed my head upon the 

pillow, and, through the aid of a capital conscience, fell into a profound 

slumber forthwith. 

But when were the hopes of humanity fulfilled? I could not have completed 

my third snore when there came a furious ringing at the street-door bell, and 

then an impatient thumping at the knocker, which awakened me at once. In a 

minute afterward, and while I was still rubbing my eyes, my wife thrust in my 

face a note, from my old friend, Doctor Ponnonner. It ran thus: 

"Come to me, by all means, my dear good friend, as soon as you receive this. 

Come and help us to rejoice. At last, by long persevering diplomacy, I have 

gained the assent of the Directors of the City Museum, to my examination of 

the Mummy - you know the one I mean. I have permission to un-swathe it and 

open it, if desirable. A few friends only will be present - you, of course. The 

Mummy is now at my house, and we shall begin to unroll it at eleven to-night. 

"Yours, ever, 



PONNONNER. 

By the time I had reached the "Ponnonner," it struck me that I was as wide 

awake as a man need be. I leaped out of bed in an ecstasy, overthrowing all in 

my way; dressed myself with a rapidity truly marvellous; and set off, at the top 

of my speed, for the doctor's. 

There I found a very eager company assembled. They had been awaiting me 

with much impatience; the Mummy was extended upon the dining-table; and 

the moment I entered its examination was commenced. 

It was one of a pair brought, several years previously, by Captain Arthur 

Sabretash, a cousin of Ponnonner's from a tomb near Eleithias, in the Lybian 

mountains, a considerable distance above Thebes on the Nile. The grottoes at 

this point, although less magnificent than the Theban sepulchres, are of higher 

interest, on account of affording more numerous illustrations of the private life 

of the Egyptians. The chamber from which our specimen was taken, was said 

to be very rich in such illustrations; the walls being completely covered with 

fresco paintings and bas-reliefs, while statues, vases, and Mosaic work of rich 

patterns, indicated the vast wealth of the deceased. 

The treasure had been deposited in the Museum precisely in the same 

condition in which Captain Sabretash had found it; - that is to say, the coffin 

had not been disturbed. For eight years it had thus stood, subject only 

externally to public inspection. We had now, therefore, the complete Mummy 

at our disposal; and to those who are aware how very rarely the un-ransacked 

antique reaches our shores, it will be evident, at once that we had great reason 

to congratulate ourselves upon our good fortune. 

Approaching the table, I saw on it a large box, or case, nearly seven feet long, 

and perhaps three feet wide, by two feet and a half deep. It was oblong - not 

coffin-shaped. The material was at first supposed to be the wood of the 

sycamore (platanus), but, upon cutting into it, we found it to be pasteboard, or, 

more properly, papier mache, composed of papyrus. It was thickly ornamented 

with paintings, representing funeral scenes, and other mournful subjects - 

interspersed among which, in every variety of position, were certain series of 

hieroglyphical characters, intended, no doubt, for the name of the departed. By 

good luck, Mr. Gliddon formed one of our party; and he had no difficulty in 

translating the letters, which were simply phonetic, and represented the word 

Allamistakeo. 

We had some difficulty in getting this case open without injury; but having at 

length accomplished the task, we came to a second, coffin-shaped, and very 

considerably less in size than the exterior one, but resembling it precisely in 

every other respect. The interval between the two was filled with resin, which 

had, in some degree, defaced the colours of the interior box. 

Upon opening this latter (which we did quite easily), we arrived at a third case, 

also coffin-shaped, and varying from the second one in no particular, except in 

that of its material, which was cedar, and still emitted the peculiar and highly 



aromatic odour of that wood. Between the second and the third case there was 

no interval - the one fitting accurately within the other. 

Removing the third case, we discovered and took out the body itself. We had 

expected to find it, as usual, enveloped in frequent rolls, or bandages, of linen; 

but, in place of these, we found a sort of sheath, made of papyrus, and coated 

with a layer of plaster, thickly gilt and painted. The paintings represented 

subjects connected with the various supposed duties of the soul, and its 

presentation to different divinities, with numerous identical human figures, 

intended, very probably, as portraits of the persons embalmed. Extending from 

head to foot was a columnar, or perpendicular, inscription, in phonetic 

hieroglyphics, giving again his name and titles, and the names and titles of his 

relations. 

Around the neck thus en-sheathed, was a collar of cylindrical glass beads, 

diverse in colour, and so arranged as to form images of deities, of the 

scarabaeus, etc, with the winged globe. Around the small of the waist was a 

similar collar or belt. 

Stripping off the papyrus, we found the flesh in excellent preservation, with no 

perceptible odour. The colour was reddish. The skin was hard, smooth, and 

glossy. The teeth and hair were in good condition. The eyes (it seemed) had 

been removed, and glass ones substituted, which were very beautiful and 

wonderfully life-like, with the exception of somewhat too determined a stare. 

The fingers and the nails were brilliantly gilded. 

Mr. Gliddon was of opinion, from the redness of the epidermis, that the 

embalmment had been effected altogether by asphaltum; but, on scraping the 

surface with a steel instrument, and throwing into the fire some of the powder 

thus obtained, the flavour of camphor and other sweet-scented gums became 

apparent. 

We searched the corpse very carefully for the usual openings through which 

the entrails are extracted, but, to our surprise, we could discover none. No 

member of the party was at that period aware that entire or unopened 

mummies are not infrequently met. The brain it was customary to withdraw 

through the nose; the intestines through an incision in the side; the body was 

then shaved, washed, and salted; then laid aside for several weeks, when the 

operation of embalming, properly so called, began. 

As no trace of an opening could be found, Doctor Ponnonner was preparing 

his instruments for dissection, when I observed that it was then past two 

o'clock. Hereupon it was agreed to postpone the internal examination until the 

next evening; and we were about to separate for the present, when some one 

suggested an experiment or two with the Voltaic pile. 

The application of electricity to a mummy three or four thousand years old at 

the least, was an idea, if not very sage, still sufficiently original, and we all 

caught it at once. About one-tenth in earnest and nine-tenths in jest, we 

arranged a battery in the Doctor's study, and conveyed thither the Egyptian. 



It was only after much trouble that we succeeded in laying bare some portions 

of the temporal muscle which appeared of less stony rigidity than other parts 

of the frame, but which, as we had anticipated, of course, gave no indication of 

galvanic susceptibility when brought in contact with the wire. This, the first 

trial, indeed, seemed decisive, and, with a hearty laugh at our own absurdity, 

we were bidding each other good night, when my eyes, happening to fall upon 

those of the Mummy, were there immediately riveted in amazement. My brief 

glance, in fact, had sufficed to assure me that the orbs which we had all 

supposed to be glass, and which were originally noticeable for a certain wild 

stare, were now so far covered by the lids, that only a small portion of the 

tunica albuginea remained visible. 

With a shout I called attention to the fact, and it became immediately obvious 

to all. 

I cannot say that I was alarmed at the phenomenon, because "alarmed" is, in 

my case, not exactly the word. It is possible, however, that, but for the Brown 

Stout, I might have been a little nervous. As for the rest of the company, they 

really made no attempt at concealing the downright fright which possessed 

them. Doctor Ponnonner was a man to be pitied. Mr. Gliddon, by some 

peculiar process, rendered himself invisible. Mr. Silk Buckingham, I fancy, 

will scarcely be so bold as to deny that he made his way, upon all fours, under 

the table. 

After the first shock of astonishment, however, we resolved, as a matter of 

course, upon further experiment forthwith. Our operations were now directed 

against the great toe of the right foot. We made an incision over the outside of 

the exterior os sesamoideum pollicis pedis,_ and thus got at the root of the 

abductor muscle. Readjusting the battery, we now applied the fluid to the 

bisected nerves - when, with a movement of exceeding life-likeness, the 

Mummy first drew up its right knee so as to bring it nearly in contact with the 

abdomen, and then, straightening the limb with inconceivable force, bestowed 

a kick upon Doctor Ponnonner, which had the effect of discharging that 

gentleman, like an arrow from a catapult, through a window into the street 

below. 

We rushed out en masse to bring in the mangled remains of the victim, but had 

the happiness to meet him upon the staircase, coming up in an unaccountable 

hurry, brimful of the most ardent philosophy, and more than ever impressed 

with the necessity of prosecuting our experiment with vigour and with zeal. 

It was by his advice, accordingly, that we made, upon the spot, a profound 

incision into the tip of the subject's nose, while the Doctor himself, laying 

violent hands upon it, pulled it into vehement contact with the wire. 

Morally and physically - figuratively and literally - was the effect electric. In 

the first place, the corpse opened its eyes and winked very rapidly for several 

minutes, as does Mr. Barnes in the pantomime, in the second place, it sneezed; 

in the third, it sat upon end; in the fourth, it shook its fist in Doctor 



Ponnonner's face; in the fifth, turning to Messieurs Gliddon and Buckingham, 

it addressed them, in very capital Egyptian, thus: 

"I must say, gentlemen, that I am as much surprised as I am mortified at your 

behaviour. Of Doctor Ponnonner nothing better was to be expected. He is a 

poor little fat fool who knows no better. I pity and forgive him. But you, Mr. 

Gliddon- and you, Silk - who have travelled and resided in Egypt until one 

might imagine you to the manner born - you, I say who have been so much 

among us that you speak Egyptian fully as well, I think, as you write your 

mother tongue - you, whom I have always been led to regard as the firm friend 

of the mummies - I really did anticipate more gentlemanly conduct from you. 

What am I to think of your standing quietly by and seeing me thus 

unhandsomely used? What am I to suppose by your permitting Tom, Dick, and 

Harry to strip me of my coffins, and my clothes, in this wretchedly cold 

climate? In what light (to come to the point) am I to regard your aiding and 

abetting that miserable little villain, Doctor Ponnonner, in pulling me by the 

nose?" 

It will be taken for granted, no doubt, that upon hearing this speech under the 

circumstances, we all either made for the door, or fell into violent hysterics, or 

went off in a general swoon. One of these three things was, I say, to be 

expected. Indeed each and all of these lines of conduct might have been very 

plausibly pursued. And, upon my word, I am at a loss to know how or why it 

was that we pursued neither the one nor the other. But, perhaps, the true reason 

is to be sought in the spirit of the age, which proceeds by the rule of contraries 

altogether, and is now usually admitted as the solution of every thing in the 

way of paradox and impossibility. Or, perhaps, after all, it was only the 

Mummy's exceedingly natural and matter-of-course air that divested his words 

of the terrible. However this may be, the facts are clear, and no member of our 

party betrayed any very particular trepidation, or seemed to consider that any 

thing had gone very especially wrong. 

For my part I was convinced it was all right, and merely stepped aside, out of 

the range of the Egyptian's fist. Doctor Ponnonner thrust his hands into his 

breeches' pockets, looked hard at the Mummy, and grew excessively red in the 

face. Mr. Glidden stroked his whiskers and drew up the collar of his shirt. Mr. 

Buckingham hung down his head, and put his right thumb into the left corner 

of his mouth. 

The Egyptian regarded him with a severe countenance for some minutes and at 

length, with a sneer, said: 

"Why don't you speak, Mr. Buckingham? Did you hear what I asked you, or 

not? Do take your thumb out of your mouth!" 

Mr. Buckingham, hereupon, gave a slight start, took his right thumb out of the 

left corner of his mouth, and, by way of indemnification inserted his left 

thumb in the right corner of the aperture above-mentioned. 



Not being able to get an answer from Mr. B., the figure turned peevishly to 

Mr. Gliddon, and, in a peremptory tone, demanded in general terms what we 

all meant. 

Mr. Gliddon replied at great length, in phonetics; and but for the deficiency of 

American printing-offices in hieroglyphical type, it would afford me much 

pleasure to record here, in the original, the whole of his very excellent speech. 

I may as well take this occasion to remark, that all the subsequent conversation 

in which the Mummy took a part, was carried on in primitive Egyptian, 

through the medium (so far as concerned myself and other un-travelled 

members of the company) - through the medium, I say, of Messieurs Gliddon 

and Buckingham, as interpreters. These gentlemen spoke the mother tongue of 

the Mummy with inimitable fluency and grace; but I could not help observing 

that (owing, no doubt, to the introduction of images entirely modern, and, of 

course, entirely novel to the stranger) the two travellers were reduced, 

occasionally, to the employment of sensible forms for the purpose of 

conveying a particular meaning. Mr. Gliddon, at one period, for example, 

could not make the Egyptian comprehend the term "politics," until he sketched 

upon the wall, with a bit of charcoal a little carbuncle-nosed gentleman, out at 

elbows, standing upon a stump, with his left leg drawn back, right arm thrown 

forward, with his fist shut, the eyes rolled up toward Heaven, and the mouth 

open at an angle of ninety degrees. Just in the same way Mr. Buckingham 

failed to convey the absolutely modern idea "wig," until (at Doctor 

Ponnonner's suggestion) he grew very pale in the face, and consented to take 

off his own. 

It will be readily understood that Mr. Gliddon's discourse turned chiefly upon 

the vast benefits accruing to science from the unrolling and disembowelling of 

mummies; apologizing, upon this score, for any disturbance that might have 

been occasioned him, in particular, the individual Mummy called 

Allamistakeo; and concluding with a mere hint (for it could scarcely be 

considered more) that, as these little matters were now explained, it might be 

as well to proceed with the investigation intended. Here Doctor Ponnonner 

made ready his instruments. 

In regard to the latter suggestions of the orator, it appears that Allamistakeo 

had certain scruples of conscience, the nature of which I did not distinctly 

learn; but he expressed himself satisfied with the apologies tendered, and, 

getting down from the table, shook hands with the company all round. 

When this ceremony was at an end, we immediately busied ourselves in 

repairing the damages which our subject had sustained from the scalpel. We 

sewed up the wound in his temple, bandaged his foot, and applied a square 

inch of black plaster to the tip of his nose. 

It was now observed that the Count (this was the title, it seems, of 

Allamistakeo) had a slight fit of shivering - no doubt from the cold. The 

Doctor immediately repaired to his wardrobe, and soon returned with a black 

dress coat, made in Jennings' best manner, a pair of sky-blue plaid pantaloons 

with straps, a pink gingham chemise, a flapped vest of brocade, a white sack 



overcoat, a walking cane with a hook, a hat with no brim, patent-leather boots, 

straw-coloured kid gloves, an eye-glass, a pair of whiskers, and a waterfall 

cravat. Owing to the disparity of size between the Count and the doctor (the 

proportion being as two to one), there was some little difficulty in adjusting 

these habiliments upon the person of the Egyptian; but when all was arranged, 

he might have been said to be dressed. Mr. Gliddon, therefore, gave him his 

arm, and led him to a comfortable chair by the fire, while the Doctor rang the 

bell upon the spot and ordered a supply of cigars and wine. 

The conversation soon grew animated. Much curiosity was, of course, 

expressed in regard to the somewhat remarkable fact of Allamistakeo's still 

remaining alive. 

"I should have thought," observed Mr. Buckingham, "that it is high time you 

were dead." 

"Why," replied the Count, very much astonished, "I am little more than seven 

hundred years old! My father lived a thousand, and was by no means in his 

dotage when he died." 

Here ensued a brisk series of questions and computations, by means of which 

it became evident that the antiquity of the Mummy had been grossly 

misjudged. It had been five thousand and fifty years and some months since he 

had been consigned to the catacombs at Eleithias. 

"But my remark," resumed Mr. Buckingham, "had no reference to your age at 

the period of interment (I am willing to grant, in fact, that you are still a young 

man), and my illusion was to the immensity of time during which, by your 

own showing, you must have been done up in asphaltum." 

"In what?" said the Count. 

"In asphaltum," persisted Mr. B. 

"Ah, yes; I have some faint notion of what you mean; it might be made to 

answer, no doubt - but in my time we employed scarcely any thing else than 

the Bichloride of Mercury." 

"But what we are especially at a loss to understand," said Doctor Ponnonner, 

"is how it happens that, having been dead and buried in Egypt five thousand 

years ago, you are here to-day all alive and looking so delightfully well." 

"Had I been, as you say, dead," replied the Count, "it is more than probable 

that dead, I should still be; for I perceive you are yet in the infancy of 

Calvanism, and cannot accomplish with it what was a common thing among us 

in the old days. But the fact is, I fell into catalepsy, and it was considered by 

my best friends that I was either dead or should be; they accordingly 

embalmed me at once - I presume you are aware of the chief principle of the 

embalming process?" 



"Why not altogether." 

"Why, I perceive - a deplorable condition of ignorance! Well I cannot enter 

into details just now: but it is necessary to explain that to embalm (properly 

speaking), in Egypt, was to arrest indefinitely all the animal functions 

subjected to the process. I use the word 'animal' in its widest sense, as 

including the physical not more than the moral and vital being. I repeat that the 

leading principle of embalmment consisted, with us, in the immediately 

arresting, and holding in perpetual abeyance, all the animal functions subjected 

to the process. To be brief, in whatever condition the individual was, at the 

period of embalmment, in that condition he remained. Now, as it is my good 

fortune to be of the blood of the Scarabaeus, I was embalmed alive, as you see 

me at present." 

"The blood of the Scarabaeus!" exclaimed Doctor Ponnonner. 

"Yes. The Scarabaeus was the insignium or the 'arms,' of a very distinguished 

and very rare patrician family. To be 'of the blood of the Scarabaeus,' is merely 

to be one of that family of which the Scarabaeus is the insignium. I speak 

figuratively." 

"But what has this to do with you being alive?" 

"Why, it is the general custom in Egypt to deprive a corpse, before 

embalmment, of its bowels and brains; the race of the Scarabaei alone did not 

coincide with the custom. Had I not been a Scarabeus, therefore, I should have 

been without bowels and brains; and without either it is inconvenient to live." 

"I perceive that," said Mr. Buckingham, "and I presume that all the entire 

mummies that come to hand are of the race of Scarabaei." 

"Beyond doubt." 

"I thought," said Mr. Gliddon, very meekly, "that the Scarabaeus was one of 

the Egyptian gods." 

"One of the Egyptian what?" exclaimed the Mummy, starting to its feet. 

"Gods!" repeated the traveller. 

"Mr. Gliddon, I really am astonished to hear you talk in this style," said the 

Count, resuming his chair. "No nation upon the face of the earth has ever 

acknowledged more than one god. The Scarabaeus, the Ibis, etc., were with us 

(as similar creatures have been with others) the symbols, or media, through 

which we offered worship to the Creator too august to be more directly 

approached." 

There was here a pause. At length the colloquy was renewed by Doctor 

Ponnonner. 



"It is not improbable, then, from what you have explained," said he, "that 

among the catacombs near the Nile there may exist other mummies of the 

Scarabaeus tribe, in a condition of vitality?" 

"There can be no question of it," replied the Count; "all the Scarabaei 

embalmed accidentally while alive, are alive now. Even some of those 

purposely so embalmed, may have been overlooked by their executors, and 

still remain in the tomb." 

"Will you be kind enough to explain," I said, "what you mean by 'purposely so 

embalmed'?" 

"With great pleasure!" answered the Mummy, after surveying me leisurely 

through his eye-glass - for it was the first time I had ventured to address him a 

direct question. 

"With great pleasure," he said. "The usual duration of man's life, in my time, 

was about eight hundred years. Few men died, unless by most extraordinary 

accident, before the age of six hundred; few lived longer than a decade of 

centuries; but eight were considered the natural term. After the discovery of 

the embalming principle, as I have already described it to you, it occurred to 

our philosophers that a laudable curiosity might be gratified, and, at the same 

time, the interests of science much advanced, by living this natural term in 

instalments. In the case of history, indeed, experience demonstrated that 

something of this kind was indispensable. An historian, for example, having 

attained the age of five hundred, would write a book with great labour and 

then get himself carefully embalmed; leaving instructions to his executors pro 

tem., that they should cause him to be revivified after the lapse of a certain 

period - say five or six hundred years. Resuming existence at the expiration of 

this time, he would invariably find his great work converted into a species of 

hap-hazard note-book - that is to say, into a kind of literary arena for the 

conflicting guesses, riddles, and personal squabbles of whole herds of 

exasperated commentators. These guesses, etc., which passed under the name 

of annotations, or emendations, were found so completely to have enveloped, 

distorted, and overwhelmed the text, that the author had to go about with a 

lantern to discover his own book. When discovered, it was never worth the 

trouble of the search. After re-writing it throughout, it was regarded as the 

bounden duty of the historian to set himself to work immediately in correcting, 

from his own private knowledge and experience, the traditions of the day 

concerning the epoch at which he had originally lived. Now this process of re-

scription and personal rectification, pursued by various individual sages from 

time to time, had the effect of preventing our history from degenerating into 

absolute fable." 

"I beg your pardon," said Doctor Ponnonner at this point, laying his hand 

gently upon the arm of the Egyptian - "I beg your pardon, sir, but may I 

presume to interrupt you for one moment?" 

"By all means, sir," replied the Count, drawing up. 



"I merely wished to ask you a question," said the Doctor. "You mentioned the 

historian's personal correction of traditions respecting his own epoch. Pray, sir, 

upon an average what proportion of these Kabbala were usually found to be 

right?" 

"The Kabbala, as you properly term them, sir, were generally discovered to be 

precisely on a par with the facts recorded in the un-re-written histories 

themselves; - that is to say, not one individual iota of either was ever known, 

under any circumstances, to be not totally and radically wrong." 

"But since it is quite clear," resumed the Doctor, "that at least five thousand 

years have elapsed since your entombment, I take it for granted that your 

histories at that period, if not your traditions were sufficiently explicit on that 

one topic of universal interest, the Creation, which took place, as I presume 

you are aware, only about ten centuries before." 

"Sir!" said the Count Allamistakeo. 

The Doctor repeated his remarks, but it was only after much additional 

explanation that the foreigner could be made to comprehend them. The latter 

at length said, hesitatingly: 

"The ideas you have suggested are to me, I confess, utterly novel. During my 

time I never knew any one to entertain so singular a fancy as that the universe 

(or this world if you will have it so) ever had a beginning at all. I remember 

once, and once only, hearing something remotely hinted, by a man of many 

speculations, concerning the origin of the human race; and by this individual, 

the very word Adam (or Red Earth), which you make use of, was employed. 

He employed it, however, in a generical sense, with reference to the 

spontaneous germination from rank soil (just as a thousand of the lower genera 

of creatures are germinated) - the spontaneous germination, I say, of five vast 

hordes of men, simultaneously up-springing in five distinct and nearly equal 

divisions of the globe." 

Here, in general, the company shrugged their shoulders, and one or two of us 

touched our foreheads with a very significant air. Mr. Silk Buckingham, first 

glancing slightly at the occiput and then at the sinciput of Allamistakeo, spoke 

as follows: 

"The long duration of human life in your time, together with the occasional 

practice of passing it, as you have explained, in installments, must have had, 

indeed, a strong tendency to the general development and conglomeration of 

knowledge. I presume, therefore, that we are to attribute the marked inferiority 

of the old Egyptians in all particulars of science, when compared with the 

moderns, and more especially with the Yankees, altogether to the superior 

solidity of the Egyptian skull." 

"I confess again," replied the Count, with much suavity, "that I am somewhat 

at a loss to comprehend you; pray, to what particulars of science do you 

allude?" 



Here our whole party, joining voices, detailed, at great length, the assumptions 

of phrenology and the marvels of animal magnetism. 

Having heard us to an end, the Count proceeded to relate a few anecdotes, 

which rendered it evident that prototypes of Gall and Spurzheim had 

flourished and faded in Egypt so long ago as to have been nearly forgotten, 

and that the manoeuvres of Mesmer were really very contemptible tricks when 

put in collation with the positive miracles of the Theban savans, who created 

lice and a great many other similar things. 

I here asked the Count if his people were able to calculate eclipses. He smiled 

rather contemptuously, and said they were. 

This put me a little out, but I began to make other inquiries in regard to his 

astronomical knowledge, when a member of the company, who had never as 

yet opened his mouth, whispered in my ear, that for information on this head, I 

had better consult Ptolemy (whoever Ptolemy is), as well as one Plutarch de 

facie lunae. 

I then questioned the Mummy about burning-glasses and lenses, and, in 

general, about the manufacture of glass; but I had not made an end of my 

queries before the silent member again touched me quietly on the elbow, and 

begged me for God's sake to take a peep at Diodorus Siculus. As for the 

Count, he merely asked me, in the way of reply, if we moderns possessed any 

such microscopes as would enable us to cut cameos in the style of the 

Egyptians. While I was thinking how I should answer this question, little 

Doctor Ponnonner committed himself in a very extraordinary way. 

"Look at our architecture!" he exclaimed, greatly to the indignation of both the 

travellers, who pinched him black and blue to no purpose. 

"Look," he cried with enthusiasm, "at the Bowling-Green Fountain in New 

York! or if this be too vast a contemplation, regard for a moment the Capitol at 

Washington, D. C.!" - and the good little medical man went on to detail very 

minutely, the proportions of the fabric to which he referred. He explained that 

the portico alone was adorned with no less than four and twenty columns, five 

feet in diameter, and ten feet apart. 

The Count said that he regretted not being able to remember, just at that 

moment, the precise dimensions of any one of the principal buildings of the 

city of Aznac, whose foundations were laid in the night of Time, but the ruins 

of which were still standing, at the epoch of his entombment, in a vast plain of 

sand to the westward of Thebes. He recollected, however, (talking of the 

porticoes,) that one affixed to an inferior palace in a kind of suburb called 

Carnac, consisted of a hundred and forty-four columns, thirty-seven feet in 

circumference, and twenty-five feet apart. The approach to this portico, from 

the Nile, was through an avenue two miles long, composed of sphynxes, 

statues, and obelisks, twenty, sixty, and a hundred feet in height. The palace 

itself (as well as he could remember) was, in one direction, two miles long, 

and might have been altogether about seven in circuit. Its walls were richly 

painted all over, within and without, with hieroglyphics. He would not pretend 



to assert that even fifty or sixty of the Doctor's Capitols might have been built 

within these walls, but he was by no means sure that two or three hundred of 

them might not have been squeezed in with some trouble. That palace at 

Carnac was an insignificant little building after all. He (the Count), however, 

could not conscientiously refuse to admit the ingenuity, magnificence, and 

superiority of the Fountain at the Bowling Green, as described by the Doctor. 

Nothing like it, he was forced to allow, had ever been seen in Egypt or 

elsewhere. 

I here asked the Count what he had to say to our railroads. 

"Nothing," he replied, "in particular." They were rather slight, rather ill-

conceived, and clumsily put together. They could not be compared, of course, 

with the vast, level, direct, iron-grooved causeways upon which the Egyptians 

conveyed entire temples and solid obelisks of a hundred and fifty feet in 

altitude. 

I spoke of our gigantic mechanical forces. 

He agreed that we knew something in that way, but inquired how I should 

have gone to work in getting up the imposts on the lintels of even the little 

palace at Carnac. 

This question I concluded not to hear, and demanded if he had any idea of 

Artesian wells; but he simply raised his eyebrows; while Mr. Gliddon winked 

at me very hard and said, in a low tone, that one had been recently discovered 

by the engineers employed to bore for water in the Great Oasis. 

I then mentioned our steel; but the foreigner elevated his nose, and asked me if 

our steel could have executed the sharp carved work seen on the obelisks, and 

which was wrought altogether by edge-tools of copper. 

This disconcerted us so greatly that we thought it advisable to vary the attack 

to Metaphysics. We sent for a copy of a book called the "Dial," and read out of 

it a chapter or two about something that is not very clear, but which the 

Bostonians call the Great Movement of Progress. 

The Count merely said that Great Movements were awfully common things in 

his day, and as for Progress, it was at one time quite a nuisance, but it never 

progressed. 

We then spoke of the great beauty and importance of Democracy, and were at 

much trouble in impressing the Count with a due sense of the advantages we 

enjoyed in living where there was suffrage ad libitum, and no king. 

He listened with marked interest, and in fact seemed not a little amused. When 

we had done, he said that, a great while ago, there had occurred something of a 

very similar sort. Thirteen Egyptian provinces determined all at once to be 

free, and to set a magnificent example to the rest of mankind. They assembled 

their wise men, and concocted the most ingenious constitution it is possible to 

conceive. For a while they managed remarkably well; only their habit of 



bragging was prodigious. The thing ended, however, in the consolidation of 

the thirteen states, with some fifteen or twenty others, in the most odious and 

insupportable despotism that was ever heard of upon the face of the Earth. 

I asked what was the name of the usurping tyrant. 

As well as the Count could recollect, it was Mob. 

Not knowing what to say to this, I raised my voice, and deplored the Egyptian 

ignorance of steam. 

The Count looked at me with much astonishment, but made no answer. The 

silent gentleman, however, gave me a violent nudge in the ribs with his elbows 

- told me I had sufficiently exposed myself for once - and demanded if I was 

really such a fool as not to know that the modern steam-engine is derived from 

the invention of Hero, through Solomon de Caus. 

We were now in imminent danger of being discomfited; but, as good luck 

would have it, Doctor Ponnonner, having rallied, returned to our rescue, and 

inquired if the people of Egypt would seriously pretend to rival the moderns in 

the all- important particular of dress. 

The Count, at this, glanced downward to the straps of his pantaloons, and then 

taking hold of the end of one of his coat-tails, held it up close to his eyes for 

some minutes. Letting it fall, at last, his mouth extended itself very gradually 

from ear to ear; but I do not remember that he said any thing in the way of 

reply. 

Hereupon we recovered our spirits, and the Doctor, approaching the Mummy 

with great dignity, desired it to say candidly, upon its honour as a gentleman, 

if the Egyptians had comprehended, at any period, the manufacture of either 

Ponnonner's lozenges or Brandreth's pills. 

We looked, with profound anxiety, for an answer - but in vain. It was not 

forthcoming. The Egyptian blushed and hung down his head. Never was 

triumph more consummate; never was defeat borne with so ill a grace. Indeed, 

I could not endure the spectacle of the poor Mummy's mortification. I reached 

my hat, bowed to him stiffly, and took leave. 

Upon getting home I found it past four o'clock, and went immediately to bed. 

It is now ten A.M. I have been up since seven, penning these memoranda for 

the benefit of my family and of mankind. The former I shall behold no more. 

My wife is a shrew. The truth is, I am heartily sick of this life and of the 

nineteenth century in general. I am convinced that every thing is going wrong. 

Besides, I am anxious to know who will be President in 2045. As soon, 

therefore, as I shave and swallow a cup of coffee, I shall just step over to 

Ponnonner's and get embalmed for a couple of hundred years. 
 

 

 

 

 


