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from these foreign deluges; with what thirst for vengeance, what firm faith,
what piety, what tears! What gates would be shut against him? what peo-
ples would deny him obedience? what envy would oppose itself to him?
what Italian would refuse to follow him? This barbarian rule stinks in
every nostril. May your illustrious House, then, undertake this charge with
the spirit and the hope with which all just enterprises are taken up, in
order that, beneath its ensign, our native land may be ennobled, and,
under its auspices, that saying of Petrarch may come true: “Manhood® wil]
take arms against fury, and the combat will be short, because in Italian
hearts the ancient valor is not yet dead.”

5. An etymological translation of the original virtt (from the Latin vir, “man”). The quotation is from
the canzone “My Italy.”
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Michel Eyquem de Montaigne was representative of his age and unique at the
same time. Though involved in the political and religious conflicts of the day, he
yet maintained an unmistakable sense of individuality and a considerable degree
of detachment. These same qualities characterize his writing.

Montaigne was born on February 28, 1533, in the castle of Montaigne (in the
wine-rich Bordeaux region), from which his family of traders derived their sur-
name. His father, Pierre Eyquem, was for two terms mayor of Bordeaux and had
fought in Italy under Francis I. Montaigne’s inclination to tolerance and natural-
ness may have had its origin in his background and early training; his mother, of
Spanish-Jewish descent, was a Protestant, as were his brother Beauregard and his
sister Jeanne. The third of nine children, Michel himself, like his other brothers
and sisters, was raised a Catholic. His father, though no man of learning, had
unconventional ideas of upbringing; Michel, who had a peasant nurse and peasant
godparents, was awakened in the morning by the sound of music and had Latin
taught him as his mother tongue by a German tutor. At six he went to the famous
College de Guienne at Bordeaux; later he studied law, probably at Toulouse. In
his youth he already had firsthand experience of court life. (At the court celebra-
tions at Rouen for the coming of age of Charles IX in 1560, he saw cannibals,
brought from Brazil, who became the subject of the famous essay printed here.)
In 1557 he was a member of the Bordeaux parliament. In 1565 he married Fran-
¢oise de la Chassaigne, daughter of a colleague in the Bordeaux parliament, and
the object of his temperate love. It is possible that disappointed political ambitions
contributed to Montaigne’s decision to “retire” at the age of thirty-eight to his
castle of Montaigne and devote himself to meditation and writing. His stay there,
however, had various interruptions. France was split between the Protestants, led
by Henry of Navarre, and two Catholic factions, those faithful to the reigning kings
of the house of Valois (first Charles IX and then Henry III) and the “leaguers,” i.e.,
the followers of the house of Guise. Though his sympathies went to the unfanatical
Navarre, the future founder of the Bourbon dynasty as Henry IV, Montaigne’s
attitude was balanced and conservative (both Henry III of Valois and Henry of
Navarre bestowed honors on him), and in 1574 Montaigne attempted to mediate
an agreement between Henry and the duke of Guise.

In 1580 he undertook a journey through Switzerland, Germany, and Italy
(partly to cure his gallstones); while in Italy he received news that he had been
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appointed mayor of Bordeausx, an office he held competen'tly for.two terms (.1 581'—
1585). Toward the end of his life he began an important friendship thh the intelli-
ent and ardently devoted Marie de Gournay, who became a kind of ad(?Pted
%aughter and was his literary executrix. When Henry of Ngvarre, who had \.IISI.ted
him twice in his castle, became King Henry Iy, Monifalgne gxpress§d h1s' joy,
though he refused Henry’s offers of money; he did not live to witness in Farls, as
he probably would have, the entry of the king turned Catholic (“Paris, Hepr}{
said, “is well worth a Mass”), for he died on September 13, 1592, and was buriec

i rdeaux.

m Ii/lf)l;llt];f;nler’lan?a?or claim to fame, the Essays, were started as a collection. of
interesting quotations, observations, recordings of remarkable events, and the 1}11(1?
and slowly developed to their large form and' bulk. Of the three books, 1 ellr;a !

were first published in 1580; TII (together with I and II revised and amplifie )
appeared in 1588. A posthumous edition prepared by de Gournay, apd containing
some further additions, appeared in 31595. A noteworthy early English translation

hn Florio was published in 1603. .

byzi?tlhough the quzliDlity of Montaigne’s Essays can be fplly gpprecmted only |13y a
direct experience of them, let us attempt to describe this unique genre and'p alce
it within the context of its time. If one accepts the common view that in t'le1
Renaissance the individual human being was ex?lted, qnd tllf{{eforcp a specia

emphasis was placed on the study of our “vi'rtues’ and singularities, it mlg?t be
appropriate to think of Montaigne as a typical produc.t of ?hat new emphasis.
Indeed, of the writers presented in this anthology, Montaigne is the one who' mo§t
openly speaks in his own right, clearly and unabashedl'y as himself. Montalgne s
characteristic and somewhat rambling prose is in t'he simplest and most quintes-
sential first person. Perhaps at no other time in hterat.ure—ce'rtamly not 1n'the
nineteenth-century age of Romanticism, where in spite of widespread notions
about the “free” expression of individual feelings writers so often wrapped them-
selves in an alter ego or a heroic mask—has a writer 50 thoroughly atte':mp'ted to
present himself or herself without in the least assuming a pose, of falling into a

type.

i ial and extrinsic
Authors communicate themselves to the world by some specia '
mark; I am the first to do so by my general being, as Michel de Montaigne,
not as a grammarian or a poet or a lawyer. If the world finds fault with me for
speaking too much of myself, I find fault with the world for not even thinking

of itself.

Yet nothing would be more erroneous than to suppose th_at Montaigne’s focu31‘ng
on his individual self implies a sense of the extraor.dmary importance of humarpty,
of our central place in the world, or of the special power of our unders.tandlm%.
The contrary is true. In the first place, in temperament Montaigne is singularly
opposed to assuming an attitude of importance; one of the.keyl}otes of his ‘}vrlt:ir‘lg,
and one of his premises in undertaking it, is that thej sub]ec.t is average, “medio-
cre.” He declares that he has “but a private and family end in view,” and in that
sense, in fact, the way he introduces himself to the rf.:ader shows a nobly elegan';
and perhaps vaguely ironic humbleness—not to mention a cqnmderable degle; 0

the artfulness he disclaims! “So, Reader, I am myself the subject of my book; it is
not reasonable to expect you to waste your leisure on a matter so frivolous and
emlg?t,. more important, in deciding to probe, to i‘essay," his own natgre, his ser10.u5
implication is that this is the only subject on which one can speak with any .de.:gleel
of certainty. So this writer whose work is the most acute exposure Qf an 1nd1v1d\ila

personality in the literature of the Renaissance is at the same time one of the
highest illustrations of the ironic awareness of our intellectual limits.
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With all this, Montaigne’s work remains an outstanding assertion of an individu-
ality, even though it is an assertion of doubt, contradiction, and change. As always
the quality and novelty of the work should be experienced in the actual text, in
terms of “style.” Montaigne’s style conjoins a solid classical manner, reflected in
certain elements of the syntactical structure and in the continuous support of clas-
sical quotations, with the variety, the apparent disconnectedness, and the dramatic
assertiveness of someone who is continuously analyzing a constantly changing sub-
ject, and—his modesty notwithstanding—a singularly attractive one.

Others form man; [ describe him, and portray a particular, very ill-made one,
who, if I had to fashion him anew, should indeed be very different from what
he is. But now it is done. . . . The world is but a perennial see-saw. All things
in it are incessantly on the swing, the earth, the rocks of the Caucasus, the
Egyptian pyramids. . . . Even fixedness is nothing but a more sluggish motion,
[ cannot fix my object; it is befogged, and reels with a natural intoxication,
... I do not portray the thing in itself. I portray the passage.

In spite of what may often seem a leisurely gait, Montaigne is permanently on the
alert, listening to the promptings of his thought, his sensibility, his imagination—
and recording them.

Montaigne writes about one individual, and with a fairly obvious abhorrence of
any sort of classification or description of human types in the manner of conven-
tional moralists. Yet a powerfully keen observation of humanity in general emerges
from his writings—an observation of our nature, intellectual power, and capacity
for coherent action; of our place on earth among other beings; and of our place in
creation.

If we keep in mind the broad range of European Renaissance literature, poised
between positive and negative, enthusiasm and melancholy, we shall probably find
that the general temper of Montaigne’s assertions of doubt, and his consciousness
of vanity, by no means imply an attitude of despair and gloom. His attitude is
positive and negative in the same breath; it is a rich and fruitful sense of the
relativity of everything. Thus if he examines and essays the human capacity to act
purposefully and coherently (see Of the Inconsistency of Our Actions, included
here), his implicit verdict is not that our action is absolutely futile. Rather, he
refuses to attribute to the human personality a coherence it does not possess and
that, we may be tempted to surmise, would rather impoverish it. “Our actions are
nothing but a patchwork. ... There is as much difference between us and our-
selves as between us and others.” And he sustains his arguments, as usual, with a
wealth of examples and anecdotes. Emperor Augustus, to mention one, pleases
him because his character has “slipped through the fingers of even the most daring
critics.”

A sense of relativity and a balanced outlook are apparent also from Montaigne’s
observation of the individual in relation to his or her fellow human beings. In the
famous essay Of Cannibals, in which a comparison is made between the behav-
ioral codes of primitive tribes and those of “ourselves,” the basic idea is not a
disparagement of our civilization but a relativistic warning, for “each man calls
barbarism whatever is not in his own practice.” The enlightening sense of relativ-
ity—rather than a more extreme and totally paradoxical view of the “nobility” of
savages—permits Montaigne to see and admire what he detects as superior ele-
ments in the customs of the cannibals—for instance, their conception of valor for
valor’s sake. “The honor of valor consists in combating, not in beating,” Montaigne
writes. Acceptance of this notion of pure virtw, practiced for no material purposes,
may well be, for writers like Montaigne, the way to preserve their admiration for
the warrior’s code of courage and valor in spite of the basically pacifist tendencies
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of their temperaments and their revulsion from the spectacles of conflict and
bloodshed witnessed in their own time.

Naturally, an even larger sense of relativity emerges from Montaigne’s writing
when he examines our place in.a more universal framework, as he does, in an
outstanding instance, in Apology for Raymond Sebond. The notion of our privi-
leged position in creation is eloquently questioned: Who has persuaded him that
that admirable motion of the celestial vault, the eternal light of those torches
rolling so proudly above his head, the fearful movements of that infinite sea, were
established and have lasted so many centuries for his convenience and his service?
In many other writers a similar anxiety about our smallness and ignorance casts a
light of tragic vanity on the human condition. If Montaigne asks questions that
involve, to say the very least, the whole Renaissance conception of human “dig-
nity,” our impression is never really one of negation and gloom. While our advan-
tages over other beings are quietly evaluated and discredited (“this licence of
thought . . . is an advantage sold to him very dearly. ... For from it springs the
principal source of . . . sin, sickness, irresolution, affliction, despair”), Montaigne
maintains a balanced and often humorous tone in which even the frivolous aside
of the personal essayist is not dissonant, but characteristic: “When I play with my
cat, who knows if I am not a pastime to her more than she is to me?” So while his
view of the “mediocrity” of the human race among other beings debunks any form
of intellectual conceit, on the other hand an all-encompassing sense of natural
fellowship presides over his view of our place in creation as well as over his concep-
tion of the moral individual in relation to others. See the end of Of Repentance,
where the practice of goodness—as, in other instances, that of valor—is seen as a
beautiful and self-rewarding act of “virtue”:

There is . .. no good deed that does not rejoice a wellborn nature. . .. It is
no slight pleasure to feel oneself preserved from the contagion of so depraved
an age, and to say to oneself: “If anyone should see right into my soul, still
he would not find me guilty either of anyone’s affliction or ruin. ...” These
testimonies of conscience give us pleasure; and this natural rejoicing is a great
boon to us, and the only payment that never fails us.

In conclusion—and difficult as it is to reduce Montaigne’s views to short and
abstract statements—we are left with the impression that here Montaigne’s vision
of humanity, and of the possibility of a good life, is nearer to hopefulness than to
despair. It is based on a balance between the “natural” and the intellectual,
between instinct and reason. He belittles, at times even scornfully, the power of
the human intellect, and he points to instinctive simplicity of mind as being more
conducive to happiness and even to true knowledge; but on the other hand the
whole tone of his work, its intellectual sophistication, its very bulk, and the loving
manner with which he attended to it show that his own thought was not something
that “sicklied o’er” his life, but something that gave it sustenance and delight. Thus
we see in him some of the basic contrasts of the Renaissance mind—the accep-
tance and the rejection of our intellectual dignity—leading not to disruption but
to temperately positive results. In passages like the one cited above, some kind of
pattern of the truly virtuous individual seems to emerge unobtrusively. And though
it is not imposed on the audience, any reader is free to think that conforming to
this pattern would result in better spiritual balance in the individual and a more
harmonious and sensible fellowship in society. Montaigne does not preach (“Oth-
ers form man; I describe him”), because his code of conduct is one that cannot be
taught but only experienced. He limits himself to exemplifying it in his own wise
and unheroic self.

Donald M. Frame, Montaigne: A Biography (1965), is a modern work by one
of the leading modern scholars of French literature. Frame is also author of Mon-
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taigne’s Essais: A Study (1969), a brief, clear, cogent account. A classic study is
André Gide, Montaigne: An Essay in Two Parts (1929). Philip Paul Hallie’s Mon.
taigne and Philosophy as Self-Portraiture (1966) and Frederick Rider, The Dialectic
of Selfhood in Montaigne (1973), assess Montaigne’s creation of his self-image in
the Essays. Marcel Tetel, Montaigne (1990), part of the Twayne’s World Authors
series, is a comprehensive view of Montaigne by a leading scholar of French liter.
ture.

PRONOUNCING GLOSSARY

The following list uses common English syllables and stress accents to provide rough equiva-
lents of selected words whose pronunciation may be unfamiliar to the general reader.

de la Chassaigne: duh lah shah-sen’ Sebond: se-bon’
Dordogne: dor-don’ Suidas: swee’-dahs

Guise: geez Valois: val-wah'

Montaigne: mon-ten’ Villegaignon: veel-gahn-yonh'

From Essays!
TO THE READER

This book was written in good faith, reader. It warns you from the outset
that in it I have set myself no goal but a domestic and private one. I have
had no thought of serving either you or my own glory. My powers are
inadequate for such a purpose. I have dedicated it to the private conve-
nience of my relatives and friends, so that when they have lost me (as
soon they must), they may recover here some features of my habits and
temperament, and by this means keep the knowledge they have had of me
more complete and alive.

If I had written to seek the world’s favor, I should have bedecked myself
better, and should present myself in a studied posture. I want to be seen
here in my simple, natural, ordinary fashion, without straining or artifice;
for it is myself that I portray. My defects will here be read to the life, and
also my natural form, as far as respect for the public has allowed. Had I
been placed among those nations which are said to live still in the sweet
freedom of nature’s first laws, I assure you I should very gladly have por-
trayed myself here entire and wholly naked.

Thus, reader, I am myself the matter of my book; you would be unrea-
sonable to spend your leisure on so frivolous and vain a subject.

So farewell. Montaigne, this first day of March, fifteen hundred and
eighty.

OF CANNIBALS

When King Pyrthus? passed over into Italy, after he had reconnoitered
the formation of the army that the Romans were sending to meet him, he

L. Translated by Donald Frame. 2. King of Epirus (in Greece) who fought the Romans in ltaly in
280 B.c.
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said: “I do not know what barbarians these are” (for so the Greeks called
all foreign nations), “but the formation of this army that I see is not at all
parbarous.” The Greeks said as much of the army that Flamininus brought
into their country, and so did Philip, seeing from a knoll the order and
distribution of the Roman camp, in his kingdom, under Publius Sulpicius
Galba.? Thus we should beware of clinging to vulgar opinions, and judge
things by reason’s way, not by popular say.

I had with me for a long time a man who had lived for ten or twelve
years in that other world which has been discovered in our century, in the
place where Villegaignon landed, and which he called Antarctic France.*
This discovery of a boundless country seems worthy of consideration. I
don’t know if I can guarantee that some other such discovery will not be
made in the future, so many personages greater than ourselves having
been mistaken about this one. I am afraid we have eyes bigger than our
stomachs, and more curiosity than capacity. We embrace everything, but
we clasp only wind.

Plato brings in Solon,’ telling how he had learned from the priests of
the city of Sais in Egypt that in days of old, before the Flood, there was a
great island named Atlantis, right at the mouth of the Strait of Gibraltar,
which contained more land than Africa and Asia put together, and that
the kings of that country, who not only possessed that island but had
stretched out so far on the mainland that they held the breadth of Africa
as far as Egypt, and the length of Europe as far as Tuscany, undertook
to step over into Asia and subjugate all the nations that border on the
Mediterranean, as far as the Black Sea; and for this purpose crossed the
Spains, Gaul, Italy, as far as Greece, where the Athenians checked them;
but that some time after, both the Athenians and themselves and their
island were swallowed up by the Flood.

It is quite likely that that extreme devastation of waters made amazing
changes in the habitations of the earth, as people maintain that the sea
cut off Sicily from Italy—

"Tis said an earthquake once asunder tore
These lands with dreadful havoc, which before
Formed but one land, one coast

VIRGIL®

—Cyprus from Syria, the island of Euboea from the mainland of Boeotia;
and elsewhere joined lands that were divided, filling the channels between
them with sand and mud:

A sterile marsh, long fit for rowing, now
Feeds neighbor towns, and feels the heavy plow.
HORACE’

But there is no great likelihood that that island was the new world which
we have just discovered; for it almost touched Spain, and it would be an
incredible result of a flood to have forced it away as far as it is, more than

3. Both Titus Quinctius Flaminius and Publius Sulpicius Galba were Roman statesmen and generals
who fought Philip V of Macedon in the early years of the 2nd century .c. 4. In Brazﬂ. Villegaignon
landed there in 1557. 5. In his Timaeus. 6. Aeneid 111.414-15. 7. Art of Poetry, lines 65-66.
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twelve hundred leagues; besides, the travels of the moderns have already
almost revealed that it is not an island, but a mainland connected with the
East Indies on one side, and elsewhere with the lands under the two poles;
or, if it is separated from them, it is by so narrow a strait and interval that
it does not deserve to be called an island on that account.

It seems that there are movements, some natural, others feverish, in
these great bodies, just as in our own. When I consider the inroads that
my river, the Dordogne, is making in my lifetime into the right bank in
its descent, and that in twenty years it has gained so much ground and
stolen away the foundations of several buildings, I clearly see that this is
an extraordinary disturbance; for if it had always gone at this rate, or was
to do so in the future, the face of the world would be turned topsy-turvy.
But rivers are subject to changes: now they overflow in one direction, now
in another, now they keep to their course. I am not speaking of the sudden
inundations whose causes are manifest. In Médoc, along the seashore, my
brother, the sieur d’Arsac, can see an estate of his buried under the sands
that the sea spews forth; the tops of some buildings are still visible; his
farms and domains have changed into very thin pasturage. The inhabitants
say that for some time the sea has been pushing toward them so hard that
they have lost four leagues of land. These sands are its harbingers; and we
see great dunes of moving sand that march half a league ahead of it and
keep conquering land.

The other testimony of antiquity with which some would connect this
discovery is in Aristotle, at least if that little book Of Unheard-of Wonders
is by him. He there relates that certain Carthaginians, after setting out
upon the Atlantic Ocean from the Strait of Gibraltar and sailing a long
time, at last discovered a great fertile island, all clothed in woods and
watered by great deep rivers, far remote from any mainland; and that they,
and others since, attracted by the goodness and fertility of the soil, went
there with their wives and children, and began to settle there. The lords of
Carthage, seeing that their country was gradually becoming depopulated,
expressly forbade anyone to go there any more, on pain of death, and
drove out these new inhabitants, fearing, it is said, that in course of time
they might come to multiply so greatly as to supplant their former masters
and ruin their state. This story of Aristotle does not fit our new lands any
better than the other.

This man I had was a simple, crude fellow—a character fit to bear true
witness; for clever people observe more things and more curiously, but
they interpret them; and to lend weight and conviction to their interpreta-
tion, they cannot help altering history a little. They never show you things
as they are, but bend and disguise them according to the way they have
seen them; and to give credence to their judgment and attract you to it,
they are prone to add something to their matter, to stretch it out and
amplify it. We need a man either very honest, or so simple that he has not
the stuff to build up false inventions and give them plausibility; and wed-
ded to no theory. Such was my man; and besides this, he at various times
brought sailors and merchants, whom he had known on that trip, to see
me. So [ content myself with his information, without inquiring what the
cosmographers say about it.

-
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We ought to have topographers who would give us an exact account of
the places where they have been. But because.they havg over us the a'dvan-
tage of having seen Palestine, they want to enjoy the privilege of t;lhng us
news about all the rest of the world. I would like everyone to write what
he knows, and as much as he knows, not only in this, but in gll other
subjects; for a man may have some special knowledge and experience of
the nature of a river or a fountain, who in other matters knows only what
everybody knows. However, to circulate this little scrap of know‘ledge, he
will undertake to write the whole of physics. From this vice spring many
great abuses. . . .

Now, to return to my subject, I think there is nothing barbarous and
savage in that nation, from what I have been told, except thalt each man
calls barbarism whatever is not his own practice; for indeed it seems we
have no other test of truth and reason than the example and pattern of the
opinions and customs of the country we live in. There is alwgys the perfect
religion, the perfect government, the perfect and accomphshed manners
in all things. Those people are wild, just as we call wild the fruits that
Nature has produced by herself and in her normal course; whereas really
it is those that we have changed artificially and led astray from the com-
mon order, that we should rather call wild. The former retain alive and
vigorous their genuine, their most useful and natural, virtues and proper-
ties, which we have debased in the latter in adapting them to gratify our
corrupted taste. And yet for all that, the savor and delicacy of some unculti-
vated fruits of those countries is quite as excellent, even to our taste, as
that of our own. It is not reasonable that art should win the place of honor
over our great and powerful mother Nature. We have so overloaded tbe
beauty and richness of her works by our inventions that we have quite
smothered her. Yet wherever her purity shines forth, she wonderfully puts
to shame our vain and frivolous attempts:

Ivy comes readier without our care; '

In lonely caves the arbutus grows more fair;

No art with artless bird song can compare. 8
PROPERTIUS

All our efforts cannot even succeed in reproducing the nest of the tiniest
little bird, its contexture, its beauty and convenience; or even the web of
the puny spider. All things, says Plato,” are produced by nature, by fortune,
or by art; the greatest and most beautiful by one or the other of the first
two, the least and most imperfect by the last.

These nations, then, seem to me barbarous in this sense, that they have
been fashioned very little by the human mind, and are still very clos.e to
their original naturalness. The laws of nature still ru1e them, very little
corrupted by ours; and they are in such a state of purity that [ am some-
times vexed that they were unknown earlier, in the days when therelwere
men able to judge them better than we. I am sorry that Lycurgus and
Plato did not kriow of them; for it seems to me that what we actually see
in these nations surpasses not only all the pictures in which poets have

8. Elegies 1.2.10-12. 9. See his Laws. 1. The halflegendary Spartan lawgiver (9th century
B.C.).
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idealized the golden age and all their inventions in imagining a happy
state of man, but also the conceptions and the very desire of philosophy.
They could not imagine a naturalness so pure and simple as we see by
experience; nor could they believe that our society could be maintained
with so little artifice and human solder. This is a nation, I should say to
Plato, in which there is no sort of traffic, no knowledge of letters, no sci-
ence of numbers, no name for a magistrate or for political superiority, no
custom of servitude, no riches or poverty, no contracts, no successions, no
partitions, no occupations but leisure ones, no care for any but common
kinship, no clothes, no agriculture, no metal, no use of wine or wheat.2
The very words that signify lying, treachery, dissimulation, avarice, envy,
belittling, pardon—unheard of. How far from this perfection would he
find the republic that he imagined: Men fresh sprung from the gods
[Seneca].?

These manners nature first ordained.
virGIL?

For the rest, they live in a country with a very pleasant and temperate
climate, so that according to my witnesses it is rare to see a sick man there;
and they have assured me that they never saw one palsied, bleary-eyed,
toothless, or bent with age. They are settled along the sea and shut in on
the land side by great high mountains, with a stretch about a hundred
leagues wide in between. They have a great abundance of fish and flesh
which bear no resemblance to ours, and they eat them with no other
artifice than cooking. The first man who rode a horse there, though he
had had dealings with them on several other trips, so horrified them in
this posture that they shot him dead with arrows before they could recog-
nize him.

Their buildings are very long, with a capacity of two or three hundred
souls; they are covered with the bark of great trees, the strips reaching to
the ground at one end and supporting and leaning on one another at the
top, in the manner of some of our barns, whose covering hangs down to
the ground and acts as a side. They have wood so hard that they cut with
it and make of it their swords and grills to cook their food. Their beds are
of a cotton weave, hung from the roof like those in our ships, each man
having his own; for the wives sleep apart from their husbands.

They get up with the sun, and eat immediately upon rising, to last them
through the day; for they take no other meal than that one. Like some
other Eastern peoples, of whom Suidas’ tells us, who drank apart from
meals, they do not drink then; but they drink several times a day, and to
capacity. Their drink is made of some root, and is of the color of our claret
wines. They drink it only lukewarm. This beverage keeps only two or three
days; it has a slightly sharp taste, is not at all heady, is good for the stomach,
and has a laxative effect upon those who are not used to it; it is a very
pleasant drink for anyone who is accustomed to it. In place of bread they
use a certain white substance like preserved coriander. I have tried it; it
tastes sweet and a little flat.

2. This passage is always compared with . Shakespeare’s The Tempest 2.1.154ff. 3. Epistles 90.
4. Georgics 11.20. 5. A Byzantine lexicographer.
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The whole day is spent in dancing. The younger men go to hunt ani-
mals with bows. Some of the women busy themselves meanwhile with
warming their drink, which is their chief duty. Some one of the old men,
in the morning before they begin to eat, preaches to the whole barnful in
common, walking from one end to the other, and repeating one single
sentence several times until he has completed the circuit (for the build-
ings are fully a hundred paces long). He recommends to them only two
things: valor against the enemy and love for their wives. And they never
fail to point out this obligation, as their refrain, that it is their wives who
keep their drink warm and seasoned.

There may be seen in several places, including my own house, speci-
mens of their beds, of their ropes, of their wooden swords and the bracelets
with which they cover their wrists in combats, and of the big canes, open
at one end, by whose sound they keep time in their dances. They are close
shaven all over, and shave themselves much more cleanly than we, with
nothing but a wooden or stone razor. They believe that souls are immortal,
and that those who have deserved well of the gods are lodged in that part
of heaven where the sun rises, and the damned in the west.

They have some sort of priests and prophets, but they rarely appear
before the people, having their home in the mountains. On their arrival
there is a great feast and solemn assembly of several villages—each bam,
as T have described it, makes up a village, and they are about one French
league® from each other. The prophet speaks to them in public, exhorting
them to virtue and their duty; but their whole ethical science contains
only these two articles: resoluteness in war and affection for their wives.
He prophesies to them things to come and the results they are to expect
from their undertakings, and urges them to war or holds them back from
it; but this is on the condition that when he fails to prophesy correctly,
and if things turn out otherwise than he has predicted, he is cut into a
thousand pieces if they catch him, and condemned as a false prophet. For
this reason, the prophet who has once been mistaken is never seen again.

Divination is a gift of God; that is why its abuse should be punished as
imposture. Among the Scythians, when the soothsayers failed to hit the
mark, they were laid, chained hand and foot, on carts full of heather and
drawn by oxen, on which they were burned. Those who handle matters
subject to the control of human capacity are excusable if they do the best
they can. But these others who come and trick us with assurances of an
extraordinary faculty that is beyond our ken, should they not be punished
for not making good their promise, and for the temerity of their imposture?

They have their wars with the nations beyond the mountains, further
inland, to which they go quite naked, with no other arms than bows or
wooden swords ending in a sharp point, in the manner of the tongues of
our boar spears. It is astonishing what firmness they show in their combats,
which never end but in slaughter and bloodshed; for as to routs and terror,
they know nothing of either.

Each man brings back his trophy the head of the enemy he has killed,
and sets it up at the entrance to his dwelling. After they have treated their

6. About 2.49 miles.
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prisoners well for a long time with all the hospitality they can think of,
each man who has a prisoner calls a great assembly of his acquaintances.
He ties a rope to one of the prisoner’s arms, by the end of which he holds
him, a few steps away, for fear of being hurt, and gives his dearest friend
the other arm to hold in the same way; and these two, in the presence of
the whole assembly, kill him with their swords. This done, they roast him
and eat him in common and send some pieces to their absent friends.
This is not, as people think, for nourishment, as of old the Scythians used
to do; it is to betoken an extreme revenge. And the proof of this came
when they saw the Portuguese, who had joined forces with their adversar-
ies, inflict a different kind of death on them when they took them prisoner,
which was to bury them up to the waist, shoot the rest of their body full of
arrows, and afterward hang them. They thought that these people from
the other world, being men who had sown the knowledge of many vices
among their neighbors and were much greater masters than themselves in
every sort of wickedness, did not adopt this sort of vengeance without some
reason, and that it must be more painful than their own; so they began to
give up their old method and to follow this one.

[ am not sorry that we notice the barbarous horror of such acts, but I
am heartily sorry that, judging their faults rightly, we should be so blind
to our own. I think there is more barbarity in eating a man alive than in
eating him dead; and in tearing by tortures and the rack a body still full of
feeling, in roasting a man bit by bit, in having him bitten and mangled by
dogs and swine (as we have not only read but seen within fresh memory,
not among ancient enemies, but among neighbors and fellow citizens,
and what is worse, on the pretext of piety and religion),” than in roasting
and eating him after he is dead.

Indeed, Chrysippus and Zeno, heads of the Stoic sect, thought there
was nothing wrong in using our carcasses for any purpose in case of need,
and getting nourishment from them; just as our ancestors,® when besieged
by Caesar in the city of Alésia, resolved to relieve their famine by eating
old men, women, and other people useless for fighting.

The Gascons once, 'tis said, their life renewed
By eating of such food.

JUVENAL’

And physicians do not fear to use human flesh in all sorts of ways for our
health, applying it either inwardly or outwardly. But there never was any
opinion so disordered as to excuse treachery, disloyalty, tyranny, and cru-
elty, which are our ordinary vices.

So we may well call these people barbarians, in respect to the rules of
reason, but not in respect to ourselves, who surpass them in every kind of
barbarity.

Their warfare is wholly noble and generous, and as excusable and beau-
tiful as this human disease can be; its only basis among them is their
rivalry in valor. They are not fighting for the conquest of new lands, for
they still enjoy that natural abundance that provides them without toil and

7. The allusion is to the spectacles of religious warfare that Montaigne himself had witnessed in his
time and country. 8. The Gauls. 9. Satires 15.93-94.
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trouble with all necessary things in such profusion that they have no wish
to enlarge their boundaries. They are still in that happy state of desiring
only as much as their natural needs demand; anything beyond that is
superfluous to them.

They generally call those of the same age, brothers; those who are
younger, children; and the old men are fathers to all the others. These
leave to their heirs in common the full possession of their property, with-
out division or any other title at all than just the one that Nature gives to
her creatures in bringing them into the world.

If their neighbors cross the mountains to attack them and win a victory,
the gain of the victor is glory, and the advantage of having proved the
master in valor and virtue; for apart from this they have no use for the
goods of the vanquished, and they return to their own country, where they
lack neither anything necessary nor that great thing, the knowledge of how
to enjoy their condition happily and be content with it. These men of ours
do the same in their turn. They demand of their prisoners no other ransom
than that they confess and acknowledge their defeat. But there is not one
in a whole century who does not choose to die rather than to relax a single
bit, by word or look, from the grandeur of an invincible courage; not one
who would not rather be killed and eaten than so much as ask not to be.
They treat them very freely, so that life may be all the dearer to them, and
usually entertain them with threats of their coming death, of the torments
they will have to suffer, the preparations that are being made for the pur-
pose, the cutting up of their limbs, and the feast that will be made at their
expense. All this is done for the sole purpose of extorting from their lips
some weak or base word, or making them want to flee, so as to gain the
advantage of having terrified them and broken down their firmness. For
indeed, if you take it the right way, it is in this point alone that true victory
lies:

It is no victory
Unless the vanquished foe admits your mastery.
CLAUDIAN!

The Hungarians, very bellicose fighters, did not in olden times pursue
their advantage beyond putting the enemy at their mercy. For having
wrung a confession from him to this effect, they let him go unharmed and
unransomed, except, at most, for exacting his promise never again to take
up arms against them.

We win enough advantages over our enemies that are borrowed advan-
tages, not really our own. It is the quality of a porter, not of valor, to have
sturdier arms and legs; agility is a dead and corporeal quality; it is a stroke
of luck to make our enemy stumble, or dazzle his eyes by the sunlight; it
is a trick of art and technique, which may be found in a worthless coward,
to be an able fencer. The worth and value of a man is in his heart and his
will; there lies his real honor. Valor is the strength, not of legs and arms,
but of heart and soul; it consists not in the worth of our horse or our

1. Of the Sixth Consulate of Honorius, lines 248-49.
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weapons, but in our own. He who falls obstinate in his courage, if he has
fallen, he fights on his knees [Seneca].? He who relaxes none of his assur-
ance, no matter how great the danger of imminent death; who, giving up
his soul, still looks firmly and scornfully at his enemy—he is beaten not
by us, but by fortune; he is killed, not conquered.

The most valiant are sometimes the most unfortunate. Thus there are
triumphant defeats that rival victories. Nor did those four sister victories,
the fairest that the sun ever set eyes on—Salamis, Plataca, Mycale, and
Sicily? —ever dare match all their combined glory against the glory of the
annihilation of King Leonidas and his men at the pass of Thermopylae.*

Who ever hastened with more glorious and ambitious desire to win a
battle than Captain Ischolas to lose one? Who ever secured his safety more
ingeniously and painstakingly than he did his destruction? He was charged
to defend a certain pass in the Peloponnesus against the Arcadians. Find-
ing himself wholly incapable of doing this, in view of the nature of the
place and the inequality of the forces, he made up his mind that all who
confronted the enemy would necessarily have to remain on the field. On
the other hand, deeming it unworthy both of his own virtue and magna-
nimity and of the Lacedaemonian name to fail in his charge, he took a
middle course between these two extremes, in this way.. The youngest and
fittest of his band he preserved for the defense and service of their country,
and sent them home; and with those whose loss was less important, he
determined to hold this pass, and by their death to make the enemy buy
their entry as dearly as he could. And so it turned out. For he was presently
surrounded on all sides by the Arcadians, and after slaughtering a large
number of them, he and his men were all put to the sword. Is there a
trophy dedicated to victors that would not be more due to these van-
quished? The role of true victory is in fighting, not in coming off safely;
and the honor of valor consists in combating, not in beating.

To return to our story. These prisoners are so far from giving in, in spite
of all that is done to them, that on the contrary, during the two or three
months that they are kept, they wear a gay expression; they urge their
captors to hurry and put them to the test; they defy them, insult them,
reproach them with their cowardice and the number of battles they have
lost to the prisoners’ own people.

I have a song composed by a prisoner which contains this challenge,
that they should all come boldly and gather to dine off him, for they will
be eating at the same time their own fathers and grandfathers, who have
served to feed and nourish his body. “These muscles,” he says, “this flesh
and these veins are your own, poor fools that you are. You do not recognize
that the substance of your ancestors’ limbs is still contained in them. Savor
them well; you will find in them the taste of your own flesh.” An idea that
certainly does not smack of barbarity. Those that paint these people dying,
and who show the execution, portray the prisoner spitting in the face of
his slayers and scowling at them. Indeed, to the last gasp they never stop
braving and defying their enemies by word and look. Truly here are real

2. Of Providence 1. 3. References to the famous Greek victories against the Persians and (at Himera,
Sicily) against the Carthaginians in or about 480 B.c. 4. The Spartan king Leonidas’s defense here
also took place in 480 B.c., during the war against the Persians.
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savages by our standards; for either they must be thoroughly so, or we must
be; there is an amazing distance between their character and ours.

The men there have several wives, and the higher their reputation for
valor the more wives they have. It is a remarkably beautiful thing about
their marriages that the same jealousy our wives have to keep us from the
affection and kindness of other women, theirs have to win this for them.
Being more concerned for their husbands” honor than for anything else,
they strive and scheme to have as many companions as they can, since
that is a sign of their husbands’ valor.

Our wives will cry “Miracle!” but it is no miracle. It is a properly matri-
monial virtue, but one of the highest order. In the Bible, Leah, Rachel,
Sarah, and Jacob’s wives gave their beautiful handmaids to their husbands;
and Livia seconded the appetites of Augustus to her own disadvantage;
and Stratonice, the wife of King Deiotarus,” not only lent her husband for
his use a very beautiful young chambermaid in her service, but carefully
brought up her children, and backed them up to succeed to their father’s
estates.

And lest it be thought that all this is done through a simple and servile
bondage to usage and through the pressure of the authority of their ancient
customs, without reasoning or judgment, and because their minds are so
stupid that they cannot take any other course, I must cite some examples
of their capacity. Besides the warlike song I have just quoted, I have
another, a love song, which begins in this vein: “Adder, stay; stay, adder,
that from the pattern of your coloring my sister may draw the fashion and
the workmanship of a rich girdle that I may give to my love; so may your
beauty and your pattern be forever preferred to all other serpents.” This
first couplet is the refrain of the song. Now I am familiar enough with
poetry to be a judge of this: not only is there nothing barbarous in this
fancy, but it is altogether Anacreontic.® Their language, moreover, is a soft
language, with an agreeable sound, somewhat like Greek in its endings.

Three of these men, ignorant of the price they will pay some day, in
loss of repose and happiness, for gaining knowledge of the corruptions of
this side of the ocean; ignorant also of the fact that of this intercourse will
come their ruin (which I suppose is already well advanced: poor wretches,
to let themselves be tricked by the desire for new things, and to have left
the serenity of their own sky to come and see ours!)—three of these men
were at Rouen, at the time the late King Charles IX was there. The king
talked to them for a long time; they were shown our ways, our splendor,
the aspect of a fine city. After that, someone asked their opinion, and
wanted to know what they had found most amazing. They mentioned
three things, of which I have forgotten the third, and I am very sorry for it;
but I still remember two of them. They said that in the first place they
thought it very strange that so many grown men, bearded, strong, and
armed, who were around the king (it is likely that they were talking about
the Swiss of his guard) should submit to obey a child, and that one of
them was not chosen to command instead. Second (they have a way in

5. Tetrarch of Galatia, in Asia Minor. 6. Worthy of Anacreon (572?-488? B.c.), major Greek writer
of amatory lyrics.
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their language of speaking of men as halves of one another), they had
noticed that there were among us men full and gorged with all sorts of
good things, and that their other halves were beggars at their doors, emaci-
ated with hunger and poverty; and they thought it strange that these needy
halves could endure such an injustice, and did not take the others by the
throat, or set fire to their houses.

I had a very long talk with one of them; but I had an interpreter who
followed my meaning so badly, and who was so hindered by his stupidity
in taking in my ideas, that I could get hardly any satisfaction from the
man. When I asked him what profit he gained from his superior position
among his people (for he was a captain, and our sailors called him king),
he told me that it was to march foremost in war. How many men followed
him? He pointed to a piece of ground, to signify as many as such a space
could hold; it might have been four or five thousand men. Did all this
authority expire with the war? He said that this much remained, that when
he visited the villages dependent on him, they made paths for him through
the underbrush by which he might pass quite comfortably.

All this is not too bad —but what's the use? They don’t wear breeches.

OF THE INCONSISTENCY OF OUR ACTIONS

Those who make a practice of comparing human actions are never so
perplexed as when they try to see them as a whole and in the same light;
for they commonly contradict each other so strangely that it seems impos-
sible that they have come from the same shop. One moment young Mar-
ius is a son of Mars, another moment a son of Venus.” Pope Boniface VIII,
they say, entered office like a fox, behaved in it like a lion, and died like a
dog. And who would believe that it was Nero, that living image of cruelty,
who said, when they brought him in customary fashion the sentence of a
condemned criminal to sign: “Would to God I had never learned to
write!” So much his heart was wrung at condemning a man to death!

Everything is so full of such examples—each man, in fact, can supply
himself with so many—that I find it strange to see intelligent men some-
times going to great pains to match these pieces; seeing that irresolution
seems to me the most common and apparent defect of our nature, as
witness that famous line of Publilius, the farce writer:

Bad is the plan that never can be changed.
PUBLILIUS SYRUS®

There is some justification for basing a judgment of a man on the most
ordinary acts of his life; but in view of the natural instability of our conduct
and opinions, it has often seemed to me that even good authors are wrong
to insist on fashioning a consistent and solid fabric out of us. They choose
one general characteristic, and go and arrange and interpret all a man’s
actions to fit their picture; and if they cannot twist them enough, they go
and set them down to dissimulation. Augustus has escaped them,; for there
is in this man throughout the course of his life such an obvious, abrupt,

7. Goddess of love. Marius was the nephew of the older and better-known Marius. Montaigne’s source
is Plutarch’s Life of Marius. Mars was the god of war. 8. Apothegms (Sententiae), line 362.
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and continual variety of actions that even the boldest judges have had to
let him go, intact and unsolved. Nothing is harder for me than to believe
in men’s consistency, nothing easier than to believe in their inconsistency.
He who would judge them in detail and distinctly, bit by bit, would more
often hit upon the truth.

In all antiquity it is hard to pick out a dozen men who set their lives to
a certain and constant course, which is the principal goal of wisdom. For,
to comprise all wisdom in a word, says an ancient [Seneca], and to
embrace all the rules of our life in one, it is “always to will the same
things, and always to oppose the same things.” I would not deign, he says,
to add “provided the will is just”; for if it is not just, it cannot always be
whole.

In truth, I once learned that vice is only unruliness and lack of modera-
tion, and that consequently consistency cannot be attributed to it. It is a
maxim of Demosthenes, they say, that the beginning of all virtue is consul-
tation and deliberation; and the end and perfection, consistency. If it were
by reasoning that we settled on a particular course of action, we would
choose the fairest course—but no one has thought of that:

He spurns the thing he sought, and seeks anew
What he just spurned; he seethes, his life’s askew.
HORACE!

Our ordinary practice is to follow the inclinations of our appetite, to the
left, to the right, uphill and down, as the wind of circumstance carries us.
We think of what we want only at the moment we want it, and we change
like that animal which takes the color of the place you set it on. What we
have just now planned, we presently change, and presently again we
retrace our steps: nothing but oscillation and inconsistency:

Like puppets we are moved by outside strings.
HORACE?

We do not go; we are carried away, like floating objects, now gently, now
violently, according as the water is angry or calm:

Do we not see all humans unaware

Of what they want, and always searching everywhere,
And changing place, as if to drop the load they bear?
LUCRETIUS’

Every day a new fancy, and our humors shift with the shifts in the weather:

Such are the minds of men, as is the fertile light
That Father Jove himself sends down to make earth bright,
HOMER?

‘ We float between different states of mind; we wish nothing freely, noth-
ing absolutely, nothing constantly. If any man could prescribe and estab-
lish definite laws and a definite organization in his head, we should see
shining throughout his life an evenness of habits, an order, and an infalli-
ble relation between his principles and his practice.

9. Epistles 20. 1 Epistles 1.1.98-99. 2. Satires 11.7.82 3. On the Nature of Thi
; g L1 : 1 .7.82. | ings I11.1057—
4. Odyssey XVIIL.135-36, 152-53 in the Fitzgerald translation. f <
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Empedocles noticed this inconsistency in the Agrigentines, that they
abandoned themselves to pleasures as if they were to die on the morrow,
and built as if they were never to die.” -

This man would be easy to understand, as is shown by the example of
the younger Cato:® he who has touched one chord of him has touched
all; he is a harmony of perfectly concordant sounds, which cannot conflict,
With us, it is the opposite: for so many actions, we need so many individ-
ual judgments. The surest thing, in my opinion, would be to trace our
actions to the neighboring circumstances, without getting into any further
research and without drawing from them any other conclusions.

During the disorders of our poor country,” I was told that a girl, living
near where I then was, had thrown herself out of a high window to avoid
the violence of a knavish soldier quartered in her house. Not killed by the
fall, she reasserted her purpose by trying to cut her throat with a knife.
From this she was prevented, but only after wounding herself gravely. She
herself confessed that the soldier had as yet pressed her only with requests,
solicitations, and gifts; but she had been afraid, she said, that he would
finally resort to force. And all this with such words, such expressions, not
to mention the blood that testified to her virtue, as would have become
another Lucrece.® Now, I learned that as a matter of fact, both before and
since, she was a wench not so hard to come to terms with. As the story’
says: Handsome and gentlemanly as you may be, when you have had no
luck, do not promptly conclude that your mistress is inviolably chaste; for
all you know, the mule driver may get his will with her.

Antigonus,! having taken a liking to one of his soldiers for his virtue and
valor, ordered his physicians to treat the man for a persistent internal mal-
ady that had long tormented him. After his cure, his master noticed that
he was going about his business much less warmly, and asked him what
had changed him so and made him such a coward. “You yourself, Sire,”
he answered, “by delivering me from the ills that made my life indifferent
to me.” A soldier of Lucullus? who had been robbed of everything by the
enemy made a bold attack on them to get revenge. When he had retrieved
his loss, Lucullus, having formed a good opinion of him, urged him to
some dangerous exploit with all the fine expostulations he could think of,

With words that might have stirred a coward’s heart.
HORACE’

“Urge some poor soldier who has been robbed to do it,” he replied;

Though but a rustic lout,
“That man will go who's lost his money,” he called out;
HORACE"

and resolutely refused to go.
We read that Sultan Mohammed outrageously berated Hassan, leader

5. From Diogenes Laertius’s life of the Greek philosopher Empedocles (5th century). 6. Cato “Uti-
censis (st century B.C.), a philosopher. He is traditionally considered the epitome of moral and intellec-
tual integrity. 7. See n. 7, p. 1512. 8. The legendary, virtuous Roman who stabbed herself after
being raped by King Tarquinius Superbus’s son. ~ 9. A common folk tale. 1. Macedonian king
(382-301 B.c.). 2. Roman general (Ist century B.c.). 3. Epistles 11.2.36. 4. Epistles 11.2.39-40.
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of his Janissaries, because he saw his troops giving way to the Hungarians
and Hassan himself behaving like a coward in the fight, Hassan’s only
reply was to go and hurl himself furiously—alone, just as he was, arms in
hand—into the first body of enemies that he met, by whom he was
promptly swallowed up; this was perhaps not so much self-justification as
a change of mood, nor so much his natural valor as fresh spite.

That man whom you saw so adventurous yesterday, do not think it
strange to find him just as cowardly today: either anger, or necessity, or
company, or wine, or the sound of a trumpet, had put his heart in his
belly. His was a courage formed not by reason, but by one of these circum-
stances; it is no wonder if he has now been made different by other, con-
trary circumstances.

These supple variations and contradictions that are seen in us have
made some imagine that we have two souls, and others that two powers
accompany us and drive us, each in its own way, one toward good, the
other toward evil; for such sudden diversity cannot well be reconciled with
a simple subject.

Not only does the wind of accident move me at will, but, besides, I am
moved and disturbed as a result merely of my own unstable posture; and
anyone who observes carefully can hardly find himself twice in the same
state. I give my soul now one face, now another, according to which direc-
tion I turn it. If I speak of myself in different ways, that is because I look
at myself in different ways. All contradictions may be found in me by some
twist and in some fashion. Bashful, insolent; chaste, lascivious; talkative,
taciturn; tough, delicate; clever, stupid; surly, affable; lying, truthful;
learned, ignorant; liberal, miserly, and prodigal: all this I see in myself to
some extent according to how I turn; and whoever studies himself really
attentively finds in himself, yes, even in his judgment, this gyration and
discord. I have nothing to say about myself absolutely, simply, and solidly,
without confusion and without mixture, or in one word. Distinguo® is the
most universal member of my logic.

Although I am always minded to say good of what is good, and inclined
to interpret favorably anything that can be so interpreted, still it is true that
the strangeness of our condition makes it happen that we are often driven
to do good by vice itself—were it not that doing good is judged by inten-
tion alone.

Therefore one courageous deed must not be taken to prove a man val-
iant; a man who was really valiant would be so always and on all occasions.
If valor were a habit of virtue, and not a sally, it would make a man equally
resolute in any contingency, the same alone as in company, the same in
single combat as in battle; for, whatever they say, there is not one valor for
the pavement and another for the camp. As bravely would he bear an
illness in his bed as a wound in camp, and he would fear death no more
in his home than in an assault. We would not see the same man charging
into the breach with brave assurance, and later tormenting himself, like a
woman, over the loss of a lawsuit or a son. When, though a coward against
infamy, he is firm against poverty; when, though weak against the sur-

5. I distinguish (Latin)—that is, I separate into its components.
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tie up all moral philosophy with a common and private life just as well
as with a life of richer stuff. Each man bears the entire form of man’s
estate.

Authors communicate with the people by some special extrinsic mark;
[ am the first to do so by my entire being, as Michel de Montaigne, not as
a grammarian or a poet or a jurist. If the world complains that I speak too
much of myself, I complain that it does not even think of itself.

But is it reasonable that I, so fond of privacy in actual life, should aspire
to publicity in the knowledge of me? Is it reasonable too that I should set
forth to the world, where fashioning and art have so much credit and
authority, some crude and simple products of nature, and of a very feeble
nature at that? Is it not making a wall without stone, or something like that,
to construct books without knowledge and without art? Musical fancies are
guided by art, mine by chance.

At least I have one thing according to the rules: that no man ever treated
a subject he knew and understood better than I do the subject I have
undertaken; and that in this I am the most learned man alive. Secondly,
that no man ever penetrated more deeply into his material, or plucked its
limbs and consequences cleaner, or reached more accurately and fully
the goal he had set for his work. To accomplish it, I need only bring it to
fidelity; and that is in it, as sincere and pure as can be found. I speak the
truth, not my fill of it, but as much as I dare speak; and I dare to do so a
little more as I grow old, for it seems that custom allows old age more
freedom to prate and more indiscretion in talking about oneself. It cannot
happen here as I see it happening often, that the craftsman and his work
contradict each other: “Has a man whose conversation is so good written
such a stupid book?” or “Have such learned writings come from a man
whose conversation is so feeble?”

If a man is commonplace in conversation and rare in writing, that
means that his capacity is in the place from which he borrows it, and not
in himself. A learned man is not learned in all matters; but the capable
man is capable in all matters, even in ignorance.

In this case we go hand in hand and at the same pace, my book and L.
In other cases one may commend or blame the work apart from the work-
man; not so here; he who touches the one, touches the other. He who
judges it without knowing it will injure himself more than me; he who
has known it will completely satisfy me. Happy beyond my deserts if I have
just this share of public approval, that I make men of understanding feel
that I was capable of profiting by knowledge, if I had had any, and that I
deserved better assistance from my memory.

Let me here excuse what I often say, that [ rarely repent and that my
conscience is content with itself—not as the conscience of an angel or a
horse, but as the conscience of a man; always adding this refrain, not
perfunctorily but in sincere and complete submission: that I speak as an
ignorant inquirer, referring the decision purely and simply to the common
and authorized beliefs. I do not teach, I tell.

There is no vice truly a vice which is not offensive, and which a sound
judgement does not condemn; for its ugliness and painfulness is so appar-
ent that perhaps the people are right who say it is chiefly produced by
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stupidity and ignorance. So hard it is to imagine anyone knowing it with-
out hating it.

‘Malice sucks up the greater part of its own venom, and poisons itself
with it. Vice leaves repentance in the soul, like an ulcer in the flesh. which
is 'always scratching itself and drawing blood. For reason effaces other
griefs al?d sorrows; but it engenders that of repentance, which is all the
more grievous because it springs from within, as the cold and heat of fevers
is sharper than that which comes from outside. I consider as vices (but
each one according to its measure) not only those that reason and nature
condemn, but also those that man’s opinion has created, even false and
erroneous opinion, if it is authorized by laws and customs.

There is likewise no good deed that does not rejoice a wellborn nature.
1ndeed there is a sort of gratification in doing good which makes us rejoice
in ourselves, and a generous pride that accompanies a good conscience.
A boldly vicious soul may perhaps arm itself with security, but with this
complacency and satisfaction it cannot provide itself. It is no slight plea-
sure to feel oneself preserved from the contagion of so depraved an age
and to say to oneself: “If anyone should see right into my soul, still he
would not find me guilty either of anyone’s affliction or ruin, or of ven-
geance or envy, or of public offense against the laws, or of innovation and
disturbance, or of failing in my word; and in spite of what the license of
the times allows and teaches each man, still T have not put my hand either
upon the property or into the purse of any Frenchman, and have lived
only on my own, both in war and in peace; nor have I used any man’s
work without paying his wages.” These testimonies of conscience give us

pleasure; and this natural rejoicing is a great boon to us, and the only
payment that never fails us.

MIGUEL DE CERVANTES
1547-1016

The author of Don Quixote’s extravagant adventures himself had a most unusual
and adventurous life. The son of an apothecary, Miguel de Cervantes Saavedra
was born in Alcald de Henares, a university town near Madrid. Almost nothing is
known of his childhood and early education. Only in 1569 is he mentioned as a
favorite pupil by a Madrid humanist, Juan Lépez. Records indicate that by the
end of that year he had left Spain and was living in Rome, for a time in the service
of Giulio Acquaviva, who later became a cardinal. We know that he enlisted in
the Spanish flect under the command of Don John of Austria and that he took
part in the struggle of the allied forces of Christendom against the Turks. He was
at the crucial Battle of Lepanto (1571), where in spite of fever he fought valiantly
and received three gunshot wounds, one of which permanently impaired the use
of his left hand, “for the greater glory of the right” After further military action
and garrison duty at Palermo and Naples, he and his brother Rodrigo, bearing
teshmgnials from Don John and from the viceroy of Sicily, began the jouljney back
to Spain, where Miguel hoped to obtain a captaincy. In September 1575 their ship
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