
 
 
 
 
 



    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


Cowley's Essays



Cowley, Abraham

4064066207168

170

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

Abraham Cowley's "Cowley's Essays" presents a rich tapestry of thought, articulating the complex interplay between human experiences, philosophy, and poetic expression. Written during the 17th century, when the essay genre was gaining prominence, Cowley's work is characterized by its intricate structure, wit, and an introspective style that invites readers to ponder personal and societal themes. Each essay blends elements of lyricism and rhetoric, revealing Cowley's unique ability to merge poetic insight with philosophical inquiry, making his essays both engaging and intellectually stimulating. Cowley, a pivotal figure in the English literary landscape, was deeply influenced by the tumultuous political and social climate of his time, including the English Civil War and the Restoration. His early exposure to the classics, along with a keen interest in science and natural philosophy, shaped his perspective on the human condition and inspired the reflective tone of his essays. The integration of personal experience and broader societal observations demonstrates Cowley's mastery of the genre and his profound understanding of life's complexities. For readers seeking deep philosophical musings wrapped in eloquent prose, "Cowley's Essays" is an essential text. Its exploration of themes such as love, nature, and morality continues to resonate today, offering timeless insights that encourage contemplation and reflection. This work is a must-read for those interested in the evolution of essay writing and the philosophical underpinnings of literature. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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In 'Gebir, and Count Julian', Walter Savage Landor masterfully weaves a tapestry of poetic and dramatic dialogue, drawing inspiration from classical texts and themes. 'Gebir' offers a contemplative exploration of identity and destiny, integrating mythological elements through a narrative that thrives on rich allusions and philosophical discourse. Meanwhile, 'Count Julian' unfolds with an intensity that dramatizes the turbulence of personal and national tragedy, characterized by Landor's signature vivid imagery and emotive language. The juxtaposition of these works reflects Landor's engagement with Romantic ideals while simultaneously critiquing the societal constructs of his time. Walter Savage Landor (1775-1864) was a prolific English writer, celebrated for his wit and intellectual rigor. A classical scholar with a deep appreciation for ancient philosophies, Landor often infused his works with historical and mythological references. His dissatisfaction with contemporary English society and politics, along with his extensive travels across Europe, provided a fertile ground for his literary endeavors, allowing him to transcend traditional narrative forms. 'Gebir, and Count Julian' is essential reading for those keen on delving into the confluence of philosophy and literature. Landor's incisive insight and eloquent style invite readers to engage deeply with the themes of existence and morality, making this collection a timeless addition to the canon of English literature. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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Hints to Servants is a compelling anthology that weaves together diverse literary styles and voices from different epochs to explore the intricate socio-economic dynamics and satirical observations surrounding the theme of servitude. Through this collection, readers encounter a captivating range of prose that challenges societal norms with humor and biting wit. The anthology'Äôs richness is further amplified by standout pieces that use contrasting tones, from pointed satire to subtle irony, ensuring that each work adds a unique texture to the overarching narrative of power, subservience, and rebellion. The authors included in this collection, notably Jonathan Swift and John Jones, bring a wealth of literary prowess and historical context, making this anthology a profound reflection of their times. Swift, renowned for his sharp satirical edge, and Jones, bringing a distinct modernist interpretation, together elevate the discourse on servitude. The collection fluidly aligns with both the Augustan age'Äôs penchant for satire and modern insights, making it a bridge between historical and contemporary literary movements. It is a testament to the power of literature to transcend time, offering insights into societal structures and the human condition. This anthology is a must-read for those eager to explore a tapestry of narrative voices. It offers an unparalleled opportunity to delve into the complexities of servitude through a confluence of perspectives and styles. Engaging with this collection invites readers to broaden their understanding of historical and cultural nuances that continue to resonate today. In doing so, it fosters a dialogue that is as educational as it is enlightening, making Hints to Servants a significant addition to any literary enthusiast's collection.
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Walter Savage Landor's "Count Julian" is a striking exploration of themes such as exile, betrayal, and the nature of power, set against the tumultuous backdrop of 8th-century Spain during the Moorish invasion. Written in a blend of poetic dialogue and narrative prose, the work showcases Landor's mastery of language and his ability to create vivid imagery and intense emotional resonance. Thematically intricate, the text delves into the psyche of its titular character, Count Julian, who faces moral dilemmas that challenge both his identity and the political landscape around him, flinging readers into a profound contemplation of honor and revenge. Walter Savage Landor, a figure of the Romantic movement, was influenced by classical literature, philosophical thought, and his own experiences in a politically tumultuous England. His fascination with historical figures and events, coupled with a keen insight into human motivations, empowers "Count Julian" with depth and authenticity. Landor's life, marked by both literary acclaim and personal controversy, permeates his work, infusing it with a sense of urgency and introspection, making him a vital voice in 19th-century literature. "Count Julian" is a compelling read for those enthralled by historical fiction laced with philosophical inquiry. Readers drawn to Richard III's moral complexities or to Shakespearean tragedies will find much resonance in Landor's poetic articulation of strife and self, making this novel an essential addition to the canon of English literature. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "Citation and Examination of William Shakspeare, Euseby Treen, Joseph Carnaby, and Silas Gough, Clerk," Walter Savage Landor delves into the complexities of authorship and textual authenticity surrounding the works of William Shakespeare. Through a series of fictional dialogues and erudite critique, Landor explores the intersections of literature, history, and identity, revealing the tensions between canonical narratives and the voices obscured within them. His style'Äîa blend of eloquence and wit'Äîreflects the literary machinations of the early 19th century, positioning the work within the burgeoning discussions of Romanticism and the burgeoning awareness of historical context in literary studies. Landor, a renowned poet and a pivotal figure in the literary circles of his time, was deeply influenced by the cultural debates surrounding Shakespeare'Äôs legacy. His own upbringing, marked by a strong classical education and a passion for theatricality, compelled him to confront the multiplicity of interpretations that Shakespeareine texts evoke. Landor's commitment to fostering intellectual dialogue and revealing hidden narratives forms the backbone of this profound examination. Readers interested in Shakespearean discourse, textual criticism, or the philosophical underpinnings of literature will find Landor'Äôs work a compelling addition to their exploration of literary heritage. With its rich dialogue and meticulous arguments, this book invites a deeper engagement with the questions of literary ownership and the evolution of cultural memory.
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    This volume, titled Imaginary Conversations and Poems: A Selection, gathers representative work by Walter Savage Landor in the forms for which he is most distinctively known. It is not a complete edition of his writings, but a curated collection that brings together portions of The Pentameron, a sequence of poems, and a substantial set of his Imaginary Conversations, including dialogues such as Marcellus and Hannibal, Queen Elizabeth and Cecil, and Dante and Beatrice. The purpose is to offer a coherent view of Landor’s range while keeping the focus on the genres where his voice is most concentrated and enduring.

The collection’s scope is deliberately various. The Pentameron stands as a prose work framed by interviews of Giovanni Boccaccio and Francesco Petrarca, and it appears here as part of the same imaginative enterprise that animates the dialogues. Alongside it, the Poems section presents lyric and reflective pieces arranged as a numbered sequence. The Imaginary Conversations form the volume’s largest component: dramatic dialogues that place historical, literary, and philosophical figures into concentrated encounters. Read together, these texts show Landor working across verse and prose with a shared commitment to intellectual clarity and rhetorical poise.

The dialogues included here draw from many periods and traditions, ranging from classical antiquity to early modern and later European history and letters. Landor sets statesmen beside poets, philosophers beside princes, and public actors beside private sensibilities, as in the pairings of Epictetus and Seneca, Lucullus and Caesar, Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn, and Louis XVIII and Talleyrand. The point is not to rehearse chronology, but to create a space where temperaments and principles can meet under pressure. Each conversation becomes a compact stage for argument, memory, and moral comparison.

Landor’s method depends on compression and a classical economy of means. He builds character through cadence, contrast, and the friction of opposed convictions rather than through extended scene or narrative accumulation. The speakers often pursue first principles—power, duty, freedom, fame, faith, art—while remaining tethered to the public identities history has handed them. In conversations such as Rousseau and Malesherbes or La Fontaine and de la Rochefoucauld, the emphasis falls on the ethics of reputation and the costs of candor. The reader is invited to weigh ideas as living forces rather than as abstractions.

The poems, set beside the prose, sharpen this impression of a writer attentive to utterance itself. In verse, Landor can move from concentrated meditation to epigrammatic force, and the numbered arrangement underscores the sense of a deliberate selection rather than a single continuous narrative. The poems do not function as decorative interludes; they act as a parallel register to the conversations, distilling themes that the dialogues unfold through debate. Together, the two forms reveal a consistent pursuit of precision, a resistance to vagueness, and an insistence that style is inseparable from thought.

The Pentameron complements these modes by joining literary history to imaginative reconstruction. Its interviews between Boccaccio and Petrarch keep attention on authorship, patronage, critical judgment, and the making of literary legacy, concerns that return throughout the Imaginary Conversations. The volume thus offers multiple vantage points on the same central question: how language shapes the authority of persons and the memory of cultures. Whether Landor is animating a court, a study, or a philosophical encounter, he privileges the moment when speech clarifies motive and when a well-turned sentence becomes an ethical act.

The ongoing significance of Landor’s work, as represented here, lies in its refusal to separate literary artistry from intellectual seriousness. These pieces are neither conventional historical fiction nor mere rhetorical exercises; they are crafted experiments in voice, testing what can be said when great names are made to confront one another without the protections of ceremony or distance. The selection also demonstrates Landor’s unusual command of both poetic and dialogic forms, and his capacity to make argument readable through dramatic tension. For modern readers, the reward is a concentrated education in style, judgment, and moral imagination.
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    Walter Savage Landor’s selection emerges from the long aftermath of the French Revolution and Napoleonic Wars, when Britain reassessed monarchy, liberty, and civic virtue. Born in 1775, Landor wrote much of the work between the 1820s and 1850s, amid the Reform era’s widening public sphere and contentious debates on representation. The form of “imaginary conversations” suited a culture fascinated by history as moral argument, and by biography as political instruction. As periodicals expanded and classical education remained a mark of status, Landor could address both learned readers and reform-minded liberals through dramatized historical dialogue.

Landor’s persistent classicism was shaped by late Enlightenment scholarship and the Romantic revival of antiquity. Oxford training, continued interest in Greek and Latin, and proximity to neoclassical art and letters made figures such as Hannibal, Caesar, Diogenes, Epicurus, Epictetus, and Seneca apt vehicles for disputing tyranny, self-command, and public duty. These conversations also reflect the era’s philological advances and renewed attention to ancient sources, while resisting purely antiquarian display. In a Britain balancing admiration for Roman republicanism with fear of revolutionary excess, antiquity offered Landor a politically safer yet pointed register for contemporary critique.

Italy provided both subject matter and lived context. Landor resided for long periods in Florence and other Italian cities, and his writing draws on the peninsula’s landscape of Renaissance memory and modern foreign domination. The Pentameron reimagines Boccaccio and Petrarch against a fourteenth-century backdrop marked by plague (1348), factional city politics, and humanist literary networks. Dante, Beatrice, and later artists and churchmen, including Fra Filippo Lippi and Pope Eugenius IV, channel debates about spiritual authority, patronage, and artistic freedom. For nineteenth-century British readers, Italy signified both cultural origin and political aspiration during the Risorgimento.

The Reformation and early modern state formation, central to English historical self-understanding, strongly inform the selection. Dialogues involving Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn, Elizabeth I and Cecil, Bacon and Hooker, Essex and Spenser, and John of Gaunt with Joanna of Kent invoke contested succession, religious settlement, and the consolidation of royal administration from the late fourteenth to the early seventeenth centuries. These subjects resonated in Landor’s own age, when Anglican identity, Catholic emancipation (1829), and the limits of royal prerogative were actively debated. By staging argument rather than narrating events, Landor dramatized how policy, conscience, and ambition collide.

Seventeenth-century constitutional conflict and its afterlives appear through Cromwell-related pieces and broader republican themes. The English Civil Wars (1642–1651), regicide (1649), and Protectorate (1653–1658) were repeatedly revisited in Victorian political culture as precedents for resistance and cautionary tales about military rule. Landor, distrustful of despotism yet wary of mob violence, used Cromwell and his interlocutors to probe the moral costs of state necessity. Such conversations engaged a readership living through industrialization and mass politics, when the legitimacy of coercion, the nature of sovereignty, and the ethics of leadership were pressing questions in public discourse.

Eighteenth-century intellectual authority, transnational correspondence, and the changing status of religion and science provide another shared frame. Figures like Joseph Scaliger and Montaigne, Rousseau and Malesherbes, La Fontaine and La Rochefoucauld, and Bishop Shipley with Benjamin Franklin evoke the Republic of Letters and the crises that followed it: skepticism, sensibility, and revolutionary ideology. Franklin’s career links Enlightenment practicality to American independence (1776), while Rousseau’s later reception anticipates the radicalization of political feeling in 1789. Landor’s method mirrors salon and pamphlet debate, allowing him to test ideas about education, toleration, and moral psychology without committing to a single doctrinal voice.

Revolutionary and imperial shocks beyond Britain also reverberate across the collection. Peter the Great and Alexis conjure Russia’s forced modernization and dynastic violence in the early eighteenth century; Louis XVIII and Talleyrand recall the Bourbon Restoration (1814–1815) and the pragmatic diplomacy that followed Napoleon’s defeat at Waterloo (1815). The Emperor of China and Tsing-ti reflects European curiosity and misunderstanding of Qing governance during an era of intensifying global trade and diplomatic friction. These settings allowed Landor to contrast reform by decree with organic civic development, a contrast sharpened by Europe’s repeated experiments with constitutions, censorship, and police power.

The poems and conversations were received within a literary marketplace shaped by Romanticism’s legacy and Victorian moral earnestness. Landor shared the Romantic generation’s reverence for imaginative sympathy, yet he favored classical restraint and epigrammatic force over confessional lyric. Encounters with contemporaries—Southey, Porson, and Landor himself in dialogue—situate him amid debates about scholarship, national canon, and the responsibilities of the man of letters as periodical review culture hardened reputations. Across ancient, medieval, and modern scenes, the selection reflects a century struggling to reconcile liberty with order, genius with duty, and historical reverence with demands for reform.
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    THE PENTAMERON (including: THE COUNT GLEICHEM: THE COUNTESS: THEIR CHILDREN, AND ZAIDA.; THE PENTAMERON; INTERVIEWS OF MESSER GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO AND MESSER FRANCESCO PETRARCA; THE PENTAMERON)

A Renaissance-framed sequence of conversations and inset tales uses courtly intrigue, moral testing, and intimate confession to examine how desire and power shape conduct and reputation.

Landor’s manner is poised and epigrammatic—more interested in the play of voice, judgment, and historical atmosphere than in plot mechanics—repeating motifs of honor, fame, and the costs of public life.

POEMS (POEMS; I–XXXII)

A compact selection of lyric and reflective poems ranges from classical and historical allusion to personal meditation, favoring concentrated feeling and sharply chiseled statement over narrative development.

Across the sequence, recurring signatures include lapidary phrasing, moral and political seriousness, and a tension between stoic restraint and sudden tenderness, with tonal shifts from austere to elegiac.

IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS (series; including all listed dialogues)

A gallery of invented dialogues brings together rulers, philosophers, artists, and writers across eras, using confrontation and camaraderie to test ideas about virtue, authority, art, belief, and legacy.

The distinctive tone is incisive and oratorical—arguments unfold through character rather than exposition—while recurring motifs include the vanity of power, the duties of counsel, and the friction between conscience and statecraft.

MARCELLUS AND HANNIBAL

A Roman leader and a Carthaginian commander are set in dialectic opposition, using military history as a lens on honor, strategy, and the moral burden of command.

The exchange foregrounds Landor’s preference for compressed rhetoric and ethical inquiry, turning battlefield triumph and defeat into debates about character and necessity.

QUEEN ELIZABETH AND CECIL

Monarch and minister spar and confer over governance, revealing how charisma, caution, and calculation coexist at the center of rule.

The dialogue’s cool, courtly edge emphasizes counsel, image-making, and the loneliness of sovereignty, with wit sharpening into political philosophy.

EPICTETUS AND SENECA

Two Stoic voices consider how to live well under constraint, weighing inner freedom against the compromises of public life.

The tone is austere yet humane, showcasing Landor’s recurring fascination with self-command, moral clarity, and the limits of worldly success.

PETER THE GREAT AND ALEXIS

A reforming autocrat confronts his heir, staging a conflict between state-building ambition and personal bonds.

Landor treats modernization, obedience, and inherited duty as tragic pressures, with sharp contrasts between visionary rhetoric and private fear.

HENRY VIII AND ANNE BOLEYN

A royal pair navigate attraction, authority, and legitimacy, exposing the precariousness of intimacy under dynastic politics.

The dialogue blends seduction with menace, highlighting Landor’s motif of power intruding upon love and turning private speech into public consequence.

JOSEPH SCALIGER AND MONTAIGNE

A scholar and an essayist debate learning, skepticism, and the uses of erudition for living wisely.

The tone shifts from disputatious to exploratory, emphasizing Landor’s delight in intellectual temperament—system versus curiosity—over definitive resolution.

BOCCACCIO AND PETRARCA

Two literary friends weigh storytelling against lyric introspection, testing what art owes to truth, pleasure, and moral instruction.

Their cordial rivalry illustrates Landor’s method of characterizing ideas through voice, with recurrent attention to fame, posterity, and the shaping of the self on the page.

BOSSUET AND THE DUCHESS DE FONTANGES

A powerful cleric and a court figure meet across the divide of conscience and spectacle, probing piety amid the temptations of favor.

Landor’s pointed moral pressure collides with worldly elegance, returning to themes of sincerity, repentance, and the theater of court life.

JOHN OF GAUNT AND JOANNA OF KENT

High-born figures reflect on lineage, duty, and the personal costs of political inheritance in a feudal world of shifting loyalties.

The dialogue favors restrained emotion and historical gravitas, using private reflection to illuminate public obligation.

LEOFRIC AND GODIVA

A lord and his wife negotiate charity, authority, and the ethics of rule, focusing on how compassion can confront entrenched power.

Landor emphasizes moral persuasion over spectacle, revisiting his motif of principled courage reshaping civic life.

ESSEX AND SPENSER

A soldier-statesman and a poet consider service and imagination, asking what glory means when filtered through art and ambition.

The exchange contrasts martial urgency with contemplative craft, highlighting Landor’s recurrent interest in fame’s double edge.

LORD BACON AND RICHARD HOOKER

A philosopher of state and a theologian of order test the relationship between reason, law, and moral authority.

The tone is judicial and compressed, displaying Landor’s skill at making doctrinal tensions feel personal and urgent.

OLIVER CROMWELL AND WALTER NOBLE

A revolutionary ruler and a subordinate voice argue over legitimacy, conscience, and the price of decisive action.

Landor treats leadership as a crucible of moral compromise, using brisk interrogation to expose the strain between ideal and instrument.

LORD BROOKE AND SIR PHILIP SIDNEY

Two emblematic figures of courtly virtue discuss honor, friendship, and the reconciliation of action with ideals.

The dialogue is elevated and aphoristic, returning to Landor’s themes of exemplary character and the pursuit of lasting worth.

SOUTHEY AND PORSON

A poet-historian and a formidable classicist clash over taste, scholarship, and the standards that govern literary reputation.

The tone is combative and satirical, showcasing Landor’s penchant for sharp-edged wit in debates about learning and authority.

THE ABBÉ DELILLE AND WALTER LANDOR

A French poet and Landor himself discuss art, language, and the responsibilities of the writer to truth and music.

The self-reflexive encounter foregrounds Landor’s stylistic credo—precision, moral seriousness, and distrust of mere ornament.

DIOGENES AND PLATO

Cynic and philosopher interrogate each other’s ideals, staging a contest between austerity, civic theory, and lived example.

Landor uses pointed paradox and humor to revisit recurring motifs of authenticity, hypocrisy, and the limits of abstraction.

ALFIERI AND SALOMON THE FLORENTINE JEW

A dramatist and a marginalized interlocutor examine pride, identity, and the moral costs of zeal in art and politics.

The dialogue mixes intensity with ethical scrutiny, extending Landor’s interest in conscience under social pressure.

ROUSSEAU AND MALESHERBES

A volatile thinker and a sympathetic statesman probe sincerity, persecution, and the tension between personal grievance and public duty.

Landor’s treatment balances empathy with critique, using conversational fracture to mirror conflicts of ego, virtue, and society.

LUCULLUS AND CAESAR

Two Roman exemplars—one associated with cultivation and one with conquest—debate ambition, pleasure, and the uses of power.

The tone is poised yet edged, returning to Landor’s motif of greatness shadowed by excess and the erosion of republican virtues.

EPICURUS, LEONTION, AND TERNISSA

A philosophical conversation among teacher and companions explores pleasure, friendship, and the discipline required for serenity.

Landor emphasizes lucidity and moderation, distinguishing ethical hedonism from indulgence through calm, clarifying dialogue.

DANTE AND BEATRICE

Poet and beloved are imagined in a meeting that considers love’s transfiguring power and the relation between devotion and art.

The tone is reverent and inward, aligning Landor’s lyrical intensity with his recurring preoccupation with memory, idealization, and spiritual striving.

FRA FILIPPO LIPPI AND POPE EUGENIUS THE FOURTH

An artist and a pope confront the boundaries between inspiration, discipline, and institutional authority.

Landor frames creativity as both gift and provocation, returning to themes of conscience, patronage, and the moral scrutiny of the sacred.

TASSO AND CORNELIA

A poet and a noblewoman consider suffering, recognition, and the fragile line between genius and vulnerability.

The dialogue is elegiac and psychologically attentive, emphasizing Landor’s motif of fame as consolation that can never fully heal.

LA FONTAINE AND DE LA ROCHEFOUCAULT

Two French masters of observation compare fable, wit, and moral skepticism as tools for describing human motives.

Landor’s style here is brisk and polished, dwelling on self-interest, social performance, and the uneasy alliance of charm and truth.

LUCIAN AND TIMOTHEUS

A satirist and a figure of artistic performance explore how rhetoric and spectacle persuade, amuse, or corrupt an audience.

The tone is playful yet barbed, reflecting Landor’s recurring use of classical voices to critique pretension and public taste.

BISHOP SHIPLEY AND BENJAMIN FRANKLIN

A clergyman and a statesman-inventor discuss liberty, pragmatism, and moral responsibility in public reform.

Landor favors clear argument and civic emphasis, recurring to themes of conscience in politics and the ethics of usefulness.

SOUTHEY AND LANDOR

Two literary contemporaries measure friendship against disagreement, debating politics, temperament, and what literature should attempt.

The dialogue blends candidness with rhetorical display, highlighting Landor’s self-positioning as both moralist and iconoclast.

THE EMPEROR OF CHINA AND TSING-TI

An imperial ruler and a counterpart examine ceremony, authority, and the human realities hidden by absolute power.

Landor uses cultural distance to sharpen universal questions—justice, obedience, and the costs of hierarchy—through formal, pointed exchange.

LOUIS XVIII AND TALLEYRAND

A restored monarch and a master diplomat dissect legitimacy, survival, and the arts of compromise after upheaval.

The dialogue is coolly ironic, showcasing Landor’s fascination with political theater and the moral ambiguity of statecraft.

OLIVER CROMWELL AND SIR OLIVER CROMWELL

Two members of the same name and sphere are set in contrast to explore private ties amid revolutionary transformation.

Landor emphasizes the pull between household loyalty and ideological mission, reinforcing his recurring theme of public duty invading personal life.
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Hannibal. Could a Numidian horseman ride no faster? Marcellus! oh! Marcellus! He moves not—he is dead. Did he not stir his fingers? Stand wide, soldiers—wide, forty paces; give him air; bring water; halt! Gather those broad leaves, and all the rest, growing under the brushwood; unbrace his armour. Loose the helmet first—his breast rises. I fancied his eyes were fixed on me—they have rolled back again. Who presumed to touch my shoulder? This horse? It was surely the horse of Marcellus! Let no man mount him. Ha! ha! the Romans, too, sink into luxury: here is gold about the charger.

Gaulish Chieftain. Execrable thief! The golden chain of our king under a beast’s grinders! The vengeance of the gods hath overtaken the impure——

Hannibal. We will talk about vengeance when we have entered Rome, and about purity among the priests, if they will hear us. Sound for the surgeon. That arrow may be extracted from the side, deep as it is. The conqueror of Syracuse lies before me. Send a vessel off to Carthage. Say Hannibal is at the gates of Rome. Marcellus, who stood alone between us, fallen. Brave man! I would rejoice and cannot. How awfully serene a countenance! Such as we hear are in the islands of the Blessed. And how glorious a form and stature! Such too was theirs! They also once lay thus upon the earth wet with their blood—few other enter there. And what plain armour!

Gaulish Chieftain. My party slew him; indeed, I think I slew him myself. I claim the chain: it belongs to my king; the glory of Gaul requires it. Never will she endure to see another take it.

Hannibal. My friend, the glory of Marcellus did not require him to wear it. When he suspended the arms of your brave king in the temple, he thought such a trinket unworthy of himself and of Jupiter. The shield he battered down, the breast-plate he pierced with his sword—these he showed to the people and to the gods; hardly his wife and little children saw this, ere his horse wore it.

Gaulish Chieftain. Hear me; O Hannibal!

Hannibal. What! when Marcellus lies before me? when his life may perhaps be recalled? when I may lead him in triumph to Carthage? when Italy, Sicily, Greece, Asia, wait to obey me? Content thee! I will give thee mine own bridle, worth ten such.

Gaulish Chieftain. For myself?

Hannibal. For thyself.

Gaulish Chieftain. And these rubies and emeralds, and that scarlet——?

Hannibal. Yes, yes.

Gaulish Chieftain. O glorious Hannibal! unconquerable hero! O my happy country! to have such an ally and defender. I swear eternal gratitude—yes, gratitude, love, devotion, beyond eternity.

Hannibal. In all treaties we fix the time: I could hardly ask a longer. Go back to thy station. I would see what the surgeon is about, and hear what he thinks. The life of Marcellus! the triumph of Hannibal! what else has the world in it? Only Rome and Carthage: these follow[1q].

Marcellus. I must die then? The gods be praised! The commander of a Roman army is no captive.

Hannibal. [To the Surgeon.] Could not he bear a sea voyage? Extract the arrow.

Surgeon. He expires that moment.

Marcellus. It pains me: extract it.

Hannibal. Marcellus, I see no expression of pain on your countenance, and never will I consent to hasten the death of an enemy in my power. Since your recovery is hopeless, you say truly you are no captive.

[To the Surgeon.] Is there nothing, man, that can assuage the mortal pain? for, suppress the signs of it as he may, he must feel it. Is there nothing to alleviate and allay it?

Marcellus. Hannibal, give me thy hand—thou hast found it and brought it me, compassion.

[To the Surgeon.] Go, friend; others want thy aid; several fell around me.

Hannibal. Recommend to your country, O Marcellus, while time permits it, reconciliation and peace with me, informing the Senate of my superiority in force, and the impossibility of resistance. The tablet is ready: let me take off this ring—try to write, to sign it, at least. Oh, what satisfaction I feel at seeing you able to rest upon the elbow, and even to smile!

Marcellus. Within an hour or less, with how severe a brow would Minos say to me, ‘Marcellus, is this thy writing?’

Rome loses one man: she hath lost many such, and she still hath many left.

Hannibal. Afraid as you are of falsehood, say you this? I confess in shame the ferocity of my countrymen. Unfortunately, too, the nearer posts are occupied by Gauls, infinitely more cruel. The Numidians are so in revenge: the Gauls both in revenge and in sport. My presence is required at a distance, and I apprehend the barbarity of one or other, learning, as they must do, your refusal to execute my wishes for the common good, and feeling that by this refusal you deprive them of their country, after so long an absence.

Marcellus. Hannibal, thou art not dying.

Hannibal. What then? What mean you?

Marcellus. That thou mayest, and very justly, have many things yet to apprehend: I can have none. The barbarity of thy soldiers is nothing to me: mine would not dare be cruel. Hannibal is forced to be absent; and his authority goes away with his horse. On this turf lies defaced the semblance of a general; but Marcellus is yet the regulator of his army. Dost thou abdicate a power conferred on thee by thy nation? Or wouldst thou acknowledge it to have become, by thy own sole fault, less plenary than thy adversary’s?

I have spoken too much: let me rest; this mantle oppresses me.

Hannibal. I placed my mantle on your head when the helmet was first removed, and while you were lying in the sun. Let me fold it under, and then replace the ring.

Marcellus. Take it, Hannibal. It was given me by a poor woman who flew to me at Syracuse, and who covered it with her hair, torn off in desperation that she had no other gift to offer. Little thought I that her gift and her words should be mine. How suddenly may the most powerful be in the situation of the most helpless! Let that ring and the mantle under my head be the exchange of guests at parting. The time may come, Hannibal, when thou (and the gods alone know whether as conqueror or conquered) mayest sit under the roof of my children, and in either case it shall serve thee. In thy adverse fortune, they will remember on whose pillow their father breathed his last; in thy prosperity (Heaven grant it may shine upon thee in some other country!) it will rejoice thee to protect them. We feel ourselves the most exempt from affliction when we relieve it, although we are then the most conscious that it may befall us.

There is one thing here which is not at the disposal of either.

Hannibal. What?

Marcellus. This body.

Hannibal. Whither would you be lifted? Men are ready.

Marcellus. I meant not so. My strength is failing. I seem to hear rather what is within than what is without. My sight and my other senses are in confusion. I would have said—this body, when a few bubbles of air shall have left it, is no more worthy of thy notice than of mine; but thy glory will not let thee refuse it to the piety of my family.

Hannibal. You would ask something else. I perceive an inquietude not visible till now.

Marcellus. Duty and Death make us think of home sometimes.

Hannibal. Thitherward the thoughts of the conqueror and of the conquered fly together.

Marcellus. Hast thou any prisoners from my escort?

Hannibal. A few dying lie about—and let them lie—they are Tuscans. The remainder I saw at a distance, flying, and but one brave man among them—he appeared a Roman—a youth who turned back, though wounded. They surrounded and dragged him away, spurring his horse with their swords. These Etrurians measure their courage carefully, and tack it well together before they put it on, but throw it off again with lordly ease.

Marcellus, why think about them? or does aught else disquiet your thoughts?

Marcellus. I have suppressed it long enough. My son—my beloved son!

Hannibal. Where is he? Can it be? Was he with you?

Marcellus. He would have shared my fate—and has not. Gods of my country! beneficent throughout life to me, in death surpassingly beneficent: I render you, for the last time, thanks.
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Elizabeth. I advise thee again, churlish Cecil, how that our Edmund Spenser, whom thou callest most uncourteously a whining whelp, hath good and solid reason for his complaint. God’s blood! shall the lady that tieth my garter and shuffles the smock over my head, or the lord that steadieth my chair’s back while I eat, or the other that looketh to my buck-hounds lest they be mangy, be holden by me in higher esteem and estate than he who hath placed me among the bravest of past times, and will as safely and surely set me down among the loveliest in the future?

Cecil. Your Highness must remember he carouseth fully for such deserts: fifty pounds a year of unclipped moneys, and a butt of canary wine; not to mention three thousand acres in Ireland, worth fairly another fifty and another butt, in seasonable and quiet years.

Elizabeth. The moneys are not enough to sustain a pair of grooms and a pair of palfreys, and more wine hath been drunken in my presence at a feast. The moneys are given to such men, that they may not incline nor be obligated to any vile or lowly occupation; and the canary, that they may entertain such promising wits as court their company and converse; and that in such manner there may be alway in our land a succession of these heirs unto fame. He hath written, not indeed with his wonted fancifulness, nor in learned and majestical language, but in homely and rustic wise, some verses which have moved me, and haply the more inasmuch as they demonstrate to me that his genius hath been dampened by his adversities. Read them.

Cecil.



How much is lost when neither heart nor eye

Rosewinged Desire or fabling Hope deceives;

When boyhood with quick throb hath ceased to spy

The dubious apple in the yellow leaves;




When, rising from the turf where youth reposed,

We find but deserts in the far-sought shore;

When the huge book of Faery-land lies closed,

And those strong brazen clasps will yield no more.





Elizabeth. The said Edmund hath also furnished unto the weaver at Arras, John Blanquieres, on my account, a description for some of his cunningest wenches to work at, supplied by mine own self, indeed, as far as the subject-matter goes, but set forth by him with figures and fancies, and daintily enough bedecked. I could have wished he had thereunto joined a fair comparison between Dian—no matter—he might perhaps have fared the better for it; but poets’ wits—God help them!—when did they ever sit close about them? Read the poesy, not over-rich, and concluding very awkwardly and meanly.

Cecil.



Where forms the lotus, with its level leaves

And solid blossoms, many floating isles,

What heavenly radiance swift descending cleaves

The darksome wave! Unwonted beauty smiles




On its pure bosom, on each bright-eyed flower,

On every nymph, and twenty sate around,

Lo! ’twas Diana—from the sultry hour

Hither she fled, nor fear’d she sight or sound.




Unhappy youth, whom thirst and quiver-reeds

Drew to these haunts, whom awe forbade to fly!

Three faithful dogs before him rais’d their heads,

And watched and wonder’d at that fixèd eye.




Forth sprang his favourite—with her arrow-hand

Too late the goddess hid what hand may hide,

Of every nymph and every reed complain’d,

And dashed upon the bank the waters wide.




On the prone head and sandal’d feet they flew—

Lo! slender hoofs and branching horns appear!

The last marr’d voice not e’en the favourite knew,

But bay’d and fasten’d on the upbraiding deer.




Far be, chaste goddess, far from me and mine

The stream that tempts thee in the summer noon!

Alas, that vengeance dwells with charms divine——





Elizabeth. Pshaw! give me the paper: I forewarned thee how it ended—pitifully, pitifully.

Cecil. I cannot think otherwise than that the undertaker of the aforecited poesy hath chosen your Highness; for I have seen painted—I know not where, but I think no farther off than Putney—the identically same Dian, with full as many nymphs, as he calls them, and more dogs. So small a matter as a page of poesy shall never stir my choler nor twitch my purse-string.

Elizabeth. I have read in Plinius and Mela of a runlet near Dodona, which kindled by approximation an unlighted torch, and extinguished a lighted one. Now, Cecil, I desire no such a jetty to be celebrated as the decoration of my court: in simpler words, which your gravity may more easily understand, I would not from the fountain of honour give lustre to the dull and ignorant, deadening and leaving in its tomb the lamp of literature and genius. I ardently wish my reign to be remembered: if my actions were different from what they are, I should as ardently wish it to be forgotten. Those are the worst of suicides, who voluntarily and propensely stab or suffocate their fame, when God hath commanded them to stand on high for an example. We call him parricide who destroys the author of his existence: tell me, what shall we call him who casts forth to the dogs and birds of prey its most faithful propagator and most firm support? Mark me, I do not speak of that existence which the proudest must close in a ditch—the narrowest, too, of ditches and the soonest filled and fouled, and whereunto a pinch of ratsbane or a poppy-head may bend him; but of that which reposes on our own good deeds, carefully picked up, skilfully put together, and decorously laid out for us by another’s kind understanding: I speak of an existence such as no father is author of, or provides for. The parent gives us few days and sorrowful; the poet, many and glorious: the one (supposing him discreet and kindly) best reproves our faults; the other best remunerates our virtues.

A page of poesy is a little matter: be it so; but of a truth I do tell thee, Cecil, it shall master full many a bold heart that the Spaniard cannot trouble; it shall win to it full many a proud and flighty one that even chivalry and manly comeliness cannot touch. I may shake titles and dignities by the dozen from my breakfast-board; but I may not save those upon whose heads I shake them from rottenness and oblivion. This year they and their sovereign dwell together; next year, they and their beagle. Both have names, but names perishable. The keeper of my privy seal is an earl: what then? the keeper of my poultry-yard is a Caesar. In honest truth, a name given to a man is no better than a skin given to him: what is not natively his own falls off and comes to nothing.

I desire in future to hear no contempt of penmen, unless a depraved use of the pen shall have so cramped them as to incapacitate them for the sword and for the council chamber. If Alexander was the Great, what was Aristoteles who made him so, and taught him every art and science he knew, except three—those of drinking, of blaspheming, and of murdering his bosom friends? Come along: I will bring thee back again nearer home. Thou mightest toss and tumble in thy bed many nights, and never eke out the substance of a stanza; but Edmund, if perchance I should call upon him for his counsel, would give me as wholesome and prudent as any of you. We should indemnify such men for the injustice we do unto them in not calling them about us, and for the mortification they must suffer at seeing their inferiors set before them. Edmund is grave and gentle: he complains of fortune, not of Elizabeth; of courts, not of Cecil. I am resolved—so help me, God!—he shall have no further cause for his repining. Go, convey unto him those twelve silver spoons, with the apostles on them, gloriously gilded; and deliver into his hand these twelve large golden pieces, sufficing for the yearly maintenance of another horse and groom. Beside which, set open before him with due reverence this Bible, wherein he may read the mercies of God toward those who waited in patience for His blessing; and this pair of crimson silk hose, which thou knowest I have worn only thirteen months, taking heed that the heel-piece be put into good and sufficient restoration, at my sole charges, by the Italian woman nigh the pollard elm at Charing Cross.
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Seneca. Epictetus, I desired your master, Epaphroditus, to send you hither, having been much pleased with his report of your conduct, and much surprised at the ingenuity of your writings.

Epictetus. Then I am afraid, my friend——

Seneca. My friend! are these the expressions—Well, let it pass. Philosophers must bear bravely. The people expect it.

Epictetus. Are philosophers, then, only philosophers for the people; and, instead of instructing them, must they play tricks before them? Give me rather the gravity of dancing dogs. Their motions are for the rabble; their reverential eyes and pendant paws are under the pressure of awe at a master; but they are dogs, and not below their destinies.

Seneca. Epictetus! I will give you three talents to let me take that sentiment for my own.

Epictetus. I would give thee twenty, if I had them, to make it thine.

Seneca. You mean, by lending it the graces of my language?

Epictetus. I mean, by lending it to thy conduct. And now let me console and comfort thee, under the calamity I brought on thee by calling thee my friend. If thou art not my friend, why send for me? Enemy I can have none: being a slave, Fortune has now done with me.

Seneca. Continue, then, your former observations. What were you saying?

Epictetus. That which thou interruptedst.

Seneca. What was it?

Epictetus. I should have remarked that, if thou foundest ingenuity in my writings, thou must have discovered in them some deviation from the plain, homely truths of Zeno and Cleanthes.

Seneca. We all swerve a little from them.

Epictetus. In practice too?

Seneca. Yes, even in practice, I am afraid.

Epictetus. Often?

Seneca. Too often.

Epictetus. Strange! I have been attentive, and yet have remarked but one difference among you great personages at Rome.

Seneca. What difference fell under your observation?

Epictetus. Crates and Zeno and Cleanthes taught us that our desires were to be subdued by philosophy alone. In this city, their acute and inventive scholars take us aside, and show us that there is not only one way, but two.

Seneca. Two ways?

Epictetus. They whisper in our ear, ‘These two ways are philosophy and enjoyment: the wiser man will take the readier, or, not finding it, the alternative.’ Thou reddenest.

Seneca. Monstrous degeneracy.

Epictetus. What magnificent rings! I did not notice them until thou liftedst up thy hands to heaven, in detestation of such effeminacy and impudence.

Seneca. The rings are not amiss; my rank rivets them upon my fingers: I am forced to wear them. Our emperor gave me one, Epaphroditus another, Tigellinus the third. I cannot lay them aside a single day, for fear of offending the gods, and those whom they love the most worthily.

Epictetus. Although they make thee stretch out thy fingers, like the arms and legs of one of us slaves upon a cross.

Seneca. Oh, horrible! Find some other resemblance.

Epictetus. The extremities of a fig-leaf.

Seneca. Ignoble!

Epictetus. The claws of a toad, trodden on or stoned.

Seneca. You have great need, Epictetus, of an instructor in eloquence and rhetoric: you want topics, and tropes, and figures.

Epictetus. I have no room for them. They make such a buzz in the house, a man’s own wife cannot understand what he says to her.

Seneca. Let us reason a little upon style. I would set you right, and remove from before you the prejudices of a somewhat rustic education. We may adorn the simplicity of the wisest.

Epictetus. Thou canst not adorn simplicity. What is naked or defective is susceptible of decoration: what is decorated is simplicity no longer. Thou mayest give another thing in exchange for it; but if thou wert master of it, thou wouldst preserve it inviolate. It is no wonder that we mortals, little able as we are to see truth, should be less able to express it.

Seneca. You have formed at present no idea of style.

Epictetus. I never think about it. First, I consider whether what I am about to say is true; then, whether I can say it with brevity, in such a manner as that others shall see it as clearly as I do in the light of truth; for, if they survey it as an ingenuity, my desire is ungratified, my duty unfulfilled. I go not with those who dance round the image of Truth, less out of honour to her than to display their agility and address.

Seneca. We must attract the attention of readers by novelty, and force, and grandeur of expression.

Epictetus. We must. Nothing is so grand as truth, nothing so forcible, nothing so novel.

Seneca. Sonorous sentences are wanted to awaken the lethargy of indolence.

Epictetus. Awaken it to what? Here lies the question; and a weighty one it is. If thou awakenest men where they can see nothing and do no work, it is better to let them rest: but will not they, thinkest thou, look up at a rainbow, unless they are called to it by a clap of thunder?

Seneca. Your early youth, Epictetus, has been, I will not say neglected, but cultivated with rude instruments and unskilful hands.

Epictetus. I thank God for it. Those rude instruments have left the turf lying yet toward the sun; and those unskilful hands have plucked out the docks.

Seneca. We hope and believe that we have attained a vein of eloquence, brighter and more varied than has been hitherto laid open to the world.

Epictetus. Than any in the Greek?

Seneca. We trust so.

Epictetus. Than your Cicero’s?

Seneca. If the declaration may be made without an offence to modesty. Surely, you cannot estimate or value the eloquence of that noble pleader?

Epictetus. Imperfectly, not being born in Italy; and the noble pleader is a much less man with me than the noble philosopher. I regret that, having farms and villas, he would not keep his distance from the pumping up of foul words against thieves, cut-throats, and other rogues; and that he lied, sweated, and thumped his head and thighs, in behalf of those who were no better.

Seneca. Senators must have clients, and must protect them.

Epictetus. Innocent or guilty?

Seneca. Doubtless.

Epictetus. If I regret what is and might not be, I may regret more what both is and must be. However, it is an amiable thing, and no small merit in the wealthy, even to trifle and play at their leisure hours with philosophy. It cannot be expected that such a personage should espouse her, or should recommend her as an inseparable mate to his heir.

Seneca. I would.

Epictetus. Yes, Seneca, but thou hast no son to make the match for; and thy recommendation, I suspect, would be given him before he could consummate the marriage. Every man wishes his sons to be philosophers while they are young; but takes especial care, as they grow older, to teach them its insufficiency and unfitness for their intercourse with mankind. The paternal voice says: ‘You must not be particular; you are about to have a profession to live by; follow those who have thriven the best in it.’ Now, among these, whatever be the profession, canst thou point out to me one single philosopher?

Seneca. Not just now; nor, upon reflection, do I think it feasible.

Epictetus. Thou, indeed, mayest live much to thy ease and satisfaction with philosophy, having (they say) two thousand talents.

Seneca. And a trifle to spare—pressed upon me by that godlike youth, my pupil Nero.

Epictetus. Seneca! where God hath placed a mine, He hath placed the materials of an earthquake.

Seneca. A true philosopher is beyond the reach of Fortune.

Epictetus. The false one thinks himself so. Fortune cares little about philosophers; but she remembers where she hath set a rich man, and she laughs to see the Destinies at his door.
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Peter. And so, after flying from thy father’s house, thou hast returned again from Vienna. After this affront in the face of Europe, thou darest to appear before me?

Alexis. My emperor and father! I am brought before your Majesty, not at my own desire.

Peter. I believe it well.

Alexis. I would not anger you.

Peter. What hope hadst thou, rebel, in thy flight to Vienna?

Alexis. The hope of peace and privacy; the hope of security; and, above all things, of never more offending you.

Peter. That hope thou hast accomplished. Thou imaginedst, then, that my brother of Austria would maintain thee at his court—speak!

Alexis. No, sir! I imagined that he would have afforded me a place of refuge.

Peter. Didst thou, then, take money with thee?

Alexis. A few gold pieces.

Peter. How many?

Alexis. About sixty.

Peter. He would have given thee promises for half the money; but the double of it does not purchase a house, ignorant wretch!

Alexis. I knew as much as that: although my birth did not appear to destine me to purchase a house anywhere; and hitherto your liberality, my father, hath supplied my wants of every kind.

Peter. Not of wisdom, not of duty, not of spirit, not of courage, not of ambition. I have educated thee among my guards and horses, among my drums and trumpets, among my flags and masts. When thou wert a child, and couldst hardly walk, I have taken thee into the arsenal, though children should not enter according to regulations: I have there rolled cannon-balls before thee over iron plates; and I have shown thee bright new arms, bayonets and sabres; and I have pricked the back of my hands until the blood came out in many places; and I have made thee lick it; and I have then done the same to thine. Afterward, from thy tenth year, I have mixed gunpowder in thy grog; I have peppered thy peaches; I have poured bilge-water (with a little good wholesome tar in it) upon thy melons; I have brought out girls to mock thee and cocker thee, and talk like mariners, to make thee braver. Nothing would do. Nay, recollect thee! I have myself led thee forth to the window when fellows were hanged and shot; and I have shown thee every day the halves and quarters of bodies; and I have sent an orderly or chamberlain for the heads; and I have pulled the cap up from over the eyes; and I have made thee, in spite of thee, look steadfastly upon them, incorrigible coward!

And now another word with thee about thy scandalous flight from the palace, in time of quiet, too! To the point! Did my brother of Austria invite thee? Did he, or did he not?

Alexis. May I answer without doing an injury or disservice to his Imperial Majesty?

Peter. Thou mayest. What injury canst thou or any one do, by the tongue, to such as he is?

Alexis. At the moment, no; he did not. Nor indeed can I assert that he at any time invited me; but he said he pitied me.

Peter. About what? hold thy tongue; let that pass. Princes never pity but when they would make traitors: then their hearts grow tenderer than tripe. He pitied thee, kind soul, when he would throw thee at thy father’s head; but finding thy father too strong for him, he now commiserates the parent, laments the son’s rashness and disobedience, and would not make God angry for the world. At first, however, there must have been some overture on his part; otherwise thou are too shamefaced for intrusion. Come—thou hast never had wit enough to lie—tell me the truth, the whole truth.

Alexis. He said that if ever I wanted an asylum, his court was open to me.

Peter. Open! so is the tavern; but folks pay for what they get there. Open, truly! and didst thou find it so?

Alexis. He received me kindly.

Peter. I see he did.

Alexis. Derision, O my father! is not the fate I merit.

Peter. True, true! it was not intended.

Alexis. Kind father! punish me then as you will.

Peter. Villain! wouldst thou kiss my hand, too? Art thou ignorant that the Austrian threw thee away from him, with the same indifference as he would the outermost leaf of a sandy sunburnt lettuce?

Alexis. Alas! I am not ignorant of this.

Peter. He dismissed thee at my order. If I had demanded from him his daughter, to be the bedfellow of a Kalmuc, he would have given her, and praised God.

Alexis. O father! is his baseness my crime?

Peter. No; thine is greater. Thy intention, I know, is to subvert the institutions it has been the labour of my lifetime to establish. Thou hast never rejoiced at my victories.

Alexis. I have rejoiced at your happiness and your safety.

Peter. Liar! coward! traitor! when the Polanders and Swedes fell before me, didst thou from thy soul congratulate me? Didst thou get drunk at home or abroad, or praise the Lord of Hosts and Saint Nicholas? Wert thou not silent and civil and low-spirited?

Alexis. I lamented the irretrievable loss of human life; I lamented that the bravest and noblest were swept away the first; that the gentlest and most domestic were the earliest mourners; that frugality was supplanted by intemperance; that order was succeeded by confusion; and that your Majesty was destroying the glorious plans you alone were capable of devising.

Peter. I destroy them! how? Of what plans art thou speaking?

Alexis. Of civilizing the Muscovites. The Polanders in part were civilized: the Swedes, more than any other nation on the Continent; and so excellently versed were they in military science, and so courageous, that every man you killed cost you seven or eight.

Peter. Thou liest; nor six. And civilized, forsooth? Why, the robes of the metropolitan, him at Upsal, are not worth three ducats, between Jew and Livornese. I have no notion that Poland and Sweden shall be the only countries that produce great princes. What right have they to such as Gustavus and Sobieski? Europe ought to look to this before discontents become general, and the people do to us what we have the privilege of doing to the people. I am wasting my words: there is no arguing with positive fools like thee. So thou wouldst have desired me to let the Polanders and Swedes lie still and quiet! Two such powerful nations!

Alexis. For that reason and others I would have gladly seen them rest, until our own people had increased in numbers and prosperity.

Peter. And thus thou disputest my right, before my face, to the exercise of the supreme power.

Alexis. Sir! God forbid!

Peter. God forbid, indeed! What care such villains as thou art what God forbids! He forbids the son to be disobedient to the father; He forbids—He forbids—twenty things. I do not wish, and will not have, a successor who dreams of dead people.

Alexis. My father! I have dreamed of none such.

Peter. Thou hast, and hast talked about them—Scythians, I think, they call ’em. Now, who told thee, Mr. Professor, that the Scythians were a happier people than we are; that they were inoffensive; that they were free; that they wandered with their carts from pasture to pasture, from river to river; that they traded with good faith; that they fought with good courage; that they injured none, invaded none, and feared none? At this rate I have effected nothing. The great founder of Rome, I heard in Holland, slew his brother for despiting the weakness of his walls; and shall the founder of this better place spare a degenerate son, who prefers a vagabond life to a civilized one, a cart to a city, a Scythian to a Muscovite? Have I not shaved my people, and breeched them? Have I not formed them into regular armies, with bands of music and haversacks? Are bows better than cannon? shepherds than dragoons, mare’s milk than brandy, raw steaks than broiled? Thine are tenets that strike at the root of politeness and sound government. Every prince in Europe is interested in rooting them out by fire and sword. There is no other way with false doctrines: breath against breath does little.

Alexis. Sire, I never have attempted to disseminate my opinions.

Peter. How couldst thou? the seed would fall only on granite. Those, however, who caught it brought it to me.

Alexis. Never have I undervalued civilization: on the contrary, I regretted whatever impeded it. In my opinion, the evils that have been attributed to it sprang from its imperfections and voids; and no nation has yet acquired it more than very scantily.

Peter. How so? give me thy reasons—thy fancies, rather; for reason thou hast none.

Alexis. When I find the first of men, in rank and genius, hating one another, and becoming slanderers and liars in order to lower and vilify an opponent; when I hear the God of mercy invoked to massacres, and thanked for furthering what He reprobates and condemns—I look back in vain on any barbarous people for worse barbarism. I have expressed my admiration of our forefathers, who, not being Christians, were yet more virtuous than those who are; more temperate, more just, more sincere, more chaste, more peaceable.

Peter. Malignant atheist!

Alexis. Indeed, my father, were I malignant I must be an atheist; for malignity is contrary to the command, and inconsistent with the belief, of God.

Peter. Am I Czar of Muscovy, and hear discourses on reason and religion? from my own son, too! No, by the Holy Trinity! thou art no son of mine. If thou touchest my knee again, I crack thy knuckles with this tobacco-stopper: I wish it were a sledge-hammer for thy sake. Off, sycophant! Off, runaway slave!

Alexis. Father! father! my heart is broken! If I have offended, forgive me!

Peter. The State requires thy signal punishment.

Alexis. If the State requires it, be it so; but let my father’s anger cease!

Peter. The world shall judge between us. I will brand thee with infamy.

Alexis. Until now, O father! I never had a proper sense of glory. Hear me, O Czar! let not a thing so vile as I am stand between you and the world! Let none accuse you!

Peter. Accuse me, rebel! Accuse me, traitor!

Alexis. Let none speak ill of you, O my father! The public voice shakes the palace; the public voice penetrates the grave; it precedes the chariot of Almighty God, and is heard at the judgment-seat.
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