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Did I not know,
Marcia, that you have as little of a woman’s weakness of mind as of
her other vices, and that your life was regarded as a pattern of
antique virtue, I should not have dared to combat your grief, which
is one that many men fondly nurse and embrace, nor should I have
conceived the hope of persuading you to hold fortune blameless,
having to plead for her at such an unfavorable time, before so
partial a judge, and against such an odious charge. I derive
confidence, however, from the proved strength of your mind, and
your virtue, which has been proved by a severe test. All men know
how well you behaved towards your father, whom you loved as dearly
as your children in all respects, save that you did not wish him to
survive you: indeed, for all that I know you may have wished that
also: for great affection ventures to break some of the golden
rules of life. You did all that lay in your power to avert the
death of your father, Aulus Cremutius Cordus;
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  but when it became clear that, surrounded as he was by the
myrmidons of Sejanus, there was no other way of escape from
slavery, you did not indeed approve of his resolution, but gave up
all attempts to oppose it; you shed tears openly, and choked down
your sobs, yet did not screen them behind a smiling face; and you
did all this in the present century, when not to be unnatural
towards one’s parents is considered the height of filial affection.
When the changes of our times gave you an opportunity, you restored
to the use of man that genius of your father for which he had
suffered, and made him in real truth immortal by publishing as an
eternal memorial of him those books which that bravest of men had
written with his own blood. You have done a great service to Roman
literature: a large part of Cordus’s books had been burned; a great
service to posterity, who will receive a true account of events,
which cost its author so dear; and a great service to himself,
whose memory flourishes and ever will flourish, as long as men set
any value upon the facts of Roman history, as long as anyone lives
who wishes to review the deeds of our fathers, to know what a true
Roman was like—one who still remained unconquered when all other
necks were broken in to receive the yoke of Sejanus, one who was
free in every thought, feeling, and act. By Hercules, the state
would have sustained a great loss if you had not brought him forth
from the oblivion to which his two splendid qualities, eloquence
and independence, had consigned him: he is now read, is popular, is
received into men’s hands and bosoms, and fears no old age: but as
for those who butchered him, before long men will cease to speak
even of their crimes, the only things by which they are remembered.
This greatness of mind in you has forbidden me to take into
consideration your sex or your face, still clouded by the sorrow by
which so many years ago it was suddenly overcast. See; I shall do
nothing underhand, nor try to steal away your sorrows: I have
reminded you of old hurts, and to prove that your present wound may
be healed, I have shown you the scar of one which was equally
severe. Let others use soft measures and caresses; I have
determined to do battle with your grief, and I will dry those weary
and exhausted eyes, which already, to tell you the truth, are
weeping more from habit than from sorrow. I will effect this cure,
if possible, with your goodwill: if you disapprove of my efforts,
or dislike them, then you must continue to hug and fondle the grief
which you have adopted as the survivor of your son. What, I pray
you, is to be the end of it? All means have been tried in vain: the
consolations of your friends, who are weary of offering them, and
the influence of great men who are related to you: literature, a
taste which your father enjoyed and which you have inherited from
him, now finds your ears closed, and affords you but a futile
consolation, which scarcely engages your thoughts for a moment.
Even time itself, nature’s greatest remedy, which quiets the most
bitter grief, loses its power with you alone. Three years have
already passed, and still your grief has lost none of its first
poignancy, but renews and strengthens itself day by day, and has
now dwelt so long with you that it has acquired a domicile in your
mind, and actually thinks that it would be base to leave it. All
vices sink into our whole being, if we do not crush them before
they gain a footing; and in like manner these sad, pitiable, and
discordant feelings end by feeding upon their own bitterness, until
the unhappy mind takes a sort of morbid delight in grief. I should
have liked, therefore, to have attempted to effect this cure in the
earliest stages of the disorder, before its force was fully
developed; it might have been checked by milder remedies, but now
that it has been confirmed by time it cannot be beaten without a
hard struggle. In like manner, wounds heal easily when the blood is
fresh upon them: they can then be cleared out and brought to the
surface, and admit of being probed by the finger: when disease has
turned them into malignant ulcers, their cure is more difficult. I
cannot now influence so strong a grief by polite and mild measures:
it must be broken down by force.
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I am aware that all
who wish to give anyone advice begin with precepts, and end with
examples: but it is sometimes useful to alter this fashion, for we
must deal differently with different people. Some are guided by
reason, others must be confronted with authority and the names of
celebrated persons, whose brilliancy dazzles their mind and
destroys their power of free judgment. I will place before your
eyes two of the greatest examples belonging to your sex and your
century: one, that of a woman who allowed herself to be entirely
carried away by grief; the other, one who, though afflicted by a
like misfortune, and an even greater loss, yet did not allow her
sorrows to reign over her for a very long time, but quickly
restored her mind to its accustomed frame. Octavia and Livia, the
former Augustus’s sister, the latter his wife, both lost their sons
when they were young men, and when they were certain of succeeding
to the throne. Octavia lost Marcellus, whom both his father-in-law
and his uncle had begun to depend upon, and to place upon his
shoulders the weight of the empire—a young man of keen intelligence
and firm character, frugal and moderate in his desires to an extent
which deserved especial admiration in one so young and so wealthy,
strong to endure labour, averse to indulgence, and able to bear
whatever burden his uncle might choose to lay, or I may say to pile
upon his shoulders. Augustus had well chosen him as a foundation,
for he would not have given way under any weight, however
excessive. His mother never ceased to weep and sob during her whole
life, never endured to listen to wholesome advice, never even
allowed her thoughts to be diverted from her sorrow. She remained
during her whole life just as she was during the funeral, with all
the strength of her mind intently fixed upon one subject. I do not
say that she lacked the courage to shake off her grief, but she
refused to be comforted, thought that it would be a second
bereavement to lose her tears, and would not have any portrait of
her darling son, nor allow any allusion to be made to him. She
hated all mothers, and raged against Livia with especial fury,
because it seemed as though the brilliant prospect once in store
for her own child was now transferred to Livia’s son. Passing all
her days in darkened rooms and alone, not conversing even with her
brother, she refused to accept the poems which were composed in
memory of Marcellus, and all the other honours paid him by
literature, and closed her ears against all consolation. She lived
buried and hidden from view, neglecting her accustomed duties, and
actually angry with the excessive splendour of her brother’s
prosperity, in which she shared. Though surrounded by her children
and grandchildren, she would not lay aside her mourning garb,
though by retaining it she seemed to put a slight upon all her
relations, in thinking herself bereaved in spite of their being
alive.
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Livia lost her son
Drusus, who would have been a great emperor, and was already a
great general: he had marched far into Germany, and had planted the
Roman standards in places where the very existence of the Romans
was hardly known. He died on the march, his very foes treating him
with respect, observing a reciprocal truce, and not having the
heart to wish for what would do them most service. In addition to
his dying thus in his country’s service, great sorrow for him was
expressed by the citizens, the provinces, and the whole of Italy,
through which his corpse was attended by the people of the free
towns and colonies, who poured out to perform the last sad offices
to him, till it reached Rome in a procession which resembled a
triumph. His mother was not permitted to receive his last kiss and
gather the last fond words from his dying lips: she followed the
relics of her Drusus on their long journey, though every one of the
funeral pyres with which all Italy was glowing seemed to renew her
grief, as though she had lost him so many times. When, however, she
at last laid him in the tomb, she left her sorrow there with him,
and grieved no more than was becoming to a Caesar or due to a son.
She did not cease to make frequent mention of the name of her
Drusus, to set up his portrait in all places, both public and
private, and to speak of him and listen while others spoke of him
with the greatest pleasure: she lived with his memory; which none
can embrace and consort with who has made it painful to himself.
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 Choose, therefore, which of these two examples you think the
more commendable: if you prefer to follow the former, you will
remove yourself from the number of the living; you will shun the
sight both of other people’s children and of your own, and even of
him whose loss you deplore; you will be looked upon by mothers as
an omen of evil; you will refuse to take part in honourable,
permissible pleasures, thinking them unbecoming for one so
afflicted; you will be loath to linger above ground, and will be
especially angry with your age, because it will not straightaway
bring your life abruptly to an end. I here put the best
construction on what is really most contemptible and foreign to
your character. I mean that you will show yourself unwilling to
live, and unable to die. If, on the other hand, showing a milder
and better regulated spirit, you try to follow the example of the
latter most exalted lady, you will not be in misery, nor will you
wear your life out with suffering. Plague on it! what madness this
is, to punish oneself because one is unfortunate, and not to
lessen, but to increase one’s ills! You ought to display, in this
matter also, that decent behaviour and modesty which has
characterised all your life: for there is such a thing as
self-restraint in grief also. You will show more respect for the
youth himself, who well deserves that it should make you glad to
speak and think of him, if you make him able to meet his mother
with a cheerful countenance, even as he was wont to do when
alive.
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I will not invite
you to practise the sterner kind of maxims, nor bid you bear the
lot of humanity with more than human philosophy; neither will I
attempt to dry a mother’s eyes on the very day of her son’s burial.
I will appear with you before an arbitrator: the matter upon which
we shall join issue is, whether grief ought to be deep or
unceasing. I doubt not that you will prefer the example of Julia
Augusta, who was your intimate friend: she invites you to follow
her method: she, in her first paroxysm, when grief is especially
keen and hard to bear, betook herself for consolation to Areus, her
husband’s teacher in philosophy, and declared that this did her
much good; more good than the thought of the Roman people, whom she
was unwilling to sadden by her mourning; more than Augustus, who,
staggering under the loss of one of his two chief supporters, ought
not to be yet more bowed down by the sorrow of his relatives; more
even than her son Tiberius, whose affection during that untimely
burial of one for whom whole nations wept made her feel that she
had only lost one member of her family. This was, I imagine, his
introduction to and grounding in philosophy of a woman peculiarly
tenacious of her own opinion:—“Even to the present day, Julia, as
far as I can tell—and I was your husband’s constant companion, and
knew not only what all men were allowed to know, but all the most
secret thoughts of your hearts—you have been careful that no one
should find anything to blame in your conduct; not only in matters
of importance, but even in trifles you have taken pains to do
nothing which you could wish common fame, that most frank judge of
the acts of princes, to overlook. Nothing, I think, is more
admirable than that those who are in high places should pardon many
shortcomings in others, and have to ask it for none of their own.
So also in this matter of mourning you ought to act up to your
maxim of doing nothing which you could wish undone, or done
otherwise.
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“In the next place,
I pray and beseech you not to be self-willed and beyond the
management of your friends. You must be aware that none of them
know how to behave, whether to mention Drusus in your presence or
not, as they neither wish to wrong a noble youth by forgetting him
nor to hurt you by speaking of him. When we leave you and assemble
together by ourselves, we talk freely about his sayings and doings,
treating them with the respect which they deserve: in your presence
deep silence is observed about him, and thus you lose that greatest
of pleasures, the hearing the praises of your son, which I doubt
not you would be willing to hand down to all future ages, had you
the means of so doing, even at the cost of your own life. Wherefore
endure to listen to, nay, encourage conversation of which he is the
subject, and let your ears be open to the name and memory of your
son. You ought not to consider this painful, like those who in such
a case think that part of their misfortune consists in listening to
consolation. 

        
As it is, you have
altogether run into the other extreme, and, forgetting the better
aspects of your lot, look only upon its worse side: you pay no
attention to the pleasure you have had in your son’s society and
your joyful meetings with him, the sweet caresses of his babyhood,
the progress of his education: you fix all your attention upon that
last scene of all: and to this, as though it were not shocking
enough, you add every horror you can. Do not, I implore you, take a
perverse pride in appearing the most unhappy of women: and reflect
also that there is no great credit in behaving bravely in times of
prosperity, when life glides easily with a favouring current:
neither does a calm sea and fair wind display the art of the pilot:
some foul weather is wanted to prove his courage. 

        
Like him, then, do
not give way, but rather plant yourself firmly, and endure whatever
burden may fall upon you from above; scared though you may have
been at the first roar of the tempest. There is nothing that
fastens such a reproach
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 on Fortune as resignation.” After this he points out to her
the son who is yet alive: he points out grandchildren from the lost
one.
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It is your trouble,
Marcia, which has been dealt with here: it is beside your couch of
mourning that Areus has been sitting: change the characters, and it
is you whom he has been consoling. But, on the other hand, Marcia,
suppose that you have sustained a greater loss than ever mother did
before you: see, I am not soothing you or making light of your
misfortune: if fate can be overcome by tears, let us bring tears to
bear upon it: let every day be passed in mourning, every night be
spent in sorrow instead of sleep: let your breast be torn by your
own hands, your very face attacked by them, and every kind of
cruelty be practised by your grief, if it will profit you. But if
the dead cannot be brought back to life, however much we may beat
our breasts, if destiny remains fixed and immoveable forever, not
to be changed by any sorrow, however great, and death does not
loose his hold of anything that he once has taken away, then let
our futile grief be brought to an end. Let us, then, steer our own
course, and no longer allow ourselves to be driven to leeward by
the force of our misfortune. He is a sorry pilot who lets the waves
wring his rudder from his grasp, who leaves the sails to fly loose,
and abandons the ship to the storm: but he who boldly grasps the
helm and clings to it until the sea closes over him, deserves
praise even though he be shipwrecked.
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“But,” say you,
“sorrow for the loss of one’s own children is natural.” Who denies
it? provided it be reasonable? for we cannot help feeling a pang,
and the stoutest-hearted of us are cast down not only at the death
of those dearest to us, but even when they leave us on a journey.
Nevertheless, the mourning which public opinion enjoins is more
than nature insists upon. Observe how intense and yet how brief are
the sorrows of dumb animals: we hear a cow lowing for one or two
days, nor do mares pursue their wild and senseless gallops for
longer: wild beasts after they have tracked their lost cubs
throughout the forest, and often visited their plundered dens,
quench their rage within a short space of time. Birds circle round
their empty nests with loud and piteous cries, yet almost
immediately resume their ordinary flight in silence; nor does any
creature spend long periods in sorrowing for the loss of its
offspring, except man, who encourages his own grief, the measure of
which depends not upon his sufferings, but upon his will. You may
know that to be utterly broken down by grief is not natural, by
observing that the same bereavement inflicts a deeper wound upon
women than upon men, upon savages than upon civilized and
cultivated persons, upon the unlearned than upon the learned: yet
those passions which derive their force from nature are equally
powerful in all men: therefore it is clear that a passion of
varying strength cannot be a natural one. Fire will burn all people
equally, male and female, of every rank and every age: steel will
exhibit its cutting power on all bodies alike: and why? Because
these things derive their strength from nature, which makes no
distinction of persons. Poverty, grief, and ambition,
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 are felt differently by different people, according as they
are influenced by habit: a rooted prejudice about the terrors of
these things, though they are not really to be feared, makes a man
weak and unable to endure them.
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Moreover, that
which depends upon nature is not weakened by delay, but grief is
gradually effaced by time. However obstinate it may be, though it
be daily renewed and be exasperated by all attempts to soothe it,
yet even this becomes weakened by time, which is the most efficient
means of taming its fierceness. You, Marcia, have still a mighty
sorrow abiding with you, nevertheless it already appears to have
become blunted: it is obstinate and enduring, but not so acute as
it was at first: and this also will be taken from you piecemeal by
succeeding years. Whenever you are engaged in other pursuits your
mind will be relieved from its burden: at present you keep watch
over yourself to prevent this. Yet there is a great difference
between allowing and forcing yourself to grieve. How much more in
accordance with your cultivated taste it would be to put an end to
your mourning instead of looking for the end to come, and not to
wait for the day when your sorrow shall cease against your will:
dismiss it of your own accord.
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“Why then,” you
ask, “do we show such persistence in mourning for our friends, if
it be not nature that bids us do so?” It is because we never expect
that any evil will befall ourselves before it comes, we will not be
taught by seeing the misfortunes of others that they are the common
inheritance of all men, but imagine that the path which we have
begun to tread is free from them and less beset by dangers than
that of other people. How many funerals pass our houses? yet we do
not think of death. How many untimely deaths? we think only of our
son’s coming of age, of his service in the army, or of his
succession to his father’s estate. How many rich men suddenly sink
into poverty before our very eyes, without its ever occurring to
our minds that our own wealth is exposed to exactly the same risks?
When, therefore, misfortune befalls us, we cannot help collapsing
all the more completely, because we are struck as it were unawares:
a blow which has long been foreseen falls much less heavily upon
us. Do you wish to know how completely exposed you are to every
stroke of fate, and that the same shafts which have transfixed
others are whirling around yourself? Then imagine that you are
mounting without sufficient armour to assault some city wall or
some strong and lofty position manned by a great host, expect a
wound, and suppose that all those stones, arrows, and darts which
fill the upper air are aimed at your body: whenever anyone falls at
your side or behind your back, exclaim, “Fortune, you will not
outwit me, or catch me confident and heedless: I know what you are
preparing to do: you have struck down another, but you aimed at
me.” Whoever looks upon his own affairs as though he were at the
point of death? which of us ever dares to think about banishment,
want, or mourning? who, if advised to meditate upon these subjects,
would not reject the idea like an evil omen, and bid it depart from
him and alight on the heads of his enemies, or even on that of his
untimely adviser? “I never thought it would happen!” How can you
think that anything will not happen, when you know that it may
happen to many men, and has happened to many? That is a noble
verse, and worthy of a nobler source than the stage:—

        
“What one hath
suffered may befall us all.”

        
That man has lost
his children: you may lose yours. That man has been convicted: your
innocence is in peril. We are deceived and weakened by this
delusion, when we suffer what we never foresaw that we possibly
could suffer: but by looking forward to the coming of our sorrows
we take the sting out of them when they come.

        
10

        
My Marcia, all
these adventitious circumstances which glitter around us, such as
children, office in the State, wealth, large halls, vestibules
crowded with clients seeking vainly for admittance, a noble name, a
wellborn or beautiful wife, and every other thing which depends
entirely upon uncertain and changeful fortune, are but furniture
which is not our own, but entrusted to us on loan: none of these
things are given to us outright: the stage of our lives is adorned
with properties gathered from various sources, and soon to be
returned to their several owners: some of them will be taken away
on the first day, some on the second, and but few will remain till
the end. We have, therefore, no grounds for regarding ourselves
with complacency, as though the things which surround us were our
own: they are only borrowed: we have the use and enjoyment of them
for a time regulated by the lender, who controls his own gift: it
is our duty always to be able to lay our hands upon what has been
lent us with no fixed date for its return, and to restore it when
called upon without a murmur: the most detestable kind of debtor is
he who rails at his creditor. Hence all our relatives, both those
who by the order of their birth we hope will outlive ourselves, and
those who themselves most properly wish to die before us, ought to
be loved by us as persons whom we cannot be sure of having with us
forever, nor even for long. We ought frequently to remind ourselves
that we must love the things of this life as we would what is
shortly to leave us, or indeed in the very act of leaving us.
Whatever gift Fortune bestows upon a man, let him think while he
enjoys it, that it will prove as fickle as the goddess from whom it
came. Snatch what pleasure you can from your children, allow your
children in their turn to take pleasure in your society, and drain
every pleasure to the dregs without any delay. We cannot reckon on
tonight, nay, I have allowed too long a delay, we cannot reckon on
this hour: we must make haste: the enemy presses on behind us: soon
that society of yours will be broken up, that pleasant company will
be taken by assault and dispersed. Pillage is the universal law:
unhappy creatures, know you not that life is but a flight? If you
grieve for the death of your son, the fault lies with the time when
he was born, for at his birth he was told that death was his doom:
it is the law under which he was born, the fate which has pursued
him ever since he left his mother’s womb. We have come under the
dominion of Fortune, and a harsh and unconquerable dominion it is:
at her caprice we must suffer all things whether we deserve them or
not. She maltreats our bodies with anger, insult, and cruelty: some
she burns, the fire being sometimes applied as a punishment and
sometimes as a remedy: some she imprisons, allowing it to be done
at one time by our enemies, at another by our countrymen: she
tosses others naked on the changeful seas, and after their struggle
with the waves will not even cast them out upon the sand or the
shore, but will entomb them in the belly of some huge sea-monster:
she wears away others to a skeleton by diverse kinds of disease,
and keeps them long in suspense between life and death: she is as
capricious in her rewards and punishments as a fickle, whimsical,
and careless mistress is with those of her slaves.
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Why need we weep
over parts of our life? the whole of it calls for tears: new
miseries assail us before we have freed ourselves from the old
ones. You, therefore, who allow them to trouble you to an
unreasonable extent ought especially to restrain yourselves, and to
muster all the powers of the human breast to combat your fears and
your pains. Moreover, what forgetfulness of your own position and
that of mankind is this? You were born a mortal, and you have given
birth to mortals: yourself a weak and fragile body, liable to all
diseases, can you have hoped to produce anything strong and lasting
from such unstable materials? Your son has died: in other words he
has reached that goal towards which those whom you regard as more
fortunate than your offspring are still hastening: this is the
point towards which move at different rates all the crowds which
are squabbling in the law courts, sitting in the theatres, praying
in the temples. Those whom you love and those whom you despise will
both be made equal in the same ashes. This is the meaning of that
command, know thyself, which is written on the shrine of the
Pythian oracle. What is man? a potter’s vessel, to be broken by the
slightest shake or toss: it requires no great storm to rend you
asunder: you fall to pieces wherever you strike. What is man? a
weakly and frail body, naked, without any natural protection,
dependent on the help of others, exposed to all the scorn of
Fortune; even when his muscles are well trained he is the prey and
the food of the first wild beast he meets, formed of weak and
unstable substances, fair in outward feature, but unable to endure
cold, heat, or labour, and yet falling to ruin if kept in sloth and
idleness, fearing his very victuals, for he is starved if he has
them not, and bursts if he has too much. He cannot be kept safe
without anxious care, his breath only stays in the body on
sufferance, and has no real hold upon it; he starts at every sudden
danger, every loud and unexpected noise that reaches his ears. Ever
a cause of anxiety to ourselves, diseased and useless as we are,
can we be surprised at the death of a creature which can be killed
by a single hiccup? Is it a great undertaking to put an end to us?
why, smells, tastes, fatigue and want of sleep, food and drink, and
the very necessaries of life, are mortal. Whithersoever he moves he
straightaway becomes conscious of his weakness, not being able to
bear all climates, falling sick after drinking strange water,
breathing an air to which he is not accustomed, or from other
causes and reasons of the most trifling kind, frail, sickly,
entering upon his life with weeping: yet nevertheless what a
disturbance this despicable creature makes! what ideas it
conceives, forgetting its lowly condition! It exercises its mind
upon matters which are immortal and eternal, and arranges the
affairs of its grandchildren and great-grandchildren, while death
surprises it in the midst of its far-reaching schemes, and what we
call old age is but the round of a very few years.
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Supposing that your
sorrow has any method at all, is it your own sufferings or those of
him who is gone that it has in view? Why do you grieve over your
lost son? is it because you have received no pleasure from him, or
because you would have received more had he lived longer? If you
answer that you have received no pleasure from him you make your
loss more endurable: for men miss less when lost what has given
them no enjoyment or gladness. If, again, you admit that you have
received much pleasure, it is your duty not to complain of that
part which you have lost, but to return thanks for that which you
have enjoyed. His rearing alone ought to have brought you a
sufficient return for your labours, for it can hardly be that those
who take the greatest pains to rear puppies, birds, and suchlike
paltry objects of amusement derive a certain pleasure from the
sight and touch and fawning caresses of these dumb creatures, and
yet that those who rear children should not find their reward in
doing so. Thus, even though his industry may have gained nothing
for you, his carefulness may have saved nothing for you, his
foresight may have given you no advice, yet you found sufficient
reward in having owned him and loved him. “But,” say you, “it might
have lasted longer.” True, but you have been better dealt with than
if you had never had a son, for, supposing you were given your
choice, which is the better lot, to be happy for a short time or
not at all? It is better to enjoy pleasures which soon leave us
than to enjoy none at all. Which, again, would you choose? to have
had one who was a disgrace to you, and who merely filled the
position and owned the name of your son, or one of such noble
character as your son’s was? a youth who soon grew discreet and
dutiful, soon became a husband and a father, soon became eager for
public honours, and soon obtained the priesthood, winning his way
to all these admirable things with equally admirable speed. It
falls to scarcely anyone’s lot to enjoy great prosperity, and also
to enjoy it for a long time: only a dull kind of happiness can last
for long and accompany us to the end of our lives. The immortal
gods, who did not intend to give you a son for long, gave you one
who was straightaway what another would have required long training
to become. You cannot even say that you have been specially marked
by the gods for misfortune because you have had no pleasure in your
son. Look at any company of people, whether they be known to you or
not: everywhere you will see some who have endured greater
misfortunes than your own. Great generals and princes have
undergone like bereavements: mythology tells us that the gods
themselves are not exempt from them, its aim, I suppose, being to
lighten our sorrow at death by the thought that even deities are
subject to it. Look around, I repeat, at everyone: you cannot
mention any house so miserable as not to find comfort in the fact
of another being yet more miserable. I do not, by Hercules, think
so ill of your principles as to suppose that you would bear your
sorrow more lightly were I to show you an enormous company of
mourners: that is a spiteful sort of consolation which we derive
from the number of our fellow-sufferers: nevertheless I will quote
some instances, not indeed in order to teach you that this often
befalls men, for it is absurd to multiply examples of man’s
mortality, but to let you know that there have been many who have
lightened their misfortunes by patient endurance of them. I will
begin with the luckiest man of all. Lucius Sulla lost his son, yet
this did not impair either the spitefulness or the brilliant valour
which he displayed at the expense of his enemies and his countrymen
alike, nor did it make him appear to have assumed his well-known
title untruly that he did so after his son’s death, fearing neither
the hatred of men, by whose sufferings that excessive prosperity of
his was purchased, nor the ill-will of the gods, to whom it was a
reproach that Sulla should be so truly The Fortunate. What,
however, Sulla’s real character was may pass among questions still
undecided: even his enemies will admit that he took up arms with
honour, and laid them aside with honour: his example proves the
point at issue, that an evil which befalls even the most prosperous
cannot be one of the first magnitude.
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That Greece cannot
boast unduly of that father who, being in the act of offering
sacrifice when he heard the news of his son’s death, merely ordered
the flute-player to be silent, and removed the garland from his
head, but accomplished all the rest of the ceremony in due form, is
due to a Roman, Pulvillus the high priest. When he was in the act
of holding the doorpost

  5
 and dedicating the Capitol the news of his son’s death was
brought to him. He pretended not to hear it, and pronounced the
form of words proper for the high priest on such an occasion,
without his prayer being interrupted by a single groan, begging
that Jupiter would show himself gracious, at the very instant that
he heard his son’s name mentioned as dead. Do you imagine that this
man’s mourning knew no end, if the first day and the first shock
could not drive him, though a father, away from the public altar of
the State, or cause him to mar the ceremony of dedication by words
of ill omen? Worthy, indeed, of the most exalted priesthood was he
who ceased not to revere the gods even when they were angry. Yet
he, after he had gone home, filled his eyes with tears, said a few
words of lamentation, and performed the rites with which it was
then customary to honour the dead, resumed the expression of
countenance which he had worn in the Capitol.

        
Paulus,
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 about the time of his magnificent triumph, in which he drove
Perses in chains before his car, gave two of his sons to be adopted
into other families, and buried those whom he had kept for himself.
What, think you, must those whom he kept have been, when Scipio was
one of those whom he gave away? It was not without emotion that the
Roman people looked upon Paulus’s empty chariot:
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 nevertheless he made a speech to them, and returned thanks
to the gods for having granted his prayer: for he had prayed that,
if any offering to Nemesis were due in consequence of the
stupendous victory which he had won, it might be paid at his own
expense rather than at that of his country. Do you see how
magnanimously he bore his loss? he even congratulated himself on
being left childless, though who had more to suffer by such a
change? he lost at once his comforters and his helpers. Yet Perses
did not have the pleasure of seeing Paulus look sorrowful.
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Why should I lead
you on through the endless series of great men and pick out the
unhappy ones, as though it were not more difficult to find happy
ones? For how few households have remained possessed of all their
members until the end? what one is there that has not suffered some
loss? Take any one year you please and name the consuls for it: if
you like, that of

  8
 Lucius Bibulus and Gaius Caesar; you will see that, though
these colleagues were each other’s bitterest enemies, yet their
fortunes agreed. Lucius Bibulus, a man more remarkable for goodness
than for strength of character, had both his sons murdered at the
same time, and even insulted by the Egyptian soldiery, so that the
agent of his bereavement was as much a subject for tears as the
bereavement itself. Nevertheless Bibulus, who during the whole of
his year of office had remained hidden in his house, to cast
reproach upon his colleague Caesar on the day following that upon
which he heard of both his sons’ deaths, came forth and went
through the routine business of his magistracy. Who could devote
less than one day to mourning for two sons? Thus soon did he end
his mourning for his children, although he had mourned a whole year
for his consulship. Gaius Caesar, after having traversed Britain,
and not allowed even the ocean to set bounds to his successes,
heard of the death of his daughter, which hurried on the crisis of
affairs. Already Gnaeus Pompeius stood before his eyes, a man who
would ill endure that anyone besides himself should become a great
power in the State, and one who was likely to place a check upon
his advancement, which he had regarded as onerous even when each
gained by the other’s rise: yet within three days’ time he resumed
his duties as general, and conquered his grief as quickly as he was
wont to conquer everything else.

        
15

        
Why need I remind
you of the deaths of the other Caesars, whom Fortune appears to me
sometimes to have outraged in order that even by their deaths they
might be useful to mankind, by proving that not even they, although
they were styled “sons of gods,” and “fathers of gods to come,”
could exercise the same power over their own fortunes which they
did over those of others? The Emperor Augustus lost his children
and his grandchildren, and after all the family of Caesar had
perished was obliged to prop his empty house by adopting a son: yet
he bore his losses as bravely as though he were already personally
concerned in the honour of the gods, and as though it were
especially to his interest that no one should complain of the
injustice of Heaven. Tiberius Caesar lost both the son whom he
begot and the son whom he adopted, yet he himself pronounced a
panegyric upon his son from the Rostra, and stood in full view of
the corpse, which merely had a curtain on one side to prevent the
eyes of the high priest resting upon the dead body, and did not
change his countenance, though all the Romans wept: he gave
Sejanus, who stood by his side, a proof of how patiently he could
endure the loss of his relatives. See you not what numbers of most
eminent men there have been, none of whom have been spared by this
blight which prostrates us all: men, too, adorned with every grace
of character, and every distinction that public or private life can
confer. It appears as though this plague moved in a regular orbit,
and spread ruin and desolation among us all without distinction of
persons, all being alike its prey. Bid any number of individuals
tell you the story of their lives: you will find that all have paid
some penalty for being born.
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I know what you
will say: “You quote men as examples: you forget that it is a woman
that you are trying to console.” Yet who would say that nature has
dealt grudgingly with the minds of women, and stunted their
virtues? Believe me, they have the same intellectual power as men,
and the same capacity for honourable and generous action. If
trained to do so, they are just as able to endure sorrow or labour.
Ye good gods, do I say this in that very city in which Lucretia and
Brutus removed the yoke of kings from the necks of the Romans? We
owe liberty to Brutus, but we owe Brutus to Lucretia—in which
Cloelia, for the sublime courage with which she scorned both the
enemy and the river, has been almost reckoned as a man. The statue
of Cloelia, mounted on horseback, in that busiest of thoroughfares,
the Sacred Way, continually reproaches the youth of the present
day, who never mount anything but a cushioned seat in a carriage,
with journeying in such a fashion through that very city in which
we have enrolled even women among our knights. If you wish me to
point out to you examples of women who have bravely endured the
loss of their children, I shall not go far afield to search for
them: in one family I can quote two Cornelias, one the daughter of
Scipio, and the mother of the Gracchi, who made acknowledgment of
the birth of her twelve children by burying them all: nor was it so
hard to do this in the case of the others, whose birth and death
were alike unknown to the public, but she beheld the murdered and
unburied corpses of both Tiberius Gracchus and Gaius Gracchus, whom
even those who will not call them good must admit were great men.
Yet to those who tried to console her and called her unfortunate,
she answered, “I shall never cease to call myself happy, because I
am the mother of the Gracchi.” Cornelia, the wife of Livius Drusus,
lost by the hands of an unknown assassin a young son of great
distinction, who was treading in the footsteps of the Gracchi, and
was murdered in his own house just when he had so many bills half
way through the process of becoming law: nevertheless she bore the
untimely and unavenged death of her son with as lofty a spirit as
he had shown in carrying his laws. Will you not, Marcia, forgive
Fortune because she has not refrained from striking you with the
darts with which she launched at the Scipios, and the mothers and
daughters of the Scipios, and with which she has attacked the
Caesars themselves? Life is full of misfortunes; our path is beset
with them: no one can make a long peace, nay, scarcely an armistice
with Fortune. You, Marcia, have borne four children: now they say
that no dart which is hurled into a close column of soldiers can
fail to hit one—ought you then to wonder at not having been able to
lead along such a company without exciting the ill-will of Fortune,
or suffering loss at her hands? “But,” say you, “Fortune has
treated me unfairly, for she not only has bereaved me of my son,
but chose my best beloved to deprive me of.” Yet you never can say
that you have been wronged, if you divide the stakes equally with
an antagonist who is stronger than yourself: Fortune has left you
two daughters, and their children: she has not even taken away
altogether him who you now mourn for, forgetful of his elder
brother: you have two daughters by him, who if you support them ill
will prove great burdens, but if well, great comforts to you. You
ought to prevail upon yourself, when you see them, to let them
remind you of your son, and not of your grief. When a husbandman’s
trees have either been torn up, roots and all, by the wind, or
broken off short by the force of a hurricane, he takes care of what
is left of their stock, straightaway plants seeds or cuttings in
the place of those which he has lost, and in a moment—for time is
as swift in repairing losses as in causing them—more nourishing
trees are growing than were there before. Take, then, in the place
of your Metilius these his two daughters, and by their twofold
consolation lighten your single sorrow. True, human nature is so
constituted as to love nothing so much as what it has lost, and our
yearning after those who have been taken from us makes us judge
unfairly of those who are left to us: nevertheless, if you choose
to reckon up how merciful Fortune has been to you even in her
anger, you will feel that you have more than enough to console you.
Look at all your grandchildren, and your two daughters: and say
also, Marcia:—“I should indeed be cast down, if everyone’s fortune
followed his deserts, and if no evil ever befell good men: but as
it is I perceive that no distinction is made, and that the bad and
the good are both harassed alike.”
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“Still, it is a sad
thing to lose a young man whom you have brought up, just as he was
becoming a defence and a pride both to his mother and to his
country.” No one denies that it is sad: but it is the common lot of
mortals. You were born to lose others, to be lost, to hope, to
fear, to destroy your own peace and that of others, to fear and yet
to long for death, and, worst of all, never to know what your real
position is. If you were about to journey to Syracuse, and someone
were to say:—“Learn beforehand all the discomforts, and all the
pleasures of your coming voyage, and then set sail. The sights
which you will enjoy will be as follows: first, you will see the
island itself, now separated from Italy by a narrow strait, but
which, we know, once formed part of the mainland. The sea suddenly
broke through, and

        
‘Sever’d Sicilia
from the western shore.’

  9
 

        

  
Next, as you will be able to sail close to
Charybdis, of which the poets have sung, you will see that
greediest of whirlpools, quite smooth if no south wind be blowing,
but whenever there is a gale from that quarter, sucking down ships
into a huge and deep abyss. You will see the fountain of Arethusa,
so famed in song, with its waters bright and pellucid to the very
bottom, and pouring forth an icy stream which it either finds on
the spot or else plunges it under ground, conveys it thither as a
separate river beneath so many seas, free from any mixture of less
pure water, and there brings it again to the surface. You will see
a harbour which is more sheltered than all the others in the world,
whether they be natural or improved by human art for the protection
of shipping; so safe, that even the most violent storms are
powerless to disturb it. You will see the place where the power of
Athens was broken, where that natural prison, hewn deep among
precipices of rock, received so many thousands of captives: you
will see the great city itself, occupying a wider site than many
capitals, an extremely warm resort in winter, where not a single
day passes without sunshine: but when you have observed all this,
you must remember that the advantages of its winter climate are
counterbalanced by a hot and pestilential summer: that here will be
the tyrant Dionysius, the destroyer of freedom, of justice, and of
law, who is greedy of power even after conversing with Plato, and
of life even after he has been exiled; that he will burn some, flog
others, and behead others for slight offences; that he will
exercise his lust upon both sexes
  
 
  
… You have now heard all that can attract you
thither, all that can deter you from going: now, then, either set
sail or remain at home!” If, after this declaration, anybody were
to say that he wished to go to Syracuse, he could blame no one but
himself for what befell him there, because he would not stumble
upon it unknowingly, but would have gone thither fully aware of
what was before him. To everyone Nature says: “I do not deceive any
person. If you choose to have children, they may be handsome, or
they may be deformed; perhaps they will be born dumb. One of them
may perhaps prove the saviour of his country, or perhaps its
betrayer. You need not despair of their being raised to such honour
that for their sake no one will dare to speak evil of you: yet
remember that they may reach such a pitch of infamy as themselves
to become curses to you. There is nothing to prevent their
performing the last offices for you, and your panegyric being
spoken by your children: but hold yourself prepared nevertheless to
place a son as boy, man, or greybeard, upon the funeral pyre: for
years have nothing to do with the matter, since every sort of
funeral in which a parent buries his child must alike be untimely.
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 If you still choose to rear children, after I have explained
these conditions to you, you render yourself incapable of blaming
the gods, for they never guaranteed anything to you.”
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You may make this
simile apply to your whole entrance into life. I have explained to
you what attractions and what drawbacks there would be if you were
thinking of going to Syracuse: now suppose that I were to come and
give you advice when you were going to be born. “You are about,” I
should say, “to enter a city of which both gods and men are
citizens, a city which contains the whole universe, which is bound
by irrevocable and eternal laws, and wherein the heavenly bodies
run their unwearied courses: you will see therein innumerable
twinkling stars, and the sun, whose single light pervades every
place, who by his daily course marks the times of day and night,
and by his yearly course makes a more equal division between summer
and winter. You will see his place taken by night by the moon, who
borrows at her meetings with her brother a gentle and softer light,
and who at one time is invisible, at another hangs full faced above
the Earth, ever waxing and waning, each phase unlike the last. You
will see five stars, moving in the opposite direction to the
others, stemming the whirl of the skies towards the West: on the
slightest motions of these depend the fortunes of nations, and
according as the aspect of the planets is auspicious or malignant,
the greatest empires rise and fall: you will see with wonder the
gathering clouds, the falling showers, the zigzag lightning, the
crashing together of the heavens. When, sated with the wonders
above, you turn your eyes towards the Earth, they will be met by
objects of a different yet equally admirable aspect: on one side a
boundless expanse of open plains, on another the towering peaks of
lofty and snow-clad mountains: the downward course of rivers, some
streams running eastward, some westward from the same source: the
woods which wave even on the mountain tops, the vast forests with
all the creatures that dwell therein, and the confused harmony of
the birds: the variously-placed cities, the nations which natural
obstacles keep secluded from the world, some of whom withdraw
themselves to lofty mountains, while others dwell in fear and
trembling on the sloping banks of rivers: the crops which are
assisted by cultivation, and the trees which bear fruit even
without it: the rivers that flow gently through the meadows, the
lovely bays and shores that curve inwards to form harbours: the
countless islands scattered over the main, which break and spangle
the seas. What of the brilliancy of stones and gems, the gold that
rolls amid the sands of rushing streams, the heaven-born fires that
burst forth from the midst of the earth and even from the midst of
the sea; the ocean itself, that binds land to land, dividing the
nations by its threefold indentations, and boiling up with mighty
rage? Swimming upon its waves, making them disturbed and swelling
without wind, you will see animals exceeding the size of any that
belong to the land, some clumsy and requiring others to guide their
movements, some swift and moving faster than the utmost efforts of
rowers, some of them that drink in the waters and blow them out
again to the great perils of those who sail near them: you will see
here ships seeking for unknown lands: you will see that man’s
audacity leaves nothing unattempted, and you will yourself be both
a witness and a sharer in great attempts. You will both learn and
teach the arts by which men’s lives are supplied with necessaries,
are adorned, and are ruled: but in this same place there will be a
thousand pestilences fatal to both body and mind, there will be
wars and highway robberies, poisonings and shipwrecks, extremes of
climate and excesses of body, untimely griefs for our dearest ones,
and death for ourselves, of which we cannot tell whether it will be
easy or by torture at the hands of the executioner. Now consider
and weigh carefully in your own mind which you would choose. If you
wish to enjoy these blessings you must pass through these pains. Do
you answer that you choose to live? “Of course.” Nay, I thought you
would not enter upon that of which the least diminution causes
pain. Live, then, as has been agreed on. You say, “No one has asked
my opinion.” Our parents’ opinion was taken about us, when, knowing
what the conditions of life are, they brought us into it.
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But, to come to
topics of consolation, in the first place consider if you please to
what our remedies must be applied, and next, in what way. It is
regret for the absence of his loved one which causes a mourner to
grieve: yet it is clear that this in itself is bearable enough; for
we do not weep at their being absent or intending to be absent
during their lifetime, although when they leave our sight we have
no more pleasure in them. What tortures us, therefore, is an idea.
Now every evil is just as great as we consider it to be: we have,
therefore, the remedy in our own hands. Let us suppose that they
are on a journey, and let us deceive ourselves: we have sent them
away, or, rather, we have sent them on in advance to a place
whither we shall soon follow them.
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 Besides this, mourners are wont to suffer from the thought,
“I shall have no one to protect me, no one to avenge me when I am
scorned.” To use a very disreputable but very true mode of
consolation, I may say that in our country the loss of children
bestows more influence than it takes away, and loneliness, which
used to bring the aged to ruin, now makes them so powerful that
some old men have pretended to pick quarrels with their sons, have
disowned their own children, and have made themselves childless by
their own act. I know what you will say: “My own losses do not
grieve me:” and indeed a man does not deserve to be consoled if he
is sorry for his son’s death as he would be for that of a slave,
who is capable of seeing anything in his son beyond his son’s self.
What then, Marcia, is it that grieves you? is it that your son has
died, or that he did not live long? If it be his having died, then
you ought always to have grieved, for you always knew that he would
die. Reflect that the dead suffer no evils, that all those stories
which make us dread the nether world are mere fables, that he who
dies need fear no darkness, no prison, no blazing streams of fire,
no river of Lethe, no judgment seat before which he must appear,
and that Death is such utter freedom that he need fear no more
despots. All that is a fantasy of the poets, who have terrified us
without a cause. Death is a release from and an end of all pains:
beyond it our sufferings cannot extend: it restores us to the
peaceful rest in which we lay before we were born. If anyone pities
the dead, he ought also to pity those who have not been born. Death
is neither a good nor a bad thing, for that alone which is
something can be a good or a bad thing: but that which is nothing,
and reduces all things to nothing, does not hand us over to either
fortune, because good and bad require some material to work upon.
Fortune cannot take hold of that which Nature has let go, nor can a
man be unhappy if he is nothing. Your son has passed beyond the
border of the country where men are forced to labour; he has
reached deep and everlasting peace. He feels no fear of want, no
anxiety about his riches, no stings of lust that tears the heart in
guise of pleasure: he knows no envy of another’s prosperity, he is
not crushed by the weight of his own; even his chaste ears are not
wounded by any ribaldry: he is menaced by no disaster, either to
his country or to himself. He does not hang, full of anxiety, upon
the issue of events, to reap even greater uncertainty as his
reward: he has at last taken up a position from which nothing can
dislodge him, where nothing can make him afraid.
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O how little do men
understand their own misery, that they do not praise and look
forward to death as the best discovery of Nature, whether because
it hedges in happiness, or because it drives away misery: because
it puts an end to the sated weariness of old age, cuts down youth
in its bloom while still full of hope of better things, or calls
home childhood before the harsher stages of life are reached: it is
the end of all men, a relief to many, a desire to some, and it
treats none so well as those to whom it comes before they call for
it. Death frees the slave though his master wills it not, it
lightens the captive’s chains: it leads out of prison those whom
headstrong power has forbidden to quit it: it points out to exiles,
whose minds and eyes are ever turned towards their own country,
that it makes no difference under what people’s soil one lies. When
Fortune has unjustly divided the common stock, and has given over
one man to another, though they were born with equal rights, Death
makes them all equal. After Death no one acts any more at another’s
bidding: in death no man suffers any more from the sense of his low
position. It is open to all: it was what your father, Marcia,
longed for: it is this, I say, that renders it no misery to be
born, which enables me to face the threatenings of misfortune
without quailing, and to keep my mind unharmed and able to command
itself. I have a last appeal. I see before me crosses not all
alike, but differently made by different peoples: some hang a man
head downwards, some force a stick upwards through his groin, some
stretch out his arms on a forked gibbet. I see cords, scourges, and
instruments of torture for each limb and each joint: but I see
Death also. There are bloodthirsty enemies, there are overbearing
fellow-countrymen, but where they are there I see Death also.
Slavery is not grievous if a man can gain his freedom by one step
as soon as he becomes tired of thralldom. Life, it is thanks to
Death that I hold thee so dear. Think how great a blessing is a
timely death, how many have been injured by living longer than they
ought. If sickness had carried off that glory and support of the
empire Gnaeus Pompeius, at Naples, he would have died the undoubted
head of the Roman people, but as it was, a short extension of time
cast him down from his pinnacle of fame: he beheld his legions
slaughtered before his eyes: and what a sad relic of that battle,
in which the Senate formed the first line, was the survival of the
general. He saw his Egyptian butcher, and offered his body,
hallowed by so many victories, to a guardsman’s sword, although
even had he been unhurt, he would have regretted his safety: for
what could have been more infamous than that a Pompeius should owe
his life to the clemency of a king? If Marcus Cicero had fallen at
the time when he avoided those daggers which Catiline aimed equally
at him and at his country, he might have died as the saviour of the
commonwealth which he had set free: if his death had even followed
upon that of his daughter, he might have died happy. He would not
then have seen swords drawn for the slaughter of Roman citizens,
the goods of the murdered divided among the murderers, that men
might pay from their own purse the price of their own blood, the
public auction of the consul’s spoil in the civil war, the public
letting out of murder to be done, brigandage, war, pillage, hosts
of Catilines. Would it not have been a good thing for Marcus Cato
if the sea had swallowed him up when he was returning from Cyprus
after sequestrating the king’s hereditary possessions, even if that
very money which he was bringing to pay the soldiers in the civil
war had been lost with him? He certainly would have been able to
boast that no one would dare to do wrong in the presence of Cato:
as it was, the extension of his life for a very few more years
forced one who was born for personal and political freedom to flee
from Caesar and to become Pompeius’s follower. Premature death
therefore did him no evil: indeed, it put an end to the power of
any evil to hurt him.
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“Yet,” say you, “he
perished too soon and untimely.” In the first place, suppose that
he had lived to extreme old age: let him continue alive to the
extreme limits of human existence: how much is it after all? Born
for a very brief space of time, we regard this life as an inn which
we are soon to quit that it may be made ready for the coming guest.
Do I speak of our lives, which we know roll away incredibly fast?
Reckon up the centuries of cities: you will find that even those
which boast of their antiquity have not existed for long. All human
works are brief and fleeting; they take up no part whatever of
infinite time. Tried by the standard of the universe, we regard
this Earth of ours, with all its cities, nations, rivers, and
seaboard as a mere point: our life occupies less than a point when
compared with all time, the measure of which exceeds that of the
world, for indeed the world is contained many times in it. Of what
importance, then, can it be to lengthen that which, however much
you add to it, will never be much more than nothing? We can only
make our lives long by one expedient, that is, by being satisfied
with their length: you may tell me of long-lived men, whose length
of days has been celebrated by tradition, you may assign a hundred
and ten years apiece to them: yet when you allow your mind to
conceive the idea of eternity, there will be no difference between
the shortest and the longest life, if you compare the time during
which anyone has been alive with that during which he has not been
alive. In the next place, when he died his life was complete: he
had lived as long as he needed to live: there was nothing left for
him to accomplish. All men do not grow old at the same age, nor
indeed do all animals: some are wearied out by life at fourteen
years of age, and what is only the first stage of life with man is
their extreme limit of longevity. To each man a varying length of
days has been assigned: no one dies before his time, because he was
not destined to live any longer than he did. Everyone’s end is
fixed, and will always remain where it has been placed: neither
industry nor favour will move it on any further. Believe, then,
that you lost him by advice: he took all that was his own,

        
“And reached the
goal allotted to his life,”

        
so you need not
burden yourself with the thought, “He might have lived longer.” His
life has not been cut short, nor does chance ever cut short our
years: every man receives as much as was promised to him: the Fates
go their own way, and neither add anything nor take away anything
from what they have once promised. Prayers and endeavours are all
in vain: each man will have as much life as his first day placed to
his credit: from the time when he first saw the light he has
entered on the path that leads to death, and is drawing nearer to
his doom: those same years which were added to his youth were
subtracted from his life. We all fall into this mistake of
supposing that it is only old men, already in the decline of life,
who are drawing near to death, whereas our first infancy, our
youth, indeed every time of life leads thither. The Fates ply their
own work: they take from us the consciousness of our death, and,
the better to conceal its approaches, death lurks under the very
names we give to life: infancy changes into boyhood, maturity
swallows up the boy, old age the man: these stages themselves, if
you reckon them properly, are so many losses.
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Do you complain,
Marcia, that your son did not live as long as he might have done?
How do you know that it was to his advantage to live longer?
whether his interest was not served by this death? Whom can you
find at the present time whose fortunes are grounded on such sure
foundations that they have nothing to fear in the future? All human
affairs are evanescent and perishable, nor is any part of our life
so frail and liable to accident as that which we especially enjoy.
We ought, therefore, to pray for death when our fortune is at its
best, because so great is the uncertainty and turmoil in which we
live, that we can be sure of nothing but what is past. Think of
your son’s handsome person, which you had guarded in perfect purity
among all the temptations of a voluptuous capital. Who could have
undertaken to keep that clear of all diseases, so that it might
preserve its beauty of form unimpaired even to old age? Think of
the many taints of the mind: for fine dispositions do not always
continue to their life’s end to make good the promise of their
youth, but have often broken down: either extravagance, all the
more shameful for being indulged in late in life, takes possession
of men and makes their well-begun lives end in disgrace, or they
devote their entire thoughts to the eating-house and the belly, and
they become interested in nothing save what they shall eat and what
they shall drink. Add to this conflagrations, falling houses,
shipwrecks, the agonizing operations of surgeons, who cut pieces of
bone out of men’s living bodies, plunge their whole hands into
their entrails, and inflict more than one kind of pain to effect
the cure of shameful diseases. After these comes exile; your son
was not more innocent than Rutilius: imprisonment; he was not wiser
than Socrates: the piercing of one’s breast by a self-inflicted
wound; he was not of holier life than Cato. When you look at these
examples, you will perceive that nature deals very kindly with
those whom she puts speedily in a place of safety because there
awaited them the payment of some such price as this for their
lives. Nothing is so deceptive, nothing is so treacherous as human
life; by Hercules, were it not given to men before they could form
an opinion, no one would take it. Not to be born, therefore, is the
happiest lot of all, and the nearest thing to this, I imagine, is
that we should soon finish our strife here and be restored again to
our former rest. Recall to your mind that time, so painful to you,
during which Sejanus handed over your father as a present to his
client Satrius Secundus: he was angry with him about something or
other which he had said with too great freedom, because he was not
able to keep silence and see Sejanus climbing up to take his seat
upon our necks, which would have been bad enough had he been placed
there by his master. He was decreed the honour of a statue, to be
set up in the theatre of Pompeius, which had been burned down and
was being restored by Caesar. Cordus exclaimed that “Now the
theatre was really destroyed.” What then? should he not burst with
spite at a Sejanus being set up over the ashes of Gnaeus Pompeius,
at a faithless soldier being commemorated within the memorial of a
consummate commander?

        
The inscription was
put up:
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 and those keen-scented hounds whom Sejanus used to feed on
human blood, to make them tame towards himself and fierce to all
the world beside, began to bay around their victim and even to make
premature snaps at him. What was he to do? If he chose to live, he
must gain the consent of Sejanus; if to die, he must gain that of
his daughter; and neither of them could have been persuaded to
grant it: he therefore determined to deceive his daughter, and
having taken a bath in order to weaken himself still further, he
retired to his bedchamber on the pretence of taking a meal there.
After dismissing his slaves he threw some of the food out of the
window, that he might appear to have eaten it: then he took no
supper, making the excuse that he had already had enough food in
his chamber. This he continued to do on the second and the third
day: the fourth betrayed his condition by his bodily weakness; so,
embracing you, “My dearest daughter,” said he, “from whom I have
never throughout your whole life concealed aught but this, I have
begun my journey towards death, and have already travelled halfway
thither. You cannot and you ought not to call me back.” So saying
he ordered all light to be excluded from the room and shut himself
up in the darkness. When his determination became known there was a
general feeling of pleasure at the prey being snatched out of the
jaws of those ravening wolves. His prosecutors, at the instance of
Sejanus, went to the judgment-seat of the consuls, complained that
Cordus was dying, and begged the consuls to interpose to prevent
his doing what they themselves had driven him to do; so true was it
that Cordus appeared to them to be escaping: an important matter
was at stake, namely, whether the accused should lose the right to
die. While this point was being debated, and the prosecutors were
going to attend the court a second time, he had set himself free
from them. Do you see, Marcia, how suddenly evil days come upon a
man? and do you weep because one of your family could not avoid
dying? one of your family was within a very little of not being
allowed to die.
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Besides the fact
that everything that is future is uncertain, and the only certainty
is that it is more likely to turn out ill than well, our spirits
find the path to the Gods above easiest when it is soon allowed to
leave the society of mankind, because it has then contracted fewest
impurities to weigh it down: if set free before they become
hardened worldlings, before earthly things have sunk too deep into
them, they fly all the more lightly back to the place from whence
they came, and all the more easily wash away the stains and
defilements which they may have contracted. Great minds never love
to linger long in the body: they are eager to burst its bonds and
escape from it, they chafe at the narrowness of their prison,
having been wont to wander through space, and from aloft in the
upper air to look down with contempt upon human affairs. Hence it
is that Plato declares that the wise man’s mind is entirely given
up to death, longs for it, contemplates it, and through his
eagerness for it is always striving after things which lie beyond
this life. Why, Marcia, when you saw him while yet young displaying
the wisdom of age, with a mind that could rise superior to all
sensual enjoyments, faultless and without a blemish, able to win
riches without greediness, public office without ambition, pleasure
without extravagance, did you suppose it would long be your lot to
keep him safe by your side? Whatever has arrived at perfection, is
ripe for dissolution. Consummate virtue flees away and betakes
itself out of our sight, and those things which come to maturity in
the first stage of their being do not wait for the last. The
brighter a fire glows, the sooner it goes out: it lasts longer when
it is made up with bad and slowly burning fuel, and shows a dull
light through a cloud of smoke: its being poorly fed makes it
linger all the longer. So also the more brilliant men’s minds, the
shorter lived they are: for when there is no room for further
growth, the end is near. 

        
Fabianus tells us,
what our parents themselves have seen, that there was at Rome a boy
of gigantic stature, exceeding that of a man: but he soon died, and
every sensible person always said that he would soon die, for he
could not live to reach the age which he had assumed before it was
due. So it is: too complete maturity is a proof that destruction is
near and the end approaches when growth is over.
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Begin to reckon his
age, not by years, but by virtues: he lived long enough. He was
left as a ward in the care of guardians up to his fourteenth year,
and never passed out of that of his mother: when he had a household
of his own he was loath to leave yours, and continued to dwell
under his mother’s roof, though few sons can endure to live under
their father’s. Though a youth whose height, beauty, and vigour of
body destined him for the army, yet he refused to serve, that he
might not be separated from you. Consider, Marcia, how seldom
mothers who live in separate houses see their children: consider
how they lose and pass in anxiety all those years during which they
have sons in the army, and you will see that this time, none of
which you lost, was of considerable extent: he never went out of
your sight: it was under your eyes that he applied himself to the
cultivation of an admirable intellect and one which would have
rivaled that of his grandfather, had it not been hindered by
shyness, which has concealed many men’s accomplishments: though a
youth of unusual beauty, and living among such throngs of women who
made it their business to seduce men, he gratified the wishes of
none of them, and when the effrontery of some led them so far as
actually to tempt him, he blushed as deeply at having found favour
in their eyes as though he had been guilty. By this holiness of
life he caused himself, while yet quite a boy, to be thought worthy
of the priesthood, which no doubt he owed to his mother’s
influence; but even his mother’s influence would have had no weight
if the candidate for whom it was exerted had been unfit for the
post. Dwell upon these virtues, and nurse your son as it were in
your lap: now he is more at leisure to respond to your caresses, he
has nothing to call him away from you, he will never be an anxiety
or a sorrow to you. You have grieved at the only grief so good a
son could cause you: all else is beyond the power of fortune to
harm, and is full of pleasure, if only you know how to make use of
your son, if you do but know what his most precious quality was. It
is merely the outward semblance of your son that has perished, his
likeness, and that not a very good one; he himself is immortal, and
is now in a far better state, set free from the burden of all that
was not his own, and left simply by himself: all this apparatus
which you see about us of bones and sinews, this covering of skin,
this face, these our servants the hands, and all the rest of our
environment, are but chains and darkness to the soul: they
overwhelm it, choke it, corrupt it, fill it with false ideas, and
keep it at a distance from its own true sphere: it has to struggle
continually against this burden of the flesh, lest it be dragged
down and sunk by it. It ever strives to rise up again to the place
from whence it was sent down on Earth: there eternal rest awaits
it, there it will behold what is pure and clear, in place of what
is foul and turbid.
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You need not,
therefore, hasten to the burial-place of your son: that which lies
there is but the worst part of him and that which gave him most
trouble, only bones and ashes, which are no more parts of him than
clothes or other coverings of his body. He is complete, and without
leaving any part of himself behind on Earth has taken wing and gone
away altogether: he has tarried a brief space above us while his
soul was being cleansed and purified from the vices and rust which
all mortal lives must contract, and from thence he will rise to the
high heavens and join the souls of the blessed: a saintly company
will welcome him thither—Scipios and Catos; and among the rest of
those who have held life cheap and set themselves free, thanks to
death, albeit all there are alike akin, your father, Marcia, will
embrace his grandson as he rejoices in the unwonted light, will
teach him the motion of the stars which are so near to them, and
introduce him with joy into all the secrets of nature, not by
guesswork but by real knowledge. Even as a stranger is grateful to
one who shows him the way about an unknown city, so is a searcher
after the causes of what he sees in the heavens to one of his own
family who can explain them to him. He will delight in gazing deep
down upon the Earth, for it is a delight to look from aloft at what
one has left below. Bear yourself, therefore, Marcia, as though you
were placed before the eyes of your father and your son, yet not
such as you knew them, but far loftier beings, placed in a higher
sphere. Blush, then, to do any mean or common action, or to weep
for those your relatives who have been changed for the better. Free
to roam through the open, boundless realms of the ever-living
universe, they are not hindered in their course by intervening
seas, lofty mountains, impassable valleys, or the treacherous flats
of the Syrtes: they find a level path everywhere, are swift and
ready of motion, and are permeated in their turn by the stars and
dwell together with them.
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Imagine then,
Marcia, that your father, whose influence over you was as great as
yours over your son, no longer in that frame of mind in which he
deplored the civil wars, or in which he forever proscribed those
who would have proscribed him, but in a mood as much more joyful as
his abode now is higher than of old, is saying, as he looks down
from the height of heaven, “My daughter, why does this sorrow
possess you for so long? why do you live in such ignorance of the
truth, as to think that your son has been unfairly dealt with
because he has returned to his ancestors in his prime, without
decay of body or mind, leaving his family flourishing? Do you not
know with what storms Fortune unsettles everything? how she proves
kind and compliant to none save to those who have the fewest
possible dealings with her? Need I remind you of kings who would
have been the happiest of mortals had death sooner withdrawn them
from the ruin which was approaching them? or of Roman generals,
whose greatness, had but a few years been taken from their lives,
would have wanted nothing to render it complete? or of men of the
highest distinction and noblest birth who have calmly offered their
necks to the stroke of a soldier’s sword? Look at your father and
your grandfather: the former fell into the hands of a foreign
murderer: I allowed no man to take any liberties with me, and by
abstinence from food showed that my spirit was as great as my
writings had represented it. Why, then, should that member of our
household who died most happily of all be mourned in it the
longest? We have all assembled together, and, not being plunged in
utter darkness, we see that with you on Earth there is nothing to
be wished for, nothing grand or magnificent, but all is mean, sad,
anxious, and hardly receives a fractional part of the clear light
in which we dwell. I need not say that here are no frantic charges
of rival armies, no fleets shattering one another, no parricides,
actual or meditated, no courts where men babble over lawsuits for
days together, here is nothing underhand, all hearts and minds are
open and unveiled, our life is public and known to all, and that we
command a view of all time and of things to come. I used to take
pleasure in compiling the history of what took place in one century
among a few people in the most out-of-the-way corner of the world:
here I enjoy the spectacle of all the centuries, the whole chain of
events from age to age as long as years have been. I may view
kingdoms when they rise and when they fall, and behold the ruin of
cities and the new channels made by the sea. If it will be any
consolation to you in your bereavement to know that it is the
common lot of all, be assured that nothing will continue to stand
in the place in which it now stands, but that time will lay
everything low and bear it away with itself: it will sport, not
only with men—for how small a part are they of the dominion of
Fortune?—but with districts, provinces, quarters of the world: it
will efface entire mountains, and in other places will pile new
rocks on high: it will dry up seas, change the course of rivers,
destroy the intercourse of nation with nation, and break up the
communion and fellowship of the human race: in other regions it
will swallow up cities by opening vast chasms in the earth, will
shake them with earthquakes, will breathe forth pestilence from the
nether world, cover all habitable ground with inundations and
destroy every creature in the flooded world, or burn up all mortals
by a huge conflagration. When the time shall arrive for the world
to be brought to an end, that it may begin its life anew, all the
forces of nature will perish in conflict with one another, the
stars will be dashed together, and all the lights which now gleam
in regular order in various parts of the sky will then blaze in one
fire with all their fuel burning at once. Then we also, the souls
of the blest and the heirs of eternal life, whenever God thinks fit
to reconstruct the universe, when all things are settling down
again, we also, being a small accessory to the universal wreck,
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 shall be changed into our old elements. Happy is your son,
Marcia, in that he already knows this.”
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Book One
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You have demanded
of me, Novatus, that I should write how anger may be soothed, and
it appears to me that you are right in feeling especial fear of
this passion, which is above all others hideous and wild: for the
others have some alloy of peace and quiet, but this consists wholly
in action and the impulse of grief, raging with an utterly inhuman
lust for arms, blood and tortures, careless of itself provided it
hurts another, rushing upon the very point of the sword, and greedy
for revenge even when it drags the avenger to ruin with itself.
Some of the wisest of men have in consequence of this called anger
a short madness: for it is equally devoid of self control,
regardless of decorum, forgetful of kinship, obstinately engrossed
in whatever it begins to do, deaf to reason and advice, excited by
trifling causes, awkward at perceiving what is true and just, and
very like a falling rock which breaks itself to pieces upon the
very thing which it crushes. That you may know that they whom anger
possesses are not sane, look at their appearance; for as there are
distinct symptoms which mark madmen, such as a bold and menacing
air, a gloomy brow, a stern face, a hurried walk, restless hands,
changed colour, quick and strongly-drawn breathing; the signs of
angry men, too, are the same: their eyes blaze and sparkle, their
whole face is a deep red with the blood which boils up from the
bottom of their heart, their lips quiver, their teeth are set,
their hair bristles and stands on end, their breath is laboured and
hissing, their joints crack as they twist them about, they groan,
bellow, and burst into scarcely intelligible talk, they often clap
their hands together and stamp on the ground with their feet, and
their whole body is highly-strung and plays those tricks which mark
a distraught mind, so as to furnish an ugly and shocking picture of
self-perversion and excitement. You cannot tell whether this vice
is more execrable or more disgusting. Other vices can be concealed
and cherished in secret; anger shows itself openly and appears in
the countenance, and the greater it is, the more plainly it boils
forth. Do you not see how in all animals certain signs appear
before they proceed to mischief, and how their entire bodies put
off their usual quiet appearance and stir up their ferocity? Boars
foam at the mouth and sharpen their teeth by rubbing them against
trees, bulls toss their horns in the air and scatter the sand with
blows of their feet, lions growl, the necks of enraged snakes
swell, mad dogs have a sullen look—there is no animal so hateful
and venomous by nature that it does not, when seized by anger, show
additional fierceness. I know well that the other passions can
hardly be concealed, and that lust, fear, and boldness give signs
of their presence and may be discovered beforehand, for there is no
one of the stronger passions that does not affect the countenance:
what then is the difference between them and anger? Why, that the
other passions are visible, but that this is conspicuous.
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Next, if you choose to view its results and
the mischief that it does, no plague has cost the human race more
dear: you will see slaughterings and poisonings, accusations and
counter-accusations, sacking of cities, ruin of whole peoples, the
persons of princes sold into slavery by auction, torches applied to
roofs, and fires not merely confined within city-walls but making
whole tracts of country glow with hostile flame. See the
foundations of the most celebrated cities hardly now to be
discerned; they were ruined by anger. See deserts extending for
many miles without an inhabitant: they have been desolated by
anger. See all the chiefs whom tradition mentions as instances of
ill fate; anger stabbed one of them in his bed, struck down
another, though he was protected by the sacred rights of
hospitality, tore another to pieces in the very home of the laws
and in sight of the crowded forum, bade one shed his own blood by
the parricide hand of his son, another to have his royal throat cut
by the hand of a slave, another to stretch out his limbs on the
cross: and hitherto I am speaking merely of individual cases. What,
if you were to pass from the consideration of those single men
against whom anger has broken out to view whole assemblies cut down
by the sword, the people butchered by the soldiery let loose upon
it, and whole nations condemned to death in one common ruin
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 as though by men who either freed themselves
from our charge or despised our authority? Why, wherefore is the
people angry with gladiators, and so unjust as to think itself
wronged if they do not die cheerfully? It thinks itself scorned,
and by looks, gestures, and excitement turns itself from a mere
spectator into an adversary. Everything of this sort is not anger,
but the semblance of anger, like that of boys who want to beat the
ground when they have fallen upon it, and who often do not even
know why they are angry, but are merely angry without any reason or
having received any injury, yet not without some semblance of
injury received, or without some wish to exact a penalty for it.
Thus they are deceived by the likeness of blows, and are appeased
by the pretended tears of those who deprecate their wrath, and thus
an unreal grief is healed by an unreal revenge.
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“We often are
angry,” says our adversary, “not with men who have hurt us, but
with men who are going to hurt us: so you may be sure that anger is
not born of injury.” It is true that we are angry with those who
are going to hurt us, but they do already hurt us in intention, and
one who is going to do an injury is already doing it. “The weakest
of men,” argues he, “are often angry with the most powerful: so you
may be sure that anger is not a desire to punish their
antagonist—for men do not desire to punish him when they cannot
hope to do so.” In the first place, I spoke of a desire to inflict
punishment, not a power to do so: now men desire even what they
cannot obtain. In the next place, no one is so low in station as
not to be able to hope to inflict punishment even upon the greatest
of men: we all are powerful for mischief. Aristotle’s definition
differs little from mine: for he declares anger to be a desire to
repay suffering. It would be a long task to examine the differences
between his definition and mine: it may be urged against both of
them that wild beasts become angry without being excited by injury,
and without any idea of punishing others or requiting them with
pain: for, even though they do these things, these are not what
they aim at doing. We must admit, however, that neither wild beasts
nor any other creature except man is subject to anger: for, whilst
anger is the foe of reason, it nevertheless does not arise in any
place where reason cannot dwell. Wild beasts have impulses, fury,
cruelty, combativeness: they have not anger any more than they have
luxury: yet they indulge in some pleasures with less self-control
than human beings. Do not believe the poet who says:

        
“The boar his wrath
forgets, the stag forgets the hounds, 

The bear forgets how ’midst the herd he
leaped with frantic bounds.”
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When he speaks of
beasts being angry he means that they are excited, roused up: for
indeed they know no more how to be angry than they know how to
pardon. Dumb creatures have not human feelings, but have certain
impulses which resemble them: for if it were not so, if they could
feel love and hate, they would likewise be capable of friendship
and enmity, of disagreement and agreement. Some traces of these
qualities exist even in them, though properly all of them, whether
good or bad, belong to the human breast alone. To no creature
besides man has been given wisdom, foresight, industry, and
reflection. To animals not only human virtues but even human vices
are forbidden: their whole constitution, mental and bodily, is
unlike that of human beings: in them the royal
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 and leading principle is drawn from another source, as, for
instance, they possess a voice, yet not a clear one, but indistinct
and incapable of forming words: a tongue, but one which is fettered
and not sufficiently nimble for complex movements: so, too, they
possess intellect, the greatest attribute of all, but in a rough
and inexact condition. It is, consequently, able to grasp those
visions and semblances which rouse it to action, but only in a
cloudy and indistinct fashion. It follows from this that their
impulses and outbreaks are violent, and that they do not feel fear,
anxieties, grief, or anger, but some semblances of these feelings:
wherefore they quickly drop them and adopt the converse of them:
they graze after showing the most vehement rage and terror, and
after frantic bellowing and plunging they straightaway sink into
quiet sleep.
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What anger is has
been sufficiently explained. The difference between it and
irascibility is evident: it is the same as that between a drunken
man and a drunkard; between a frightened man and a coward. It is
possible for an angry man not to be irascible; an irascible man may
sometimes not be angry. I shall omit the other varieties of anger,
which the Greeks distinguish by various names, because we have no
distinctive words for them in our language, although we call men
bitter and harsh, and also peevish, frantic, clamorous, surly and
fierce: all of which are different forms of irascibility. Among
these you may class sulkiness, a refined form of irascibility; for
there are some sorts of anger which go no further than noise, while
some are as lasting as they are common: some are fierce in deed,
but inclined to be sparing of words: some expend themselves in
bitter words and curses: some do not go beyond complaining and
turning one’s back: some are great, deep-seated, and brood within a
man: there are a thousand other forms of a multiform evil.
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We have now
finished our enquiry as to what anger is, whether it exists in any
other creature besides man, what the difference is between it and
irascibility, and how many forms it possesses. Let us now enquire
whether anger be in accordance with nature, and whether it be
useful and worth entertaining in some measure.

        
Whether it be
according to nature will become evident if we consider man’s
nature, than which what is more gentle while it is in its proper
condition? Yet what is more cruel than anger? What is more
affectionate to others than man? Yet what is more savage against
them than anger? Mankind is born for mutual assistance, anger for
mutual ruin: the former loves society, the latter estrangement. The
one loves to do good, the other to do harm; the one to help even
strangers, the other to attack even its dearest friends. The one is
ready even to sacrifice itself for the good of others, the other to
plunge into peril provided it drags others with it. Who, then, can
be more ignorant of nature than he who classes this cruel and
hurtful vice as belonging to her best and most polished work?
Anger, as we have said, is eager to punish; and that such a desire
should exist in man’s peaceful breast is least of all according to
his nature; for human life is founded on benefits and harmony and
is bound together into an alliance for the common help of all, not
by terror, but by love towards one another.
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“What, then? Is not
correction sometimes necessary?” Of course it is; but with
discretion, not with anger; for it does not injure, but heals under
the guise of injury. We char crooked spearshafts to straighten
them, and force them by driving in wedges, not in order to break
them, but to take the bends out of them; and, in like manner, by
applying pain to the body or mind we correct dispositions which
have been rendered crooked by vice. So the physician at first, when
dealing with slight disorders, tries not to make much change in his
patient’s daily habits, to regulate his food, drink, and exercise,
and to improve his health merely by altering the order in which he
takes them. The next step is to see whether an alteration in their
amount will be of service. If neither alteration of the order or of
the amount is of use, he cuts off some and reduces others. If even
this does not answer, he forbids food, and disburdens the body by
fasting. If milder remedies have proved useless he opens a vein; if
the extremities are injuring the body and infecting it with disease
he lays his hands upon the limbs; yet none of his treatment is
considered harsh if its result is to give health. Similarly, it is
the duty of the chief administrator of the laws, or the ruler of a
state, to correct ill-disposed men, as long as he is able, with
words, and even with gentle ones, that he may persuade them to do
what they ought, inspire them with a love of honour and justice,
and cause them to hate vice and set store upon virtue. He must then
pass on to severer language, still confining himself to advising
and reprimanding; last of all he must betake himself to
punishments, yet still making them slight and temporary. He ought
to assign extreme punishments only to extreme crimes, that no one
may die unless it be even to the criminal’s own advantage that he
should die. He will differ from the physician in one point alone;
for whereas physicians render it easy to die for those to whom they
cannot grant the boon of life, he will drive the condemned out of
life with ignominy and disgrace, not because he takes pleasure in
any man’s being punished, for the wise man is far from such inhuman
ferocity, but that they may be a warning to all men, and that,
since they would not be useful when alive, the State may at any
rate profit by their death. Man’s nature is not, therefore,
desirous of inflicting punishment; neither, therefore, is anger in
accordance with man’s nature, because that is desirous of
inflicting punishment. I will also adduce Plato’s argument—for what
harm is there in using other men’s arguments, so far as they are on
our side? “A good man,” says he, “does not do any hurt: it is only
punishment which hurts. Punishment, therefore, does not accord with
a good man: wherefore anger does not do so either, because
punishment and anger accord one with another. If a good man takes
no pleasure in punishment, he will also take no pleasure in that
state of mind to which punishment gives pleasure: consequently
anger is not natural to man.”
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May it not be that,
although anger be not natural, it may be right to adopt it, because
it often proves useful? It rouses the spirit and excites it; and
courage does nothing grand in war without it, unless its flame be
supplied from this source; this is the goad which stirs up bold men
and sends them to encounter perils. Some therefore consider it to
be best to control anger, not to banish it utterly, but to cut off
its extravagances, and force it to keep within useful bounds, so as
to retain that part of it without which action will become languid
and all strength and activity of mind will die away.

        
In the first place,
it is easier to banish dangerous passions than to rule them; it is
easier not to admit them than to keep them in order when admitted;
for when they have established themselves in possession of the mind
they are more powerful than the lawful ruler, and will in no wise
permit themselves to be weakened or abridged. In the next place,
Reason herself, who holds the reins, is only strong while she
remains apart from the passions; if she mixes and befouls herself
with them she becomes no longer able to restrain those whom she
might once have cleared out of her path; for the mind, when once
excited and shaken up, goes whither the passions drive it. There
are certain things whose beginnings lie in our own power, but
which, when developed, drag us along by their own force and leave
us no retreat. Those who have flung themselves over a precipice
have no control over their movements, nor can they stop or slacken
their pace when once started, for their own headlong and
irremediable rashness has left no room for either reflection or
remorse, and they cannot help going to lengths which they might
have avoided. So, also, the mind, when it has abandoned itself to
anger, love, or any other passion, is unable to check itself: its
own weight and the downward tendency of vices must needs carry the
man off and hurl him into the lowest depth.
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The best plan is to
reject straightaway the first incentives to anger, to resist its
very beginnings, and to take care not to be betrayed into it: for
if once it begins to carry us away, it is hard to get back again
into a healthy condition, because reason goes for nothing when once
passion has been admitted to the mind, and has by our own free will
been given a certain authority, it will for the future do as much
as it chooses, not only as much as you will allow it. The enemy, I
repeat, must be met and driven back at the outermost frontier-line:
for when he has once entered the city and passed its gates, he will
not allow his prisoners to set bounds to his victory. The mind does
not stand apart and view its passions from without, so as not to
permit them to advance further than they ought, but it is itself
changed into a passion, and is therefore unable to check what once
was useful and wholesome strength, now that it has become
degenerate and misapplied: for passion and reason, as I said
before, have not distinct and separate provinces, but consist of
the changes of the mind itself for better or for worse. How then
can reason recover itself when it is conquered and held down by
vices, when it has given way to anger? or how can it extricate
itself from a confused mixture, the greater part of which consists
of the lower qualities? “But,” argues our adversary, “some men when
in anger control themselves.” Do they so far control themselves
that they do nothing which anger dictates, or somewhat? If they do
nothing thereof, it becomes evident that anger is not essential to
the conduct of affairs, although your sect advocated it as
possessing greater strength than reason. Finally, I ask, is anger
stronger or weaker than reason? If stronger, how can reason impose
any check upon it, since it is only the less powerful that obey: if
weaker, then reason is competent to effect its ends without anger,
and does not need the help of a less powerful quality. “But some
angry men remain consistent and control themselves.” When do they
do so? It is when their anger is disappearing and leaving them of
its own accord, not when it was red-hot, for then it was more
powerful than they. “What then? do not men, even in the height of
their anger, sometimes let their enemies go whole and unhurt, and
refrain from injuring them?” They do: but when do they do so? It is
when one passion overpowers another, and either fear or greed gets
the upper hand for a while. On such occasions, it is not thanks to
reason that anger is stilled, but owing to an untrustworthy and
fleeting truce between the passions.
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In the next place,
anger has nothing useful in itself, and does not rouse up the mind
to warlike deeds: for a virtue, being self-sufficient, never needs
the assistance of a vice: whenever it needs an impetuous effort, it
does not become angry, but rises to the occasion, and excites or
soothes itself as far as it deems requisite, just as the machines
which hurl darts may be twisted to a greater or lesser degree of
tension at the manager’s pleasure. “Anger,” says Aristotle, “is
necessary, nor can any fight be won without it, unless it fills the
mind, and kindles up the spirit. It must, however, be made use of,
not as a general, but as a soldier.” Now this is untrue; for if it
listens to reason and follows whither reason leads, it is no longer
anger, whose characteristic is obstinacy: if, again, it is
disobedient and will not be quiet when ordered, but is carried away
by its own willful and headstrong spirit, it is then as useless an
aid to the mind as a soldier who disregards the sounding of the
retreat would be to a general. If, therefore, anger allows limits
to be imposed upon it, it must be called by some other name, and
ceases to be anger, which I understand to be unbridled and
unmanageable: and if it does not allow limits to be imposed upon
it, it is harmful and not to be counted among aids: wherefore
either anger is not anger, or it is useless: for if any man demands
the infliction of punishment, not because he is eager for the
punishment itself, but because it is right to inflict it, he ought
not to be counted as an angry man: that will be the useful soldier,
who knows how to obey orders: the passions cannot obey any more
than they can command.
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For this cause
reason will never call to its aid blind and fierce impulses, over
whom she herself possesses no authority, and which she never can
restrain save by setting against them similar and equally powerful
passions, as for example, fear against anger, anger against sloth,
greed against timidity. May virtue never come to such a pass, that
reason should fly for aid to vices! The mind can find no safe
repose there, it must needs be shaken and tempest-tossed if it be
safe only because of its own defects, if it cannot be brave without
anger, diligent without greed, quiet without fear: such is the
despotism under which a man must live if he becomes the slave of a
passion. Are you not ashamed to put virtues under the patronage of
vices? Then, too, reason ceases to have any power if she can do
nothing without passion, and begins to be equal and like unto
passion; for what difference is there between them if passion
without reason be as rash as reason without passion is helpless?
They are both on the same level, if one cannot exist without the
other. Yet who could endure that passion should be made equal to
reason? “Then,” says our adversary, “passion is useful, provided it
be moderate.” Nay, only if it be useful by nature: but if it be
disobedient to authority and reason, all that we gain by its
moderation is that the less there is of it, the less harm it does:
wherefore a moderate passion is nothing but a moderate evil.
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“But,” argues he,
“against our enemies anger is necessary.” In no case is it less
necessary; since our attacks ought not to be disorderly, but
regulated and under control. What, indeed, is it except anger, so
ruinous to itself, that overthrows barbarians, who have so much
more bodily strength than we, and are so much better able to endure
fatigue? Gladiators, too, protect themselves by skill, but expose
themselves to wounds when they are angry. Moreover, of what use is
anger, when the same end can be arrived at by reason? Do you
suppose that a hunter is angry with the beasts he kills? Yet he
meets them when they attack him, and follows them when they flee
from him, all of which is managed by reason without anger. When so
many thousands of Cimbri and Teutones poured over the Alps, what
was it that caused them to perish so completely, that no messenger,
only common rumour, carried the news of that great defeat to their
homes, except that with them anger stood in the place of courage?
and anger, although sometimes it overthrows and breaks to pieces
whatever it meets, yet is more often its own destruction. Who can
be braver than the Germans? who charge more boldly? who have more
love of arms, among which they are born and bred, for which alone
they care, to the neglect of everything else? Who can be more
hardened to undergo every hardship, since a large part of them have
no store of clothing for the body, no shelter from the continual
rigour of the climate: yet Spaniards and Gauls, and even the
unwarlike races of Asia and Syria cut them down before the main
legion comes within sight, nothing but their own irascibility
exposing them to death. Give but intelligence to those minds, and
discipline to those bodies of theirs, which now are ignorant of
vicious refinements, luxury, and wealth—to say nothing more, we
should certainly be obliged to go back to the ancient Roman habits
of life. By what did Fabius restore the shattered forces of the
State, except by knowing how to delay and spin out time, which
angry men know not how to do? The empire, which then was at its
last gasp, would have perished if Fabius had been as daring as
anger urged him to be: but he took thought about the condition of
affairs, and after counting his force, no part of which could be
lost without everything being lost with it, he laid aside thoughts
of grief and revenge, turning his sole attention to what was
profitable and to making the most of his opportunities, and
conquered his anger before he conquered Hannibal. What did Scipio
do? Did he not leave behind Hannibal and the Carthaginian army, and
all with whom he had a right to be angry, and carry over the war
into Africa with such deliberation that he made his enemies think
him luxurious and lazy? What did the second Scipio do? Did he not
remain a long, long time before Numantia, and bear with calmness
the reproach to himself and to his country that Numantia took
longer to conquer than Carthage? By blockading and investing his
enemies, he brought them to such straits that they perished by
their own swords. Anger, therefore, is not useful even in wars or
battles: for it is prone to rashness, and while trying to bring
others into danger, does not guard itself against danger. The most
trustworthy virtue is that which long and carefully considers
itself, controls itself, and slowly and deliberately brings itself
to the front.
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“What, then,” asks
our adversary, “is a good man not to be angry if he sees his father
murdered or his mother outraged?” No, he will not be angry, but
will avenge them, or protect them. Why do you fear that filial
piety will not prove a sufficient spur to him even without anger?
You may as well say—“What then? When a good man sees his father or
his son being cut down, I suppose he will not weep or faint,” as we
see women do whenever any trifling rumour of danger reaches them.
The good man will do his duty without disturbance or fear, and he
will perform the duty of a good man, so as to do nothing unworthy
of a man. My father will be murdered: then I will defend him: he
has been slain, then I will avenge him, not because I am grieved,
but because it is my duty. “Good men are made angry by injuries
done to their friends.” When you say this, Theophrastus, you seek
to throw discredit upon more manly maxims; you leave the judge and
appeal to the mob: because everyone is angry when such things
befall his own friends, you suppose that men will decide that it is
their duty to do what they do: for as a rule every man considers a
passion which he recognises to be a righteous one. But he does the
same thing if the hot water is not ready for his drink, if a glass
be broken, or his shoe splashed with mud. It is not filial piety,
but weakness of mind that produces this anger, as children weep
when they lose their parents, just as they do when they lose their
toys. To feel anger on behalf of one’s friends does not show a
loving, but a weak mind: it is admirable and worthy conduct to
stand forth as the defender of one’s parents, children, friends,
and countrymen, at the call of duty itself, acting of one’s own
free will, forming a deliberate judgment, and looking forward to
the future, not in an impulsive, frenzied fashion. No passion is
more eager for revenge than anger, and for that very reason it is
unapt to obtain it: being over hasty and frantic, like almost all
desires, it hinders itself in the attainment of its own object, and
therefore has never been useful either in peace or war: for it
makes peace like war, and when in arms forgets that Mars belongs to
neither side, and falls into the power of the enemy, because it is
not in its own. In the next place, vices ought not to be received
into common use because on some occasions they have effected
somewhat: for so also fevers are good for certain kinds of
ill-health, but nevertheless it is better to be altogether free
from them: it is a hateful mode of cure to owe one’s health to
disease. Similarly, although anger, like poison, or falling
headlong, or being shipwrecked, may have unexpectedly done good,
yet it ought not on that account to be classed as wholesome, for
poisons have often proved good for the health.
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Moreover, qualities
which we ought to possess become better and more desirable the more
extensive they are: if justice is a good thing, no one will say
that it would be better if any part were subtracted from it; if
bravery is a good thing, no one would wish it to be in any way
curtailed: consequently the greater anger is, the better it is, for
whoever objected to a good thing being increased? But it is not
expedient that anger should be increased: therefore it is not
expedient that it should exist at all, for that which grows bad by
increase cannot be a good thing. “Anger is useful,” says our
adversary, “because it makes men more ready to fight.” According to
that mode of reasoning, then, drunkenness also is a good thing, for
it makes men insolent and daring, and many use their weapons better
when the worse for liquor: nay, according to that reasoning, also,
you may call frenzy and madness essential to strength, because
madness often makes men stronger. Why, does not fear often by the
rule of contraries make men bolder, and does not the terror of
death rouse up even arrant cowards to join battle? Yet anger,
drunkenness, fear, and the like, are base and temporary incitements
to action, and can furnish no arms to virtue, which has no need of
vices, although they may at times be of some little assistance to
sluggish and cowardly minds. No man becomes braver through anger,
except one who without anger would not have been brave at all:
anger does not therefore come to assist courage, but to take its
place. What are we to say to the argument that, if anger were a
good thing it would attach itself to all the best men? Yet the most
irascible of creatures are infants, old men, and sick people. Every
weakling is naturally prone to complaint.
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It is impossible,
says Theophrastus, for a good man not to be angry with bad men. By
this reasoning, the better a man is, the more irascible he will be:
yet will he not rather be more tranquil, more free from passions,
and hating no one: indeed, what reason has he for hating sinners,
since it is error that leads them into such crimes? now it does not
become a sensible man to hate the erring, since if so he will hate
himself: let him think how many things he does contrary to good
morals, how much of what he has done stands in need of pardon, and
he will soon become angry with himself also, for no righteous judge
pronounces a different judgment in his own case and in that of
others. No one, I affirm, will be found who can acquit himself.
Everyone when he calls himself innocent looks rather to external
witnesses than to his own conscience. How much more philanthropic
it is to deal with the erring in a gentle and fatherly spirit, and
to call them into the right course instead of hunting them down?
When a man is wandering about our fields because he has lost his
way, it is better to place him on the right path than to drive him
away.
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The sinner ought,
therefore, to be corrected both by warning and by force, both by
gentle and harsh means, and may be made a better man both towards
himself and others by chastisement, but not by anger: for who is
angry with the patient whose wounds he is tending? “But they cannot
be corrected, and there is nothing in them that is gentle or that
admits of good hope.” Then let them be removed from mortal society,
if they are likely to deprave everyone with whom they come in
contact, and let them cease to be bad men in the only way in which
they can: yet let this be done without hatred: for what reason have
I for hating the man to whom I am doing the greatest good, since I
am rescuing him from himself? Does a man hate his own limbs when he
cuts them off? That is not an act of anger, but a lamentable method
of healing. We knock mad dogs on the head, we slaughter fierce and
savage bulls, and we doom scabby sheep to the knife, lest they
should infect our flocks: we destroy monstrous births, and we also
drown our children if they are born weakly or unnaturally formed;
to separate what is useless from what is sound is an act, not of
anger, but of reason. Nothing becomes one who inflicts punishment
less than anger, because the punishment has all the more power to
work reformation if the sentence be pronounced with deliberate
judgment. This is why Socrates said to the slave, “I would strike
you, were I not angry.” He put off the correction of the slave to a
calmer season; at the moment, he corrected himself. Who can boast
that he has his passions under control, when Socrates did not dare
to trust himself to his anger?
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We do not,
therefore, need an angry chastiser to punish the erring and wicked:
for since anger is a crime of the mind, it is not right that sins
should be punished by sin. “What! am I not to be angry with a
robber, or a poisoner?” No: for I am not angry with myself when I
bleed myself. I apply all kinds of punishment as remedies. You are
as yet only in the first stage of error, and do not go wrong
seriously, although you do so often: then I will try to amend you
by a reprimand given first in private and then in public.
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 You, again, have gone too far to be restored to virtue by
words alone; you must be kept in order by disgrace. For the next,
some stronger measure is required, something that he can feel must
be branded upon him; you, sir, shall be sent into exile and to a
desert place. The next man’s thorough villainy needs harsher
remedies: chains and public imprisonment must be applied to him.
You, lastly, have an incurably vicious mind, and add crime to
crime: you have come to such a pass, that you are not influenced by
the arguments which are never wanting to recommend evil, but sin
itself is to you a sufficient reason for sinning: you have so
steeped your whole heart in wickedness, that wickedness cannot be
taken from you without bringing your heart with it. Wretched man!
you have long sought to die; we will do you good service, we will
take away that madness from which you suffer, and to you who have
so long lived a misery to yourself and to others, we will give the
only good thing which remains, that is, death. Why should I be
angry with a man just when I am doing him good: sometimes the
truest form of compassion is to put a man to death. If I were a
skilled and learned physician, and were to enter a hospital, or a
rich
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 man’s house, I should not have prescribed the same treatment
for all the patients who were suffering from various diseases. I
see different kinds of vice in the vast number of different minds,
and am called in to heal the whole body of citizens: let us seek
for the remedies proper for each disease. This man may be cured by
his own sense of honour, that one by travel, that one by pain, that
one by want, that one by the sword. If, therefore, it becomes my
duty as a magistrate to put on black
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 robes, and summon an assembly by the sound of a trumpet,
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 I shall walk to the seat of judgment not in a rage or in a
hostile spirit, but with the countenance of a judge; I shall
pronounce the formal sentence in a grave and gentle rather than a
furious voice, and shall bid them proceed sternly, yet not angrily.
Even when I command a criminal to be beheaded, when I sew a
parricide up in a sack, when I send a man to be punished by
military law, when I fling a traitor or public enemy down the
Tarpeian Rock, I shall be free from anger, and shall look and feel
just as though I were crushing snakes and other venomous creatures.
“Anger is necessary to enable us to punish.” What? Do you think
that the law is angry with men whom it does not know, whom it has
never seen, who it hopes will never exist? We ought, therefore, to
adopt the law’s frame of mind, which does not become angry, but
merely defines offences: for, if it is right for a good man to be
angry at wicked crimes, it will also be right for him to be moved
with envy at the prosperity of wicked men: what, indeed, is more
scandalous than that in some cases the very men, for whose deserts
no fortune could be found bad enough, should flourish and actually
be the spoiled children of success? Yet he will see their affluence
without envy, just as he sees their crimes without anger: a good
judge condemns wrongful acts, but does not hate them. “What then?
when the wise man is dealing with something of this kind, will his
mind not be affected by it and become excited beyond its usual
wont?” I admit that it will: he will experience a slight and
trifling emotion; for, as Zeno says, “Even in the mind of the wise
man, a scar remains after the wound is quite healed.” He will,
therefore, feel certain hints and semblances of passions; but he
will be free from the passions themselves.

        
17

        
Aristotle says that
“certain passions, if one makes a proper use of them, act as arms”:
which would be true if, like weapons of war, they could be taken up
or laid aside at the pleasure of their wielder. These arms, which
Aristotle assigns to virtue, fight of their own accord, do not wait
to be seized by the hand, and possess a man instead of being
possessed by him. We have no need of external weapons, nature has
equipped us sufficiently by giving us reason. She has bestowed this
weapon upon us, which is strong, imperishable, and obedient to our
will, not uncertain or capable of being turned against its master.
Reason suffices by itself not merely to take thought for the
future, but to manage our affairs:
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 what, then, can be more foolish than for reason to beg anger
for protection, that is, for what is certain to beg of what is
uncertain? what is trustworthy of what is faithless? what is whole
of what is sick? What, indeed? since reason is far more powerful by
itself even in performing those operations in which the help of
anger seems especially needful: for when reason has decided that a
particular thing should be done, she perseveres in doing it; not
being able to find anything better than herself to exchange with.
She, therefore, abides by her purpose when it has once been formed;
whereas anger is often overcome by pity: for it possesses no firm
strength, but merely swells like an empty bladder, and makes a
violent beginning, just like the winds which rise from the earth
and are caused by rivers and marshes, which blow furiously without
any continuance: anger begins with a mighty rush, and then falls
away, becoming fatigued too soon: that which but lately thought of
nothing but cruelty and novel forms of torture, is become quite
softened and gentle when the time comes for punishment to be
inflicted. Passion soon cools, whereas reason is always consistent:
yet even in cases where anger has continued to burn, it often
happens that although there may be many who deserve to die, yet
after the death of two or three it ceases to slay. Its first onset
is fierce, just as the teeth of snakes when first roused from their
lair are venomous, but become harmless after repeated bites have
exhausted their poison. Consequently those who are equally guilty
are not equally punished, and often he who has done less is
punished more, because he fell in the way of anger when it was
fresher. It is altogether irregular; at one time it runs into undue
excess, at another it falls short of its duty: for it indulges its
own feelings and gives sentence according to its caprices, will not
listen to evidence, allows the defence no opportunity of being
heard, clings to what it has wrongly assumed, and will not suffer
its opinion to be wrested from it, even when it is a mistaken
one.
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Reason gives each
side time to plead; moreover, she herself demands adjournment, that
she may have sufficient scope for the discovery of the truth;
whereas anger is in a hurry: reason wishes to give a just decision;
anger wishes its decision to be thought just: reason looks no
further than the matter in hand; anger is excited by empty matters
hovering on the outskirts of the case: it is irritated by anything
approaching to a confident demeanour, a loud voice, an unrestrained
speech, dainty apparel, high-flown pleading, or popularity with the
public. It often condemns a man because it dislikes his patron; it
loves and maintains error even when truth is staring it in the
face. It hates to be proved wrong, and thinks it more honourable to
persevere in a mistaken line of conduct than to retract it. I
remember Gnaeus Piso, a man who was free from many vices, yet of a
perverse disposition, and one who mistook harshness for
consistency. In his anger he ordered a soldier to be led off to
execution because he had returned from furlough without his
comrade, as though he must have murdered him if he could not show
him. When the man asked for time for search, he would not grant it:
the condemned man was brought outside the rampart, and was just
offering his neck to the axe, when suddenly there appeared his
comrade who was thought to be slain. Hereupon the centurion in
charge of the execution bade the guardsman sheathe his sword, and
led the condemned man back to Piso, to restore to him the innocence
which Fortune had restored to the soldier. They were led into his
presence by their fellow soldiers amid the great joy of the whole
camp, embracing one another and accompanied by a vast crowd. Piso
mounted the tribunal in a fury and ordered them both to be
executed, both him who had not murdered and him who had not been
slain. What could be more unworthy than this? Because one was
proved to be innocent, two perished. Piso even added a third: for
he actually ordered the centurion, who had brought back the
condemned man, to be put to death. Three men were set up to die in
the same place because one was innocent. O, how clever is anger at
inventing reasons for its frenzy! “You,” it says, “I order to be
executed, because you have been condemned to death: you, because
you have been the cause of your comrade’s condemnation, and you,
because when ordered to put him to death you disobeyed your
general.” He discovered the means of charging them with three
crimes, because he could find no crime in them.

        
19

        
Irascibility, I
say, has this fault—it is loath to be ruled: it is angry with the
truth itself, if it comes to light against its will: it assails
those whom it has marked for its victims with shouting and riotous
noise and gesticulation of the entire body, together with
reproaches and curses. Not thus does reason act: but if it must be
so, she silently and quietly wipes out whole households, destroys
entire families of the enemies of the State, together with their
wives and children, throws down their very dwellings, levels them
with the ground, and roots out the names of those who are the foes
of liberty. This she does without grinding her teeth or shaking her
head, or doing anything unbecoming to a judge, whose countenance
ought to be especially calm and composed at the time when he is
pronouncing an important sentence. “What need is there,” asks
Hieronymus, “for you to bite your own lips when you want to strike
someone?” What would he have said, had he seen a proconsul leap
down from the tribunal, snatch the fasces from the lictor, and tear
his own clothes because those of others were not torn as fast as he
wished. Why need you upset the table, throw down the drinking cups,
knock yourself against the columns, tear your hair, smite your
thigh and your breast? How vehement do you suppose anger to be, if
it thus turns back upon itself, because it cannot find vent on
another as fast as it wishes? Such men, therefore, are held back by
the bystanders and are begged to become reconciled with themselves.
But he who while free from anger assigns to each man the penalty
which he deserves, does none of these things. He often lets a man
go after detecting his crime, if his penitence for what he has done
gives good hope for the future, if he perceives that the man’s
wickedness is not deeply rooted in his mind, but is only, as the
saying is, skindeep. He will grant impunity in cases where it will
hurt neither the receiver nor the giver. In some cases he will
punish great crimes more leniently than lesser ones, if the former
were the result of momentary impulse, not of cruelty, while the
latter were instinct with secret, underhand, long-practised
craftiness. The same fault, committed by two separate men, will not
be visited by him with the same penalty, if the one was guilty of
it through carelessness, the other with a premeditated intention of
doing mischief. In all dealing with crime he will remember that the
one form of punishment is meant to make bad men better, and the
other to put them out of the way. In either case he will look to
the future, not to the past: for, as Plato says, “no wise man
punishes anyone because he has sinned, but that he may sin no more:
for what is past cannot be recalled, but what is to come may be
checked.” Those, too, whom he wishes to make examples of the ill
success of wickedness, he executes publicly, not merely in order
that they themselves may die, but that by dying they may deter
others from doing likewise. You see how free from any mental
disturbance a man ought to be who has to weigh and consider all
this, when he deals with a matter which ought to be handled with
the utmost care, I mean, the power of life and death. The sword of
justice is ill-placed in the hands of an angry man.
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Neither ought it to
be believed that anger contributes anything to magnanimity: what it
gives is not magnanimity but vain glory. The increase which disease
produces in bodies swollen with morbid humours is not healthy
growth, but bloated corpulence. All those whose madness raises them
above human considerations, believe themselves to be inspired with
high and sublime ideas; but there is no solid ground beneath, and
what is built without foundation is liable to collapse in ruin.
Anger has no ground to stand upon, and does not rise from a firm
and enduring foundation, but is a windy, empty quality, as far
removed from true magnanimity as foolhardiness from courage,
boastfulness from confidence, gloom from austerity, cruelty from
strictness. There is, I say, a great difference between a lofty and
a proud mind: anger brings about nothing grand or beautiful. On the
other hand, to be constantly irritated seems to me to be the part
of a languid and unhappy mind, conscious of its own feebleness,
like folk with diseased bodies covered with sores, who cry out at
the lightest touch. Anger, therefore, is a vice which for the most
part affects women and children. “Yet it affects men also.” Because
many men, too, have womanish or childish intellects. “But what are
we to say? do not some words fall from angry men which appear to
flow from a great mind?” Yes, to those who know not what true
greatness is: as, for example, that foul and hateful saying, “Let
them hate me, provided they fear me,” which you may be sure was
written in Sulla’s time. I know not which was the worse of the two
things he wished for, that he might be hated or that he might be
feared. It occurs to his mind that someday people will curse him,
plot against him, crush him: what prayer does he add to this? May
all the gods curse him—for discovering a cure for hate so worthy of
it. “Let them hate.” How? “Provided they obey me?” No! “Provided
they approve of me?” No! How then? “Provided they fear me!” I would
not even be loved upon such terms. Do you imagine that this was a
very spirited saying? You are wrong: this is not greatness, but
monstrosity. You should not believe the words of angry men, whose
speech is very loud and menacing, while their mind within them is
as timid as possible: nor need you suppose that the most eloquent
of men, Titus Livius, was right in describing somebody as being “of
a great rather than a good disposition.” The things cannot be
separated: he must either be good or else he cannot be great,
because I take greatness of mind to mean that it is unshaken, sound
throughout, firm and uniform to its very foundation; such as cannot
exist in evil dispositions. Such dispositions may be terrible,
frantic, and destructive, but cannot possess greatness; because
greatness rests upon goodness, and owes its strength to it. “Yet by
speech, action, and all outward show they will make one think them
great.” True, they will say something which you may think shows a
great spirit, like Gaius Caesar, who when angry with heaven because
it interfered with his ballet-dancers, whom he imitated more
carefully than he attended to them when they acted, and because it
frightened his revels by its thunders, surely ill-directed,

  22
 challenged Jove to fight, and that to the death, shouting
the Homeric verse:—

        
“Carry me off, or I
will carry thee!”

        
How great was his
madness! He must have believed either that he could not be hurt
even by Jupiter himself, or that he could hurt even Jupiter itself.
I imagine that this saying of his had no small weight in nerving
the minds of the conspirators for their task: for it seemed to be
the height of endurance to bear one who could not bear Jupiter.
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There is therefore
nothing great or noble in anger, even when it seems to be powerful
and to contemn both gods and men alike. Anyone who thinks that
anger produces greatness of mind, would think that luxury produces
it: such a man wishes to rest on ivory, to be clothed with purple,
and roofed with gold; to remove lands, embank seas, hasten the
course of rivers, suspend woods in the air. He would think that
avarice shows greatness of mind: for the avaricious man broods over
heaps of gold and silver, treats whole provinces as merely fields
on his estate, and has larger tracts of country under the charge of
single bailiffs than those which consuls once drew lots to
administer. He would think that lust shows greatness of mind: for
the lustful man swims across straits, castrates troops of boys, and
puts himself within reach of the swords of injured husbands with
complete scorn of death. Ambition, too, he would think shows
greatness of mind: for the ambitious man is not content with office
once a year, but, if possible, would fill the calendar of dignities
with his name alone, and cover the whole world with his titles. It
matters nothing to what heights or lengths these passions may
proceed: they are narrow, pitiable, grovelling. Virtue alone is
lofty and sublime, nor is anything great which is not at the same
time tranquil.

        
Book Two

        
1

        
My first book,
Novatus, had a more abundant subject: for carriages roll easily
down hill:

  23
 now we must proceed to drier matters. The question before us
is whether anger arises from deliberate choice or from impulse,
that is, whether it acts of its own accord or like the greater part
of those passions which spring up within us without our knowledge.
It is necessary for our debate to stoop to the consideration of
these matters, in order that it may afterwards be able to rise to
loftier themes; for likewise in our bodies the parts which are
first set in order are the bones, sinews, and joints, which are by
no means fair to see, albeit they are the foundation of our frame
and essential to its life: next to them come the parts of which all
beauty of face and appearance consists; and after these, colour,
which above all else charms the eye, is applied last of all, when
the rest of the body is complete. There is no doubt that anger is
roused by the appearance of an injury being done: but the question
before us is, whether anger straightaway follows the appearance,
and springs up without assistance from the mind, or whether it is
roused with the sympathy of the mind. Our (the Stoics’) opinion is,
that anger can venture upon nothing by itself, without the approval
of mind: for to conceive the idea of a wrong having been done, to
long to avenge it, and to join the two propositions, that we ought
not to have been injured and that it is our duty to avenge our
injuries, cannot belong to a mere impulse which is excited without
our consent. That impulse is a simple act; this is a complex one,
and composed of several parts. The man understands something to
have happened: he becomes indignant thereat: he condemns the deed;
and he avenges it. All these things cannot be done without his mind
agreeing to those matters which touched him.
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Whither, say you,
does this inquiry tend? That we may know what anger is: for if it
springs up against our will, it never will yield to reason: because
all the motions which take place without our volition are beyond
our control and unavoidable, such as shivering when cold water is
poured over us, or shrinking when we are touched in certain places.
Men’s hair rises up at bad news, their faces blush at indecent
words, and they are seized with dizziness when looking down a
precipice; and as it is not in our power to prevent any of these
things, no reasoning can prevent their taking place. But anger can
be put to flight by wise maxims; for it is a voluntary defect of
the mind, and not one of those things which are evolved by the
conditions of human life, and which, therefore, may happen even to
the wisest of us. Among these and in the first place must be ranked
that thrill of the mind which seizes us at the thought of
wrongdoing. We feel this even when witnessing the mimic scenes of
the stage, or when reading about things that happened long ago. We
often feel angry with Clodius for banishing Cicero, and with
Antonius for murdering him. Who is not indignant with the wars of
Marius, the proscriptions of Sulla? who is not enraged against
Theodotus and Achillas and the boy king who dared to commit a more
than boyish crime?
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  Sometimes songs excite us, and quickened rhythm and the
martial noise of trumpets; so, too, shocking pictures and the
dreadful sight of tortures, however well deserved, affect our
minds. Hence it is that we smile when others are smiling, that a
crowd of mourners makes us sad, and that we take a glowing interest
in another’s battles; all of which feelings are not anger, any more
than that which clouds our brow at the sight of a stage shipwreck
is sadness, or what we feel, when we read how Hannibal after Cannae
beset the walls of Rome, can be called fear. All these are emotions
of minds which are loath to be moved, and are not passions, but
rudiments which may grow into passions. So, too, a soldier starts
at the sound of a trumpet, although he may be dressed as a civilian
and in the midst of a profound peace, and camp horses prick up
their ears at the clash of arms. It is said that Alexander, when
Xenophantus was singing, laid his hand upon his weapons.
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None of these
things which casually influence the mind deserve to be called
passions: the mind, if I may so express it, rather suffers passions
to act upon itself than forms them. A passion, therefore, consists
not in being affected by the sights which are presented to us, but
in giving way to our feelings and following up these chance
promptings: for whoever imagines that paleness, bursting into
tears, lustful feelings, deep sighs, sudden flashes of the eyes,
and so forth, are signs of passion and betray the state of the
mind, is mistaken, and does not understand that these are merely
impulses of the body. Consequently, the bravest of men often turns
pale while he is putting on his armour; when the signal for battle
is given, the knees of the boldest soldier shake for a moment; the
heart even of a great general leaps into his mouth just before the
lines clash together, and the hands and feet even of the most
eloquent orator grow stiff and cold while he is preparing to begin
his speech. Anger must not merely move, but break out of bounds,
being an impulse: now, no impulse can take place without the
consent of the mind: for it cannot be that we should deal with
revenge and punishment without the mind being cognisant of them. A
man may think himself injured, may wish to avenge his wrongs, and
then may be persuaded by some reason or other to give up his
intention and calm down: I do not call that anger, it is an emotion
of the mind which is under the control of reason. Anger is that
which goes beyond reason and carries her away with it: wherefore
the first confusion of a man’s mind when struck by what seems an
injury is no more anger than the apparent injury itself: it is the
subsequent mad rush, which not only receives the impression of the
apparent injury, but acts upon it as true, that is anger, being an
exciting of the mind to revenge, which proceeds from choice and
deliberate resolve. There never has been any doubt that fear
produces flight, and anger a rush forward; consider, therefore,
whether you suppose that anything can be either sought or avoided
without the participation of the mind.
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Furthermore, that
you may know in what manner passions begin and swell and gain
spirit, learn that the first emotion is involuntary, and is, as it
were, a preparation for a passion, and a threatening of one. The
next is combined with a wish, though not an obstinate one, as, for
example, “It is my duty to avenge myself, because I have been
injured,” or “It is right that this man should be punished, because
he has committed a crime.” The third emotion is already beyond our
control, because it overrides reason, and wishes to avenge itself,
not if it be its duty, but whether or no. We are not able by means
of reason to escape from that first impression on the mind, any
more than we can escape from those things which we have mentioned
as occurring to the body: we cannot prevent other people’s yawns
temping us to yawn:
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 we cannot help winking when fingers are suddenly darted at
our eyes. Reason is unable to overcome these habits, which perhaps
might be weakened by practice and constant watchfulness: they
differ from an emotion which is brought into existence and brought
to an end by a deliberate mental act.
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We must also
enquire whether those whose cruelty knows no bounds, and who
delight in shedding human blood, are angry when they kill people
from whom they have received no injury, and who they themselves do
not think have done them any injury; such as were Apollodorus or
Phalaris. This is not anger, it is ferocity: for it does not do
hurt because it has received injury: but is even willing to receive
injury, provided it may do hurt. It does not long to inflict
stripes and mangle bodies to avenge its wrongs, but for its own
pleasure. What then are we to say? This evil takes its rise from
anger; for anger, after it has by long use and indulgence made a
man forget mercy, and driven all feelings of human fellowship from
his mind, passes finally into cruelty. Such men therefore laugh,
rejoice, enjoy themselves greatly, and are as unlike as possible in
countenance to angry men, since cruelty is their relaxation. It is
said that when Hannibal saw a trench full of human blood, he
exclaimed, “O, what a beauteous sight!” How much more beautiful
would he have thought it, if it had filled a river or a lake? Why
should we wonder that you should be charmed with this sight above
all others, you who were born in bloodshed and brought up amid
slaughter from a child? Fortune will follow you and favour your
cruelty for twenty years, and will display to you everywhere the
sight that you love. You will behold it both at Trasumene and at
Cannae, and lastly at your own city of Carthage. Volesus, who not
long ago, under the Emperor Augustus, was proconsul of Asia Minor,
after he had one day beheaded three hundred persons, strutted out
among the corpses with a haughty air, as though he had performed
some grand and notable exploit, and exclaimed in Greek, “What a
kingly action!” What would this man have done, had he been really a
king? This was not anger, but a greater and an incurable
disease.
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“Virtue,” argues
our adversary, “ought to be angry with what is base, just as she
approves of what is honourable.” What should we think if he said
that virtue ought to be both mean and great; yet this is what he
means, when he wants her to be raised and lowered, because joy at a
good action is grand and glorious, while anger at another’s sin is
base and befits a narrow mind: and virtue will never be guilty of
imitating vice while she is repressing it; she considers anger to
deserve punishment for itself, since it often is even more criminal
than the faults with which it is angry. To rejoice and be glad is
the proper and natural function of virtue: it is as much beneath
her dignity to be angry, as to mourn: now, sorrow is the companion
of anger, and all anger ends in sorrow, either from remorse or from
failure. Secondly, if it be the part of the wise man to be angry
with sins, he will be more angry the greater they are, and will
often be angry: from which it follows that the wise man will not
only be angry but irascible. Yet if we do not believe that great
and frequent anger can find any place in the wise man’s mind, why
should we not set him altogether free from this passion? for there
can be no limit, if he ought to be angry in proportion to what
every man does: because he will either be unjust if he is equally
angry at unequal crimes, or he will be the most irascible of men,
if he blazes into wrath as often as crimes deserve his anger.
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What, too, can be
more unworthy of the wise man, than that his passions should depend
upon the wickedness of others? If so, the great Socrates will no
longer be able to return home with the same expression of
countenance with which he set out. Moreover, if it be the duty of
the wise man to be angry at base deeds, and to be excited and
saddened at crimes, then is there nothing more unhappy than the
wise man, for all his life will be spent in anger and grief. What
moment will there be at which he will not see something deserving
of blame? whenever he leaves his house, he will be obliged to walk
among men who are criminals, misers, spendthrifts, profligates, and
who are happy in being so: he can turn his eyes in no direction
without their finding something to shock them. He will faint, if he
demands anger from himself as often as reason calls for it. All
these thousands who are hurrying to the law courts at break of day,
how base are their causes, and how much baser their advocates? One
impugns his father’s will, when he would have done better to
deserve it; another appears as the accuser of his mother; a third
comes to inform against a man for committing the very crime of
which he himself is yet more notoriously guilty. The judge, too, is
chosen to condemn men for doing what he himself has done, and the
audience takes the wrong side, led astray by the fine voice of the
pleader.
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Why need I dwell
upon individual cases? Be assured, when you see the forum crowded
with a multitude, the Saepta
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 swarming with people, or the great Circus, in which the
greater part of the people find room to show themselves at once,
that among them there are as many vices as there are men. Among
those whom you see in the garb of peace there is no peace: for a
small profit any one of them will attempt the ruin of another: no
one can gain anything save by another’s loss. They hate the
fortunate and despise the unfortunate: they grudgingly endure the
great, and oppress the small: they are fired by diverse lusts: they
would wreck everything for the sake of a little pleasure or
plunder: they live as though they were in a school of gladiators,
fighting with the same people with whom they live: it is like a
society of wild beasts, save that beasts are tame with one another,
and refrain from biting their own species, whereas men tear one
another, and gorge themselves upon one another. They differ from
dumb animals in this alone, that the latter are tame with those who
feed them, whereas the rage of the former preys on those very
persons by whom they were brought up.
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The wise man will
never cease to be angry, if he once begins, so full is every place
of vices and crimes. More evil is done than can be healed by
punishment: men seem engaged in a vast race of wickedness. Every
day there is greater eagerness to sin, less modesty. Throwing aside
all reverence for what is better and more just, lust rushes
whithersoever it thinks fit, and crimes are no longer committed by
stealth, they take place before our eyes, and wickedness has become
so general and gained such a footing in everyone’s breast that
innocence is no longer rare, but no longer exists. Do men break the
law singly, or a few at a time? Nay, they rise in all quarters at
once, as though obeying some universal signal, to wipe out the
boundaries of right and wrong.

        
“Host is not safe
from guest, 

Father-in-law from son; but seldom love

Exists ’twixt brothers; wives long to
destroy

Their husbands, husbands long to slay their
wives,

Stepmothers deadly aconite prepare

And child-heirs wonder when their sires will
die.”

        

  
And how small a part of men’s crimes are
these! The poet
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 has not described one people divided into two hostile camps,
parents and children enrolled on opposite sides, Rome set on fire
by the hand of a Roman, troops of fierce horsemen scouring the
country to track out the hiding-places of the proscribed, wells
defiled with poison, plagues created by human hands, trenches dug
by children round their beleaguered parents, crowded prisons,
conflagrations that consume whole cities, gloomy tyrannies, secret
plots to establish despotisms and ruin peoples, and men glorying in
those deeds which, as long as it was possible to repress them, were
counted as crimes—I mean rape, debauchery, and lust
  
 
  
… Add to these, public acts of national bad
faith, broken treaties, everything that cannot defend itself
carried off as plunder by the stronger, knaveries, thefts, frauds,
and disownings of debt such as three of our present law-courts
would not suffice to deal with. If you want the wise man to be as
angry as the atrocity of men’s crimes requires, he must not merely
be angry, but must go mad with rage.
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You will rather
think that we should not be angry with people’s faults; for what
shall we say of one who is angry with those who stumble in the
dark, or with deaf people who cannot hear his orders, or with
children, because they forget their duty and interest themselves in
the games and silly jokes of their companions? What shall we say if
you choose to be angry with weaklings for being sick, for growing
old, or becoming fatigued? Among the other misfortunes of humanity
is this, that men’s intellects are confused, and they not only
cannot help going wrong, but love to go wrong. To avoid being angry
with individuals, you must pardon the whole mass, you must grant
forgiveness to the entire human race. If you are angry with young
and old men because they do wrong, you will be angry with infants
also, for they soon will do wrong. Does anyone become angry with
children, who are too young to comprehend distinctions? Yet, to be
a human being is a greater and a better excuse than to be a child.
Thus are we born, as creatures liable to as many disorders of the
mind as of the body; not dull and slow-witted, but making a bad use
of our keenness of wit, and leading one another into vice by our
example. He who follows others who have started before him on the
wrong road is surely excusable for having wandered on the highway.
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 A general’s severity may be shown in the case of individual
deserters; but where a whole army deserts, it must needs be
pardoned. What is it that puts a stop to the wise man’s anger? It
is the number of sinners. He perceives how unjust and how dangerous
it is to be angry with vices which all men share. Heraclitus,
whenever he came out of doors and beheld around him such a number
of men who were living wretchedly, nay, rather perishing
wretchedly, used to weep: he pitied all those who met him joyous
and happy. He was of a gentle but too weak disposition: and he
himself was one of those for whom he ought to have wept.
Democritus, on the other hand, is said never to have appeared in
public without laughing; so little did men’s serious occupations
appear serious to him. What room is there for anger? Everything
ought either to move us to tears or to laughter. The wise man will
not be angry with sinners. Why not? Because he knows that no one is
born wise, but becomes so: he knows that very few wise men are
produced in any age, because he thoroughly understands the
circumstances of human life. Now, no sane man is angry with nature:
for what should we say if a man chose to be surprised that fruit
did not hang on the thickets of a forest, or to wonder at bushes
and thorns not being covered with some useful berry? No one is
angry when nature excuses a defect. The wise man, therefore, being
tranquil, and dealing candidly with mistakes, not an enemy to but
an improver of sinners, will go abroad every day in the following
frame of mind:—“Many men will meet me who are drunkards, lustful,
ungrateful, greedy, and excited by the frenzy of ambition.” He will
view all these as benignly as a physician does his patients. When a
man’s ship leaks freely through its opened seams, does he become
angry with the sailors or the ship itself? No; instead of that, he
tries to remedy it: he shuts out some water, bales out some other,
closes all the holes that he can see, and by ceaseless labour
counteracts those which are out of sight and which let water into
the hold; nor does he relax his efforts because as much water as he
pumps out runs in again. We need a long-breathed struggle against
permanent and prolific evils; not, indeed, to quell them, but
merely to prevent their overpowering us.
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“Anger,” says our
opponent, “is useful, because it avoids contempt, and because it
frightens bad men.” Now, in the first place, if anger is strong in
proportion to its threats, it is hateful for the same reason that
it is terrible: and it is more dangerous to be hated than to be
despised. If, again, it is without strength, it is much more
exposed to contempt, and cannot avoid ridicule: for what is more
flat than anger when it breaks out into meaningless ravings?
Moreover, because some things are somewhat terrible, they are not
on that account desirable: nor does wisdom wish it to be said of
the wise man, as it is of a wild beast, that the fear which he
inspires is as a weapon to him. Why, do we not fear fever, gout,
consuming ulcers? and is there, for that reason, any good in them?
nay; on the other hand, they are all despised and thought to be
foul and base, and are for this very reason feared. So, too, anger
is in itself hideous and by no means to be feared; yet it is feared
by many, just as a hideous mask is feared by children. How can we
answer the fact that terror always works back to him who inspired
it, and that no one is feared who is himself at peace? At this
point it is well that you should remember that verse of Laberius,
which, when pronounced in the theatre during the height of the
civil war, caught the fancy of the whole people as though it
expressed the national feeling:—

        
“He must fear many,
whom so many fear.”

        
Thus has nature
ordained, that whatever becomes great by causing fear to others is
not free from fear itself. How disturbed lions are at the faintest
noises! How excited those fiercest of beasts become at strange
shadows, voices, or smells! Whatever is a terror to others, fears
for itself. There can be no reason, therefore, for any wise man to
wish to be feared, and no one need think that anger is anything
great because it strikes terror, since even the most despicable
things are feared, as, for example, noxious vermin whose bite is
venomous: and since a string set with feathers stops the largest
herds of wild beasts and guides them into traps, it is no wonder
that from its effect it should be named a “Scarer.”
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 Foolish creatures are frightened by foolish things: the
movement of chariots and the sight of their wheels turning round
drives lions back into their cage: elephants are frightened at the
cries of pigs: and so also we fear anger just as children fear the
dark, or wild beasts fear red feathers: it has in itself nothing
solid or valiant, but it affects feeble minds.

        
12

        
“Wickedness,” says
our adversary, “must be removed from the system of nature, if you
wish to remove anger: neither of which things can be done.” In the
first place, it is possible for a man not to be cold, although
according to the system of nature it may be wintertime, nor yet to
suffer from heat, although it be summer according to the almanac.
He may be protected against the inclement time of the year by
dwelling in a favoured spot, or he may have so trained his body to
endurance that it feels neither heat nor cold. Next, reverse this
saying:—You must remove anger from your mind before you can take
virtue into the same, because vices and virtues cannot combine, and
none can at the same time be both an angry man and a good man, any
more than he can be both sick and well. “It is not possible,” says
he, “to remove anger altogether from the mind, nor does human
nature admit of it.” Yet there is nothing so hard and difficult
that the mind of man cannot overcome it, and with which unremitting
study will not render him familiar, nor are there any passions so
fierce and independent that they cannot be tamed by discipline. The
mind can carry out whatever orders it gives itself: some have
succeeded in never smiling: some have forbidden themselves wine,
sexual intercourse, or even drink of all kinds. Some, who are
satisfied with short hours of rest, have learned to watch for long
periods without weariness. Men have learned to run upon the
thinnest ropes even when slanting, to carry huge burdens, scarcely
within the compass of human strength, or to dive to enormous depths
and suffer themselves to remain under the sea without any chance of
drawing breath. There are a thousand other instances in which
application has conquered all obstacles, and proved that nothing
which the mind has set itself to endure is difficult. The men whom
I have just mentioned gain either no reward or one that is unworthy
of their unwearied application; for what great thing does a man
gain by applying his intellect to walking upon a tight rope? or to
placing great burdens upon his shoulders? or to keeping sleep from
his eyes? or to reaching the bottom of the sea? and yet their
patient labour brings all these things to pass for a trifling
reward. Shall not we then call in the aid of patience, we whom such
a prize awaits, the unbroken calm of a happy life? How great a
blessing is it to escape from anger, that chief of all evils, and
therewith from frenzy, ferocity, cruelty, and madness, its
attendants?
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There is no reason
why we should seek to defend such a passion as this or excuse its
excesses by declaring it to be either useful or unavoidable. What
vice, indeed, is without its defenders? yet this is no reason why
you should declare anger to be ineradicable. The evils from which
we suffer are curable, and since we were born with a natural bias
towards good, nature herself will help us if we try to amend our
lives. Nor is the path to virtue steep and rough, as some think it
to be: it may be reached on level ground. This is no untrue tale
which I come to tell you: the road to happiness is easy; do you
only enter upon it with good luck and the good help of the gods
themselves. It is much harder to do what you are doing. What is
more restful than a mind at peace, and what more toilsome than
anger? What is more at leisure than clemency, what fuller of
business than cruelty? Modesty keeps holiday while vice is
overwhelmed with work. In fine, the culture of any of the virtues
is easy, while vices require a great expense. Anger ought to be
removed from our minds: even those who say that it ought to be kept
low admit this to some extent: let it be got rid of altogether;
there is nothing to be gained by it. Without it we can more easily
and more justly put an end to crime, punish bad men, and amend
their lives. The wise man will do his duty in all things without
the help of any evil passion, and will use no auxiliaries which
require watching narrowly lest they get beyond his control.
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Anger, then, must
never become a habit with us, but we may sometimes affect to be
angry when we wish to rouse up the dull minds of those whom we
address, just as we rouse up horses who are slow at starting with
goads and firebrands. We must sometimes apply fear to persons upon
whom reason makes no impression: yet to be angry is of no more use
than to grieve or to be afraid. “What? do not circumstances arise
which provoke us to anger?” Yes: but at those times above all
others we ought to choke down our wrath. Nor is it difficult to
conquer our spirit, seeing that athletes, who devote their whole
attention to the basest parts of themselves, nevertheless are able
to endure blows and pain, in order to exhaust the strength of the
striker, and do not strike when anger bids them, but when
opportunity invites them. It is said that Pyrrhus, the most
celebrated trainer for gymnastic contests, used habitually to
impress upon his pupils not to lose their tempers: for anger spoils
their science, and thinks only how it can hurt: so that often
reason counsels patience while anger counsels revenge, and we, who
might have survived our first misfortunes, are exposed to worse
ones. Some have been driven into exile by their impatience of a
single contemptuous word, have been plunged into the deepest
miseries because they would not endure the most trifling wrong in
silence, and have brought upon themselves the yoke of slavery
because they were too proud to give up the least part of their
entire liberty.
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“That you may be
sure,” says our opponent, “that anger has in it something noble,
pray look at the free nations, such as the Germans and Scythians,
who are especially prone to anger.” The reason of this is that
stout and daring intellects are liable to anger before they are
tamed by discipline; for some passions engraft themselves upon the
better class of dispositions only, just as good land, even when
waste, grows strong brushwood, and the trees are tall which stand
upon a fertile soil. In like manner, dispositions which are
naturally bold produce irritability, and, being hot and fiery, have
no mean or trivial qualities, but their energy is misdirected, as
happens with all those who without training come to the front by
their natural advantages alone, whose minds, unless they be brought
under control, degenerate from a courageous temper into habits of
rashness and reckless daring. “What? are not milder spirits linked
with gentler vices, such as tenderness of heart, love, and
bashfulness?” Yes, and therefore I can often point out to you a
good disposition by its own faults: yet their being the proofs of a
superior nature does not prevent their being vices. Moreover, all
those nations which are free because they are wild, like lions or
wolves, cannot command any more than they can obey: for the
strength of their intellect is not civilized, but fierce and
unmanageable: now, no one is able to rule unless he is also able to
be ruled. Consequently, the empire of the world has almost always
remained in the hands of those nations who enjoy a milder climate.
Those who dwell near the frozen north have uncivilized temper

        
“Just on the model
of their native skies,” 

as the poet has it.
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Those animals,
urges our opponent, are held to be the most generous who have large
capacity for anger. He is mistaken when he holds up creatures who
act from impulse instead of reason as patterns for men to follow,
because in man reason takes the place of impulse. Yet even with
animals, all do not alike profit by the same thing. Anger is of use
to lions, timidity to stags, boldness to hawks, flight to doves.
What if I declare that it is not even true that the best animals
are the most prone to anger? I may suppose that wild beasts, who
gain their food by rapine, are better the angrier they are; but I
should praise oxen and horses who obey the rein for their patience.
What reason, however, have you for referring mankind to such
wretched models, when you have the universe and God, whom he alone
of animals imitates because he alone comprehends Him? “The most
irritable men,” says he, “are thought to be the most
straightforward of all.” Yes, because they are compared with
swindlers and sharpers, and appear to be simple because they are
outspoken. I should not call such men simple, but heedless. We give
this title of “simple” to all fools, gluttons, spendthrifts, and
men whose vices lie on the surface.
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“An orator,” says
our opponent, “sometimes speaks better when he is angry.” Not so,
but when he pretends to be angry: for so also actors bring down the
house by their playing, not when they are really angry, but when
they act the angry man well: and in like manner, in addressing a
jury or a popular assembly, or in any other position in which the
minds of others have to be influenced at our pleasure, we must
ourselves pretend to feel anger, fear, or pity before we can make
others feel them, and often the pretence of passion will do what
the passion itself could not have done. “The mind which does not
feel anger,” says he, “is feeble.” True, if it has nothing stronger
than anger to support it. A man ought to be neither robber nor
victim, neither tenderhearted nor cruel. The former belongs to an
over-weak mind, the latter to an over-hard one. Let the wise man be
moderate, and when things have to be done somewhat briskly, let him
call force, not anger, to his aid.
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Now that we have
discussed the questions propounded concerning anger, let us pass on
to the consideration of its remedies. These, I imagine, are
twofold: the one class preventing our becoming angry, the other
preventing our doing wrong when we are angry. As with the body we
adopt a certain regimen to keep ourselves in health, and use
different rules to bring back health when lost, so likewise we must
repel anger in one fashion and quench it in another. That we may
avoid it, certain general rules of conduct which apply to all men’s
lives must be impressed upon us. We may divide these into such as
are of use during the education of the young and in afterlife.
Education ought to be carried on with the greatest and most
salutary assiduity: for it is easy to mould minds while they are
still tender, but it is difficult to uproot vices which have grown
up with ourselves.

        
19

        
A hot mind is
naturally the most prone to anger: for as there are four elements,
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 consisting of fire, air, earth, and water, so there are
powers corresponding and equivalent to each of these, namely, hot,
cold, dry, and moist. Now the mixture of the elements is the cause
of the diversities of lands and of animals, of bodies and of
character, and our dispositions incline to one or the other of
these according as the strength of each element prevails in us.
Hence it is that we call some regions wet or dry, warm or cold. The
same distinctions apply likewise to animals and mankind; it makes a
great difference how much moisture or heat a man contains; his
character will partake of whichever element has the largest share
in him. A warm temper of mind will make men prone to anger; for
fire is full of movement and vigour; a mixture of coldness makes
men cowards, for cold is sluggish and contracted. Because of this,
some of our Stoics think that anger is excited in our breasts by
the boiling of the blood round the heart: indeed, that place is
assigned to anger for no other reason than because the breast is
the warmest part of the whole body. Those who have more moisture in
them become angry by slow degrees, because they have no heat ready
at hand, but it has to be obtained by movement; wherefore the anger
of women and children is sharp rather than strong, and arises on
lighter provocation. At dry times of life anger is violent and
powerful, yet without increase, and adding little to itself,
because as heat dies away cold takes its place. Old men are testy
and full of complaints, as also are sick people and convalescents,
and all whose store of heat has been consumed by weariness or loss
of blood. Those who are wasted by thirst or hunger are in the same
condition, as also are those whose frame is naturally bloodless and
faints from want of generous diet. Wine kindles anger, because it
increases heat; according to each man’s disposition, some fly into
a passion when they are heavily drunk, some when they are slightly
drunk: nor is there any other reason than this why yellow-haired,
ruddy-complexioned people should be excessively passionate, seeing
that they are naturally of the colour which others put on during
anger; for their blood is hot and easily set in motion.
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But just as nature
makes some men prone to anger, so there are many other causes which
have the same power as nature. Some are brought into this condition
by disease or bodily injury, others by hard work, long watching,
nights of anxiety, ardent longings, and love: and everything else
which is hurtful to the body or the spirit inclines the distempered
mind to find fault. All these, however, are but the beginning and
causes of anger. Habit of mind has very great power, and, if it be
harsh, increases the disorder. As for nature, it is difficult to
alter it, nor may we change the mixture of the elements which was
formed once for all at our birth: yet knowledge will be so far of
service, that we should keep wine out of the reach of hot-tempered
men, which Plato thinks ought also to be forbidden to boys, so that
fire be not made fiercer. Neither should such men be overfed: for
if so, their bodies will swell, and their minds will swell with
them. Such men ought to take exercise, stopping short, however, of
fatigue, in order that their natural heat may be abated, but not
exhausted, and their excess of fiery spirit may be worked off.
Games also will be useful: for moderate pleasure relieves the mind
and brings it to a proper balance. With those temperaments which
incline to moisture, or dryness and stiffness, there is no danger
of anger, but there is fear of greater vices, such as cowardice,
moroseness, despair, and suspiciousness: such dispositions
therefore ought to be softened, comforted, and restored to
cheerfulness: and since we must make use of different remedies for
anger and for sullenness, and these two vices require not only
unlike, but absolutely opposite modes of treatment, let us always
attack that one of them which is gaining the mastery.
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It is, I assure
you, of the greatest service to boys that they should be soundly
brought up, yet to regulate their education is difficult, because
it is our duty to be careful neither to cherish a habit of anger in
them, nor to blunt the edge of their spirit. This needs careful
watching, for both qualities, both those which are to be
encouraged, and those which are to be checked, are fed by the same
things; and even a careful watcher may be deceived by their
likeness. A boy’s spirit is increased by freedom and depressed by
slavery: it rises when praised, and is led to conceive great
expectations of itself: yet this same treatment produces arrogance
and quickness of temper: we must therefore guide him between these
two extremes, using the curb at one time and the spur at another.
He must undergo no servile or degrading treatment; he never must
beg abjectly for anything, nor must he gain anything by begging;
let him rather receive it for his own sake, for his past good
behaviour, or for his promises of future good conduct. In contests
with his comrades we ought not to allow him to become sulky or fly
into a passion: let us see that he be on friendly terms with those
whom he contends with, so that in the struggle itself he may learn
to wish not to hurt his antagonist but to conquer him: whenever he
has gained the day or done something praiseworthy, we should allow
him to enjoy his victory, but not to rush into transports of
delight: for joy leads to exultation, and exultation leads to
swaggering and excessive self-esteem. We ought to allow him some
relaxation, yet not yield him up to laziness and sloth, and we
ought to keep him far beyond the reach of luxury, for nothing makes
children more prone to anger than a soft and fond bringing-up, so
that the more only children are indulged, and the more liberty is
given to orphans, the more they are corrupted. He to whom nothing
is ever denied, will not be able to endure a rebuff, whose anxious
mother always wipes away his tears, whose 
paedagogus 
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 is made to pay for his shortcomings. Do you not observe how
a man’s anger becomes more violent as he rises in station? This
shows itself especially in those who are rich and noble, or in
great place, when the favouring gale has roused all the most empty
and trivial passions of their minds. Prosperity fosters anger, when
a man’s proud ears are surrounded by a mob of flatterers, saying,
“That man answers you! you do not act according to your dignity,
you lower yourself.” And so forth, with all the language which can
hardly be resisted even by healthy and originally well-principled
minds. Flattery, then, must be kept well out of the way of
children. Let a child hear the truth, and sometimes fear it: let
him always reverence it. Let him rise in the presence of his
elders. Let him obtain nothing by flying into a passion: let him be
given when he is quiet what was refused him when he cried for it:
let him behold, but not make use of his father’s wealth: let him be
reproved for what he does wrong. It will be advantageous to furnish
boys with even-tempered teachers and 
paedagogi: what is soft and unformed clings
to what is near, and takes its shape: the habits of young men
reproduce those of their nurses and 
paedagogi. Once, a boy who was brought up
in Plato’s house went home to his parents, and, on seeing his
father shouting with passion, said, “I never saw anyone at Plato’s
house act like that.” I doubt not that he learned to imitate his
father sooner than he learned to imitate Plato. Above all, let his
food be scanty, his dress not costly, and of the same fashion as
that of his comrades: if you begin by putting him on a level with
many others, he will not be angry when someone is compared with
him.
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These precepts,
however, apply to our children: in ourselves the accident of birth
and our education no longer admits of either mistakes or advice; we
must deal with what follows. Now we ought to fight against the
first causes of evil: the cause of anger is the belief that we are
injured; this belief, therefore, should not be lightly entertained.
We ought not to fly into a rage even when the injury appears to be
open and distinct: for some false things bear the semblance of
truth. We should always allow some time to elapse, for time
discloses the truth. Let not our ears be easily lent to calumnious
talk: let us know and be on our guard against this fault of human
nature, that we are willing to believe what we are unwilling to
listen to, and that we become angry before we have formed our
opinion. What shall I say? we are influenced not merely by
calumnies but by suspicions, and at the very look and smile of
others we may fly into a rage with innocent persons because we put
the worst construction upon it. We ought, therefore, to plead the
cause of the absent against ourselves, and to keep our anger in
abeyance: for a punishment which has been postponed may yet be
inflicted, but when once inflicted cannot be recalled.
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Everyone knows the
story of the tyrannicide who, being caught before he had
accomplished his task, and being tortured by Hippias to make him
betray his accomplices, named the friends of the tyrant who stood
around, and everyone to whom he knew the tyrant’s safety was
especially dear. As the tyrant ordered each man to be slain as he
was named, at last the man, being asked if anyone else remained,
said, “You remain alone, for I have left no one else alive to whom
you are dear.” Anger had made the tyrant lend his assistance to the
tyrant-slayer, and cut down his guards with his own sword. How far
more spirited was Alexander, who after reading his mother’s letter
warning him to beware of poison from his physician, Philip,
nevertheless drank undismayed the medicine which Philip gave him!
He felt more confidence in his friend: he deserved that his friend
should be innocent, and deserved that his conduct should make him
innocent. I praise Alexander’s doing this all the more because he
was above all men prone to anger; but the rarer moderation is among
kings, the more it deserves to be praised. The great Gaius Caesar,
who proved such a merciful conqueror in the civil war, did the same
thing; he burned a packet of letters addressed to Gnaeus Pompeius
by persons who had been thought to be either neutrals or on the
other side. Though he was never violent in his anger, yet he
preferred to put it out of his power to be angry: he thought that
the kindest way to pardon each of them was not to know what his
offence had been.
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Readiness to
believe what we hear causes very great mischief; we ought often not
even to listen, because in some cases it is better to be deceived
than to suspect deceit. We ought to free our minds of suspicion and
mistrust, those most untrustworthy causes of anger. “This man’s
greeting was far from civil; that one would not receive my kiss;
one cut short a story I had begun to tell; another did not ask me
to dinner; another seemed to view me with aversion.” Suspicion will
never lack grounds: what we want is straightforwardness, and a
kindly interpretation of things. Let us believe nothing unless it
forces itself upon our sight and is unmistakable, and let us
reprove ourselves for being too ready to believe, as often as our
suspicions prove to be groundless: for this discipline will render
us habitually slow to believe what we hear.
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Another consequence
of this will be, that we shall not be exasperated by the slightest
and most contemptible trifles. It is mere madness to be put out of
temper because a slave is not quick, because the water we are going
to drink is lukewarm or because our couch is disarranged or our
table carelessly laid. A man must be in a miserably bad state of
health if he shrinks from a gentle breath of wind; his eyes must be
diseased if they are distressed by the sight of white clothing; he
must be broken down with debauchery if he feels pain at seeing
another man work. It is said that there was one Mindyrides, a
citizen of Sybaris, who one day seeing a man digging and vigorously
brandishing a mattock, complained that the sight made him weary,
and forbade the man to work where he could see him. The same man
complained that he had suffered from the rose-leaves upon which he
lay being folded double. When pleasures have corrupted both the
body and the mind, nothing seems endurable, not indeed because it
is hard, but because he who has to bear it is soft: for why should
we be driven to frenzy by anyone’s coughing and sneezing, or by a
fly not being driven away with sufficient care, or by a dog’s
hanging about us, or a key dropping from a careless servant’s hand?
Will one whose ears are agonised by the noise of a bench being
dragged along the floor be able to endure with unruffled mind the
rude language of party strife, and the abuse which speakers in the
forum or the senate house heap upon their opponents? Will he who is
angry with his slave for icing his drink badly, be able to endure
hunger, or the thirst of a long march in summer? Nothing,
therefore, nourishes anger more than excessive and dissatisfied
luxury: the mind ought to be hardened by rough treatment, so as not
to feel any blow that is not severe.
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We are angry,
either with those who can, or with those who cannot do us an
injury. To the latter class belong some inanimate things, such as a
book, which we often throw away when it is written in letters too
small for us to read, or tear up when it is full of mistakes, or
clothes which we destroy because we do not like them. How foolish
to be angry with such things as these, which neither deserve nor
feel our anger! “But of course it is their makers who really
affront us.” I answer that, in the first place, we often become
angry before making this distinction clear in our minds, and
secondly, perhaps even the makers might put forward some reasonable
excuses: one of them, it may be, could not make them any better
than he did, and it is not through any disrespect to you that he
was unskilled in his trade: another may have done his work so
without any intention of insulting you: and, finally, what can be
more crazy than to discharge upon things the ill-feeling which one
has accumulated against persons? Yet as it is the act of a madman
to be angry with inanimate objects, so also is it to be angry with
dumb animals, which can do us no wrong because they are not able to
form a purpose; and we cannot call anything a wrong unless it be
done intentionally. They are, therefore, able to hurt us, just as a
sword or a stone may do so, but they are not able to do us a wrong.
Yet some men think themselves insulted when the same horses which
are docile with one rider are restive with another, as though it
were through their deliberate choice, and not through habit and
cleverness of handling that some horses are more easily managed by
some men than by others. And as it is foolish to be angry with
them, so it is to be angry with children, and with men who have
little more sense than children: for all these sins, before a just
judge, ignorance would be as effective an excuse as innocence.
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There are some
things which are unable to hurt us, and whose power is exclusively
beneficial and salutary, as, for example, the immortal gods, who
neither wish nor are able to do harm: for their temperament is
naturally gentle and tranquil, and no more likely to wrong others
than to wrong themselves. Foolish people who know not the truth
hold them answerable for storms at sea, excessive rain, and long
winters, whereas all the while these phenomena by which we suffer
or profit take place without any reference whatever to us: it is
not for our sake that the universe causes summer and winter to
succeed one another; these have a law of their own, according to
which their divine functions are performed. We think too much of
ourselves, when we imagine that we are worthy to have such
prodigious revolutions effected for our sake: so, then, none of
these things take place in order to do us an injury, nay, on the
contrary, they all tend to our benefit. I have said that there are
some things which cannot hurt us, and some which would not. To the
latter class belong good men in authority, good parents, teachers,
and judges, whose punishments ought to be submitted to by us in the
same spirit in which we undergo the surgeon’s knife, abstinence
from food, and suchlike things which hurt us for our benefit.
Suppose that we are being punished; let us think not only of what
we suffer, but of what we have done: let us sit in judgement on our
past life. Provided we are willing to tell ourselves the truth, we
shall certainly decide that our crimes deserve a harder measure
than they have received.
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If we desire to be
impartial judges of all that takes place, we must first convince
ourselves of this, that no one of us is faultless: for it is from
this that most of our indignation proceeds. “I have not sinned, I
have done no wrong.” Say, rather, you do not admit that you have
done any wrong. We are infuriated at being reproved, either by
reprimand or actual chastisement, although we are sinning at that
very time, by adding insolence and obstinacy to our wrongdoings.
Who is there that can declare himself to have broken no laws? Even
if there be such a man, what a stinted innocence it is, merely to
be innocent by the letter of the law. How much further do the rules
of duty extend than those of the law! how many things which are not
to be found in the statute book, are demanded by filial feeling,
kindness, generosity, equity, and honour? Yet we are not able to
warrant ourselves even to come under that first narrowest
definition of innocence: we have done what was wrong, thought what
was wrong, wished for what was wrong, and encouraged what was
wrong: in some cases we have only remained innocent because we did
not succeed. When we think of this, let us deal more justly with
sinners, and believe that those who scold us are right: in any case
let us not be angry with ourselves (for with whom shall we not be
angry, if we are angry even with our own selves?), and least of all
with the gods: for whatever we suffer befalls us not by any
ordinance of theirs but of the common law of all flesh. “But
diseases and pains attack us.” Well, people who live in a crazy
dwelling must have some way of escape from it. Someone will be said
to have spoken ill of you: think whether you did not first speak
ill of him: think of how many persons you have yourself spoken ill.
Let us not, I say, suppose that others are doing us a wrong, but
are repaying one which we have done them, that some are acting with
good intentions, some under compulsion, some in ignorance, and let
us believe that even he who does so intentionally and knowingly did
not wrong us merely for the sake of wronging us, but was led into
doing so by the attraction of saying something witty, or did
whatever he did, not out of any spite against us, but because he
himself could not succeed unless he pushed us back. We are often
offended by flattery even while it is being lavished upon us: yet
whoever recalls to his mind how often he himself has been the
victim of undeserved suspicion, how often fortune has given his
true service an appearance of wrongdoing, how many persons he has
begun by hating and ended by loving, will be able to keep himself
from becoming angry straightaway, especially if he silently says to
himself when each offence is committed: “I have done this very
thing myself.” Where, however, will you find so impartial a judge?
The same man who lusts after everyone’s wife, and thinks that a
woman’s belonging to someone else is a sufficient reason for
adoring her, will not allow anyone else to look at his own wife. No
man expects such exact fidelity as a traitor: the perjurer himself
takes vengeance of him who breaks his word: the pettifogging lawyer
is most indignant at an action being brought against him: the man
who is reckless of his own chastity cannot endure any attempt upon
that of his slaves. We have other men’s vices before our eyes, and
our own behind our backs: hence it is that a father, who is worse
than his son, blames the latter for giving extravagant feasts,
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 and disapproves of the least sign of luxury in another,
although he was wont to set no bounds to it in his own case; hence
it is that despots are angry with homicides, and thefts are
punished by those who despoil temples. A great part of mankind is
not angry with sins, but with sinners. Regard to our own selves
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 will make us more moderate, if we inquire of ourselves:—have
we ever committed any crime of this sort? have we ever fallen into
this kind of error? is it for our interest that we should condemn
this conduct?
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The greatest remedy
for anger is delay: beg anger to grant you this at the first, not
in order that it may pardon the offence, but that it may form a
right judgment about it:—if it delays, it will come to an end. Do
not attempt to quell it all at once, for its first impulses are
fierce; by plucking away its parts we shall remove the whole. We
are made angry by some things which we learn at secondhand, and by
some which we ourselves hear or see. Now, we ought to be slow to
believe what is told us. Many tell lies in order to deceive us, and
many because they are themselves deceived. Some seek to win our
favour by false accusations, and invent wrongs in order that they
may appear angry at our having suffered them. One man lies out of
spite, that he may set trusting friends at variance; some because
they are suspicious,
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 and wish to see sport, and watch from a safe distance those
whom they have set by the ears. If you were about to give sentence
in court about ever so small a sum of money, you would take nothing
as proved without a witness, and a witness would count for nothing
except on his oath. You would allow both sides to be heard: you
would allow them time: you would not despatch the matter at one
sitting, because the oftener it is handled the more distinctly the
truth appears. And do you condemn your friend offhand? Are you
angry with him before you hear his story, before you have
cross-examined him, before he can know either who is his accuser or
with what he is charged. Why then, just now, in the case which you
just tried, did you hear what was said on both sides? This very man
who has informed against your friend, will say no more if he be
obliged to prove what he says. “You need not,” says he, “bring me
forward as a witness; if I am brought forward I shall deny what I
have said; unless you excuse me from appearing I shall never tell
you anything.” At the same time he spurs you on and withdraws
himself from the strife and battle. The man who will tell you
nothing save in secret hardly tells you anything at all. What can
be more unjust than to believe in secret, and to be angry
openly?
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Some offences we
ourselves witness: in these cases let us examine the disposition
and purpose of the offender. Perhaps he is a child; let us pardon
his youth, he knows not whether he is doing wrong: or he is a
father; he has either rendered such great services, as to have won
the right even to wrong us—or perhaps this very act which offends
us is his chief merit: or a woman; well, she made a mistake. The
man did it because he was ordered to do it. Who but an unjust
person can be angry with what is done under compulsion? You had
hurt him: well, there is no wrong in suffering the pain which you
have been the first to inflict. Suppose that your opponent is a
judge; then you ought to take his opinion rather than your own: or
that he is a king; then, if he punishes the guilty, yield to him
because he is just, and if he punishes the innocent, yield to him
because he is powerful. Suppose that it is a dumb animal or as
stupid as a dumb animal: then, if you are angry with it, you will
make yourself like it. Suppose that it is a disease or a
misfortune; it will take less effect upon you if you bear it
quietly: or that it is a god; then you waste your time by being
angry with him as much as if you prayed him to be angry with
someone else. Is it a good man who has wronged you? do not believe
it: is it a bad one? do not be surprised at this; he will pay to
someone else the penalty which he owes to you—indeed, by his sin he
has already punished himself.
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There are, as I
have stated, two cases which produce anger: first, when we appear
to have received an injury, about which enough has been said, and,
secondly, when we appear to have been treated unjustly: this must
now be discussed. Men think some things unjust because they ought
not to suffer them, and some because they did not expect to suffer
them: we think what is unexpected is beneath our deserts.
Consequently, we are especially excited at what befalls us contrary
to our hope and expectation: and this is why we are irritated at
the smallest trifles in our own domestic affairs, and why we call
our friends’ carelessness deliberate injury. How is it, then, asks
our opponent, that we are angered by the injuries inflicted by our
enemies? It is because we did not expect those particular injuries,
or, at any rate, not on so extensive a scale. This is caused by our
excessive self-love: we think that we ought to remain uninjured
even by our enemies: every man bears within his breast the mind of
a despot, and is willing to commit excesses, but unwilling to
submit to them. Thus it is either ignorance or arrogance that makes
us angry: ignorance of common facts; for what is there to wonder at
in bad men committing evil deeds? what novelty is there in your
enemy hurting you, your friend quarrelling with you, your son going
wrong, or your servant doing amiss? Fabius was wont to say that the
most shameful excuse a general could make was “I did not think.” I
think it the most shameful excuse that a man can make. Think of
everything, expect everything: even with men of good character
something queer will crop up: human nature produces minds that are
treacherous, ungrateful, greedy, and impious: when you are
considering what any man’s morals may be, think what those of
mankind are. When you are especially enjoying yourself, be
especially on your guard: when everything seems to you to be
peaceful, be sure that mischief is not absent, but only asleep.
Always believe that something will occur to offend you. A pilot
never spreads all his canvas abroad so confidently as not to keep
his tackle for shortening sail ready for use. Think, above all, how
base and hateful is the power of doing mischief, and how unnatural
in man, by whose kindness even fierce animals are rendered tame.
See how bulls yield their necks to the yoke, how elephants
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 allow boys and women to dance on their backs unhurt, how
snakes glide harmlessly over our bosoms and among our
drinking-cups, how within their dens bears and lions submit to be
handled with complacent mouths, and wild beasts fawn upon their
master: let us blush to have exchanged habits with wild beasts. It
is a crime to injure one’s country: so it is, therefore, to injure
any of our countrymen, for he is a part of our country; if the
whole be sacred, the parts must be sacred too. Therefore it is also
a crime to injure any man: for he is your fellow-citizen in a
larger state. What, if the hands were to wish to hurt the feet? or
the eyes to hurt the hands? As all the limbs act in unison, because
it is the interest of the whole body to keep each one of them safe,
so men should spare one another, because they are born for society.
The bond of society, however, cannot exist unless it guards and
loves all its members. We should not even destroy vipers and
water-snakes and other creatures whose teeth and claws are
dangerous, if we were able to tame them as we do other animals, or
to prevent their being a peril to us: neither ought we, therefore,
to hurt a man because he has done wrong, but lest he should do
wrong, and our punishment should always look to the future, and
never to the past, because it is inflicted in a spirit of
precaution, not of anger: for if everyone who has a crooked and
vicious disposition were to be punished, no one would escape
punishment.
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“But anger
possesses a certain pleasure of its own, and it is sweet to pay
back the pain you have suffered.” Not at all; it is not honourable
to requite injuries by injuries, in the same way as it is to repay
benefits by benefits. In the latter case it is a shame to be
conquered; in the former it is a shame to conquer. Revenge and
retaliation are words which men use and even think to be righteous,
yet they do not greatly differ from wrongdoing, except in the order
in which they are done: he who renders pain for pain has more
excuse for his sin; that is all. Someone who did not know Marcus
Cato struck him in the public bath in his ignorance, for who would
knowingly have done him an injury? Afterwards when he was
apologizing, Cato replied, “I do not remember being struck.” He
thought it better to ignore the insult than to revenge it. You ask,
“Did no harm befall that man for his insolence?” No, but rather
much good; he made the acquaintance of Cato. It is the part of a
great mind to despise wrongs done to it; the most contemptuous form
of revenge is not to deem one’s adversary worth taking vengeance
upon. Many have taken small injuries much more seriously to heart
than they need, by revenging them: that man is great and noble who
like a large wild animal hears unmoved the tiny curs that bark at
him.
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“We are treated,”
says our opponent, “with more respect if we revenge our injuries.”
If we make use of revenge merely as a remedy, let us use it without
anger, and not regard revenge as pleasant, but as useful: yet often
it is better to pretend not to have received an injury than to
avenge it. The wrongs of the powerful must not only be borne, but
borne with a cheerful countenance: they will repeat the wrong if
they think they have inflicted it. This is the worst trait of minds
rendered arrogant by prosperity, they hate those whom they have
injured. Everyone knows the saying of the old courtier, who, when
someone asked him how he had achieved the rare distinction of
living at court till he reached old age, replied, “By receiving
wrongs and returning thanks for them.” It is often so far from
expedient to avenge our wrongs, that it will not do even to admit
them. Gaius Caesar, offended at the smart clothes and well-dressed
hair of the son of Pastor, a distinguished Roman knight, sent him
to prison. When the father begged that his son might suffer no
harm, Gaius, as if reminded by this to put him to death, ordered
him to be executed, yet, in order to mitigate his brutality to the
father, invited him that very day to dinner. Pastor came with a
countenance which betrayed no ill will. Caesar pledged him in a
glass of wine, and set a man to watch him. The wretched creature
went through his part, feeling as though he were drinking his son’s
blood: the emperor sent him some perfume and a garland, and gave
orders to watch whether he used them: he did so. On the very day on
which he had buried, nay, on which he had not even buried his son,
he sat down as one of a hundred guests, and, old and gouty as he
was, drank to an extent which would have been hardly decent on a
child’s birthday; he shed no tear the while; he did not permit his
grief to betray itself by the slightest sign; he dined just as
though his entreaties had gained his son’s life. You ask me why he
did so? he had another son. What did Priam do in the 
Iliad? Did he not conceal his wrath and
embrace the knees of Achilles? did he not raise to his lips that
death-dealing hand, stained with the blood of his son, and sup with
his slayer? True! but there were no perfumes and garlands, and his
fierce enemy encouraged him with many soothing words to eat, not to
drain huge goblets with a guard standing over him to see that he
did it. Had he only feared for himself, the father would have
treated the tyrant with scorn: but love for his son quenched his
anger: he deserved the emperor’s permission to leave the banquet
and gather up the bones of his son: but, meanwhile, that kindly and
polite youth the emperor would not even permit him to do this, but
tormented the old man with frequent invitations to drink, advising
him thereby to lighten his sorrows. He, on the other hand, appeared
to be in good spirits, and to have forgotten what had been done
that day: he would have lost his second son had he proved an
unacceptable guest to the murderer of his eldest.
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