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VOLTAIRE 

FRANc;ors-MARm AROUET, who calied himself Vol· 

taire, was born in 1694, during the reign of Louis 

XIV. He was educated by the Jesuits and experi· 

enced all the great classical influences. But, bour· 

geois by birth, he suffered from the insolence of 

the privileged classes. He was exiled to England, 

wl1ere he became a liberal, altl1ough he remained 

at the same time a conservative. Voltaire wanted 

to give to France the political institutions and the 

religious liberty of the English. He succeeded in 

his design and contributed a decisive share to 

bringing on a revolution of whose violence he 

would have certainly disapproved. His irony and 

tolerance won many disciples, among tllem Lytton 

Strachey and Anatole France. :Voltaire died in 

1778, the symbol of superior, witty keenness. No 

philosopher by profession, his supremacy as an all· 

around writer gave him a greater influence upon 

his time and all of Europe than any philosopher 
had. 
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Presenting 

VOLTAIRE 

It has been said that if the seventeenth century was the 
century of Louis XIV, the eighteenth was the century of 
Voltaire; and it is true that no mind better represents 
that lively and glittering epoch. It was in the eighteenth 
century that the bourgeoisie awoke and grew rich, and 
Voltaire was a rich bourgeois; it was in that century 
that the natural sciences developed, following a new 
method, and Voltaire was avid for all the sciences; finally, 
this was the century when religious, monarchical and 
aristocratic institutions underwent a complete transforma
tion, and Voltaire was a great reformer. Add to this 
the fact that he defended the new doctrines with dia
bolical brilliance, and that he expressed the favorite ideas 
of his time in the clearest and most entertaining of fash
ions. That is enough to explain his literary fame. To ex
plain his political and popular greatness it is essential 
to supplement the study of his works by a short account 
of his life. 

I 

In 1694 there was born into the family of a Parisian 
notary a puny child who was baptized Fran!;ois-Marie 
Arouet, and who later rechristened himself Monsieur de 
Voltaire. We must remember that Voltaire's physical 
weakness was always yoked to a marvelously ardent and 
active temperament. For more than eighty years he said 
he was dying, but his ills never prevented him from work
ing, from battling, from writing, or from mocking. It was 
an age when the English bourgeoisie were turning to 

9 



10 THE LnnNG THOUGHTS OF VOLTAIRE 

Puritanism, while the French bourgeoisie were being 
tempted by Jansenism. Voltaire was brought up with a 
fa~atical brother by a devout father. In reaction he a'?"" 
qUired a horror of religious practices. Nevertheless h1s 
father had him educated by the Jesuits; but if they s~c
ceeded admirably in teaching him a love of the class1cs, 
they certainly did not manage to inspire him with a re
spect for religion. 

What was to be done with this gifted child? Monsieur 
Arouet tried to make a lawyer of him, but the son had 
other ambitions. He knew some great lords. He wished 
to become an ambassador's page, an~ he l~ft for Holland. 
There he committed a thousand follies, tned to carry off 
a girl with whom he was in love, and was sent back to 
France. 

This was under the Regency a weak and discredited 
government. It rained pampht'ets and songs. Voltaire 
wrote some; it was known. In those days a lettre de 
cachet was enough to put a man in prison; suddenly 
Voltaire found himself condemned to the Bastille for a 
year. It was a severe lesson, and one which made him 
po~der the dangers of despotism. As a matter of fact, the 
r~pme at the Bastille was very mild. The prisoners were 
~o~wed freedom to work. While he was there Voltaire 
had b<?sed ~oems and tragedies; when he came out he 

F IS CEdzpe performed, and became famous. 
liveJ~e at thirty is a delightful thing. He enjoyed it, 
came mong the great, made love to actresses, and be
him fr~ m~ of the world; then a rude incident awoke 
In reve: s dream, and flung him on thornier paths. 
Rohan-c~e for a bold riposte a certain Chevalier de 
taire tried a~ot had Voltaire thrashed by his lackeys. Val
fender· b t ~get justice, and attempted to fight the of
had hhn ~ e w_as a mere commoner, and the Rohans 
had decla rown mto the Bastille. When he came out he 
justice. red War on a society which tolerated such in-

A new Volt · . t th . a1re was born. He left for England. H1s 
s ay ere qulte transformed his thinking. He saw that 
t~ere th~ bourgeois could aspire to any dignity, that 
liberty did not seel?l incompatible with order, that religion 
was t~Ierant of p~ilosophy. The multiplicity of Protestant 
sects mcreased his skepticism. From reading Locke he 
took a philosophy, from Swift a model, from Newton a 
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scientific doctrine. The Bastille had made him wish .for 
a .new society; England showed him what that soc1ety 
IDlght be. 

Returning to France. in 1729, he soon regaU:ed fame 
and fortune. His traged1es were triumphs· his busmess un
dertakings prospered. But his whole c~nception of th.e 
world. had changed, an.d he soon surreptitiously .set It 
forth. 1?- his L~ttre~ P(ulo_soplziques sur /es Ang/ars. By 
descnbmg Enghsh mst1tut10ns he undertook to make the 
French reconsider their religious and political ideas. l}lus 
r~H~ndabout he gave .a preliminary sketch of his doctrlDe: 
c1vil and religious li?erty, the importance of trad~, the 
value of science. Th1s book made him the champiOn of 
~e middle classes in the struggle ahead. The police reali~d 
It, and prosecuted the book, which was burned by parlia
mentary decree in the court of the Palais de Justice. As 
for the author, he had to flee; he soon found asylum at 
the ~bateau of Cirey, which belonged to his friend and 
adiDlrer the Marquise du Chatelet. She was a scholar her
self. During a liaison of sixteen years she and Voltaire 
togethe~ studied astronomy, mechanics, chemistiJ:, and 
eyen history; it was for her that he wrote a uruversal 
history which he called L' Essai sur les Mamrs. 

Mme. du Chatelet, like all women who love great 
m_cn, wanted to see hers recognized by the world. She 
tned to reconcile him with the Court succeeded in get
ting him into the Academic Fran~~ise in 1746, and 
shone at his side in the miniature court of the Duchesse 
du Maine. It was for her that he began to write such 
stories as Micromegas and Zadig. They were tales written 
for fun, and he attached little importance to them, yet 
they added much to his fame. 

Another little court, at Luneville, where Stanislas Le
sczinski, former King of Poland, reigned over a mistress 
and a professor, saw the great tragedy in Voltaire's life. 
Mme. du Chatelet was led astray by young St.-Lambert, 
handsome and sensitive. She was surprised by Vol
taire, who stormed, and then, like a true philosopher, for
gave. But the lady conceived, and died in child-bed. Vol
taire's grief was unfeigned. 

Deprived of his refuge at Cirey, he sought shelter with 
the ~g of Prussia, Frederick II, with whol_ll ~e had long 
maintamed a friendly correspondence. All his life Voltaire 
dreamed of the "enlightened despot"; he thought he had 
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found one in Frederick, as later in Catherine of Russia{ 
A stay at Potsdam soon showed him that the ways 0 t 
philosopher kings were devilishly like those of ~r~ 
kings. Where could he escape from both? He too e 
road for Switzerland; in that republican land he1 woul~ 
be safe from the royal police (1754). But he soon carne 
that fanaticism was a menace in Geneva or L_ausan!le, 
just as at Paris. Protestant pastors preached agamst him. 
One could not be entirely secure in either France ?r 
Switzerland, and the safe thing was to have a foot m 
each country. With two houses on the shore of the lake 
and two along the frontier, he was able to !lee at the 
slightest alarm, and wait for the storm to pass. In Franc;e 
he had the chateau of Ferney and the estate (comte) 
of Tournai; in Switzerland, a fine house at Lausanne and 
the Ermitage des Delices in Geneva territory. "Thus 
crawling from one lair to the other, I escape from 
kings and armies." . . , 

It was his long old age at Ferney wl}Ich gave Voltaire s 
fame a chance to spread both wide 'and deep. Feeling 
himself in safety and free at last to say whatever he 
thought on the affairs of the world, he became the great
est journalist of his time, perhaps of all time. From 
Ferney a rain of pamphlets, of tracts, of facetire poured 
over Europe, now seriously attacking abuses, now turn
ing them to ridicule. Several times Voltaire was led to 
take sides against official justice for accused persons 
whom he thought innocent. By winning the rehabilitation 
of Calas, an unfortunate Protestant who had been tor
tured ~d put to death for a crime he did not commit, by 
defend~ng another Protestant, Sirven, and the unhappy 
Chev~her de Ia Barre, victim of the judges of Abbeville, 
Volta1r~ won and deserved a reputation for courage and 
humamty that made him renowned in thousands of homes 
which his writings had never reached. 

Soon he became a legend. All Europe knew the emaci
ated _old man with the keen eyes, wrapped in a flowered 
dressm~-~own, always dying and always the most active 
of the livmg; as eager to cultivate his garden as to com
pose tragedies; making clocks and silk stockings, casually 
tossing off a masterpiece like Candide; defending a victim 
as adroitly as he attacked an enemy; turning his chateau 
into a theatre, a tribunal, and a philosophers' council; 
corresponding with four kings, and wrangling with his 
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neighbors; dangerous, amusing, and apparently immortal. 
This superhuman existence came to an end after all, 
but it came, as was fitting, by deification. On his last 
journey to Paris he was acclaimed by an immense crowd 
shouting: "Room for Voltaire! Long live Voltaire! Glory 
to the defender of Calas!" On the stage of the Comedic 
Franc;aise he saw his bust crowned by the actors to the 
plaudits of the spectators who stood in a body to do him 
honor. A few weeks later he died (May 30, 1778). He 
had had a happy life and a triumphant end. 

II 

. Voltaire's life, his personal adventures and his position 
lD. the world allow us to predict pretty nearly what his 
philosophy will be. Because he had suffered intolerance, 
/ettres de cachet, and the insolence of grandees, and be
cause he bad imagination and a heart, he would be a 
stubborn opponent of all fanaticism and all despotism. 
Because he was a bourgeois and an excellent business 
man, be would admire the constitution adopted in Eng
land by "a nation of shopkeepers." Because by intelli
gence, shrewdness and talent he had amassed a great 
fortune, this reformer would never be a revolutionary. 
Finally, because he was at once admirably intelligent, 
interested in all the sciences from theology to politics 
and from astronomy to history, and able to explain the 
most obscure questions with simple lucidity, he would 
exercise on the men of his time and even on those of the 
following century a greater influence than any other 
writer. 

We might well give to his complete works the cele
brated title, "De;.omni re scibi/i et de quibusdam aliis," 
but though be does indeed speak "of all thin~s knowab~e 
and even of some others " he is famous chiefly for his 
philosophy of religion o; rather of irreligion. His name 
h~s given us a substa~tive, vo/tairianism, which diction
aries define as "an attitude of mocking incredulity toward 
religion." Throughout the nineteenth century adversaries 
of Christianity and skeptics of all religions invoked 
Voltaire. Monsieur Homais, Flaubert's anti-clerical phar
macist, believed he was drawing on Voltaire for his witti-



14 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF VOLT A IRE 

cisms and his ideas. It is not certain, however, that V~
taire would have approved of M. Homais. If he roa e 
sport of the superstitions of established religion, he ~as 
so much preoccupied with religious problems that he c
voted a great part of his works to them. If we are. to 
study Voltaire's philosophy we must begin by indica~lllg 
his answers to the principal metaphysical quesuons 
posed by religion. . 

In the first place, does God exist? No doubt of !t: 
Voltaire believes that a divine mechanic planned, built, 
and regulated the universe. His grand proof is the order 
in the world, "the simple and sublime laws by which the 
celestial globes march in the abyss of space." The clock 
proves the existence of the clock-maker, the marvelous 
work which is our universe shows a workman, and all the 
constant laws show a legislator. 

There have, however, been thinkers who maintained 
that these regular laws of nature might be due t~ 
chance. Nature exists to all eternity; everything in 1t 
changes. continually. But if everything is forever changing, 
all possible combinations are bound to occur. Thus in the 
infinity of centuries such a combination as the present 
order of the universe is not impossible. 

This explanation of the world as chance Voltaire finds 
prodigi?usly illusory, "in _the first place because inte~
gent. bemgs exist in the umverse, and you cannot prove It 
possible for mere motion to produce intelligence; sec
?ndly because by your own reasoning the odds are 
infinity to one that an intelligent cause animates the uni
verse. A man alone facing infinity is poor indeed. When 
we see a fine machine, we say that there is a machinist, 
and that the machinist has an admirable understanding. 
f'h<? world is certainly an admirable machine; hence there 
IS m the world an admirable intelligence, wherever it 
may be. This argument is an old one, and none the worse 
for that ..• " 

Objection: This world is not such a great success. We 
have said it is an admirable machine whose perfection 
proves the existence of a God, but fundamentally is this 
true? And has not the machine tremendous defects which 
~rove the .ve~ opposite of. this doc~rine? Voltaire never 
ttres of pamtmg the fearful ills to whtch poor man is heir. 
From the ulcers that ate the face of Pangloss to the Lis
bon earthquake, from the slaughter of the battle-fields to 
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~e furnace of the auto-da-fe, he takes pleasure in sboWd 
fa~~e ho~3~ of man's fate. Is it thinkable that a l~rd ~e 
litUe r wou mvent such tortures to crush a few IDJsera . 
mais creatures? "We are absolutely imperceptible alll: 
round and yet we are borne down by everything that Sl;lf 

destr s uJ. Af~er all the countless cities destroyed, rebu~t, 
seas oye agam like ant-hills, what shall we say of t e 
earth of s~nd, of J?lagues, of inundations, of volcanoes, of 

V qu~ es, of d1seases, wars, and crimes?" 
that o~rude sees the force of the objection, but be answe~s 
doe 0 created the world by universal laws, that d 
thats. not concern himself with individual destinies, an 
gum mtn/ case there is in favor of God's existence an ~r 
one~h 0 an entirely different nature, and an jrrefuta e 

"B . e ~oral argument. 
b d ehef 10 a God who rewards good deeds and punishes 

a ~nes," Voltaire asserts "is the belief most useful to 
~ankind. It is the only cu~b on powerful men; it i~ the 
Fify curb on men who skilfully commit secret crones. 

~~enth-century Italy swarmed with atheists. Wh!lt h~p
pe d? It was as common to poison a man as to gtve hl.Ol 
supper, and to sink a stiletto in your friend's heart as ~0 
embrace him. . . I do not ask you to mingle with this 
~~h.ssary faith the superstitions which dishon'?r it. ~he 

eist JS a monster; the victim of superstition IS ano er 
!"Onster. · · The narrow zone of virtue lies between. athed 
Ism and fanaticism. Believe in a good God, and: be goo 
f · · I. should hate to deal with an atheist pnnce wh~ 
ound It to his interest to have me pounded in a mortar' 

I. am very sure I should be pounded. If I wert; a sove~
eign I should hate to deal with atheist courtters. It IS 
necessary. to princes and peoples that the idea ~f a SU;: 
preme Bemg should be deeply engraved in their ~ds. · •. 

It cann?t be said that this proof of God's eXIstence. IS 
a ve~ s?hd o~e, for it proves equally well. the ne~~s~ty 
of believmg, With certain Oriental peoples, m the diymt~y 
of the sovereign. "If you cease to believe that the King IS 
a God, what will become of the State?" But it was not for 
himself that Voltaire liked this argument; it was for the 
people. What would become of the lord of Ferney if his 
servants ceased to believe in the punishments and rec
ompenses of the other world? 
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III 

Agreed, then, that we believe in God, that is, in 
marvelously powerful mind which has built the wonder 
ful machine of the universe, and which has impose~ 
moral laws upon us. But we will not wring from our argu 
ments more than is in them, and we will recognize that i 
!he existence of the world proves the existence of a God 
It by no means proves the existence of the God of Jew: 
and Christians, any more than of any other particula1 
God. Our deist is also an agnostic. 

"What is the nature of God? Is he corporeal or spirit. 
ual? How," replies Voltaire, "do you expect me tc 
!mow?" We see that each people has created its gods in 
Its own image. Before arguing the nature of God we must 
meditate on the following story: "One day," says Voltaire 
"I heard a mole arguing with a May-beetle in front of ~ 
summerhouse which I had just put up at the bottom of 
my garden. 'That is a fine structure,' said the mole; 'it 
must have been a powerful mole indeed that produced 
such a work.' 'You're joking,' said the May-beetle. 'A 
M~y-~eetle replete with genius was the architect of that 
buildmg.' Since then I have resolved never to argue the 
matter." We believe, then, in a God, but not in the God 
of the religions, and we will talk freely and quite gaily of 
the absurd tales they have made up. Voltaire's whole 
Dictionnaire Philosophique is one long string of pleasan
tries about Moses, Abraham, and the biblical heroes. 

What is man's position before God? Does Voltaire be
lieve in free will? Like his friends the scientists, he ad
mits that the world is subject to fixed laws. These laws are 
immutable: "Bodies fall toward the centre of the 
earth. . . Pear trees can never bear pineapples. . . The 
instinct of a spaniel cannot be the instinct of an ostrich 
. . . Everything is arranged, interlocked, limited. . . Man 
can have but a certain number of teeth, of hairs, and of 
ideas. A time is bound to come when he loses teeth, hair, 
and ideas. . . If one could interfere in the destiny of a 
fly, one could shape the destiny of all flies, of all men, of 
all Nature. Only imbeciles say, 'My doctor pulled my aunt 
through a mortal illness. He added ten years to her life. • 
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"Xour doctor saved your aunt. But by so doing he certainly 
did not defy the order of nature; he followed it. It is plain 
that your aunt could not avoid beincr born in such-and
such a city, having such-and-such a disease at such-and
such a time, that the doctor could not be elsewhere than 
in th~ city where he was, that your aunt was bound to 
call htm, that he was bound to prescribe the drugs which 
cured her. Hence the order of nature was not disturbed 
bfy the ~ure of your aunt. The man who called us 'puppets 
o Provtdence' seems to have aptly described us." 

B';It c~mld not God himself, by means of miracles, 
modify hts own laws in favor of those who deserve it? No. 
~od is the slave of his own will, of his wisdom, of his 
inherent nature. He cannot violate the laws of nature be
cause he cannot be fickle and inconstant like us. The 
Eternal Being cannot become a weathercock. 

If <Jod can make no changes in the law~ of thi~ \~arid, 
what Is the use of addressing prayers to htm? This Is, as 
a matter of fact, perfectly vain, and Voltaire W<?~ld not 
have us pray. "A fine thing your prayers and petitions to 
God! One praises a man because one thinks rum vain, 
weak, and because one hopes to make him change his 
mind. Let us do our duty to God: let us be just. That is 
the only_ true prayer." . 

Voltaire, then, is a determinist. But he finds himself 
led to reestablish free will as he reestablishes God, for 
moral reasons; for want of belief in free will we would fall 
back into social chaos. To deny liberty is to des.troy all 
the bonds of human society. "What is to be ga~ned by 
regarding ourselves as tum-spits, when we act h~e free 
beings?" Liberty is but the illusion we have of tt, but 
this illusion is necessary to keep us in a state where we 
can believe and act. "The welfare of society de':llands ~at 
man should believe himself a free agent. I begm to think 
more of happiness than of a truth." Here he finds an 
argument which reconciles everything: "We are ~heels 
in an immense machine, but everything goe~ on 1? ou~ 
minds as if we were free agents, because this. fee,~mg 0 

freedom is itself one of the wheels. of the mach me. 1 d 
Does Voltaire believe in the existence of t~e . sou an 

in immortality? He believes there is a force. distln~t fro:e 
matter, subtler than matter, which, _if y~u !tke, mif~ t 
called the soul· but he does not believe m Immorta ~ fd 
all. "About th~ soul we know nothing. Everyone s au 
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say to himself: Who are you?_ W?ence do yo~ come? \V_hat 
are you doing? You are a thmkmg and feeling somethmg, 
and if you feel and think for a thousand million years you 
will never know more than this by your own lights. God 
gave you understanding to do right, and not to penetrate 
to the essence of things which he created. Besides, what 
would immortality mean, and what could a soul be which 
felt with no body, heard without ears, smelled without a 
nose, and touched without hands?" 

Here we are on dangerous ground again. If souls are not 
immortal, how can they be punished or rewarded after 
death? What becomes of the belief in Hell and Paradise? 
There Voltaire is not far from agreeing with a Catholic 
priest whose story he tells. The priest said to a too-indul
gent Huguenot minister, "My friend, I don't believe in 
eternal hell any more than you do, but it is a good thing 
for your maid, your tailor, and even your lawyer to be
lieve in it." 

In short, Voltaire entirely subordinates metaphysics to 
morals, that is to daily practice. There you have the whole 
sense of that admirable little novel, Candide. Candide is a 
roost pessimistic picture of the universe as we know it. 
We are exposed to fearful ills; we are condemned without 
having done anything very wrong, or, on the contrary 
are pardoned despite our faults. Men are massacred by th~ 
Bulgars or burned by the Inquisition; women are violated 
by pirates or ?Y. the grand inquisitors. It is all absurd, and 
the world as It Is resembles the nightmare of a madman. 
Let us not try to understand, and "let us cultivate our 
garden." This phrase, with which Candide ends, must be 
taken in a very general sense. It is an engineer's morality. 
cultivating our garden means: let us build clean cities 
let us try to improve t~e production of the goods necessary 
to roan~d, let _us till the soil; in short, let us live as 
Voltaire htmself lived at Ferney, and not trouble about the 
rest. Life is t;teither good n~r bad. It is what it is. We 

ust accept tt, and try to unprove it to the extent of 
~r poor abilities. How? By work, by moderation, by 
0 atience. The arguments of metaphysicians are useless; the 
~ardener's spade-strokes are more effective. We must cul-
·vate our garden. 

tz The only weakn~ss of this so reasonab~e. Voltairian 
gmatism is that It takes no account of spmtual needs. 

f{~s easy enough to tell men, "Believe in God, or your 



rno~ali~y will collapse." But it is almost impossible to 
rnamtam a real belief in that fashion. It is easy enough 
to tell them, "B~li~~e in liberty and in the immortality of 
~1e soul, or no ClVthzed society will be possible." But that 
IS. the su_re?t way of turning them from those t\VO beliefs. 
Fwally, It Is easy _enough to say, "Cultivate your garden," 
and _even to do It. But it is impossible to dispel meta
physi~l doubts by this mechanical labor alone. Voltaire's 
d~t~me docs _not explain why religion is. Why, when one 
religiOn !os_es 1ts authority, do men always rebuild it under 
ne.arl~ sm;llar forms? Voltaire docs not even set himself 
this ltistoncal problem. 
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IV 

Nevertheless he is a historian and undoubtedly the 
g~eatest historian of his century. Not only did he write the 
history of Louis XIV and that of Charles XII, but 
above all he was among the first, with his Essai sur les 
Mceurs, to attempt a universal history, or as we would 
s~y t~day a~ Outline of History. Bossuet had bee~ ?ef~re 
h~ m darmg to undertake a Discours sur I Hrstou:e 
Umversel/e. But the intentions of the two works are di
ametrically opposed. Bossuet wanted to show that history 
is the result of the will of Providence which interferes 
unceasingly to regulate the fate of empires; Voltaire, ~m 
the contrary, strives to push the supernatural out of his
tory. He takes pleasure in showing that great events come 
from small causes-for example that if the Duchess of 
.Marlborough had been more receptive to the Queen of 
England's fondness for her the fate of Europe would have 
been changed. Voltaire beheves that historical events a~e 
but results of chance and that the march of destiny IS 
occasionally turned a;ide only by men of geni~s. 

He was the first to include in universal htstory _the 
history of the great peoples of Asia-India, Japan, China. 
liis idea was to show the unimportance of the ~mall Je\y
ish-Christian adventure, and of the sacred scnptures, tp. 
the history of our planet. His Essai sur les Mce_urs IS 

<:tbove all else a pamphlet against supernatural history. 
t'or the prejudices of the sacred histori~ns. he merely 
~ubstitutes his own no less dangerous preJUdices. In the 
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whole history of the Middle Ages, he sees but "a mass of 
crimes, follies and misfortunes." He understood the nature 
of feudalism extremely ill. He makes of modern history 
one long struggle between secular and clerical powers, 
between Church and State; and he rashly believes that 
the victory of the State will be beyond a doubt the end of 
all persecution. That is indeed but slight understanding 
of human nature; and the State, having triumphed over 
the Church, was to persecute its adversaries in the name 
of a doctrine as savagely as, and sometimes more 
savagely than, the Church had done in the name of a 
faith. 

But Voltaire is admirable when he discovers behind the 
yari.ety. of customs and beliefs the profound identity of 
mstitut10ns. Everywhere he sees laws established to pre
serve what is essential to the human species, what pre
vents its total ruin: family life, property, security, and a 
curb imposed upon arbitrary power by law, or at least 
by custom. "Asiatic ceremonies are bizarre. Asiatic beliefs 
are absurd, but their precepts are just. . . Dervish, 
fakir, Buddhist, and priest all say, Be just and kind." 
"From this picture we see that everything belonging 
intimately to human nature is alike from one end of the 
universe to the other, while everything depending on cus
tom is different. Custom produces variety; nature, unity. 
'I';he soil is everywhere the same, and cultivation produces 
different fruits." 

This conclusion was quite new at the time, and Vol
taire drew from his historical studies a political credo 
whi<:h amounts to a very wise liberalism. What Voltaire 
passiOnately admired in his youth, and continued to ad
mire all his life, was the England of the Whigs: liberty 
of thought and expression, toleration, supremacy of civil 
over religious authority; a chance for men of an inferior 
class to rise to a higher class, constitutional and limited 
monarchy-such is the political theory of Voltaire. If he 
bad lived to see the Revolution he would have advocated 
maintaining Louis XVI, but setting an English-style parlia
ment to watch over him. 

To sum up, what he wants is to make our poor race 
as little unhappy as possible. He does not believe it can 
be preserved from inequality, and he expresses himself 
on the subject with a ~ertain hars~e~s. :•on <?ur un
happy globe it is imposstble for men hvmg m soctety not 
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to be divided into two classes, one of oppressors, the 
other of. the _oppressed. The human species as it is can
not subsist Without an infinite number of useful men who 
have no~ing, for a man at his ease will not quit his own 
!and to till yours, and if you need a pair of boots no 
Roy~ Master of Requests' will make them for you. 
Equality, the most natural of ideas, is at the same time 
also the most illusory ... " 

He has a horror of war. He describes it a hundred 
times, with harsh and realistic imagery, in the manner of 
Goy~. He hates cruelty in every form, and torture in 
particular. He believes we must struggle against it, but 
that man is a dangerous animal, and that it will al
y.rays be di!fi~~Ilt to keep him from fighting. He believes 
m ~e possibility not of making men good but of so gov
emmg them that their wickedness shall do the least pos
sible harm. We cannot change the laws of nature, but 
we can try to command nature by obeying it, just as a 
skilful engineer does not destroy the torrent, but suc
ceeds in damming it. 

One day as he was writing the article on Civil and 
Ecclesiastical Law for his Dictionnaire Plzilosophique, he 
asked himself what were the essential rules of free gov
ernment, and he came to wish "that no ecclesiastical 
law should be valid without the express sanction of the 
government; that all ecclesiastics should always be sub
ject to the government, since they are subjects of the 
State; that there should be but one weight, one measure, 
one tax; that all law should be clear, uniform, and pre
cise; that nothing should be held infamous but vice; that 
all imposts should be proportional." These desires were 
to figure in almost all the cahiers of demands presented 
by the Third Estate in 1789, and almost all have passed 
into law among the best governed nations. . 

It has been said that this political theory of Voltarre's 
was predominantly negative; but all government must 
begin by being negative, since it is essentially a cont;ol 
and a limit imposed on human passions. The good which 
Voltaire did at Ferney proves that he was also capable 
of imagining the constructive and P.ositive. task. of govex:n
ment. He bad good sense, wit, admirable mtelhgence, p1ty 
for the unfortunate, all mixed with a great. hatred of OJr 
pressors and a great fear of the mob. Those are, :x- , 

/ /~~<;-2 ~~- / -~-1-4~ o-£~~ .. ~ .. :-
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cellent ingredients for a liberal and prudent statesman 
which is just what he was. ' 

v 

."Despit~ the faults with which O?e may reproach Vol
taire," wntes the Duchess of Chmseul, "he will always 
be the author whom I shall read a':d reread with most 
ple.asure, because of his taste an~ his universality. What 
Is 1t to me that he tells me nothmg new, if he develops 
what I have thought, and if he tells me better than any
one else what others have already said? I do not need 
to have him teach me more than a~yone else knows, and 
what author can tell me so passmg well as he what 
everyone knows?" Here Mme. de Choiseul translates 
to perfecti?n the. feeling which !'olta~e's contemporaries 
had for his clanty and his umversality. This man who 
knew everything, who talked competently of science, of 
~con~mics, of politics, of hi?tory an~ of religion, who 
illummated the most recond1t~ questions and gave his 
readers the feeling that like him tb~y were qualified to 
understand everything-this roan w1el~ed a tremendous 
influence over the nobility and the cultiVated bourgeoisie 
of his time. He imbued them with a liberalism healthy in 
itself, but bound to lead to the excesses of the Revolution 
because it too soon broke down barriers in whose neces
sity Voltaire after all believed more than anyone else. 

After the Revolution, when France returned to her old 
traditions, when she found her kings and her religion 
again, the new philosophers, Bonald, Joseph de Maistre 
considered Voltaire one of the powers of darkness. The 
liberal opposition to the new regime, on the contrary, 
adopted him as their inspiration, and between 1815 and 
1830 be was read more than during his lifetime. This 
was the period when his writings created the French 
anti-clerical petty bourgeoisie of which M. Homais is one 
type, and which toward the end of the century made 
up the radical party. His influence on literature was als.o 
great, but was exercised chiefly by . the best part; of. his 
work namely by his novels. The spmt of Candtde msprred 
Ren~ Anatole France and even such Rightist authors 
as Cha'rles Maurras and 'Jacques Bainville, while Voltaire's 
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style, swift, brilliant, clear, and simple, remained the 
ideal of a whole clan of French writers-those who did 
not adopt the master of the riyal school, Chateaubriand. 
Even abroad such writers as Byron owned much to Vol
taire's irony. Bernard Shaw's great ambition was later 
to be that of playing in England the role played by Vol
taire in France, and close to our own day Lytton 
Strachey was to offer the odd spectacle of an English 
humorist seated in Voltaire's reclining arm-chair. 

We must set against the judgment just quoted from 
Mme. de Choiseul that of another woman, Empress 
Eugenic. "Voltaire ... " she said. "I shall never forgive 
him for having made me understand things which I shall 
never understand." This is an admirable mot, for it finds 
the one chink in the armor of the Voltairian spirit. That 
in human nature and in the universe there is an immense 
share of mystery, that men have feelings and cling to 
beliefs which words are powerless to describe, that na
tions live as much by traditions and memories as by clear 
ideas-this Voltaire never recognized. And that is why, 
after his nineteenth-century triumphs (which were tri
umphs of opposition), he has lost favor, at least so far 
as his dogmatic works go, with many cultivated people. 
But human thought is condemned to swing for ever to 
and fro between excess of credulity and excess of 
skepticism. A Voltaire, with his brilliant, lucid mockery, 
was necessary to reduce to impotence the fanatics of his 
age; a reaction was necessary in its tum to calm and 
subdue the fanatics of Voltairianism; soon a new Voltaire 
must write a new Candide about fanatics of a kind un
known to Ferney, who are hatching misery for man t~ 
day, snatching him from the cultivation of his garden. 

ANDRE MAUROIS 



CANDIDE 

Or Optimism* 

HOW CANDIDE WAS BROUGHT UP IN A FINE CASTLE, AND 
HOW HE WAS EXPELLED FROM THENCE 

There lived in Westphalia, in the castle of my Lord the ' 
Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh, a young man, on whom 
nature had bestowed the most agreeable manners. His 
face was the index to his mind. He had an upright heart, 
with an easy frankness; which, I believe, was the reason 
he got the name of Candide. He was suspected, by the 
old servants of the family to be the son of my Lord 
the Baron's sister by a ~ery honest gentleman of the ! 
neighborhood, wh~m the young lady declined to marry, 1 

becaus~ he could only produce ~eventy-one .armorial , 
quartermgs; the rest of his genealogtcal tree havmg been i 

destroyed through the injuries of time. · 
The ~aron. was one of the most powerful lords in 

Westphalia; his castle had both a gate and windows; and 
his 1¥'eat hall was even adorned with tapestry. The dogs 1 

of ~ o~ter yard composed his hunting pack up~n oc- / 
cas10n, . his grooms were his huntsmen, and the vtcar of ' 
the pansh was his chief almoner. He was called My Lord I 
by ~verybody, and everyone laughed when he told his i 
stones. . 

My Lady the Baroness who weighed about three hun- I 
dred and ~ty pounds, ~ttracted, by that means, .very ', 
grea~ attenttOn, and did the honors of the house Wlth a 1 
di~ty that rendered her still more respectable. Her ! 
daughter Cunegonde, aged about seventeen years, was of ! 

"'Editor's Note: Voltaire gave this novel the fictitious sub- ' 
title: "Trans] a ted from the German of Dr. Ralph, with the. addi
tions found m the doctor's pocket when he died at Minden, m the 
ear of grace 1759." 

y 24 
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a ruddy complexion, fresh, plump, and well calculated !0 

excite the passions. The Baron's son appeared to be 1ll 
every respect worthy of his father. The preceptor •. Pan.g
loss, was the oracle of the house, and little Cand1de lis
tened to his lectures with all the simplicity that was 
suitable to his age and character. . 

Pangloss taught metaphysico-theologo-cosmolon-Igol
ogy. He proved most admirably, that there could not. be 
an effect without a cause; that, in this best of poss11?le 
worlds, my Lord the Baron's castle was the most magmfi
cent of castles, and my Lady the best of Baronesses that 
possibly could be. 

"It is demonstrable," said he, "that things cannot be 
otherwise than they are: for all things having been made 
for some end, they must necessarily be for the best end. 
Observe well, that the nose has been made for carrying 
spectacles; therefore we have spectacles. The legs are visi
bly designed for stockings, and therefore we have stock
ings. Stones have been formed to be hewn, and make 
castles; therefore my Lord has a very fine castle; the 
greatest baron of the province ought to be the best ac
commodated. Swine were made to be eaten; therefore we 
eat pork all the year round: consequently, those who 
have merely asserted that all is good, have said a very 
foolish thing; they should have said all is the best pos
sible." 

Candide listened attentively, and believed implicitly; for 
he thought Miss Cunegonde extremely handsome, though 
he never had the courage to tell her so. He concluded, 
that next to the good fortune of being Baron of Thunder
ten-tronckh, the second degree of happiness was that of 
being Miss Cunegonde, the third to see her every day, 
and the fourth to listen to the teachings of Master 
Pangloss, the greatest philosopher of the province, and 
consequently of the whole world. 

One day Cunegonde having taken a walk in the environs 
of the castle, in a little wood, which they called a park, 
espied Doctor Pangloss giving a lesson in experimental 
philosophy to her mother's chambermaid; a little brown 
wench, very handsome, and very docile. As Miss Cune
gonde had a strong inclination for the sciences, she 
observed, without making any noise, the reiterated ex
periments that were going on before her eyes; she saw 
very clearly the sufficient reason of the Doctor, the ef-
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and the causes; and she returned greatly flurried 

fec:ts pensive, and full of desire to be learned· imagining 
quite he might be a sufficient reason for Young Candide 
tha~ !lso, might be the same to her. ' 
wh her return to the castle, sh~ met Cand"d and 

o:ed· Candide also blushed; she Wis~ed him g~0~' mor
blus with a faltering voice, and Candide answered her 
ro;dly knowing what he said. The next day, after dinner: 
ha they arose from table, Cunegonde and Candide hap
a~ned to &et behind the. scre~n. Cu_nego?de dropped her h ndkerchief, and Candrde prcked rt up, she, not think
. a any harm, took hold of his han~; and the young 
rng n not thinking any harm either, kissed the hand of 
~~ 'young lady, with an eagerness, a. sensibility and 

ace very particular; their lips met, therr eyes sp~kled 
~eir 'knees trembled, their hands strayed. l'he Baron of 
Thunder-ten-tronckh happening to pass close by the 
screen, and observing this cause an~ effect, thrust Can
dide out of the castle, with lusty krcks. Cunegonde feU 
"nto a swoon and as soon as she came to herself was 
heartily cuffed on the ears by mr L~dy the Bar~ness. 
Thus all was thrown into confusiOn m the finest and 
most agreeable castle possible. 

WHAT BECAME OF CANDIDE AMONG THE BULGARIANS 

Candide being expelled from the terrestrial paradise 
ramble~ a long. while without knowing where, weeping: 
and Iiftmg up his eyes to heaven, and ~ometimes turning 
them towards the finest of castles, whrch contained the 
handsomest of baronesses. He laid himself down with
out his supper, in ~he open fields, betv.:een two f~rrows, 
while the snow fell m great flakes. Candrde, almost frozen 
to death, crawled next morning to the neighboring vil
lage which was called Waldberghoff-trarbk-dikdorff. Hav
·ng ~o money, and almost dying with hunger and fatigue, he stopped in a dejected posture before the gate of an 
-00 Two men, dressed in blue observing him in such a 
J· h" , h tth th ·wation, "Brat er, says one of t em o e o er, 
~'~here is a young fellow well built, ~nd_ of a_ proper 
height." T?ey accosted Candide, and mvrted him very 
civilly to dmner. 
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"Gentlemen," replied Candide, with an agreeable mod
esty, "you do me much honor, but I have no money to 
pay my shot." 

"0 sir," said one of the blues, "persons of your ap
pearance and merit never pay anything; are you not five 
feet five inches high?'' 

"Yes, gentlemen, that is my height," returned he, mak
ing a bow. 

"Come, sir, sit down at table; we will not only treat 
you, but we will never let such a man as you want money; 
J]len are made to assist one another." 

"You are in the right," said Candide; "that is what 
Pangloss always told me, and I see plainly that every
thing is for the best." 

They entreated him to take a few crowns, which he 
accepted, and would have given them his note; but 
they refused it, and sat down to table. 

"Do not you tenderly love-?" 
"0 yes," replied he, "I tenderly love Miss Cunegonde." 
"No," said one of the gentlemen; "we ask you if you 

do tenderly love the King of the Bulgarians?" 
"Not at all," said he, "for I never saw him." 
"Howl he is the most charming of kings, and you 

must drink his health." 
"0, with all my heart, gentlemen," and drinks. 
''That is enough," said they to him; "you are now the 

bul?tark, the support, the defender, the hero of the. Bul
gan~~; your fortune is made, and you are ce:tam .of 
glory. Instantly they put him in irons, and earned hliD 
to the regiment. They made him tum to the right, to the 
left, draw the rammer, return the rammer, present, fire, 
step double; and they gave him thirty blows with a cudgel. 
The next day, he performed his exercises not quite so 
badly, and received but twenty blows; the third day 
the blows were restricted to ten, and he was looked 
upon by his fellow-soldiers, as a kind of prodigy. 

Candide, quite stupefied, could not well conceive how 
he had become a hero. One fine Spring day he took it 
into his head to walk out, going straight forward, im
agining that the human, as well as the animal species, 
were entitled to make whatever use they pleased of their 
limbs. He had not travelled two leagues, when four 
other heroes, six feet high, came up to him, bound him, 
and put him into a dungeon. He is asked by a Court-
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martial whether be chooses to be whipped six and thirty 
times through the whole regiment, or receive at once 
twelve bullets through the forehead? He in vain argued 
that the will is free, and that he chose neither the one 
nor the other; he was obliged to make a choice; he there
fore resolved, in virtue of God's gift called free-will, to 
run the gaun~et six and ~hirty tim~s. He underwent this 
discipline twice. The regtment bemg composed of two 
thousand men, he received four thousand lashes, which 
laid open all his muscles and nerves, from the nape of 
the neck to the back. As they were proceeding to a third 
course Candide, being quite spent, begged as a favor that 
tbey ~auld be so kind as to shoot him; he obtained his 
request; they hood-winked him, and made him kneel; the 
l(ing of the Bulgarians passing by, inquired into the 

·me of the delinquent; and as this prince was a person 
c~J great penetration, he discovered from what he heard 
0 f candide, that he was a young metaphysician, entirely 
~ orant of th~ things of this w<?rld; ~nd he granted him 
l&fl pardon, With a clemency which will be extolled in all 
b~S tories, and tb~ou~out all ages. ~ experienced sur
htS n cured Candtde m three weeks, ~Ith emollients pre
ge~bed by no less a master than D10scorides. His skin 
scr already begun to grow again, and he was able to 
baald k when the King of the Bulgarians gave battle to the 
W 'of the Abares. 
J{iog 

c.-\NDIDE MADE HIS ESC.-\PE FROM THE BULGARIANs 
ff.OW v-tfi.-\T AFTERWARDS BEFELL HIM ' 
p.l"'lD 

.... rotbing could be so fine, so neat, so brilliant, so Well 
J." red, as the two armies. The trumpets, fifes, haut

orde drums,. and cannon, formed an harmony superior 
bOY5hat hell Itself could invent. The cannon swept off at 
to VI about six thousand men on each side; afterwards 
first IJlusketry carried away from the best of worlds, about 
t~e or ten th~usan_d rascals that infected its surface. The 
:JJIIle et was hkew1se the sufficient reason of the death 
baY00 me thousands of men. The whole number might 
of 50 ot to about thirty thousand souls. Candide, who 
aiJl0~ted like a. philosopher, hid himself as well as he 
trelfld during this heroic butchery. 
colll ' 
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At last, while the two kings were causing Te Deums 
-glory to God-to be sung in their respective camps, he 
resolved to go somewhere else, to reason upon the effects 
and causes. He walked over heaps of the dead and dying; 
he came at first to a neighboring village belonging to the 
Abares, but found it in ashes; for it had been burnt 
by the Bulgarians, according to the law of nations. Here 
were to be seen old men full of wounds, casting their 
eyes on their murdered wives, who were holding their 
infants to their bloody breasts. You might see in an
other place virgins, outraged after they had satisfied the 
natural desires of some of those heroes, breathing out 
their last sighs. Others, half-burnt, praying earnestly 
for instant death. The whole field was covered with 
brains, and with legs and arms lopped off. 

Candide betook himself with all speed to another vil
lage. It belonged to the Bulgarians, and had met with 
the same treatment from the Abarian heroes. Candide, 
walking still forward over quivering limbs, or through 
rubbish of houses, got at last out of the theatre of war, 
having some small quantity of provisions in his knap
sack, and never forgetting Miss Cunegonde. His pro
visions failed him when he arrived in Holland; but hav
ing heard that everyone was rich in that country, and 
that they were Christians, be did not doubt but he should 
be as well treated there as he had been in my Lord the 
Baron's castle, before he had been expelled thence on 
account of Miss Cunegonde's sparkling eyes. 

He asked alms from several grave looking persons, 
who all replied, that if he continued that trade, they 
would confine him in a bouse of correction, where be 
should learn to earn his bread. . 

He applied afterwards to a man, who for a whole 
hour had been discoursing on the subject of charity, 
before a large assembly. This orator, looking at him 
askance, said to him: 

"What are you doing here? are you for the good 
cause?" 

"There is no effect without a cause," replied Candide, 
modestly; "all is necessarily linked, and ordered for the 
best. A necessity banished me from Miss Cunegonde; a 
necessity forced me to run the gauntlet; another nece~
sity makes me beg my bread, till I can get into some bus1-
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ness by which to earn it. All this could not be other 
wise." 

"My friend," said the orator to him, "do you believt 
that the Anti-Christ is alive?" 

"I never heard whether he is or not," replied Can
dide; "but whether he is or is not, I want bread!" 

"You do not deserve to eat any," said the other; "get 
you gone, you rogue; get you gone, you wretch; never 
in thy life come near me again!" 

The orator's wife, having popped her head out of the 
chamber window and seeincr a man who doubted whether 

' "" II I Anti-Christ was alive, poured on his head a fu ves_s~ of 
dirty water. Oh heavens! to what excess does religious 
zeal transport the fair sex! 

A_ man who had not been baptized, a go_od ~a
baptist, named James, saw the barbarous and Ignommi
ous ~anne~ with which they treated one of his brethren, 
a bemg with two feet, without feathers, and endowed 
"":ith a ration_al soul. He took him home with him, cleaned 
him, ga~e him bread and beer, made him a present of 
!WO ~orm_s, and offered to teach him the method of work
mg _m his_ manufactories of Persian stuffs, which are 
fabncated m Holland. Candide, prostrating himself almost 
to the groufl:d, cried out, "Master Pangloss argued Welt 
when. he said, t~at ~verything is for the best in this 
world, for I am mfinttely more affected with your very 
great genero~ity, than by the hard-heartedness of that 
gentleman With the cloak, and the lady his wife." 

Next day, as he was taking a walk, he met a beg_ 
~ar, all _covered over with sores, his eyes half dead, the 
t1p ?f Ills no~c eaten off, his mouth turned to one side 
of llls fac.:c, Ills teeth black, speaking through his throat, 
tormented with a violent cough, with gu~ns so ro~ten, 
that his teeth came near falling out every time he spit. 

HOW CANDIDE MET HIS OLD MASTER OF PHILOSOPHY, 
DR. PANGLOSS, AND WHAT HAPPENED TO THEM 

Candide, moved still more with compassion than with 
horror gave this frightful mendicant the two florins 
which 'he had recei~cd of his honest Anabapti_st James. 
The spectre fixed his eyes attentively upon htm, dropt 
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some tears, and was going to fall upon his neck. Can
dide, affrighted, drew back. 

"Alas!" said the one wretch to the other, "don't you 
know your dear Pangloss?" 

"What do I hear! Is it you, my dear master! you 
in this dreadful condition! What misfortune has befallen 
you? Why are you no longer in the most magnificent of 
castles? What has become of Miss Cunegonde, the non
pareil of the fair sex, the master-piece of nature?" 

"I have no more strength," said Pangloss. 
Candide immediately carried him to the Anabaptist's 

stable, where he gave him a little bread to eat. When 
Pangloss was refreshed a little, "Well," said Candide 
"what has become of Cunegonde?" ' 

"She is dead," replied the other. 
Candide fainted away at this word; but his friend re

covered his senses, with a little bad vinegar which he 
found by chance in the stable. 

Candide opening his eyes, cried out, "Cunegonde is 
dead! Ah, best of worlds, where art thou now? But of 
what distemper did she die? Was not the cause, her see
ing me driven out of the castle by my Lord, her father, 
with such hard kicks on the breech?" 

"No," said Pangloss, "she was gutted by some Bul
garian soldiers, after having been barbarously ravished. 
They knocked my Lord the Baron on the head, for at
tempting to protect her; my Lady the Baroness was 
cut in pieces; my poor pupil was treated like his sister; 
and as for the castle, there is not one stone left upon 
another, nor a barn, nor a sheep, nor a duck, nor a 
tree. But we have been sufficiently revenged; for the 
Abarians have done the very same thing to a neighbor
ing barony, which belonged to a Bulgarian Lord." 

At this discourse, Candide fainted away a second 
time; but coming to himself, and having said all that he 
ought to say, he enquired into the cause and the effect, 
and into the sufficient reason that had reduced Pangloss 
to so deplorable a condition. "Alas," said the other, "it 
was love; love, the comforter of the human race,, the 
preserver of the universe, the soul of all sensible bemgs, 
tender love." "Alas!" said Candide, "I know this love, the 
sovereign of hearts, the soul of our soul; yet it never 
cost me more than a kiss, and twenty kicks. But hoW 
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cobul1d this charming cause produce in you so abomi
na e an effect?" 

. Pangloss made answer as follows: "Oh my dear Can
dtde, you knew Paquetta, the pretty attendant on our 
n~ble Baroness; I tasted in her arms the delights of Para
dtse, which produced those torments of hell with which 
you . see me devoured. Sh_e was infected, and perhaps 
she IS dead. Paquetta received this present from a very 
learned monk, who had it from an old countess, who 
received it from a captain of horse, who was indebted 
for it to a marchioness, who got it from a Spaniard. For 
my part, I shall give it to nobody, for I am dying." 

"Oh Pangloss!" cried Candide, "what a strange geneal
ogy! Was not the devil at the head of it?" "Not at all," 
replied the great man; "it was a thing indispensable; a 
necessary ingredient in the best of worlds; for if the 
Spaniard had not caught, in an island of America, this 
distemper, we should have had neither chocola!e nor 
cochineal. It may also be observed, that to th1s day 
upon our continent, this malady is as peculiar to us, as 
is religious controversy. The Turks, the Indians, the Per
sians the Chinese, the Siamese, and the Japanese, know 
nothi~g of it yet. But there is sufficient reason why they, 
in their tum, should become a~quai~ted with it, a few 
centuries hence. In the meanttme, 1t has made mar-
ellous progress among us, and especially in those great 

v rnies composed of honest hirelings, well disciplined, 
ar 0 decide the fate of states; fC?r we !flay rest assured, 
~t when thirty thousand men 1~ a pttched battle fight 
t ·nst troops equal to them m number, there are 
agat t twenty thousand of them on each side who have 
abOU , 

th~•i-h~t is admirable," said Candide; "but you must be 
d , "Ah! how can I?" said Pangloss; "I have not a 

cure · rny friend; and throughout the whole extent of 
pe.nn)~be we cannot get anyone to bleed us, or give us a 
th!S gr w'ithout paying for it, or getting some other 
ghste ' pay for us." rson to . 
pe is Jast speech determined .candtd.e. He went and 

Th himself at tJ:le feet of h1s chantable Anabaptist 
threw and gave h1m so touching a description of the 
Jarnc\is friend was reduced to, that the good man 
state t hesitate to entertain Dr. Pangloss, and he had 
did 00red at his own expense. During the cure Pangloss 
him cu ' 
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lost only an eye and an ear. As he wrote well, and 
understood arithmetic perfectly, the Anabaptist made 
him his bookkeeper. At the end of two months, being 
obliged to go to Lisbon on account of his business, he 
took the two philosophers along with him, in his ship. 
Pangloss explained to him how everything was such as it 
could not be better; but James was not of this opinion. 
"Mankind," said he, "must have somewhat corrupted 
their nature; for they were not born wolves, and yet they 
have become wolves; God has given them neither cannon 
of twenty-four pounds, nor bayonets; and yet they have 
made cannon and bayonets to destroy one another, I 
might throw into the account bankrupts; and the law 
which seizes on the effects of bankrupts only to bilk the 
creditors." "All this was indispensable," replied the one
eyed doctor, "and private misfortunes constitute the gen
eral good; so that the more private misfortunes there 
are, the whole is the better." While he was thus reason
ing, the air grew dark, the winds blew from the four 
quarters of the world, and the ship was attacked by a 
dreadful storm, within sight of the harbor of Lisbon. 

TEMPEST, SffiPWRECK, EARTHQUAKE AND WHAT BECAME 
OF DR. PANGLOSS, CANDIDE AND JAMES THE ANABAPTIST 

One half of the passengers being weakened, and 
ready to breathe their last, with the inconceivable 
anguish which the rolling of the ship conveyed through 
the nerves and all the humors of the body, which were 
quite disordered, were not capable of being alarmed 
at the danger they were in. The other half uttered cries 
and made prayers; the sails were rent, the masts bro
ken, and the ship became leaky. Everyone worked that was 
able, nobody cared for anything, and no order was kept. 
The Anabaptist contributed his assistance to work the 
ship. As he was upon deck, a furious sailor rudely struck 
him, and laid him sprawling on the planks; but with the 
blow be gave him, he himself was so violently jolted, 
that he tumbled overboard with his head foremost, and 
remained suspended by a piece of a broken mast. Hon
est James ran to his assistance, and helped him on deck 
again; but in the attempt, he fell into the sea, in the sight 
of the sailor, who suffered him to perish, without deigning 
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to look upon him. Candide drew near and saw his bene
factor, one moment emerging, and the next swallowed up 
for ever. He was just going to throw himself into the sea 
after him, when the philosopher Pangloss hindered him, 
by demonstrating to him, that the road to Lisbon had 
been made on purpose for this Anabaptist to be drowned 
in. While he was proving this, a priori, the vessel foun
dered, and all perished except Pangloss, Candide, and the 
brutal sailor, who drowned the virtuous Anabaptist. The 
villain luckily swam ashore, whither Pangloss and Can
dide were carried on a plank. 

When they had recovered themselves a little, th:ey 
walked towards Lisbon. They had some money left, With 
which they hoped to save themselves from hunger, after 
having escaped from the storm. 

Scarce had they set foot in the city, bewailing the death 
of their benefactor, when they perceived the earth to 
tremble under their feet, and saw the sea swell in the 
harbor, and dash to pieces the ships that were at anchor. 
The whirling flames and ashes covered the streets and 
public places, the houses tottered and their roofs fell to 
th~ foundations, and the foundations were scattered; 
thirty thousand inhabitants of all ages and sexes were 
crushed t~ death_ in the ruins. The sailor, whistling 
and sweanng, said "There is some booty to be got 
here." "What can be the sufficient reason of this 
phenomenon?" said Pangloss. "This is certainly the last 
~ay of the ~orld," cried Candide. The sailor ran quickly 
mto the midst of the ruins, encountered death to find 
money, found it, laid hold of it got drunk, and having 
slept himself sober, purchased 'the favors of the first 
willing girl he met with, among the ruins of the demol
ished houses, and in the midst of the dying and the 
dead. While he was thus engaged, Pangloss pulled him by 
the sleeve; "My friend," said he "this is not right; you 
trespass against universal reason' you choose your time 
badly." "Brains and blood!" ans~ered the other; "I arn 
a sailor, and. w~s bor1_1 at Batavia; you have ~istaken 
your man, this time, with your universal reason. 

Some pieces of stone having wounded Candide, he lay 
sprawling in the street, and covered with rubbish. 
"Alas!" ·said he to Pangloss, "get me a little wine and 
oil; I am dying." "This trembling of the earth is no new 
thing," answered Pangloss. "The City of Lima, in Amer-
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ica, experienced the same concussions last year; ~e 
same cause has the same effects; there is certainly a tral~ 
of sulphur under the earth, from Lima to Lisbon., 
"Nothin~ is m~re probable," said Candide; "but, fo~ Gats 
sake, a httle oil and wine." "How probable?" rephed t ~ 
philosopher; "I maintain that the thing is demonstrab~d 
Candide lost all sense, and Pangloss brought him a ht e 
water from a neighboring fountain. . 

The day following, having found some provisions, J!1 
rummaging through the rubbish, they recruited thetr 
strength a little. Afterwards, they employed themselves 
like others, in administering relief to the inhabitants that 
had escaped from death. Some citizens that had been r~
lieved by them, gave them as good a dinner as could e 
expected amidst such a disaster. It is true that the rep~~ 
was mournful, and the guests watered their bread Wl 
their tears. But Pangloss consoled them by the assuran<:e 
that things could not be otherwise; "For," said he, "all ~s 
must necessarily be for the best. For if this volcan<? lS 
at Lisbon, it could not be elsewhere; for it is imposs1bl~ 
that things should not be where they are, for all is goo~.' 

A little man clad in black, who belonged to th~ m
quisition, and sat at his side, took him up very polit~ly, 
and said: "It seems, sir, you do not believe in origmal 
sin; for if all is for the best, then there has been neither 
fall nor punishment." 

"I most humbly ask your excellency's pardon," an
swered Pangloss, still more politely; "for the fall of man 
and the curse necessarily entered into the best of worlds 
possible." "Then, sir, you do not believe there is liberty," 
said the inquisitor. "Your Excellency will excuse me," 
said Pangloss; "liberty can consist with absolute neces
sity; for it was necessary we should be free· because, in 
short, the determinate will-" ' 

P~D;gloss was in ~e mid~le of his proposition, when the 
inqUisitor. made a signal With his head to the tall arm~d 
footman m a cl~ak, who waited upon him, to bring hlffi 
a glass of port wme. 
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HOW A FINE INQUISITION WAS CELEBRATED TO PREVENT 
EARTHQUAKES, AND HOW CANDIDE WAS WHIPPED 

After the earthquake, which had destroyed three
fourths of Lisbon the sages of the country could not find 
any means more 'effectual to p~ev~nt ~ .t?tal destruction, 
than to give the people a splendtd mqmsttion. It had been 
decided by the university of Coimbra, that the spectacle 
of some persons burnt to death by a. slow fire, with 
great ceremony, was an infallible anttdote for earth
quakes. 

In consequence of this resolution, they had seized a 
Biscayan, convicted of having married his godm?ther, 
and two Portuguese, who, in eating a pullet, had stnpped 
off the lard. After dinner, they came and secured Dr. 
Pangloss, and his disciple Candide; the one for having 
spoke too freely, and the other for having heard with 
an air of approbation. They were both conducted to sep
arate ap~rtments, extremely damp, and never incom
moded wtth the sun. Eight days after, they were both 
clothed with a gown and had their heads adorned with 
p~per. crowns. Candide's crown and gown were painted 
w~th mverted flames, and with devils that bad neither 
tails nor claws; but Pangloss' devils had claws and tails 
and the flames were pointed upwards. Being thus dressed' 
·they marched in procession and beard a very patheti~ 
speec!t followed. by fine m~sic on a squeaking organ. 
Candid: w_as whtpped on the back in cadence, while they 
were smgmg; the Biscayan, and the two men who 
would not eat lard, were burnt; and Pangloss, though it 
was contrary to custom, was banged. The same day, the 
earth shook anew, with a most dreadful noise. 

Candide, affrighted, interdicted astonished, all bloody 
all panting, said to himself: "If this is the best of possibi~ 
worlds, what then are the rest? Supposing I had not 
been whipped now, I have been so, among the Bulgarians· 
but, Oh, my dear Pangloss; thou greatest of philosol'hers: 
that it should be my fate to see thee hanged without 
knowing for what! Ob! my dear Anabaptist! thou best of 
men that it should be thy fate to be drowned in the har
bor!' Oh! Miss Cunegondel the jewel of ladies, that it 



CANDIDE 37 

should be thy fate to have been outraged and slain!" 
He returned, with difficulty, supporting himself, after 

being lectured, whipped, absolved, and blessed, when an 
old woman accosted him, and said: "Child, take courage, 
and follow me." 

HOW AN OLD WOMAN TOOK CARE OF CANDIDE, AND HOW 
HE FOUND THE OBJECT HE LOVED 

Candide did not take courage, but he followed the old 
woman to a ruinated house. She gave him a pot of poma
tum to anoint himself, left him something to eat and 
drink, and showed him a very neat little bed, near which 
was a complete suit of clothes. "Eat, drink, and sleep," 
said she to him, "and may God take care of you. I Will 
be back tomorrow." Candide, astonished at all he had 
seen, at all he had suffered, and still more at the charity 
of the old woman, offered to kiss her hand. "You must 
not kiss my hand," said the old woman, "I will be back 
tomorrow. Rub yourself with the pomatum, eat and take 
rest." 

Candide, notwithstanding so many misfortunes, ate, 
and went to sleep. Next morning, the old woman brought 
him his breakfast, looked at his back, and rubbed it her
self with another ointment; she afterwards brought him 
his dinner; and she returned at night and brought him 
his supper. The day following she performed the same 
ceremonies. "Who are you," would Candide always say 
to her; "Who has inspired you with so much goodness? 
What thanks can I render you?" The good woman made 
no answer; she returned in the evening, but brought him 
no supper. "Come along with me," said she, "and say not 
a word." She took him by the arm, and walked with him 
into the country about a quarter of a mile; they arrived 
at a house that stood by itself, surrounded with gardens 
and canals. The old woman knocked at a little door, 
which being opened, she conducted Candide by a private 
stair-case into a gilded closet, and leaving him on a bro
cade couch, shut the door and went her way. Candide 
thought he was in a revery, and looked upon all his life 
as an unlucky dream, but at the present moment, a very 
agreeable vision. 
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. The old woman returned very soon, supporting with 
~:lJfiicuity a woman trembling, of a majestic port, glitter
In¥ ~ith jewels, and covered with a veil. "Take off that 
veil, said the old woman to Candide. The young man 
approached and took off the veil with a trembling 
hand. What joy! what surprise! he thought he saw Miss 
Cunegonde; he saw her indeed! it was she herself. His 
strength failed him, he could not utter a word, but fell 
down at her feet. Cunegonde fell upon the carpet. The 
old woman applied aromatic waters; they recovered their 
senses, and spoke to one another. At first, their words 
were broken, their questions and answers crossed each 
other, amidst sighs, tears and cries. The old woman rec
ommended them to make less noise, and then left them 
to themselves. "How! is it you?" said Candide; "are you 
still alive? do I find you again in Portugal? You were not 
ravished then, as the philosopher Pangloss assured me?" 
"Yes, all this was so," said the lovely Cunegonde; "but 
death docs not always follow from these two accidents." 
"But your father and mother! were they not killed?" 
"It is but too true," answered Cunegonde, weeping. "And 
your brother?" "My brother was killed too." "And why 
are you in Portugal? and how did you know that I was 
bere? and by what strange adventure did you contrive to 
bring me to this house?" "I will tell you all that, present
ly," replied the lady; "but first you must inform me of all 
tbat has happened to you, since the harmless kiss you 
gave me, and the rude kicking which you received for it." 

Candide obeyed her with the most profound respect; 
a.od though he was forbidden to speak, though his voice 
was weak and faltering, and though his back still pained 
biril, yet he related to her, in the most artless manner, 
everYthing t~at had befallen him since the moment of 
tlJeir separation. 

[Voltaire relates here how Candide lost Cunegonde 
second time; how he had to flee to America, where, 

tJ •th his valet Cacambo, he visited the country of El
...Vl ado; how he carried away from this country many 
tJor rkling gems which brought him some good luck; 
sP0 he attached to his retinue the philosopher Martin, as 
}tOW ·rnistic a man as Pangloss was optimistic; and ll~w, 
peSS'rrzpanied by Martin, Candide visited Europe, searcltmg 
pCC~where for his Cunegonde.] 
eve 
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THE VISIT TO SEIGNIOR POCOCURANTE, THE NOBLE VENE
TIAN 

Candide and Martin went in a gondola on the Brent~ 
and arrived at the palace of the noble Pococurante. H1s 
gardens were very spacious and ornamented with fine 
statues of marble, and the palace itself was a piece of ex
cellent architecture. The master of the house, a very 
rich man, of about threescore, received our two inquisi
tives very politely, but with very little heartiness; which, 
though it confused Candide, did not give the least un
easiness to Martin. 

At first, two young girls, handsome, and very neatly 
dressed, served them with chocolate, which was frothed 
extremely well. Candide could not help dropping them a 
compliment on their beauty, their politeness, and their 
address. "The creatures are well enough," said the sen
ator Pococurante: "I sometimes make them sleep with 
me; for I am quite disgusted with the ladies of the town; 
their coquetry, their jealousies, quarrels, humors, mon
key-tricks, pride, follies, and the sonnets one is obliged 
to make, or. hire o!hers to make for them; but, after all, 
these two grrls begm to grow tiresome to me." 

After breakfast, Ca!ldide, taking a walk in a long gal
lery, was charmed w1th the beauty of the pictures. He 
asked by what master were the two first. "They are by 
Raphael," said the senator; "I bought them at a very high 
price, merely out of vanity, some years ago. They are 
said to be the finest paintings in Italy: but they do not 
please me at aU; the colors are dead, the figures not fin
ished, and do not appear with relief enough; the drapery 
is very bad. In short, .le~ p~ople say what they will, I do 
not find there a true 1ID1tat10n of nature. I do not like a 
piece, unless it makes me think I see nature itself· 
but there are no such pieces to be met with. I have, in~ 
deed, a great many pictures, but I do not value them 
at all." 

While they were waiting for dinner, Pococurante enter
tained them with a concert; Candide was quite charmed 
with the music. "This noise," said Pococurante, "might 
divert one for half an hour, or so; but if it were to last 
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any longer it would grow tiresome to everybod~. thoufh 
no soul d~rst own it. Music is, now-a-days, no mg e. se 
but the art of executing difficulties; and what has n?thi~g 
but difficulty to recommend it, does not please m t e 
long run. · th 

"I might, perhaps, take more pleasure m . e opera, 
if they had not found out the secret of makin~ such a 
monster of it as shocks me. Let those go that will to see 
wretched tragedies set to music, where the scenes are 
composed for no other end than to lug in by the head 
and ears two or three ridiculous songs, in order to show 
off the throat of an actress to advantage. Let who will, 
or can, swoon away with pleasure, at hearing a eunuch 
trill out the part of Cresar and Cato, while strutting upon 
the stage with a ridiculous and affected air. For my part, 
I have long ago bid adieu to those paltry entertainments, 
which constitute the glory of Italy, and are p~rchas7d 
so extravagantly dear." Candide disputed the pomt a lit
tle, but with great discretion. Martin was entirely of the 
same sentiments with the senator. They sat down to table, 
and after an excellent dinner went into the library. Can
dide, casting his eyes upon' a Homer very handsomely 
b~)Und, pr~sed his High Mightiness for the goodness of 
his taste. There," said he "is a book that was the de
light of the good Panglos~ the greatest philosopher in 
G!!rmany.". "~t doesn't dellght me," said Pococurante, 
With utter mdifference; "I was made to believe formerly, 
t!Iat I took . ~ pleasure in reading Homer. But his con
tinued repetitmn of battles that resemble each other; his 
go.ds, who are. ~lways very busy without b~ging any
thmg to a declSlon; his Helen who is the subJect of the 
war, and has scarce anything' to do in the whole piece; 
I say all these defects give me the greatest ~isgu~t. I haye 
asked some learned men if they perused him w1th as lit
tle pleasure as I did. Those who were candid confessed 
to me, that they could not bear to touch the book, but 
that they were obliged to give it a place in their libraries, 
as a monument of antiquity as they do old rusty medals, 
which are of no use in co~erce." 

"Your Excellence does not entertain the same opinion 
of Virgil?" said Candide. "I confess," replied Pococurant7, 
"that the second, the fourth, and the sixth book of ~s 
iEneid are excellent; but as for his pious JEneas, .hts 
brave Cloanthus, his friend Achates, the little Ascamus, 
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tJ:e. in~ ~ing Latinus, the burgess Amata, and the in
stptd Lav~a, I do not think anything can be more frigid 
o_r more disagreeable. I prefer Tasso, and Ariosto's sopo
riferous tales far before him." 

"Shall I presume to ask you, sir," said Candide, 
"whe~her you do not enjoy a great deal of pleasure in 
perusmg Horace?" "He has some maxims," said Poco
curante, "which may be of a little service to a man who 
knows th~ wo~ld, and being delivered in expressive num
~ers, are rmprmted more easily on the memory. But I set 
little value on his voyage to Brundisium his description 
of his b~d dinner, and the Billingsgate squabble between 
one Pupillus, whose speech, he said was full of filthy 
stuff, and another whose words were ~ sharp as vinegar. 
I never could read without great disgust his indeli
cate lines against old women and witches· ~nd I cannot 
see any merit in his telling his friend M~cenas, that if 
he should be ranked by him amongst the lyric poets, 
he would strike the stars with his sublime brow. Some 
fools admire everything in an author of reputation; for 
my part, I read only for myself; I approve nothing but 
what suits my own taste." Candide, having been ta~ght 
to judge of nothing for himself, was very much sull?nsed 
at what he heard; but Martin looked upon the sentiDient 
of Pococurante as very rational. 

"Oh, there's Cicero," said Candide; "this great man, I 
fancy, you are never tired of reading." "I never read 
him at all," replied the Venetian. "What is it to x_ne, 
whether he pleads for Rabirius or Cluentius? I have tnals 
enough of my own. I might, indeed, have been a greater 
friend to his philosophical works, but when I found he 
doubted of everything I concluded I knew as much as he 
did, and that I had no' need of a tutor to learn ignorance." 

"Well! here are four and twenty volumes of the Acad
emy of Sciences," cried Martin; "it is possible there may 
be something valuable in them." "There might be," said 
Pococurante, "if a single one of the authors of this hod~e
podge had been even the inventor of the art of makin_g 
pins; but there is nothing in all those volumes but chi
merical systems, and scarce a single article of real use." 

"What a prodigious number of theatrical pie_ces you 
have got here," said Candide, "in Italian, Sparush, and 
French!" "Yes," said the senator, "there are about three 
thousand, and not three dozen good ones among them 
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aU. As for that collection of sermons, which all together 
are not worth one page of Seneca, and all those huge vol
u!lles of divinity you may be sure they are never opened 
either by me or ~nybody else." 
r Martin perceiving some of the shelves filled with Eng-
Ish books· "I fancy" said he, "a republican, as you art?, 
m~st certainly be pl~ased with compositions that are wnt 
With s~. great a degree of freedo!ll." "Yes," said. Poc~u~
:-te, It is commendable to wnte what one thinks; xt ts 

e privilege of man. But all over our Italy they write 
hot~mg but what they don't think. Those who now in

a It the. country of the Cresars. and Anto";ines, dare not 
have !1 smgle idea without takmg out a license from a 
:bcobm. I should be very well satisfied with the freedom 

~t. breathes in the English writers, if passion and the 
spmt of. party did not corrupt all that wa~ va!uable ~ it." 
1 Ckandxde discovering a Milton, asked hnn if be dxd not 
00 upon that author as a great genius. "What!" said 

Pococurante "that blockhead, that has made a long com
~entary ~ ten books of rough verse, on the first chapter 
~ Genesxs? that gross imitator of the Greeks, who has dis-

gured the creation and who, when Moses has repre
funt~ the Eternal p~oducing the world by a word, makes 
a~ essiah take a large pair of compasses from the 
a ory of God to mark out his work? How can I have 
ofyT esteem for' one who has spoiled the bell and devils 
so ~~so; Who turns Lucifer sometimes into a toad, and 
s me lllles into a pigmy; makes him deliver the same 
0~e~~h. ~ hundred times over; represents him disputing 
co . 1~Ity; ~nd who, by a serious imitation of Ariosto's 
ff m;h !D-Ventxon of firearms, represents the devils letting 

0 1 . err cannon in heaven? Neither myself, nor anyone 
e se 10 Italy, can be pleased at these outrages against 
f~~odn sense; but the marriage of Sin and Death, and 

e a ers of which Sin was brought to bed, are enough 
to ~ake . every person of the least delicacy or taste 
dom~t. dThxs o.bscure, fantastical, and disgusting poem was 

esp1se at xts first publication; and I only treat the 
author now in the same manner as he was treated in his 
own country by his contemporaries. By the by, I speak 
what I think; and I give myself no uneasiness whether 
other people think as I do or not." 

Candide was vexed at' this discourse; for he respected 
Homer, and was fond of Milton. "Ah!" said he, whis-
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pering to Martin, ':I am very much afraid that this strang~ 
man has a sovereign contempt for our German poet~. 
"There would be no great harm in that," said Martm. 
"Oh, what an extraordinary man!" said Candide, mutter
ing to himself. "What a great genius is this Pococurantet 
nothing can please him." 

After having thus reviewed all the books, they went 
down into the garden. Candide expatiated upon its beau
ties. "I never knew anything laid out in such bad taste," 
said the master; "we have nothing but trifles here; but 
a day or two hence, I shall have one laid out upon a 
more noble plan." 

When our two inquisitives had taken their leave of 
his Excellency, "Now, surely," said Candide to Martin, 
''you will confess that he is one of the happiest men 
upon earth, for he is above everything that he has." "Do 
not you see," said Martin, "that he is disgusted with every
thing that he has? Plato has said a long time ago, that the 
best stomachs are not those which cast up all sorts of 
victuals." "But," said Candide, "is not there pleasure in 
criticizing everything? in perceiving defects where other 
people fancy they see beauties?" "That is to say," re
plied Martin, "that there is pleasure in having no pleasure , 
''Ah, well/' said Candide, "no person will be so happy ~s 
myself, when I see Miss Cunegonde again." "It is always 
best to hope," said Marti,n. 

In the mean time, days and weeks passed away, but n 
Cacambo was to be found. And Candide was so immerse 0 

in grief, that he did not recollect that Paquetta and Girot 
flee never so much as once came to return him thanks. -

OF CANDIDE AND MARTIN SUPPING WITH SIX STRANG 
AND WHO THEY WERE ER..s, 

One night as Candide, followed by Martin, was go· 
seat himself at table with some strangers who lodglll.g to 
the . same hotel, a ~an with a face black .as soot ed ill. 
behind him and takmg him by the arm, srud, "Get c<\tn.e 
to start with us immediately; don't fail!" I:Ie turn teady 
head and saw Cacambo. Nothing but the Sight of ed his 
gonde could have surprised or please~ him_ more. li Cull.e_ 
ready to :run mad for joy. Em.bracmg his dear ~ Was 

ell. d. , 
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"Cunegonde is here " said he "without doubt; where is 
she? Carry me to he~ that I m.'ay die with joy in her com
pany!" "Cunegonde i~ not here," said Cacambo, "she is at 
~onstantinople." "Oh, Heavens! at Constantinople? But, 
if she was in China, I would fly thither; let us begone." 
"We will go after supper," replied Cacambo; "I can tell 
you no more; I am a slave; my master expects me, and I 
must go and wait at table; say not a word; go to supper 
and hold yourself in readiness." 

Candide, distracted between joy and grief, charmed 
at having seen his trusty agent, astonished at beholding 
him a slave, full of the idea of finding his mistress again, 
his heart palpitating, and his understanding confused, set 
himself down at the table with Martin (who looked on 
all these adventures without the least emotion), and 
with six strangers that were come to spend the carnival 
at Venice. 

Cacambo, who poured out wine for one of the six 
strangers, drew near to his master, towards the end of 
the repast, and whispered in his ear, "Sire, your Majesty 
may set out when you think proper, the ship is ready." 
On saying these words, he went out. The guests looked 
at each other in surprise, without speaking a word; when 
another servant approaching his master, said to him 
''Sire, your Majesty's chaise is at Padua, and the yacht i~ 
ready." The master gave a nod, and the domestic re
tired. All the guests stared at one another again, and 
their mutual surprise was increased. A third servant ap
proaching the third stranger, said to him, "Sire, believe 
me, your Majesty must not stay her7 any ~anger; I am 
going to get everything ready"; and Immediately he dis
appeared. 

Candide and Martin had by this time concluded that 
this was a masquerade of the carnival. A fourth domestic 
said to the fourth master: "Your Majesty may depart 
whenever you please"; and went out as the others had 
done. The. fifth servant said the same .to the fifth master; 

ut the siXth servant spoke in a different manner to 
b e siXth stranger, who sat near Candide; "'Faith, Sire," 
th.d be, "no one Will trust your Majesty any longer, nor 
sat elf either: and we may both be sent to jail this very 
~ys t· I shall, h~wever, take care of myself. Adieu." 
Jllgb U the domestics having disappea~ed, the six strB;ngers, 

A C"ndide and Martin remained m a profound silence. 
¢tll ~ ' 
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At last Candide broke the silence; "Gentlemen" said he, 
"this is something very droll; but why should you be all 
IGngs? For my part, I own to you, that I am not, neither 
is Martin." 

Cacambo's master answered very gravely in Italian, "I 
assure you that I am not in jest; I am Achmet III. I was 
Grand Sultan for several years; I dethroned my brother; 
rny nephew dethroned me; my viziers were beheaded; I 
pass my life in the old seraglio. But my nephew, the 
Grand Sultan Mahmoud, permits me to take a voyage 
sometimes for the benefit of my health, and I have corne 
to pass the carnival at Venice." 

A young man who sat near Achmet, spoke next; "MY 
name is Ivan; I was Emperor of all the Russians; I was 
dethroned in my cradle; my father and mother were im
prisoned; I was brought up in prison. I have sometimes 
pennission to travel, accompanied by two person~ a,~ 
guards; I am also come to pass the carnival at Vemce. 

The third said, "I am Charles Edward, King of Eng
land; my father ceded his rights to the throne to roe. I 
have sought to, defend them; eight hundred of roy ad
herents bad their hearts torn out alive, and their beads 
struck off. I myself have been in prison; I am going to 
Rome, to pay a visit to my father, who bas been de
throned, as well as myself and my grandfather, and am 
come to Venice to celebrate the carnival." 

The fourth then said, "I was King of Poland; the for
tune of war has deprived me of my hereditary dominions; 
rny father experienced the same reverse; I resign myself 
to providence, like the Sultan Achmet, the Emperor 
Ivan, and Charles Edward, whom God long preserve; and 
I am come to pass the carnival at Venice." 

The fifth said, "I was King of Poland; I lost my king
dom twice; but providence has given me another govern
ment, in which I have done more good than all the kings 
of the Sarmatians put together, have been able to do on 
the banks of the Vistula. I resign myself to providence, 
and am come to pass the carnival at Venice." 

It was now the sixth monarch's turn to speak. "Gen
tlemen," said he, "I am not so great a prince as any of 
you; but for all that, I have been a King, as well as the 
best of you. I am Theodore; I was elected King of 
Corsica; I was once called Your Majesty, but at present 
am scarce allowed the title of Sir. I have caused money 
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to be coined, but am not master at present of a farthing. 
I have had two secretaries of state, but now have scarce 
a single servant. I have been myself on a throne, and 
have for some time lain upon straw in a common jail 
in London. I am afraid I shall meet with the same 
treatment here, although I came hither, like your Majes
ties, to pass the carnival at Venice." 

The five other kings heard this speech with a noble 
compassion. Each of them gave King Theodore twenty 
sequins to buy him some clothes and shirts, and Candide 
made him a present of a diamond worth two thousand 
sequins. "Who " said the five kings, "can this person be, 
who is able t~ give and really has given an hundred 
times as much as any of us?" "Sir, are you also a king?" 
"No, gentlemen," said Candide, "nor have I any desire 
to be one." 
. At the instant they rose from t~e table, there ar

nved at the same inn four Serene Highnesses, who had 
also lost their dominions by the fortune of war, and 
were come to pass the carnival at Venice. But Candide 
took no notice of these new comers, his thoughts being 
who~y taken up with going to Constantinople in search 
of his dear Cunegonde. 

CANDIDE's VOYAGE TO CONSTANTINOPLE 

Th:e faithful Cacambo had already prevailed on the 
Turkish <:aptain who was going to carry Sultan f\chmet 
back. agam to Constantinople, to receive Candtde and 
:Martm on board They both of them embarked, after 
th~y had prostr~ted themselves before his miserable 
Ipg~p.ess. As Candide was on his way, he said to Mar
tiD, Ther<: Were six dethroned kings that we supped with· 
and what Is still more among these six kings, there wa~ 
one that I gave alms 'to. Perhaps there may be a great 
many other princes more unfortunate still. For my own 
part, I have lost only one hundred sheep, and am flying 
to the arms of Cunegonde. My dear Martin, I must still 
say, Pangloss was in the right; all things are for the 
best." "I wish they were" said Martin. "But," said Can
dide, "the adventure we 'met with at Venice is something 
romantic. Such a thing was never before either seen 
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or heard of, that six dethroned kings should sup together 
at a common inn." "This is not more extraordinary," re
plied Martin, "than most of the things that have happened 
to us. It is a common thing for kings to be dethron~d; 
and with respect to the honor that we had of suppmg 
with them, it is a trifle that does not merit our atten-
tion." 

Scarce had Candide got on board, when he fell on ~e 
neck of his old servant and friend Cacambo. "Well," sa1d 
he, "what news of Cunegonde? is she still a miracle of 
beauty? does she love me still? how does she do? No 
doubt but you have bought a palace for her at Con
stantinople?" 

"My dear master," replied Cacambo "Cunegonde 
washes dishes on the banks of the Pr~pontis, for a 
prince who has very few to wash; she is a slave in the 
house of an ancient sovereign named Ragotsky, to whom 
the Grand Turk allows three crowns a day to support 
hiiil in his asylum; but, what is worse than all, she has 
lost her beauty, and is become shockingly ugly." "Well, 
handsome or ugly," replied Candide "I am a man of 
honor, and it is my duty to love her ~till. But bow came 
she to be reduced to so abject a condition, with the 
five or six millions that you carried her?" "Well," said 
Cacambo, "was I not to give· two millions to Signor 
Don Fernandes d'Obaraa, y Figuero, y Mascarenes, y 
Lampourdos, y Souza, and the governor of Buenos
A.yres, for permission to take Miss Cunegonde back 
again? and did not a pirate rob us of all the rest? Did 
not this pirate carry us to Cape Matapan, to Milo, to 
Nicaria, to Samos, to Dardanelles, to Marmora, to 
Scutari? Cunegonde and the old woman are servants to 
the prince I told you of, and I am a slave of the de
throned sultan." "What a chain of shocking calamities!" 
said Candide. "But, after all, I have some diamonds, I 
shall easily purchase Cunegonde's liberty. It is a pity that 
she is grown so ugly." 

Then, turning himself to Martin, "Who do you think," 
says he, "is most to be pitied; the Sultan Achmet, the 
Emperor Ivan, King Charles Edward, or myself?" "I can
not tell," said Martin, "I must look into your hearts to be 
able to tell." "Ah!" said Candide, "if Pangloss were here 
be would know and tell us." "I know not," replied Martin' 
"in what sort of scales your Pangloss would weigh th~ 
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mi~fortunes of mankind, and how he wo~ld aPPraise 
their sorrows. All that I can venture to say _Is, that there 
are millions of men upon earth a hundred tJmes lllore to 
be pitied than King Charles Edward, the Emperor Ivan, 
or .~ultan Achmet." . 

That may be so " said Candide. 
In a few days they reached the Black Sea. Candide 

began With ransoming CaGambo at an extravagant Price· 
and, Wi!hout loss of time, he got into a galley With hi~ 
companxons, to go to the banks of the _Propontis in 
search of Cunegonde however ugly she might have' be-come. ' 

Among the crew there were two slaves that rowed 
very badly, to who;e bare shoulders the Leyant trader 
~ould now and then apply severe strokes With a buU's 
PIZZle. Candide by a natural sympathy, looked at th 
more attentively than at the rest of the ~alley-slaves, !~ 
went up to them with a heart full of pity. The. features 
of two of their faces though very much dtsfigur d 
seemed to bear some r~semblance to those of . Pangio~s, 
and the U!lfortunate Baron, the brother of Miss Cune~ 
goode. This fancy made him feel very sad .. He looked at 
the~ again more attentively "Really," said he to Ca 
cam o, "if I had not seen ·the good Pangloss hanged
and had n~t had the misfortune to kill . the . Bar?n lllyse}f: 
I should think it was they who are rowmg 10 thxs galley •• 

At the names of the Baron and Panglos~, the t~0 ~alley:slaves gave a loud shriek, became as If Petrified 
10 their seats, and let their oars drop. The master of the Lev?nte~ ran up to them, and redoubled th~ la~he~. of the 
bull s. PIZzle upon them. "Hold! hold! Sigmor, cried 
~andide? ."I Will give you what money you Please." 
. \Yhat! It !S Candide!" said one of the galley-~!av~s; "Oh! 
Jt_ Is. <=;~ndide!" said the other. "Do I dreaJ?? said Can-

,. dide, am I awake? am I in this galley? IS that Master 
Baron whom I killed? is that Master Pangloss whom I saw banged?" 

"It is ourselves! It is our very selves!" they. exclaimed. 
"What! is that the great philosopher?" sai_d Martin. 
"Harkee, Master Levant Captain," saic;I Candide, "what 
will you take for . the ransom of Monsieur 'J!lunder-ten
tronckh, one of the first Barons of the empire, together 
with Master Pangloss, the most profound metaphysician 
of Germany?" "You Christian dog," said the Levant cap-
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tain, "since these two dogs of Christian slaves are a 
baron and a metaphysician, which, without doubt, are 
high dignities in their own country, you shall give I?: 
fifty thousand sequins." "You shall have the money, str, 
carry me back again, like lightning, to Constantinople, 
an? you shall be paid directly. But stop, carry me to 
Mtss Cunegonde first." The Levant captain, on the first 
offer of Candide, had turned the head of the vessel to
wards the city, and made the other slaves row faster 
than a bird cleaves the air. 

Candide embraced the Baron and Pangloss a hun
dred times. "How happened it that I did ~not kill you, 
my dear Baron? and, my dear Pangloss, how came you 
to life again, after being hanged? and how came both of 
you to be galley-slaves in Turkey?" "Is it true that mx 
dear sister is in this country?" said the Baron. "Yes, 
replied Cacambo. "Then I see my dear Candide once 
more," said Pangloss. 

Candide presented Martin and Cacambo to them; the 
whole party mutually embraced, and all spoke at the 
same time. The galley flew like lightning, and they were 
already in the port. A Jew was sent for, to whom C~
dide sold a diamond for fifty thousand sequins, whtch 
was worth .a hundred thousand, the Israelite swearing_ by 
Abraham that he could not give any more. He 101-
mediately paid the ransom of the Baron and Pangloss. 
The latter threw himself at the feet of his deliverer, 
and bathed them with his tears; as for the other, ?e 
thanked him with a nod, and promised to repay htm 
the money the first opportunity. "But is it possible tb~t 
my sister is in Turkey?" said he. "Nothing is more possi
ble," replied Cacambo; "for she scours dishes in the 
~ouse of a prince of Transylvania!" Two more Jews w~re 
mstantly sent for, to whom Candide sold some more dta
monds; and he and his party all set out again, in an
other galley, to go and deliver Cunegonde. 

WHAT HAPPENED TO CANDIDE, CUNEGONDE, PANGLOSS, 
MARTIN, ETC. 

"I ask your pardon once more," said Candide to the 
Baron. "I ask pardon for having thrust my sword 
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through 
it, . Your body." "Don't let us say any more about 
f~ S~d the Baron· "I was a little too hasty, I must con
e ss. ut since yo~ desire to know by what fatality I 
c~~e to be a galley-slave, I will inform you. After I was 
I ed of my wound by a brother who was an apothecary, 
whas attacked and carried off by a party of Spaniards, 
tim~ con~ed me in prison at Buenos-Ayres, at the very 
leav my sxster was setting out from thence. I demanded 
mane to return to Europe. I was nominated to go as al
I ha~r to Constantinople, with the French ambassador. 
whe not been eight days engaged in this employment, 
wa ~hne day I met with a young, well-made lcoglan. It 
sell en very hot; the young man went to bathe him
did' and I took the opportunity to bathe myself too. I 
to b no: know that it was a capital crime for a Christian 
dere e Ound naked with a young Mussulman. A cadi or
on ~ me to receive a hundred strokes of the bastinado 
I d e soles. of my feet, and condemned me to the galleys. 
Buto I no~ thmk there ever was a greater act of injustice. 
m . s O'!Jld .be glad to know bow it comes about, that 

¥ sxster xs dxsh-washer in the kitchen of a Transylvania 
P~ce, Who is a refugee among the Turks." 
1 But you, my dear Pangloss," said Candide, "how came 

~ver to set eyes on you again!" "It is true indeed" 
saxd Pangl " d I ' h ' oss, that you saw me hange ; oug t nat-
~rally to have been burnt; but you may remember, that 
1 ramed prodigiously when they were going to roast me; 
~e s:;;rm was so violent that they despaired of lighting 

e e. I was therefore banged because they could 
dC?J:0 h?etter. A surgeon bought my body, carried it home 
WI • ~ •• and began to dissect me. He first made a 
crucxal mcxsion. No one could have been more slovenly 
~anged than I was. The executioner of the inquisition 

umt people marvellously well, but he was not used to 
~e art of hanging them. The cord being wet did not 
sl~p properly, and the noose was badly tied: in short, I 
still drew my breath. The crucial incision made me give 
such a dreadful shriek, that my surgeon fell do.wn back
wards, and fancying he was dissecting the devil, he ran 
away,_ ready to die with the fright, and· fell ~own a sec
ond time on the stair-case as he was makmg off. His 
wife ran out of an adjacent closet, on hearin~ ti:e ~~ise, 
saw me extended on the table with my crucxal mcxs10n, 
and being more frightened than her husband, fled also, 
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and tumbled over him. When they were come to tht;rn
selves a little, I heard the surgeon's wife say to hnn, 
My dear, how came you to be so foolish as to venture 
to dissect a heretic? Don't you know that the devil al
w~ys ta~es possession of the bodies of such people? I 
will go Immediately and fetch a priest to exorcise hi~· 
I shuddered at this proposal, and mustered up what lit
tle strength I had left to cry out, Oh! have pity upon rue! 
At length the Portuguese barber took couraoe, sewed up 
my skin, and his wife nursed me so well~ that I was 
upon my feet again in about fifteen days. The barber 
got me a place, to be footman to a knight of Malta, 
who was going to Venice; but my master not being able 
to pay me my wages, I engaged in the service of a 
Venetian merchant, and went along with him to Con
stantinople. 

"One day I took a fancy to go into a mosque. There 
was nobody there but an old imam, and a very hand
some young devotee saying her prayers. Her throat was 
uncovered; she had in her bosom a beautiful nosegay of 
tulips, anemones, ranunculuses, hyacinths, and auricula~; 
she let her nosegay fall; I took it up, and presented 1t 
to her with the most profound reverence. However, I was 
so long in handing it to her, that the imam fell into a 
passion, and seeing I was a Christian, called out for 
help. They carried me before the cadi, who ordered me 
a hundred bastinadoes, and to be sent to the galleys. I 
was chained to the same galley and the same bench 
with the Baron. There were on board this galley, four 
young men from Marseilles, five Neapolitan priests, and 
two monks of Corfu, who told us that the like adven
tures happened every day. The Baron pretended that h.e 
had suffered more injustice than I; and I insisted that It 
was far more innocent to put a nosegay into a young 
woman's bosom, than to be found stark naked with an 
Icoglan. We were perpetually disputing, and we received 
twenty lashes every day with a hull's pizzle, when the 
concatenation of events in this universe brought you to 
our galley, and you ransomed us." 

"Well, my dear Pangloss," said Candide, "whe~ you 
were hanged, dissected, severely beaten, and tuggmg at 
the oar in the galley, did you always think, that things 
in this world were all for the best?" "I am still as I al
ways have been, of my first opinion," answered Pan-
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gloss; "for as I am a philosopher, it would be inco_nsistent 
with my character to contradict myself; ~specially as 
Leibnitz could not be in the wrong; and h1s pre-estab
lished harmony is certainly the finest system in the world, 
as well as his gross and subtle matter." 

HOW CANDIDE FOUND CUNEGONDE AND THE OLD WOMAN 
AGAIN 

While Candide, the Baron, Pangloss, Martin, and Ca
cambo? w~re relating their adventures to each _other, 
and dtsputmg about the contingent and noncontmgent 
events of this world, and while they were arguing upon 
effects and causes, on moral and physical evil, on liberty 
and necessity, and on the consolations a person may 
experience in the galleys in Turkey, they arrived. on the 
banks of t?e Propontis, at the house of the Prmce of 
Transylvama. The first objects which presented them
selves were Cunegonde and the old woman, hanging out 
some table-linen on the line to dry. . 
Th~ Baron grew pale at this sight. Even Candide, the 

affecttonat~ lover, on seeing his fair Cunegonde _awfully 
tanned, wtth her eye-lids reversed her neck Withered, 
her cheeks wrinkled her arms :ed and rough, was 
seized with horror, j~mped near three yards backwards, 
but afterwards advanced to her but with more polite
ness than passion. She embr~ced Candide and her 
brother, who, each of them embraced the old woman, 
and Candide ransomed them both. 

There was a little farm in the neighborhood, which 
the old. woman advised Candide to hire, till they could 
meet Wtth better accommodations for their whole com
pany. As Cunegonde did not know that she had grown 
u&Jy, nobo~y having told her of it, she put Candide in 
nnnd of his promise to marry her in so peremptory a 
manner, that he durst not refuse' her. But when this 
thing was intimated to the Baron he said, "I will never 
suffer such meanness on her part' nor such insolence on 
yours. With this infamy I will ne~er be reproached. The 
children of my sister could never be enrolled in the 
chapters of Germany. No; my sister shall never marry 
any but a Baron of the empire." Cunegonde threw her-
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self at her brother's feet, and bathed them with her 
tear~~ bu~ he re~ained inflexible. "You ungrateful puppy, 
you, said Candide to him, "I have delivered you from 
the galleys; I .have paid your ransom; I have also paid 
that of your Sister, who was a scullion here and is very 
h~mely; I have the goodness, however, to ~ake her my 
wife, a~d you a.re fool enough to oppose it; I have a 
flood mmd .to kill you again, you make me so angry." 

You may mdeed kill me again," said the Baron; "but 
you shall never marry my sister, while I have breath." 

CONCLUSION 

Candide had no great desire, at the bottom of his 
heart, to marry Cunegonde. But the extreme imperti
nence of the Baron determined him to conclude the 
match, and Cunegonde pressed it so earnestly, that he 
could not retract. He advised with Pangloss, Martin, and 
the trusty Cacambo. Pangloss drew up an excellent 
memoir, in which he proved, that the Baron had no right 
over his sister, and that she might, according to all the 
laws of the empire, espouse Candide with her left hand. 
Martin was for throwing the Baron into the sea: Cacambo 
was of opinion that it would be best to send him back 
again to the Levant captain, and make him work at the 
galleys. This advice was thought good; the old woman ap
proved it, and nothing was said to his sister about It. 
The scheme was put in execution for a little money, and 
so they had the pleasure of punishing the pride of a Ger
man Baron. 

It is natural to imagine that Candide, after so man.y 
disasters, married to his sweetheart, living with th~ phi
losopher Pangloss, the philosopher Martin, the discreet 
Cacambo, and the old woman, and especially as he had 
brought so many diamonds from the country of the an
cient Incas, must live the most agreeable life of any man 
in the whole world. But he had been so cheated by the 
Jews, that he had nothing left but the small. farm; a?-d 
his wife growing still more ugly, turned peevtsh and m
support~ble. The old woman was very infirm, and worse 
humored than Cunegonde herself. Cacambo, who work~d 
in the garden, and went to Constantinople to sell Its 
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Productions was worn out with labor, and cursed his 
fa~e. Pangl~ss was ready to despair, because he did not 
shine at the bead of some university in Germany. As 
for Martin, as he was firmly persuaded ~hat al~ was 
equaJ!.y bad throughout, he bore things Wit~ pattence. 
Candtde, Martin, and Pangloss, disputed somet~es about 
metaphysics and ethics. They often saw passmg under 
the Windows of the farm-house boats full of effendis, 
bashaws, and cadis, who were going into banishment to 
Lemnos, Mitylene, and Erzerum. They o~served that 
?ther cadis, other bashaws, and other effendts, succeeded 
~ the posts of those who were exiled, only to be ban
Ished themselves in tum. They saw beads nicely im
paled, to be presented to the Sublime Porte. These 
spectacles increased the number of their disputations; 
~nd when they were not disputing, their ennui was so 
tuesome that the old woman would often say to them, 
"I want to know which is the worst;-to be ravished 
an hundred times by Negro pirates, to run the gauntlet 
a~ong the Bulgarians, to be whipped and hanged, to be 
dtssected, to row in the galleys; in a word, to have suf
fered all the miseries we have undergone, or to stay 
~ere~. wi~hout doing anything?" "That is a great ques
tion, satd Candide. 

This discourse gave rise to new reflections, and Martin 
concluded upon the whole that mankind were born to 
live either in the distracti~ns of inquietude, or in the 
lethargy of disgust. Candide did not agree with that 
opinio~ but remained in a state of suspense. Pangloss 
co~essed, that he had always suffered dreadfully; but 
havmg once maintained that all things w:nt wonder
fully well, he still kept firm to his bypothests, though it 
was quite opposed to his real feelings. 

There lived in the neighborhood a very famous dervish, 
who passed for the greatest philosopher in Turkey. They 
went to consult him. Pangloss was chosen speaker, and 
said to him, "Master, we are come to desire you would 
tell us, why so strange an animal as man .. :w~s created .. " 

"What's that to you?" said the dervish; ts tt any bust
ness of thine?" "But, my reverend father," said Candide, 
"there is a horrible amount of evil in the world." "What 
signifies," said the dervish, "whether there be good or 
evil? When his Sublime Highness sends a vessel to Egypt, 
does it trouble him, whether the mice on board are at 
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?" 
their ease or not?" "What would you have one do .t~O ;,1 
said Pangloss. "Hold your tongue," said the derv!S · 00_ 
promised myself the pleasure," said Pangloss, "of reas.ble 
ing with you upon effects and causes, the best of P0551 od 
worlds, the origin of evil, the nature of the soul, ;ese 
the pre-established harmony. "-The dervish, at t 
words, shut the door in their faces. ~0 

During this conference, news was brought that t\ d 
viziers and a mufti w_ere ~trangl_ed at Constantinople, a~e 
a great many of thetr fnends tmpalcd. This catastrdpde 
made a g~eat noise _for several hours. Pangloss, can I ~ 
and Martm, on thetr way back to the little farm, roe~ r 
good-looking old man, taking the air at his door, un eh 
an arbor of orange trees. Pangloss, who had as roue . 
curiosity as philosophy, asked him the name of the muft~ 
who was lately strangled. "I know nothing at all abou 
it," said the good man; "and what's more, I never kn_ew 
the name of a single mufti, or a single vizier, in roy lifed 
I am an entire stranger to the story you mention; an. 
presume that, generally speaking, they who trouble thetr 
heads with state affairs, sometimes die shocking deaths, 
not without deserving it. But I never trouble my head 
about what is doing at Constantinople; I content myself 
with sending my fruits thither, the produce of my gar
den, which I cultivate with my own hands!" Having said 
these words, he introduced the strangers into his house. 
His two daughters and two sons served them with sev
eral kinds of sherbet, which they made themselves, be
sides caymac, enriched with the peels of candied citrons, 
oranges, lemons, bananas, pistachio nuts, and Mocha cof
fee, unadulterated with the bad coffee of Batavia and 
the isles. After which, the two daughters of this good 
Mussulman perfumed the beards of Candide, Pangloss 
and Martin. ' 

"You must certainly," said Candide to the Turk, "have 
a very large and very opulent estate!" "I have onl 
twenty acres," said the Turk; "which I, with my chJ.: 
dren, cultivate. Labor keeps us free from three of the 
greatest evils: tiresomeness, vice, and want." 

As Candide returned to his farm, he made deep re 
flections on the discourse of the Turk. Said he to Pa -
gloss and Martin, "The condition of this good old m n
secms to me preferable to that of the six kings w·ah 
whom we had the honor to sup." "The grandeurs 1~f 
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t~~alty;• said Pangloss, "are ':'cry precarious, in. the opin
rvt:o 0~ aU philosophers. For, m short, Eglon, king of the 
b abites, was assassinated by Ehud; Absalom was hung 
d~rtthe hair of his head, and pierced through with three 
lla s; I<:ing Nadab, the son of Jeroboam, was killed _by 
by a_;ha; .King Elah by Zimri; ~haziah by .Jehu; Athahah 
lclas ehoiadah; the .kings Jo~~hun, Jechomas, and Zede
Cr ' Were carried mto captivity. You know the fates of 
~e~sus, Astyages, Darius, Dionysius of Syracuse, Pyrrhus, 
Ne seus, flannibal Jurgurtha, Ariovistus, C'l!sar, Pompey, 
lie ro, Otho, Vitelhus, Domitian, Richard II, Edward II, 
lan~ry VI, Richard III, Mary Stuart, Charles I of Eng
lie ' the three Henrys of France, and the Emperor 
didn~,rv. You know-" "I know very well," said Can
in e, t~at we ought to look after our garden." "You are 
in :he nght," said Pangloss, "for when man was placed 
cunz he garden of Eden, he was placed there, ut operatur 
ere t to cultivate it; which proves that mankind are not 
dis a e~ to be idle." "Let us work," said Martin, "without 

PUting; it is the only way to render life supportable." 
si~ their little society entered into this laudable de
Pie • according to their different abilities. Their little 
wa ce. of ground produced a plentiful crop. Cunegonde 
Pas~ Indeed very homely, but she became an excellent 
Won? cook. Paquetta worked at embroidery, and the old 
in than took care of the linen. There was no idle person 
very e company, not excepting even Giroffiee; he made a 

A good carpenter, and became a very honest man. 
ness s ~0 Pangloss, he evidently had a lurking conscious
aU . t .at his theory required unceasing exertions, and 
last~i/ngenuity, to sustain it. Yet he stuck to it to the 
div~rt Is thinking and talking faculties could hardly be 
to 8 ed from it for a moment. He seized every occasion 
Worfa' to Candide, "All the events in this best of possible 
the 8 are admirably connected. If a single link in 
univ great chain were omitted, the harmony of the entire 

ell erse Would be destroyed. If you had not been exki kd from that beautiful castle, with those cruel 
c s, for your love to Miss Cunegonde; if you had 

not been imprisoned by the inquisition; if you had not 
travelled over a great portion of America on foot; if 
you had not plunged your sword through the Baron; if 
you had not lost all the sheep you brought from that 
fine country, Eldorado, together with the riches with 
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which they were l~den, you would not be ~ere today, 
eating p;eserved Citrons, and pistachio nuts. , aid 

"That s very Well said, and may all be true, s 
candide; "but let's cultivate our garden." 



THE WORLD AS IT IS: 

Babouc's Vision* 

Among the genii who preside over the empires of the 
earth, Ithuriel held one of the first ranks,_ and had the 
department of Upper Asia. He one mommg descended 
into the abode of Babouc, the Scythian, who dwelt on 
the banks of the Oxus, and said to him: 

"Babouc, the follies and vices of the Persians have 
drawn upon them our indignation. Yesterday an as
sembly of the genii of Upper Asia was held, to consider 
whether we would chastise Persepolis or destroy it en
tirely. Go to that city; examine everything; return and 
give me a faithful account; and, according to thy re
port, I will then determine whether to correct or extirpate 
the inhabitants." 

"But, my lord," said Babouc with great humility 
"I hav~ never been in Persia, nor do I know a sing!~ 
person m that country." 

"So much the better," said the angel, "thou wilt be 
the more impartial: thou hast received from heaven the 
spirit of discernment to which I now add the power of . . ' 
inspmng confidence. Go, see, hear, observe, and fear 
nothin_g. T,hou shalt everywhere meet with a favorable 
reception. 

Babouc mounted his camel, and set out with his serv
ants. After having traveled some days, he met, near the 
plains of Senaar, the Persian army, which was going to 
attack the forces of India. He first addressed himself to a 

*Editor's Note: Babouc's Vision is, so to speak, a first sketch 
f Candide, valuable for us for its very conciseness, _and because 

~e find in it, in compact form, all of Voltaire's phtlosophy. "If 
II is not well, all is passable." We must take the world "as 

a. " 
jt IS· 
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soldier whom he found at a distance from the main army, 
and asked him what was the occasion of the war. 

"By all the gods," said the sol?ier, "I know nothing ?f 
the matter. It is none of my. bu~mess. My trade is to kill 
and to be killed, to get a livelihood. It is of no conse
quence to me whom I serve. Toll!o~ow, perhaps, I ~ay 
go over to the Indian camp; for It Is said that they giVe 
their soldiers nearly half a copp.er drachma a day more 
than we have in this cursed service of Persia. If thou de
sirest to know why we fight, spea~ to my captain." 

Babouc, having given the soldier a small present, en
tered the camp. He soon became acquainted with the 
captain, and asked biro !he cause of the war. . 

"How canst thou imag~e that I should know it?" satd 
the captain, "or of what unportance is it to me? I live 
about two hundred leagues from Persepolis: I hear that 
war is declared: I instantly le~ve my family, and, having 
nothing else to do, go, accordm~ to our custom, to make 
my fortune, or to fall by a &lonous death." 

"But are not thy compamons," said Babouc "a little 
better informed than thee?" ' 

"No," said the officer, "there are none but our principal 
satraps that know the true cause of our cutting one an
other's throats." 

Babouc, struck with astonishment, introduced birnself 
to the generals, and soon became familiarly acquainted 
with them. At last one of them said: 

"The cause of this war, which for twenty years past 
bath desolated Asia, sp~ang originally from a quarrel 
between a eunuch belongmg to one of the concubines of 
the great king of Persia, and the clerk of a factory be
longing to the great king of India. The dispute was about a 
claim which amounted nearly to the thirtieth part of a 
daric. Our first minister, an? the representative of India, 
maintained the rights of thetr respective masters with be
coming dignity. The dispute grew warm. Both parties sent 
into the field an army of a million of soldiers. This armY 
must be recruited every year with upwards of four bu~
dred thousand men. ~assacre~, ~mrning of houses, rut~ 
and devastation, are datly multtphed; the universe suffe:s, 
and their mutual animosity still continues. The first mm
isters of the two nations frequently protest that they have 
nothing in view but the happiness of mankind; and every 
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protestation is attended with the destruction of a town, 
or the desolation of a province." 

Next day, on a report being. spread that. peace was 
going to be concluded, the Perstan and Indtan generals 
made haste to come to an engagement. The battle was 
long and bloody. Babouc beheld every crime, and every 
abomination. He was witness to the arts and stratagems 
of the principal satraps, who did all that lay in their 
power to expose their general to the disgrace of a defeat. 
He saw officers killed by their own troops, and soldiers 
stabbing their already expiring comrades in order to strip 
them of a few bloody garments tom and covered with 
dirt. He entered the hospitals to which they were convey
ing the wounded, most of whom died through the in
human negligence of those who were well paid by the king 
of Persia to assist these unhappy men. 

"Are these men," cried Babouc, "or are they wild 
beasts? Ah! I plainly see that Persepolis will be de
stroyed." 

~ull of this thought, he went over to the camp of the 
Indtans, where, according to the prediction of the genii, 
he was as well received as in that of the Persians; but 
h~ saw there the same crimes which had already filled him 
Wtth horror. 

"Ohl" "d h : sat e to himself, "if the angel Ithuriel should 
exinlternund ate the Persians, the angel of India must cer
ta y estray the Indians , 

th!u;a~:e~g· ~erward ~ore particularly informed of all 
erosit h m . oth armtes, he heard of such acts of gen
prised~n~mty, an~ greatness of soul, as at once sur-

"U armed him: 
thnaccountable mortals! as ye are " cried he "how can you us unite h , , 

so many Virtue so mduc baseness and so much grandeur, 
M . s an so many vices?" 

eanwhile the . 
era1s of the t pe~ce w~s proclatmed; and the gen-
com Jete vi wo armtes, netther of whom had gained a 

~ ctory, but who, for their own private interest, 
11ad shed the blood of so many of their fellow-creatures 
went to so!icit th~ir c<?~rts for rewards. The peace wa~ 
celebrated m pubhc wntmgs which announced the return 
of virtue and happiness to the earth. 

"God be praised," said Babouc, "Persepolis will now 
be the abode of spotless innocence, and will not be de-
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tr d 1 genii intended Le ·thout s oye , as the crue A · " · t us haste Vl1 
delay to this capital o~ sla. . 

He entered that i.Il1mense City by the ancient gate, 
which was entirely ~arbarous, and offended tbe eye bY 
its disagreeable rusticity. Allb ~1at Part of the town savorebd 
f th · ·t was u1 t· f . t e o e tune when I . · ' or, notwithstandlDg f 

obstinacy of men in pr~Ismg ancient at the expense ? 
modem times, it must fi ?'hmtded that the first essays iD 
every art are rude and un mis e · 

Babouc mingled in a c;o;~ of people composed of t~e 
most ignorant, dirtY an . e 0 !IU;ed of both sexes, VI 0 

were thronging with a stuplt atr mto a large and g1oo%Y 
inclosure. By the consta~t um; by the gestures of e 
people; by the mon~Y. wh~h some persons gave to others 
for the liberty of sittmg. 0~. he imagined tbat be was 
in a market, where chairs w7re sold; but observing sev
eral women fall down on thetr knees with an appearance 
of looking directly before th~m, While in reality theY were 
leering at the men ~y thetr sides, he was soon con
vinced that he wa.s 1D a temple. Shrill, hoarse, s.ava~i 
and discordant v01ces made the vault re-echo vnth tl 
articulated sounds, that P!oduced the same effect as the 
braying of asses, when, m the plains of Pictavia, they 
answer the cornet that calls them together. He stopped 
his ears; but he was ready to shut his mouth and hold 
his nose, when he saw several laborers enter intO the 
temple with picks and spades, who removed a large 
stone, and threw up the earth on both sides, from whence 
exhaled a pestilential vapor. At last some others ap
proached, deposited a .dead body in the opening, and re-
placed the stone upon tt. . 

"What!" cried Babouc, "do these people bury thetr 
de~d in the place whe~e they adore the deity? What! are 
therr temples paved with carcasses? 1 am no longer sur
prised at those pestilential diseases that frequently de
populate Persepolis. The putrefaction of the dead, and the 
infected breath of such numbers of the living, assembled 
and crowded together in the same place are sufficient to 
poison the whole terrestrial globe. Oh! 'What an abomi
nable city is Persepolisl The angels probably intend .to 
destroy it in order to build a more beautiful one in Its 
place, and to people it with inhabitants who are more 
virtuous and better singers. Providence may have its rea-
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sons for so doing; to its disposal let us leave all future 
events." 

Meanwhile the sun approached his meridian height. 
Babouc was to dine at the other end of the city with a 
lady for whom her husband, an officer in the army, had 
given him some letters: but he first took several turns in 
Persepolis, where he saw othe_r temples.' bette~ built and 
more richly adorned, filled w1th a polite audience, and 
resounding with harmonious music. He beheld public 
fountains which though ill-placed, struck the eye by their 
beauty; squares 'where the ?est kings that had governed 
Persia seemed to breathe m bronze, and others where 
he heard the people crying out: 

"When shall we see our beloved master?" 
He admired the magnificent bridges built over the 

river; the superb and co~odious quays; the palaces 
raised on both sides; and an Immense house, where thou
sands of old soldiers, covered with scars and crowned 
with victory, offered their daily praises to the god of 
armies. At last he entered the house ?f the. lady, who, 
with a set of fashionable people, waited his company 
to dinner. The house was neat and elegant; the repast 
delicious; the lady, young, beautiful, witty, and engaging; 
and the company worthy of her; and Babot~c every mo
ment said to himself: · 

"The angel Ithuriel has little regard for the world or 
he would never think of destroying such a charming city." 

In the meantime he observed that the lady, who had 
begun by tenderly asking news about her husband 
spo~e more tenderly to a young magi, toward the con~ 
elusiOn of_ the _repast: He. saw a m~gistrate, w~o, in pres
e~ce of his wife, paid his court With great vtvacity to a 
widow, while the indulgent widow had one hand round 
the magistrate's neck while she held out the other to a 
very ,han~some and very modest young citizen. The magis
trate s. Wife was the first to leave the table in order to con
vhse m .the neighboring room with her spiritual director 
~ 0 ~rnved very late afte~ _having been expected for 
~ nnhr, a~d the eloquent s~mtual director exhorted her 
un t. e neighboring room With so much vehemence and 

. Chon that when the lady returned her eyes were swim
mmg, her cheeks inflamed, her walk uncertain and her 
speech trembl" B b mg. 

a ouc then began to fear that the geni Ithuriel had 
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but too much reason for destroying Persepolis. The talent 
he ~assessed of gaining confidence let him that same 
day mto ~ll the secrets of the lady. She confessed to him 
~er affection for the young magi, and assured him that 
m all the houses in Persepolis he would meet with similar 
examples of attachment. Babouc concluded that such a 
society could not possibly survive: that jealousy, discord, 
and vengeance must desolate every house; that tears 
and blood must be daily shed; that husbands would cer
tainly kill their wives' lovers or be killed by them; and, in 
fi?e, that Ithuriel would do well to destroy immediately a 
City abandoned to continual disasters. 

Such were the gloomy ideas that possessed his mind, 
when a grave man in a black gown appeared at the gate 
and humbly begged to speak to the young magistrate. This 
stripling, without rising or taking the least notice of the 
old gentleman, gave him some papers with a haughty and 
careless air, and then dismissed him. Babouc asked who 
this man was. The mistress of the house said to him in a 
low voice: 

"He is one of the best advocates in the city, and hath 
studied the law these fifty years. The other, who is but 
twenty-five years of age, and has only been a satrap of the 
law for two days, hath ordered him to make an extract 
of a process he is going to determine, though he has not 
as yet examined it." 

"This giddy youth acts wisely," said Babouc, "in askJng 
counsel of an old man. But why is not the old man hun
self the judge?" 

"Thou art surely in jest," said they; "those who have 
grown old in laborious and inferior posts are never 
raised to places of dignity. This young man ha~ a gr~at 
post, because his father is rich; and the right of dispensmg 
justice is purchased here like a farm." 

"0 unhappy city!" cried Babouc, "this is surely the 
height of anarchy and confusion. Those who have th~s 
purchased the right of judging will doubtless .se_ll ~e~ 
JUdgments; nothing do I see here but an abyss of illlql!tty! 

While he was thus expressing his grief and surpnse, a 
young warrior, who that very day had returned from 
the army, said to him: 

"Why wouldst thou not have seats in the col!rts of 
justice offered for sale? I myself purchased the nght of 
braving death at the bead of two thousand men who 



64 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF VOLTAIRE 

are under my command. It has this year cost me forty 
darics of gold to lie on the earth thirty nights successively 
in a red dress, and at last to receive two wounds with an 
arrow, of which I still feel the smart. If I ruin myself to 
serve the emperor of Persia, whom I never saw, the satrap 
of the law may well pay something for enjoying the pleas
ure of giving audience to pleaders." 

Babouc was filled with indignation, and could not help 
condemning a country, where the highest posts in the 
army and the law were exposed for sale. He at once con
cluded that the inhabitants must be entirely ignorant of 
the art of war, and the laws of equity; and that, though 
Ithuriel should not destroy them, they must soon be 
ruined by their detestable admini~trati_on. . . 

He was still further confirmed m his bad _opmiOn by 
the arrival of a fat man, who, after salutmg all the 
company with great familiarity, went up to the young 
officer and said: 

"I can only lend thee fifty thousand darics of gold· for 
indeed the taxes of the empire have this year brought me 
in but three hundred thousand." 

Babouc inquired into the character of this man who 
complained of ~aving gained so little, _and :-vas informed 
that in Persepohs there were forty plebeian kmgs who held 
the empire of Persia by lease, and paid a small tribute to 
the monarch. 

After dinner he went into one of the most superb 
temples in the city, and seated himself amidst a crowd 
of men and women, who had come thither to pass away 
the time. A magi appeared in a machine elevated above 
the heads. of the people, and talked a long time of 
vice and virtue. He divided into several parts what need
ed no division at all: he proved methodically what was 
sufficiently clear, and he taught what everybody knew. 
He threw himself into a passion with great composure, 
and went away perspiring and out of breath. The as
sembly then awoke and imagined they had been present 
at a very instructive discourse. Babouc said: 

"This man had done his best to tire two or three hun
dred of his fellow-citizens; but his intention was good, and 
there is nothing in this that should occasion the de
struction of Persepolis." 

Upon leaving the assembly he was conducted to a pub
lic entertainment, which was exhibited every day in the 



THE WORLD AS IT IS 65 

year. It was in a kind of great hall, at the end of which 
appeared a palace. The most beautiful women of Per
sepolis and the most considerable satraps were ranged in 
order, and formed so fine a spectacle that Babouc at first 
believed that this was all the entertainment. Two or three 
persons, who seemed to be kings and queens, soon ap
peared in the vestibule of their palace. Their language 
was very different from that of their people; it was meas
ured, harmonious, and sublime. Nobody slept. The 
audience kept a profound silence which was only inter
rupted by expressions of sensibility and admiration. 
The duty of kings, the love of virtue, and the dangers 
arising from unbridled passions, were all described by 
such lively and affecting strokes, that Babouc shed tears. 
He doubted not but that these heroes and heroines, 
these kings and queens whom he had just heard, were 
the preachers of the empire; he even purposed to engage 
Ithuriel to come and hear them, being confident that 
such a spectacle would forever reconcile him to the city. 

As soon as the entertainment was finished, he re
solved to visit the principal queen, who had recommended 
such pure and noble morals in the palace. He desired to 
be introduced to her majesty, and was led up a narrow 
staircase to an ill-furnished apartment in the second story, 
where he found a woman in a mean dress, who said to 
him with a noble and pathetic air: 

"This employment does not afford me a sufficient ma~
tenance; one of the princes you saw has left me. w1th 
child; I must soon lie in. I have no money and Without 
money one cannot lie in." 

Babouc gave her an hundred darics of gold, saying: 
"Had there been no other evil in the city but this, 

Ithuriel would have been to blame for being so much of
fended." 

From thence he went to spend the evening at the 
house of a tradesman who dealt in magnificent trifles. He 
was conducted thither by a man of sense, with whom he 
had contracted an acquaintance. He bought whatever 
pleased his fancy; and 'the toy man with great politeness 
sold him everything for more than it was worth. On his 
return home his friends showed him how much he had 
been cheated. Babouc set down the name of the trades
man in his pocketbook, in order to point , him out to 
Ithuriel as an object of peculiar vengeance on the day 
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when the city should be punished. As he was writing, 
he heard somebody knock at the door: this was the toy 
man himself, who came to restore him his purse, which 
he had left by mistake on the counter. 

"How canst thou," cried Babouc, "be so generous and 
faithful, when thou hast had the assurance to sell me 
these trifles for four times their value?" 

"There is not a tradesman," replied the merchant, "of 
ever so little note in the city, that would not have returned 
thee thy purse; but wh.oever s~id that I s?ld thee these 
trifles for four times the1r value 1s greatly mistaken: I sold 
them for ten times their value; and this is so true, that 
wert thou to sell them again in a month hence, thou 
wouldst not get even this t~nth part. But nothing is more 
just. It is the variable fanc1es of men that set a value on 
these baubles· it is this fancy that maintains an hundred 
workmen wh~m I employ; it is this that gives me a fine 
house and a handsome chariot and horses; it is this, in 
fine, that excites industry, encourages taste, promotes 
circulation and produces abundance. 

"I sell fue same trifles to the neighboring nation at a 
much higher rate than I have sold them to thee, and by 
these means I am useful to the empire." 

Babouc, after having reflected a moment, erased the 
tradesman's name from his tablets. 

Babouc, not knowing a~ yet what to think of Persepolis, 
resolved to visit the mag1 and the men of letters; for as 
the one studied wisdom and the other religion ' he 
hoped that they in conjunction would obtain mercy for 
the rest of the people. Accordingly, he went next morning 
into a college of magi. The archimandrite confessed to 
him! that he had an hundred thousand crowns a year for 
havmg taken the vow of poverty, and that he enjoyed a 
very extensive empire in virtue of his vow of humility; 
after which he left him with an inferior brother who 
did him the honors of the place. ' 

While the brother was showing him the magnifi
cence of this house of penitence, a report was spread 
abroad that Babouc was come to reform all these 
houses. He immediately received petitions from each of 
them, the substance of which was, "Preserve us and de
str~y .all the rest." On hearing their apologies, all these 
societies were absolutely necessary: on hearing their 
mutual accusations, they all deserved to be abolished. 
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He was surprised to find that all the members of these 
societies were so extremely desirous of edifying the 
world, that they wished to have it entirely under their 
dominion. 

Soon after a little man appeared, who was a dem.i
magi, and who said to him: 

"I plainly see that the work is going to be accom
plished: for Zerdust is returned to earth; and the little 
girls prophesy, pinching and whipping themselves. We 
therefore implore thy protection against the great lama." 

"What!" said Babouc, "against the royal pontiff, who 
resides at Tibet?" 

"Yes, against him, himself." 
"What! you are then making war upon him, and 

raising armies!" 
"No, but he says that man is a free agent, and we deny 

it. We have written several pamphlets against him, which 
he never read. Hardly has he heard our name mentioned. 
He has only condemned us in the same manner as a man 
orders the trees in his garden to be cleared from cater
pillars." 

Babouc was incensed at the folly of these men who 
made profession of wisdom; and at the intrigues of those 
who had renounced the world; and at the ambition, pride 
and avarice of such as taught humility and a disinterest
ed spirit: from all which he concluded that lthuriel had 
good reason to destroy the whole race. 

On his return home, he sent for some new books to al
leviate his grief, and in order to exhilarate his spirits, in
vited some men of letters to dine with him; when, like 
wasps attracted by a pot of honey, there came twice as 
many as he desired. These parasites were equally eager 
to eat and to speak; they praised two sorts of persons, the 
dead and themselves; but none of their contemporaries, 
except the master of the house. If any of them hap
pened to drop a smart and witty expression, the rest cast 
down their eyes and bit their lips out of mere vexation 
that it had not been said by themselves. They had less 
dissimulation than the magi, because they had not such 
grand objects of ambition. Each of them behaved at 
once with all the meanness of a valet and all the dignity 
of a great man. They said to each other's face the most 
insulting things, which they took for strokes of wit. They 
had some knowledge of the design of Babouc's com-
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mission; one of them entreated him in a low voice to 
extirpate an author who had not praised him sufficiently 
about five years before; another requested the ruin of a 
citizen who had never laughed at his comedies; and the 
third demanded the destruction of the academy because 
he had not been able to get admitted into it. The repast 
being ended, each of them departed by himself; for in 
the whole crowd there were not two men that could en
dure the company or conversation of each other, except 
at the houses of the rich, who invited them to their tables. 
Babouc thought that it would be no great loss to the 
public if all these vermin were destroyed in the general 
catastrophe. 

Having now got rid of these men o~ letters, he began 
to read some new books, where he discovered the true 
spirit by which !Us gu7sts. ha~ been actuated. He ob
served with particular md1gnatwn those slanderous ga
zettes, those archives .of bad taste, dictate~ by envy, 
baseness and hunger; those ungenerous satires, where 
the vult~re is treated with lenity, and the dove tom in 
pieces; and those dry and insipid romances, filled with 
characters of women to whom the author was an utter 
stranger. 

All these detestable writings he committed to the 
flames, and went to pass the evening in walking. In this 
excursion he was introduced to an old man possessed 
of great learning, who had not come to increase the 
number of his parasites. This man of letters always fled 
from crowds; he understood human nature, availed him
self of his knowledge, and imparted it to others with 
great discretion. Babouc told him how much he was 
grieved at what he had seen and read. 

"Thou hast read very despicable performances " said 
the man of letters; "but in all times, in all co~tries 
and in all kinds of literature, the bad swarm and th~ 
good are rare. Thou hast received into thy house the 
very dregs of pedantry. In all professions, those who 
are least worthy of appearing are always sure to present 
t~emselves with the gr~atest. impudence. The truly wise 
live among themselves m retuement and tranquillity; and 
we have still some men and some books worthy of thy 
attention." 

While he was thus speaking, they were joined by an
other man of letters; and the conversation became so 
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entertaining and instructive, so elevated above vulgar 
prejudices, and so conformable to virtue, that Babouc 
acknowledged he had never heard the like. 

"These are men," said he to himself, "whom the angel 
Ithuriel will not presume to touch, or he must be a 
merciless being indeed." 

Though reconciled to men of letters, he was still en
raged against the rest of the nation. 

"Thou art a stranger," said the judicious person who 
was talking to him; "abuses present themselves to thy 
eyes in crowds, while the good, which lies concealed, 
and which is even sometimes the result of these very 
abuses, escapes thy observation." 

He then learned that among men of letters there were 
some who were free from envy; and that even among the 
magi themselves there were some men of virtue. In fine, 
he concluded that these great bodies, which by their 
mutual shocks seemed to threaten their common ruin, 
were at bottom very salutary institutions; that each so
ciety of magi was a check upon its rivals; and that 
though these rivals might differ in some speculative 
points, they all taught the same morals, instructed the 
people, and lived in subjection to the laws; not unlike 
to those preceptors who watch over the heir of a family 
while the master of the house watches over them. He 
conversed with several of these magi, and found them 
possessed of exalted souls. He likewise learned that even 
among the fools who pretended to make war on the 
great lama there had been some men of distinguished 
merit; and from all these particulars he conjectured 
that it might be with the manners of Persepolis as it 
was with the buildings; some of which moved his pity, 
while others .filled him with admiration. 

He said to the man of letters: 
"I plainly see that these magi, whom I at first im

agined to be so dangerous, are in reality extremely use
ful; especially when a wise government hinders them 
from rendering themselves too necessary; but thou wilt 
at least acknowledge that your young magistrates, who 
purchase the office of a judge as soon as they can mount 
a horse, must display in their tribunals the most ri
diculous impertinence and the most iniquitous perverse
ness. It would doubtless be better to give these places 
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flratu!tously to those old civilians who have spent tbeir 
ves m the study of the law." 
!he man of letters replied: · a1 t Per 

Thou hast seen our army before thY arnv a . ~ 
sepolis; thou knowest that our young officers fight Wlth 
gr.eat bravery, though they buy their posts; per?aps tbou 
wilt find that our young magistrates do not gi':e wr~ng 
~ec~sions, though they purchase the right of dispensmg 
JUstice." 

He led him next day to the grand tri~unal, where an 
affair of great importance was to be dectded. The cause 
was known to all the world. All the old advoca~es th~t 
spoke on the subject were wavering and unsettled ~ the:tr 
opinions. They quoted a hundred laws, none of which was 
applicable to the question. They consid~re? the mat!er 
in a hundred ~ifferent lights, but n~ver. m Its. true .~mt 
of view. The Judges were more qmck m their dectstons 
than the advocates in raising doubts. They were unan
imous in their sentiments. They decided justly, be~ 
cause they followed the light of reason. The others 
reasoned falsely because they only consulted their books. 

:Babouc concluded that the best things frequently arose 
frorn abuses. He saw the same day that the riches of 
the receivers of the public revenue, at which he had been 
so much offended, were capable of producing an excel
lent effect~ for the emperor having occasion for money, 
he found m an. hol!r by their means what he could not 
have procured m SIX months by the ordinary methods. 
f{e saW that those great clouds, swelled with the dews 
of the ear~h, restor~d in plentiful showers what they had 
wence denved. Bestdes, the children of these new gentle
Jllen, who we~e frequ~~tly better educated than those of 
tbe most ancten! fanuhes, were sometimes more useful 
JlleJilbers of society; for he whose father hath been a 
ood acco';lntant may easily become a good juQge, a 

~rave warnor, B:nd an able statesman. 
:aabouc was msensibly brought to excuse the avarice 

f the fa~~r of the revenues, who in reality was not 
0 ore avanctous than other men, and besides was ex
Jllen:telY necesstry · ~e overlooked the folly of those who 
tr ·ned tbemse ves m order to obtain a post in the law 
rtJl aflllY; a f folly that produces great magistrates and 
or eS· fie orgave the envy of men of letters among 
hero...,... there were some that enlightened the wo'rld · and 
who..- , 
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he was reconciled to the ambitious and intriguing magi, 
b were possessed of more great virtues than little 

V.: 0
5 J3ut be had still many causes of complaint. The 

vicuaotries of the ladies esl?ecially, and the fatal effects 
~bicb these must necessarily produce, filled him with 
fear and terror.d . f . . 

A.s be was esi~~us o prymg mto the characters of 
n of every condition, he went to wait on a minister of 

~!te; but trembled all the way, le_st some wife sh~uld be 
sassinated by her husband m his presence. Havmg ar

a.s ed at the statesman's, he was obliged to remain two 
~v urs in the antechamber before his name was sent in 
~d two hours more after that was done. In this inter~ 

~al, be ~esolvcd to !ec_ommend to the angel Ithuriel both 
the munster and his rnsolcnt porters. The antechamber 
was filled with ladies of every rank, magi of all colors, 
judges, merchants, offi_cc:rs, and peda?ts; and all of them 
coOJ.plained of the mllllster. The rmser and the usurer 

said: h" 1 d th . , "Doubtless t IS man p un ers e provmces. 
The capric:ious reproached him with fickleness; the 

voluptuary said: 
"lie thinks of nothing but his pleasure." 
The factious hoped to see him soon ruined by a 

cabal; and the women flattered themselves that they 
should soon have a younger minister. 

~abouc heard their conversation, and could not help 
saymg: 

"This is surely a happy man; ~e h~th all his enemies 
in his antechamber; he crushes with his power those that 
envy his grandeur; he beholds those who detest him 
groveling at his feet." 

At length he was admitted into the presence-chamb 
where be saw a little old man bending under the Wei~~ 
of years and business, but still lively and full of spir"t 

The minister was pleased with Babouc, and to Bab~ s. 
be appeared a man of great merit. The conversation buc 
came interesting. The minister confess_ed !hat he was Vee
unhappy; that he passed for rich, while m reality he wry 
poor; that he was believed to be all-powerful, and as 
was constantly contradicted; that be bad obliged Yet 
but a parcel of ungrateful wretches; and that in none 
course of forty years' labor he had hardly enjoy~d a the 
went's rest. Babouc was m~ved with his misfortunes· mo-

• and 
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thought that if this man had been guilty of some faults, 
and Ithuriel had a mind to banish him, he ought not to 
cut him off, but to leave him in possession of his place. 

While Babouc was talking to the minister, the beauti
ful lady with whom he had dined entered hastily, her 
eyes and countenance showing all the symptoms of grief 
and indignation. She burst into reproaches against the 
statesman; she shed tears; she complained bitterly that 
her husband had been refused a place to which his birth 
allowed him to aspire, and which he had fully merited 
by his wounds and his service. She expressed herself with 
such force; she uttered her complaints with such a grace
ful air she overthrew objections with so much address 
and etrlorced her arguments with so much eloquence' 
that she did not leave the chamber till she had mad~ 
her husband's fortune. 

Babouc gave her his hand, and said: "Is it possible 
madam, that thou canst take so much pains to serve ~ 
man whom thou dost not love, and from whom thou hast 
everything to fear?'' 

"A man whom I do not love!" cried she; "know sir 
that my husband is the best friend I have in the w~rld~ 
and there is nothing I would not sacrifice for him, except 
my lover; and he would do anything for me except leave 
his mistress. I should like you to meet her; she is a 
charming women, full of wit, of the most agreeable char
acter; we are supping together this evening, with my hus
band and my little mage; come and share our joy." 

The lady conducted Babouc to her own house. The 
husband, who had at last arrived overwhelmed with grief 
received his wife with transports of joy and gratitude: 
Be embraced by turns his wife, his mistress, the little 
mage, and Babouc. Wit, harmony, cheerfulness, and all 
the graces, embellished the repast. 

"Those who are sometimes called unvirtuous women," 
said the fair lady with whom he was supping, "almost al
ways have the merits of a virtuous man. To convince 
you of this, come and dine with me tomorrow with the 
fair Teone. She is tom to pieces by a few old vestals 
but she does more good than all of them together. She 
would not do a slight injustice to further her greatest 
interest; she gives her lover none but generous advice; 
she is concerned only for his fame; he would blush be
fore her if he missed an occasion of doing good~ for 
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nothing encourages virtuous act.ions mor~ than to h~ve a 
mistress whose esteem one desrres as Witness and Judge 
of one's conduct." 

Babouc kept the appointment. He f?und a house de
voted to all the pleasures. Teone reigned over them· 
she could speak to every one in his own language. He: 
natural intelligence set every one at eas~; she pleased al
most without wishing it, she was as amiable as she was 
benevolent and the value of all her good qualities was 
increased by the fact that she was beautiful. 

Babouc, though a Scythian, and sent ~y a genie, found, 
that should he continue much longer m Persepolis he 
WOuld forget even the angel lthuriel: He began to it-ow 
fond of a city, the inhabitants of which were polite, affa
ble, and beneficent, though fickl~, slanderous, and Vain. 
He was much afraid that Persepolis would be condemned. 
He was even afraid to give in his account. 

This, however, he did in the follo:wing manner. He 
caused a little statue, composed of different metals of 
earth, and stones, the most precious and the most ~ile 
to be cast by one of the best founders in the city and 
carried it to Ithuriel. ' 

"Wilt thou break," said be, "this pretty statue be 
cause it is not wholly composed of gold and diamo~ds?': 

Ithuriel immediately understood his meaning and 
solved to think no more of punishing Persepolls but r:-
Ieave "the world as it is." ' 0 

"For," said he, "if all is not well, all is passable •• 
Thus Persep?Iis. was suffered to remain; n~r d'd 

Babouc complam like Jonah, who was highly ince I 
at the preservation of Nineveh. But when a man ~ed 
been in the belly of a whale for three days he . as 
so good-tempered as when he has been to th~ op Is not 
the theatre, and has supped in pleasant company~ra, to 
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Philosophical History* 

A VOYAGE TO THE PLANET SATURN BY A NATIVE OF 
SIRIUS 

In one of the planets that revolve round the star known 
by the name of Sirius, was a certain young gentle
man of promising parts, whom I had the honor to be 
acquainted with in his last voyage to this our little ant
hill. His name was Micromegas, an appellation admirably 
suited to all great men, and p.is stature amounted to 
eight leagues in height, that ts, twenty-four thousand 
geometrical paces of five feet each. 

Some of your mathematicians, a set of people always 
useful to the public, will, perhaps, instantly seize the 
pen, and calculate that Mr. Micromegas, inhabitant of 
the country of Sirius, being from head to foot four and 
twenty thousand paces in length, making one hundred 
and twenty thousand royal feet, that we, denizens of 
this earth, being at a medium little more than five feet 
high, and our globe nine thousand leagues in circum
ference: these things being premised, they will then con
clude that the periphery of the globe which produced 
him must be exactly one and twenty million six hundred 
thousand times greater than that of this our tiny ball. 
Nothing in nature is m~re simple and common. The do
minions of some sovereigns of Germany or Italy, which 
may be compassed in half an hour, when compared with 

*Editor's Note: Micromegas owes much to Swift and to 
Gulliver's Travels, but the humor of the Frenchman is more per
sona} and less stolid than that of the Englishman .. In effect, the 
~avele~ .from Sirius is none other than yoltaire b1n1self, that is, 
an~ srp'r.1t which looks down from on h1gb upon the stupidities 

olhes of man. 
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the empires of Ottoman, Russia, or China, are no other 
than faint instances of the prodigious difference that na
ture bath made in the scale of beings. The stature of his 
excellency being of these extraordinary dimensions, all 
our artists will agree that the measure around his body 
might amount to fifty thousand royal feet,-a very agree
able and just proportion. 

His nose being equal in length to one-third of his face, 
and his jolly countenance engrossing one-seventh part of 
his height, it must be owned that the nose of this same 
Sirian was six thousand three hundred and thirty-three 
royal feet to a hair, which was to be demonstrated. With 
regard to his understanding, it is one of the best culti
vated I have known. He is perfectly well acquainted with 
abundance of things, some of which are of his own in
vention; for, when his age did not exceed two hundred 
and fifty years, he studied, according to the custom of 
the country, at the most celebrated university of the 
whole planet, and by the force of his genius discovered 
upwards of fifty propositions of Euclid, having the ad
vantage by more than eighteen of Blaise Pascal, who 
(as we are told by his own sister), demonstrated two 
and thirty for his amusement and then left off, choosing 
rather to be an indifferent philosopher than a great 
mathematician. 

About the four hundred and fiftieth year of his age, 
or latter end of his childhood, he dissected a great 
number of small insects not more than one hundred feet 
in diameter, which are not perceivable by ordinary 
microscopes, on which he composed a very curious 
treatise, which involved him in some trouble. The mufti 
of the nation, though very old and very ignorant, made 
shift to discover in his book certain lemmas that were 
suspicious, unseemly, rash, heretic, and unsound, and 
prosecuted him with great animosity; for the subject of 
the author's inquiry was whether, in the world of 
Sirius, there was any difference between the substantial 
forms of a flea and a snail. 

Micromegas defended his philosophy with such spirit 
as made all the female sex his proselytes; and the proc
ess lasted two hundred and twenty years; at the end of 
which time, in consequence of the mufti's interest, the 
book was condemned by judges who had never read it, 
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and the author expelled from court for the term of eight 
hundred years. 

Not much affected at his banishment from a court that 
teemed with nothing but turmoils and trifles, he made a 
very humorous song upon the mufti, gave himself 
no trouble about the matter, and set out on his travels 
from planet to planet, in order (as the saying is) to im
prove his mind and finis~ his educa~ion. !hose who never 
travel but in a post-chmse or berhn, will, doubtless, be 
astonished at the equipages used above; for we that strut 
upon this little mole hill are at a loss to conceive any
thing that surpasses our own customs. But our traveler 
was a wonderful adept in the laws of gravitation, to
gether with the whole force of attraction and repulsion 
and made such seasonable use of his knowledge, that 
sometimes by the help of a sunbeam, al_ld so~etime~ by 
the convenience of a comet, he and his retmue glided 
from sphere to sphere, as the bird hops from one bough 
to another. He in a very little time posted through the 
milky way, and I am obliged to own he saw not a 
twinkle of those stars supposed to adorn that fair 
empyrean which the illustrious Dr. Derham brags to 
have obs~rved through his telescope. Not that I pretend 
to say the doctor was mistaken. God forbid! But Mic
romegas was upon the spot, an. exceeding good observer, 
and I have no mind to contradict any man. Be that as it 
may, after many windings and turnings, he arrived at the 
planet. Saturn; and, accustom~d ~s he was to the sight of 
novelties, he could not for his life repress a supercilious 
and conceited smile, which often escapes the wisest phi
losopher, when he perceived the smallness of that globe 
and the diminutive size of its inhabitants; for really Sat~ 
urn is but about nine hundred times larger than this our 
earth, and the people of that country mere dwarfs, about 
a thousand fathoms high. In short, he at first derided 
those poor pigmies, just as an Indian fiddler laughs at 
~e. music of Lully, at his first arrival in Paris: but as this 
Sman was a person of good sense, he soon perceived 
that a thinking being mar no.t be altogether ridiculous, 
even though he is not qmte SIX thousand feet high· and 
therefore he became familiar with them after they had 
ceas~d to wonder at his e~tr~ordinary' appearance. In 
particular, he contracted an mtlmate friendship with the 
secretary of the Academy of Saturn, a man of good un-



MICROMEGAS 77 
derstanding, who, though in truth he had invented noth
ing of his own, gave a very good account of the in
ventions of others, and enjoyed in peace the reputation 
of a little poet and great calculator. And here, for the 
edification of the reader, I will repeat a very singular 
conversation that one day passed between Mr. Secretary 
and Micromegas. -

THE CONVERSATION BETWEEN MICROMEGAS AND THE 
INHABITANT OF SATURN 

His excellency having laid himself down, and the sec
retary approached his nose: 

"It must be confessed," said Micromcgas, "that nature 
is full of variety." 

"Yes," replied the Satumian, "nature is like a parterre, 
whose flowers-" 

"Pshaw!" cried the other, "a truce with your par
terres." 

"It is," resumed the secretary, "like an assembly of 
fair and brown women, whose dresses-" 

"What a plague have I to do with your brunettes?" 
said our traveler. 

"Then it is like a gallery of pictures, the strokes of 
which-" 

"Not at all," answered Micromegas, "I tell you once 
for all, nature is like nature, and comparisons are 
odious." 

"Well, to please you," said the secretary-
"! won't be pleased," replied the Sirian, "I want to be 

instructed; begin, therefore, without further preamble, 
and tell me how many senses the people of this world 
enjoy." 

"We have seventy and two," said the academician, 
"but we are daily complaining of the small number, 
as our imagination transcends our wants, for, with the 
seventy-two senses, our five moons and ring, we find our
selves very much restricted; and notwithstanding our cu
riosity, and the no small number of those passions that 
result from these few senses, we have still time enough 
to be tired of idleness." 

"I sincerely believe what you say," cried Micromegas. 
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"f or, though we Sirians have near a thousand different 
senses, there still remains a certain vague desire, an un
accountable inquietude inces~a?tly admonishing us of 
~ur own unimportance, and gtvmg us to understand that 

~re are other beings who are much our superiors in 
pomt of perfection. I have traveled a little, and seen 
mc:>rtals both above and below myself in the scale of 
bemg, but I have met with none who had not more de
sire than necessity and more want than gratification. 
Perhaps I shall on~ day arrive in some country where 
naught is wanting but hitherto I have had no certain in
formation of such 'a happy land." 

The Saturnian and his guest exhausted themselves in 
conjectures upon this . subj~ct, and after a~:mndance of 
argumentation equally mgeruous and uncertam, were fain 
to return to matter of fact. 

"To what age do you commonly live?" said the Sirian. 
"Lack-a-day! a mere trifle," replied the little gentle

man. 
"It is the very sam~ case wit_h us," res':'med the other, 

"the shortness of life IS our dmly complamt, so that this 
must be an universal law in nature." 

"Alas!" cried the Saturnian, "few, very few on this 
globe outlive five hundred great revoluti?ns of the sun 
(these, according to our way of reckomng, amount to 
about fifteen thousand years). So, you see, we in a man
ner begin to die the very moment we are born: our 
existence is no more than a point, our duration an in
stant, and our globe an atom. Scarce do we begin to 
Jearn a little, when death intervenes before we can profit 
by experience. For my o~ part, I am deter~ed from lay
ing schemes when I cons1der myself as a smgle drop in 
the midst of an immense ocean. I am particularly 
ashamed, in your presence, of the ridiculous figure I 
make among my fellow-creatures." 

To this declaration, Micromegas replied: 
"If you were not a philosopher, I should be afraid of 

mortifying your pride by telling you that the term of our 
lives is seven hundred times longer than the date of 
your existence: but you are very sensible that when the 
texture of the body is resolved, in order to reanimate 
nature in another form, which is the consequence of 
what we call death-when that moment of change ar
rives, there is not the least difference betwixt having 
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lived a whole eternity, or a single day. I have bee~ in 
some countries where the people live a thousand tunes 
longer than with us, and yet they murmured at the short
ness of their time. But one will find everywhere some 
few persons of good sense, who know how to make the 
best of their portion, and thank the author of nature for 
his bounty. There is a profusion of variety scatter~d 
through the universe, and yet there is an admirable velD. 
of uniformity that runs through the whole: for example, 
all thinking beings are different among themselves, 
though at bottom they resemble one another in the pow
ers and passions of the soul. Matter, though interminable, 
hath different properties in every sphere. How mao:Y 
principal attributes do you reckon in the matter of thJ.S 
world?" 

"If you mean those properties," said the Saturnian, 
"without which we believe this our globe could not sub
sist, we reckon in all three hundred, such as extent, 
impenetrability, motion, gravitation, divisibility, et 
cretera." 

"That small number," replied the traveler, "probably 
answers the views of the creator on this your narrow 
sphere. I adore his wisdom in all his works. I see in
finite variety, but everywhere proportion. Your globe is 
small: so are the inhabitants. You have few sensations; 
because your matter is endued with few properties. 
These are the works of unerring providence. Of what 
color does your sun appear when accurately examined?" 

"Of a yellowish white," answered the Satumian, "and 
in separating one of his rays we find it contains seven 
colors." 

"Our sun," said the Sirian, "is of a reddish hue, and 
we have no less than thirty-nine original colors. Among 
all the suns I have seen there is no sort of resemblance, 
and in this sphere of yours there is not one face like 
another." 

After divers questions of this nature, he asked how 
many substances, essentially different, they counted in 
the world of Saturn; and understood that they numbered 
bl!t thirty: such as God; space; matter; beings endowed 
wxth sense and extension; beings that have extension 
sense, and reflection; thinking beings who have no ex: 
tension; those that are penetrable; those that are im
penetrable, and also all others. But this Saturnian phi-



80 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF voLTAIRE 

1 h . . . d when the Sirian 
osop ~r was prodtgtOusly astomshe dred and that 

told hiiD they had no less than three hund ro~re in th 
he himself had discovered three thousan ·ng comm .e 

f h · 1 f r havt um-course o Js trave s. In short, a te and even what 
cated .to each other what they ~neW, complete revolu
t~ey dtd not know, and argued dunng a t together on 
bon of the sun, they resolved to set ou a 
small philosophical tour. 

THE VOYAGE OF THESE INHABITANTS OF OTHER WORLDS 

Our two philosophers were just ready .t~ embark for 
the atmosphere of Saturn, with a large pr~vtst~n of mathe
matical instruments, when the Saturntan s mt~tress, hav
ing got an inkling of their design, came all m tears to 
make her protests. She was a handsome brunette, 
though not above six hundred and threescore fathoms 
high; but her agreeable attractions made amends for 
the smallness of her stature. . 

"Ah! cruel roan," cried she, "after a courtship of fifteen 
hundred years, when at length I surrendered, and became 
your wife, and scarce have passed two hundred more in 
thy embraces, to leave me thus, before the honeymoon is 
over, and go a rambling with a giant o~ another world! 
Go, go, thou art a mere virtuoso, ~evo1d of tenderness 
and Jove! If thou wert a true Saturman, thou wouldst be 
faithful and invariable. Ah! whither art thou going? what 
is thy design? Our five moons are not so inconstant 
nor our ring so changeable as thee! But take this along 
with thee, henceforth I ne'er shall love another man." 

The little gentleman embraced and wept over her not
withstanding his philosophy; and the lady, after having 
swooned with great decency, went to console herself with 
more agreeable company. 

Meanwhile our two virtuosi set out, and at one jump 
leaped upon the ring, which they found pretty flat ac
cord~g to th~ ingenious guess· of an illustrious inhabitant 
of thts our little earth. From thence they easily slipped 
from moon to moon; and a comet chancing to pass the 
spra?g upon it with all their servants and apparatus.' Tbu~ 
earned about one hundred and fifty million of leagues 
they met with the satellites of Jupiter, and arrived upo~ 
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the body of the planet itself, where they continued a 
whole year; during which they learned some very curious 
~ecrets; which would actually be s~nt t?. the press, were 
tt not for fear of the gentlemen. mquisttors, who have 
f?und among them some corollanes very hard of diges
tiOn. 

But to return to our travelers. When they took leave of 
Ju_P~ter, they traversed a spa_ce of about one hundred 
m1~1on~ of leagues, and coastmg ~long the planet Mars, 
'Yhtch 1s well known _to be five times smaller than our 
httle earth, they descned two moon~ subservient to that 
orb, which have escaped the observatiOn of all our astron
omers. I know Caste~ will write, and that pleasantly 
enough against the existence of these two moons· but I 
entirely refer myself to those who reason by a~alogy. 
Th?se worthy philos~phers are very sensible that Mars, 
whtch is at such a distance from the sun, must be in a 
very uncomfortable situation, without the benefit of a 
couple of moons. Be that as it may, our gentlemen 
found the planet so small, that. they were afraid they 
should not find room tC? take a little repose; so that they 
pursued their journey hke two travelers who despise the 
paltry accommodation of a village, and push forward 
~o the next market town. But the Sirian and his compan
Ion soon repented of their delica:y; for they journeyed a 
long time without finding a restmg place, till at length 
they discerned a small speck, which was the Earth. Coming 
f:om Jupiter, they could not but be moved with compas
Sion at the sight of this miserable spot, upon which, how
e_ver, they resolved to land, lest _they should be a second 
time disappointed. They accordmgly moved toward the 
tail of the comet, where, finding an Aurora Borealis 
ready to set sail, they embarked, and arrived on the 
northern coast of the Baltic on the fifth day of July, new 
style, in the year 1737. 

\VlfAT BEFELL THEM UPON THIS OUR GLOBE 

Having taken some repose, and being desirous of rec
onnoitering the narrow field in which they were, they 
traversed it at once from north to south. Every step of 
the Sirian and his attendants measured about thirty thou-
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sand royal feet: whereas, the dwarf of Saturn, whose 
stature did not exceed a thousand fathoms, followed 
at a distance quite out of breath; because, for every 
single stride of his companion, be was obliged to take 
twelve good steps at least. The reader may figure to 
himself (if we are allowed to make such comparisons) a 
very little rough spaniel dodging after a captain of the 
Prussian grenadiers. 

As those strangers walked at a good pace, they com
passed the globe in six and t~irty hours; the sun, it is 
true or rather the earth, descnbes the same space in the 
cou:se of one day; but it must be observed that it is 
much easier to turn upon an axis than to walk a-foot. 
Behold them then retu~ned ~o the spot from whence they 
had set out, after h_avmg discovered _that almost imper
ceptible sea which IS called the Mediterranean; and the 
other narroZv pond that surrounds thi~ mole. hill, under 
the denomination of the great ocea?; m. wadmg through 
which the dwarf had never wet his mid-leg, while the 
other scarce moistened his heel. In going and coming 
through both hemispheres, they did all that lay in their 
power to discover whether or not the globe was inhabit
ed. They stooped, they lay down, they groped in every 
corner· but their eyes and hands were not at all propor
tioned'to the small beings that crawl upon this earth· and 
therefore, they could not find the smallest reason t~ sus~ 
pect that we and our fellow-citizens of this globe had the 
honor to exist. 

The dwarf, who sometimes judged too hastily con
cluded at once that there was no living creature' upon 
earth; and his chief reason was, that he had seen no
body. But Micromegas, in a polite manner, made him 
sensible of the unjust conclusion: 

"For," said -he, "with your diminutive eyes you cannot 
see certain stars of the fiftieth magnitude, which I easily 
perceive; and do you take it for granted that no such 
stars exist?" 

"But I have groped with great care," replied the 
dwarf. 

"Then your sense of feeling must be bad," said the 
other. 

"But this globe," said the dwarf, "is ill contrived; and 
so irregular in its form as to be quite ridiculous. The 
whole together looks like a chaos. Do but observe these 
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little rivulets; not one of them runs in a straight line: and 
thes~ ponds which are neither round, square, nor o_val, 
nor mdeed of any regular figure; together with these little 
sharp pebbles (meaning the mountains) that roughen the 
whole surface of the globe, and have tom all the skin from 
my feet. Besides, pray take notice of the shape of the 
whole, how it flattens at the poles, and turns round the 
sun in an awkward oblique manner, so as that the polar 
circles cannot possibly be cultivated. Truly, what makes 
me believe there is no inhabitant on this sphere, is a full 
persuasion that no sensible being would live in such a 
disagreeable place." . 

"What then?" said Micromegas, "perhaps the bemgs 
that inhabit it come not under that denomination; but, to 
all appearance, it was not made for nothing. Everything 
here seems to you irregular; because you fetch all your 
comparisons from Jupiter or Saturn. Perhaps this is the 
very reason of the seeming confusion which you con
demn; have I not told you, that in the course of roy trav
els I have always met with variety?" 

The Satumian replied to all these arguments; and per
haps the dispute would have known no end, if Micro
roegas, in the heat of the contest, had not luckily broken 
the string of his diamond necklace, so that the jewels fell 
to the ground; they consisted of pretty small unequal 
karats, the largest of which weighed four hundred pounds, 
and the smallest fifty. The dwarf, in helping to pick them 
up, perceived, as they approached his eye, that every 
single diamond was cut in such a manner as to answer 
the purpose of an excellent microscope. He therefore 
took up a small one, about one hundred and sixty feet 
in diameter, and applied it to his eye, while Micromegas 
chose another of two thousand five hundred feet. Though 
they were of excellent powers, the observers could per
ceive nothing by their assistance, so they were altered and 
adjusted. At length, the inhabitant of Saturn discerned 
something almost imperceptible moving between two 
waves in the Baltic. This was no other than a whale, 
which, in a dexterous manner, he caught with his little 
finger, and, placing it on the nail of his thumb, showed it 
to the Sirian, who laughed heartily at the excessive small
ness peculiar to the inhabitants of this our globe. The 
Satumian, by this time convinced that our world was in
habited, began to imagine we had no other animals than 
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whales; and being a mighty debater, he forthwith set 
about investigating the origin and motion of this small 
atom, curious to know whether or not it was furnished 
with ideas, judgment, an? free _will. Microme~as was very 
much perplexed upon _this subJe:t. He exammed the ani
mal with the most patient attentiOn, and the result of his 
inquiry was, that he could see no reason to believe a soul 
was lodged in such a body. The two travel:rs were actually 
inclined to think there was no such thing as mind in 
this our habitation, when, by the help of their micro
scope, they perceived something as !arge as a whale float
ing upon the sm;face of th~ sea. It IS well known that, at 
this period, a flight o~ philosophers were upon their re
turn from the polar <?Ircle, where they ~ad been making 
observations, for which nobody ~as hitherto been the 
wiser. The gazettes ;ecord, that their ve_ssel ran ashore 00 
the coast. of. Bothma . and . that they With great difficulty 
saved therr lives; but m this world one can never dive to 
the bottom of things: Fo~ my ov.:n part, I will ingenuously 
recount the transaction JUSt_ a~ It happened, without any 
addition of my own; and this IS no small effort in a mod
em historian. 

THE TRAVELERS CAPTURE A VESSEL 

Micromegas stretched out his hand gently toward the 
place w~ere th~ object appeared, and advanced two fin
gers, which he mstantly pulled back, for fear of being dis
appointed, then opening softly and shutting them all at 
once, he very dexterously se~ed the. ship_ that contained 
those gentlemen, and placed It on h1s nail, avoiding too 
much pressure, which might have crushed the whole in 

pi~~Teshi. · " "d th S t · d rf "' s, sru e a urman wa , IS a creature very 
different from the former." 

Upon which the Sirian placing the supposed anima! 
in the hollow of his hand, the passengers and crew who 
believed themselves thrown by a hurricane upon 'some 
rock, began to put themselves in motion. The sailors hav
ing hoisted out some casks of wine, jumped after them 
into the hand of Micromegas: the mathematicians hav
ing secured their quadrants, sectors, and Lapland servants, 
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went overboard at a different place, and made such _a 
bustle in their descent, that the Sirian at length felt his 
~gers tickled by something that seemed to mo_ve. Ap. 
rron bar chanced to penetrate about a foot deep mto hts 
forefinger; and from this prick he concluded that ~om~
thing had issued from the little animal he held m his 
hand; but at first he suspected nothing more: for the 
microscope that scarce rendered a whale and a ship 
visible, had no effect upon an object so imperceptible as 
man. 

I do not intend to shock the vanity of any person 
whatever· but here I am obliged to beg your people of 
importan~e to consider that, supposing the stature of a 
man to be about five feet we mortals make just such a 
figure upon the earth, as ~ animal the sixty thousandth 
part of a foot in height would exhibit upon a bowl ten 
feet in circumference. When you reflect upon a being 
who could hold this whole earth in the palm of his hand, 
and is provided with organs proportioned to those we 
possess, you will easily conceive that there must be a 
great variety of created substances;-and pray, what must 
such beings think of those battles by which a conqueror 
gains a small village, to lose it again in the sequel? 

I do not at all doubt, but if some captain of grenadiers 
should chance to read this work, he would add two 
large feet at least to the caps of his company; but I as
sure him his labor will be in vain; for, do what he will 
he and his soldiers will never be other than infinitely 
diminutive and inconsiderable. 

What wonderful address must have been inherent in 
our Sirian philosopher, that enabled him to perceive 
those atoms of which we have been speaking. When 
Leeuwenhoek and Hartsoecker observed the first rudi
ments of which we are formed, they did not make such an 
astonishing discovery. What pleasure, therefore was 
the portion of Micromegas, in observing the motion of 
those little machines, in examining all their pranks and 
following them in all their operations! With what joy did 
h~ put his microscope into his companion's hand; and 
With what transport did they both at once exclaim. 

"I see them distinctly,-don't you see them c~ing 
burdens, lying down and rising up again?" 

So saying, their hands shook with eagerness to see a d 
apprehension to lose such uncommon objects. The Sat~-
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ian, making a sudden transition from the most cautious 
distrust to the most excessive credulity, imagined he saw 
them engaged in their devotions and cried aloud in aston
ishment. 

Nevertheless he was deceived by appearances: a case 
too common, whether we do or do not make use of 
microscopes. 

WHAT HAPPENED IN THEIR INTERCOURSE WITH MEN 

Micromegas being a much better observer than the 
dwarf perceived distinctly that those atoms spoke; and 
made' the remark to his companion, who was so much 
ashamed of being mistaken in his first suggestion, that he 
would not believe such a puny species could possibly 
communicate their ideas: for, though he had the gift of 
tongues, as well as his companion, he could not hear those 
particles speak; and therefore supposed they had no lan-
guage. 

"Besides, how should such imperceptible beings have 
the organs of speech? and what in the name of Jove can 
they say to one another? In order to speak, they must 
have something like thought, and if they think, they must 
surely have something equivalent to a soul. Now, to at
tribute anything like:: a .~oul to such an insect species ap-
ears a mere absurdxty. 

P "But just now," replied the Sirian, "you believed the 
were engaged in devotional exercises; and do you titink 
this could be done without thinking, without using some 
sort of language, or at least some way of making them
selves understood? Or do you suppose it is more difficult 
to advance an argument than to engage in physical exer
cise? For roy own part, I look upon all faculties as alike 
wysterious." 

"I will no longer venture to believe or deny," an
swered the dwarf: "in sh~rt I hav~ no opinion at all. 
Let us endeavor to examme these msects, and we will 
reason upon them afterward." 

"With all my heart," said Micromegas, who, taking out 
a pair of. scissors w~ich he kept .for par~g his n~s, cut 
off a parmg from his thumb nail, of whxch he rmmedi
ately formed a large kind of speaking trumpet, like a vast 
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tunnel, and clapped the pipe to his ear: as the circumfer
ence of this machine included the ship and all the crew, 
the most feeble voice was conveyed along the circular 
fibres of the nail; so that, thanks to his industry, the 
philosopher could distinctly hear the buzzing of our in
sects that were below. In a few hours he distinguished 
articulate sounds, and at last plainly understood the 
French language. The dwarf heard the same, though with 
more difficulty. 

The astonishment of our travelers increased every in
stant. They heard a nest of mites talk in a very sensible 
strain: and that Lusus Naturre seemed to them inexplic
able. You need not doubt but the Sirian and his dwarf 
glowed with impatience to enter into conversation with 
such atoms. Micromegas being afraid that his voice, like 
thunder, would deafen and confound the mites, without 
being understood by them, saw the necessity of diminish
ing the sound; each, therefore, put into his mouth a sort 
of small toothpick, the slender end of which reached to 
the vessel. The Sirian setting the dwarf upon his knees, 
and the ship and crew upon his nail, held down his head 
and spoke softly. In fine, having taken these and a great 
many more precautions, he addressed himself to them in 
these words: 

"0 ye invisible insects, whom the hand of the Creator 
hath deigned to produce in the abyss of infinite littleness! 
I give praise to his goodness, in that he hath been pleased 
to disclose unto me those secrets that seemed to be im
penetrable." 

If ever there was such a thing as astonishment, it 
seized upon the people who heard this address, and who 
could not conceive from whence it proceeded. The chap
lain of the ship repeated exorcisms, the sailors swore, and 
the philosophers formed a system: but, notwithstanding 
all their systems, they could .not divine who the person 
was that spoke to them. Then the dwarf of Saturn, whose 
voice was softer than that of Micromegas, gave them 
briefly to understand what species of beings they had to 
do with. He related the particulars of their voyage from 
Saturn, made them acquainted with the rank and quality 
of Monsieur Micromegas; and, after having pitied their 
smallness, asked if they had always been in that mis
erable state so near akin to annihilation; and what their 
business was upon that globe which seemed to be the 
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property of whales. He also desired t~ kn~nv if ~hey were 
happy in their situation? if they were msprred wtth souls? 
and put a hundred questions of the like nature. 

A certain mathematician on board, braver than the 
rest and shocked to hear his soul called in question, 
pl~ted his quadrant, and having taken two observations 
of this interlocutor, said: "You believe then, Mr. what's 
your name, that because you measure from head to foot 
a thousand fathoms-" 

"A thousand fathoms!" cried the dwarf, "good heavens! 
How should he know the height of my stature? A thou
sand fathoms! My very dimensions to a hair. What, 
measured by a mite! This atom, forsooth, is a geometri
cian, and knows exactly how tall I am: while I, who can 
scarce perceive him through a microscope, am utterly 
ignorant of his extent!" 

"Yes, I have taken your measure," answered the phi
losopher, "and I will now do the same by your tall com
panion." 

The proposal was embraced: his excellency reclined 
upon his side; for, had he stood upright, his head would 
have reached too far above the clouds. Our mathemati
cians planted a tall tree near him and then, by a series of 
triangl~s joined t?gether, they dlscovered that the object 
of thetr observatton was a strapping youth, exactly one 
hundred and twe!ltY thous~nd royal feet in length. In 
consequence of thts calculat10n, Micromegas uttered these 
words: 

"I am now more than ever convinced that we ought 
to judge of nothing by its external magnitude. 0 God! 
who hast bestowed understanding upon such seemingly 
contemptible ~ubs~lrn:ces,. thou canst with equal ease pro
duce that which ts. ~fimtely small, as that which is in
credibly great: and ?' tt be possible, that among thy works 
there are beings still more diminutive than these they 
may nevertheless, be endued with understanding su'perior 
to the intelligence .of those stupendous animals I have 
seen in heaven, a smgle foot of whom is larger than this 
whole globe on which I have alighted." 

One of the philosophers assured him that there were 
intelligent beings much smaller than men, and recounted 
not only Virgil's whole fable of the bee~; but also de
scribed all that Swammerdam hath dtscovered, and 
Reaumur dissected. In a word, he informed him that 
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there are animals which bear the same proportion to 
bees, that bees bear to man; the same as the Sirian him
s~lf compared to those vast beings whom he had men
tioned; and as those huge animals as to other substances, 
before whom they would. appear like so many particles of 
dust. Here the conversation became very interesting, and 
Micromegas proceeded in these words: 

"0 ye intelligent atoms, in whom the Supreme Being 
hath been pleased to manifest his omniscience and power, 
without all doubt your joys on this earth must be pure and 
exquisite: for, being unencumbered with matter, and, to 
all appearance, little else than soul, you must spend your 
lives in the delights of pleasure and reflection, which are 
the true enjoyments of a perfect spirit. True happiness I 
have nowhere found; but certainly here it dwells." 

At this harangue all the philosophers shook their heads, 
and one among them, more candid than his brethren, 
frankly owned, that excepting a very small number of 
inhabitants who were very little esteemed by their fellows, 
all the rest were a parcel of knaves, fools, and miserable 
wretches. 

"We have matter enough," said he, "to do abundance 
of mischief, if mischief comes from matter; and too much 
understanding, if evil flows from understanding. You must 
know, for example, that at this very moment, while I am 
speaking, there are one hundred thousand animals of our 
own species, covered with hats, slaying an equal number 
of their fellow-creatures, who wear turbans; at least they 
are either slaying or being slain; and this hath ';lsu~y 
been the case all over the earth from time iromemonal. 

The Sirian, shuddering at this information, begged to 
know the cause of those horrible quarrels among sue? a 
puny race; and was given to understand that the su~Ject 
of the dispute was a pitiful mole hill (called Pale~tlfle) 
no larger than his heel. Not that any one of those millions 
who cut one another's throats pretends to have the least 
claim to the smallest particle of that clod. The question is, 
whether it shall belong to a certain person who is known 
by the name of Sultan, or to another whom (for what 
reason I know not) they dignify with the appellation 
of King. Neither the one nor the other bas seen or ever 
will see the pitiful comer in queston; and probably none 
of these wretches, who so madly destroy each other, ever 
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beheld the ruler on whose account they are so merciless
ly sacrificed! 

"Ah, miscreants!" cried the indignant Sirian, "such ex
cess of desperate rage is beyond conception. I have 
a good mind to take two or three steps, and trample the 
whole nest of such ridiculous assassins under my feet." 

"Don't give yourself the trouble," replied the philoso
pher, "they are industrious enough in procuring their own 
destruction. At the end of ten years the hundredth part of 
those wretches will not survive; for you must know that 
though they should not draw a sword in the cause they 
have espoused, famine, fatigue, and intemperance, 
would sweep almost all of them from the face of the 
earth. Besides, the punishment should not be inflicted 
u on them, but upon those sedenta~ and slothful bar
binans, who, from their palaces, giVe orders for mur
dering a million of men and then solemnly thank God for 
their success." . . 

our traveler was moved with compass10n for the en-
f e human race, in which he discovered such astonish
;' contrast. "~~ce you ar~ o~ the small number of the 
i~e " said he, and m all Iikelihoo~ do not engage your

:Iv:s in the trade ~f n;~rder for hire, be so good as to 
11 me your occupation. 

te "We anatomize flies," replie? the philosopher, "we 
asure Jines, we make calculations, we agree upon two 

u;_e three points which we understand, and dispute upon 
fwo or three thousand that are beyond our comprehen-
. " 

510!!iJ.0 w far," said the Sirian, "do you reckon the dis-
tance between the weat ~.tar of the constellation Gemini. 

d that called Camculre? 
an To this question all of them answered with one voice. 
"ThirtY-two degrees and a half." · 

"And what is the distance from hence to the moon?" 
"Sixty semi-diameters of the earth." 
He then thought to puzzle them by asking the weight 

of the air; but they ans~ered dist~ctly, th~t common air 
is about nine hundred . times specifically lighter than an 
equal column of the lightest water, and nineteen hun
dred times lighter than ':urrent gold. The little dwarf of 
Saturn, astonished at their answers, was now tempted to 
believe those people sorcerers, who, but a quarter of an 
hour before, he would not allow were inspired with souls. 
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"Well," said Micromegas, "since you knoW so wtlll 
what is without you, doubtless you are still more per1e~Y 
acquainted with that which is within. Tell me what xs e 
soul, and how do your ideas originate?" t 

Here the philosophers spoke altogether as before;J>.u 
each was of a different opinion. The eldest quoted ~d 
totle; another pronounced the name of Descartes; a 
mentioned Malebranche; a fourth Leibnitz; and ~ fifth 
Locke. An old peripatecian lifting up his voice, exciaxmed 
with an air of confidence, "The soul is perfection and rea
son, having power to be such as it is, as Aristotle express
ly declares, page 633, of the Louvre edition: 

"I am not very well versed in Greek," said. the giant. 
"Nor I either," replied the philosophical m1te. . 
"Why then do you quote that same Aristotle 10 

Greek?" resumed the Sirian. 
"Because " answered the other "it is but reasonable 

we should quote what we do not' comprehend in a lan-
guage we do not understand." . ... 

Here the Cartesian interposing: "The soul," srud he, IS 

a pure spirit or intelligence, which hath received be~o~e 
birth all the metaphysical ideas; but after that event It IS 
obliged to go to school and learn anew the knowledge 
which it hath lost." 

"So it was necessary," replied the animal of eight 
leagues, "that thy soul should be learned before birth, in 
order to be so ignorant when thou hast got a beard 
upon thy chin. But what dost thou understand by spirit?" 

"I have no idea of it," said the philosopher, "indeed 
it is supposed to be immaterial." 

"At least, thou knowest what matter is?" resumed the 
Sirian. 

"Perfect!~ well," .answered the other. "For example: 
that stone xs gray, IS of a certain figure, has three di
mensions, specific weight, and divisibility." 

'.'l want to !mow," said the giant, "what that object is, 
w~ch, accord!?~ . t?. thy observation, bath a gray color 
weight, and diVIsibility. Thou seest a few qualities but 
dost thou know the nature of the thing itself?" ' 

"Not I, truly," answered the Cartesian. 
Upon which the Sirian admitted tlxat he also wa · s tg-
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norant in regard to this subject. Then addressing himself 
to another sage, who stood upon his thumb he asked 
"Wh "th ' ' at IS e soul? and what are her functions?" 

"Nothing at all," replied this disciple of Malebranche; 
"God hath ~ade everything for my convenience. In him 
I see everything, b~ him I act; he is the universal agent, 
and I never meddle m his work." 

"That is being a nonentity indeed," said the Sirian 
sage; and then, turning to a follower of Leibnitz, he ex
claimed: "Hark ye, friend, what is thy opinion of the 
soul?" 

"In my opinion," answered this metaphysician, "the 
soul is the hand that points at the hour, while my body 
does the office of the clock; or, if you please, the soul is 
the clock, and the body is the pointer; or again, my soul 
is the mirror of the universe, and my body the frame. All 
this is clear and uncontrovertible." 

A little partisan of Locke who chanced to be present, 
being asked his opinion on the same subject, said: "I 
do not know by what power I think; but well I know that 
I should never have thought without the assistance of my 
senses. That there are immaterial and intelligent sub
stances I do not at all doubt; but that it is impossible for 
God to communicate the faculty of thinking to matter, I 
doubt very much. I revere the eternal power, to which it 
would ill become me to prescribe bounds. I affirm noth
ing, and am contented to believe that ,!llany more things 
are possible than are usually thought so. 

The Sirian smiled at this declaration, and did not look 
upon the author as the least sagacious of the company: 
and as for the dwarf of Saturn, he would have embraced 
this adherent of Locke, had it !lot b~en for the extreme 
disproportion in their respe~t1ve siZes. But unluckily 
there was another animalcule m a square cap, who, tak
ing the word from all his philosophical brethren, affirmed 
that he knew the whole secret. He surveyed the two celes
tial strangers from top to to.e, and. maint~ed to their 
faces that their persons, their fashions, theu suns and 
their stars, were created solely for the use of man. At this 
wild assertion our two travelers were seized with a fit 
of that uncontrollable laught~r, which (according to 
~omer) is the portion of the Immortal gods: their bel
lies quivered, their shoulders rose and fell, and, during 
these convulsions, the vessel fell from the Sirian's nail 
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into the Satumian's pocket, where these worthy people 
searched for it a long time with great diligence. At length, 
having found the ship and set everything to rights again, 
the Sirian resumed the discourse with those diminutive 
mites, and promised to compose for them a choice book 
of philosophy which would demonstrate the very es
sence of things. Accordingly, before his departure, he 
made them a present of the book, which was brought to 
the Academy of Sciences at Paris, but when the old secre
tary came to open it he saw nothing but blank paper. 

"Ay, ay," said he, "this is just what I suspected." 



LORD CHESTERFIELD'S 
EARS* 

Ah! Fate governs irremissibly everything in this world. I 
judge, as is natural, from my own experience. 

Lo~d Chesterfield, who was very fond of me, had 
promised to be of help to me. A good living in his nom
ination fell vacant. I hastened up from the depths of the 
country to London; I presented myself before his lord
ship; 1 reminded him of his promises; he shook me warm
ly by the hand and said that indeed I did look ill. I re
plied that my greatest illness was poverty. He said he de
sired to cure me and immediately gave me a letter for 
Mr Sidrac, near the Guild-hall. · 

1 had no doubt that Mr Sidrac was the person to has
ten the nomination to my living. I hastened to his house. 
Mr Sidrac who was his lordship's surgeon, at once 
began to e'xamine me and assured me that if 1 had the 
stone he would cut me very successfully. 

y C:u must know that his lordship had heard I was 
suffering great pain in the bladder and wit~ his usual 
generosity had intended I_ should be cut at h1s expense. 
He had gone deaf, like his brother, and I had not been 
informed of it. 

While I was wasting tim.e in defending my bladder 
against Mr Sidrac, who desrred to cut me at all costs 
~n~ of the fifty-two coll?petitors who want~d the sam~ 
livm~ reached his lordship, asked for my vicarage, and 
obtamed it. 

tai~elfditor's Note: Lord Chesterfield's Ears is a work of Vol
thete:s o~d age. It does not reach the poetry of Candide. Never
simple' it deserves a place here be~ause it contains, in a very 
as the ~:r· the essential of. Volta~e·s metaphysical ideas, just 
essential Of cl_es from the P!'!losoplucal Dictionary contain th 

his moral and political Ideas, e 
~- 94 
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I was in love with Miss Fidler whom I was to marry 
as so~n as I became a vicar; my rival had my post and 
my mistress. 

The earl, hearing of my disaster and his mistake, 
promised to set everything right; but he died two days 
afterwards. 

Mr Sidrac pointed out to me, as clearly as daylight, 
that my good patron could not live a minute longer owing 
to the constitution of his organs and proved to me that 
his deafness only came from the extreme dryness of the 
cord and drum of his ear. He even offered to harden my 
two ears with spirits of wine, and to make me deafer than 
any peer of the realm. 

I realized that Mr Sidrac was a very learned man. He 
inspired me with a taste for the science of Nature. 
Moreover I saw that he was a charitable man who would 
cut me for nothing if necessary and who would aid me in 
every accident which might happen to me towards the 
neck of my bladder. 

So I began to study Nature under his direction, .to 
console myself for the loss of my vicarage and my miS
tress. 

After many observations of Nature, made with m~ five 
senses, telescopes and microscopes, I said to Mr Stdrac 
one day: 

"They make fun of us; there is no such thing as Na
ture, everything is art; it is by an admirable art that all 
the planets dance regularly around the sun, while the su~ 
turns round upon himself. Obviously someone as learned 
as the Royal Society of London must have ar!ange 
things in such a way that the square of the revolutions of 
each planet is always proportionate to the cube root of 
their distance from their centre; and a man must be a 
sorcerer to guess it. 

"The ebb and flow of our Thames seem to me the 
constant result of an art not less profound and not less 
difficult to understand. 

"Animals, vegetables, minerals, all seem to me ar
ranged with weight, measure, number and movement; 
everything is a spring, a lever, a pulley, a hydraulic ma
chine, a chemical laboratory, from the blade of grass to 
the oak, from the flea to ·man, from a grain of sand to 
our clouds. 
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"Certainly, there is nothing but art, and Nature is a 
delusion." 

"You are right," replied Mr Sidrac, "but you are not 
the first in the field; that has already been said by a 
dreamer on the other side of the Channel,* but nobody 
has paid any attention to him." 

"What astonishes me and pleases me most of all is 
that, by means of this in~omprehensible art, two ma
chines always produ~e a t~trd;. and I am very .sorry not 
to have made one With Mtss Fidler; but I see It was ar
ranged from all eternity that Miss Fidler should make 
use of another machine than mine." 

"What you say," replied. Mr .Sidrac, "has. ~een said be
fore and said better; ~htc.h IS a probab.Iltty that you 
think correctly. Yes, It 1.s most . al!lusmg that two 
beings should produce a thtrd; but tt. IS not true of all 
beings; two roses do not produce a third rose by kissing 
each other; two stones, or two metals do not produce a 

·third; and yet a metal and a stone are things which all 
human industry could not make. The great, the beauti
ful, continuous miracle is that a boy and a girl should 
make a child together, that a cock nightingale should 
make a little nightingale with his hen nightingale, and not 
with a lark. We ought to spend half our lives in imitat
ing them, and the other half in blessing him who invented 
this method. In generation there are a thousand vastly 
<:urious secrets. Newton s~ys th~t. Nature is everywhere 
hke herself: Natura est ubtque stbt consona. This is false 
in love; fish, reptiles and !>irds do not make love as we 
do;. there is an infinite vanety. The making of acting and 
saptent beings delights me. Vegetables have their value 
also. I am always amazed that a grain of wheat cast on 
to the ground should produce several others." 

"Ah!" said I, like the fool I then was, "that is because 
the wheat must die to be born again, as they say in the 
schools." 
~r Sidrac Jaugh~d very ~ircumspectly and replied: 
That was true 1D the tzme of the schools, but the 

m~~nest laborer today knows that the thing is absurd." 
Ah! Mr Sidrac, I beg your pardon; but I have been a 

theo~ogian and a man cannot shake off his old habits irn
medtately." 

"'Voltaire. 
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Some time after these conversations between poor 
parson Goodman and the excellent anatomist Sidrac, the 
surgeon met him in St James's Park pensive, preoc
cupied, with a more embarrassed look 'than a mathema
tician who has just made a bad mistake in calculation. 

"What is the matter with you?" said Sidrac. "Have 
you a pain in your bladder or your colon?" 

"No," said Goodman, "but in the gall-bladder. I have 
just seen a carriage go by containing the Bishop of 
Gloucester, who is an insolent and whiffling pedan~; I 
was on foot and it irritated me. I remembered that if I 
wanted to have a bishopric in this kingdom, 'tis ten 
thousand to one I should not obtain it, since there aref 
ten thousand parsons in England. Since the death 0 

Lord Chesterfield (who was deaf) I have had no patron. 
Let us suppose that the ten thousand Anglican parsons 
each have two patrons; in that event it is twenty th?u
sand to one I shall not be a bishop. That is annoymg 
when one thinks of it. 

"I remembered that long ago it was suggested that I 
should go to India as a cabin-boy; I was assured I sho~l~ 
make a great fortune, but I did not feel I was the k~n 
of person to become an admiral. And, after havmg 
considered all professions, I have remained a parson 
without being good for anything." 

"Cease to be a priest," said Sidrac, "and make Y.our
self a philosopher. It is an occupation which netther 
exacts nor gives wealth. What is your income?" h 

"I have only thirty guineas a year, and after the deat 
of my old aunt, I shall have fifty." 

"My dear Goodman, that is enough to live in freed.om 
and to think. Thirty guineas are six hundred and t~t~ty 
shillings; that makes nearly two shillings a da~. Philips 
only wanted one. With that amount of certain mcome .a 
man can say everything he thinks about the East. Ind~a 
Company, Parliament, the Colonies, the King, bemg m 
general, man and God; all of which is a great amusement. 
Come and dine with me, which will save you money; we 
will talk, and your thinking faculty will have the pleasure 
of communicating with mine by means of speech; a mar
vellous thing which men do not sufficiently admire." 
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Conversation between Dr Goodman and Sidrac 
the Anatomist concerning the Soul and Other 

Matters 

adman: But,. my dear Sidrac, wh:r do you always 
G~ of my thinkmg faculty? Why not JUst say my soul? 

spea uld be done more quickly and I should understand 
It WC} st as well. 
you.~ ac: But I should. not understand myself. I ~eel, I 

Sz r that God has giVen me the faculty of thinking 
JcnOW aking; but I neither feel nor know whether he has 
and spe an entity which is called a soul. 
given rnd,nan: Really, when I think about it, I per-

G00 kflOW nothing more about it and that I have long 
ceive I sb enough to think I did know. I have noticed that 
been ratern nations call the soul by a name which means 
the eFs nowing their example, the .Romans first meant the 
}ife. f 0the animal by the word amma. Among the Greeks 
Jife 0 oke of the respiration of the soul. This respira
theY .5P a breath. The Latins translated the word breath 
tion 15 iritus; whence comes the w~>rd equivalent to 
bY . ~f.. among nearly all modern nations. Since nobody 
•'sptfl ver seen this breath, this spirit, it has been said 
}las e side in our body without occupying any place 
to re to move our organs without touching them. What 
tbere, ot been said? It seems to me that all our talk is 
}las ~ed on ambiguities. I see the wise Locke felt that 
fouD ambiguities in all languages had plunged human 
tbese n into a chaos. He bas no chapter on the soul in the 
reaso book of reasonable metaphysics ever written. And 
onlY chances to use the word in certain passages, With 
if hC .1 only means our intelligence. Indeed every one 
hiJll 1be bas an intell_igen~e, that he receives ideas, that 
feelS 550ciates and dissociates them; but nobody feels 
}le a 5 within him another entity which gives him move
he pa sensations and thoughts. It is ridiculous to use 
[11enJ• we do not understand and to admit entities of 
wo~ ~ we cannot have the slightest idea. 
wb1~drac: We .are agreed then about a matter which has 

Sz the subject of dispute for so many centuries. 
be ell 
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And I am surprised that we are in agree-
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metaphysical entity, which waits during eternity the mo
ment to animate matter for a few minutes? What be
comes of this unknown entity, if the fretus it should ani
mate dies in the belly of its mother? It seemed still more 
ridiculous to me that God should create a soul at the 
moment a man lies with a woman. It seems blasphemous 
that God should await the consummation of an adultery, 
of an incest, to reward these turpitudes by creating souls 
in their favor. It is still worse when I am told that God 
draws immortal souls from nothingness to make them 
suffer incredible tortures for eternity. What! Burn simple 
entities entities which have nothing burnable! How 
should 'we go about burning the sound of a voice, a 
wind which bas passed? Even then, this sound and this 
wind were material during the brief moment of their 
passage· but a pure spirit, a thought, a doubt? I am all 
at sea. 'Whichever way I turn, I find nothing but ob-
scurity, contradiction, impossibility, ridiculousness 
dreams, extravagance, fables, absurdity, stupidity, char~ 
latanism. 

But I am quite easy when I say: God is the Master. 
He who causes the innumerable stars to gravitate to
wards each other, he who made the light, is certainly 
powerful enough to give us feelings and ideas without our 
needing a small, foreign, invisible atom called soul. God 
has certainly given feeling, memory and industry to all 
~imals. He has given th~m life and it is as noble to give 
l!fe a~ t? give a soul. It IS generally . agree.d that animals 
live; It IS proved that t~ey have feeling, smce. they have 
?rgans of feeling. And if th~y have all that without bav
mg a soul, why must we Wish to have one at all costs? 
. Goodman: Perhaps from vanity. I am convinced that 
if a peacock could speak, he would boast of having a soul 
~nd. he would say his soul is in his tail. I am very much 
m~hned to suspect with you that God made us to eat to 
d_nnk, to walk, to sleep, to ~eel, to think, to be full of pas
~I.ons, Pride and misery, Without telling us one word of 
hs secret. We do not know any more about this topic 
~ an the peacock I ~pea~ of; and be who said that we 
re hom, live and die Without knowing bow, expressed 

a great truth. 
He Who calls us the puppets of Providence seems to 

m~ to have well defined us; since after all, for us to 
exist th t b infin" • • ere needs mus e an 1ty of movements. We 
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did not mak~ the movement; we did not establish its 
laws. ~here IS someone who, having made the light, 
makes It move from the sun to our eyes and reach us in 
seven minute.s. It i~ o.nly through movement that my five 
senses ~re stirred; It IS. o~ly through my five senses that 
I have Ideas; therefore It IS the Author of movement who 
gives me ideas. And when he tells me how he gives 
them to me, I shall render him very humble thanks. Al
ready I give him great thanks for having allowed me to 
contemplate for a few years the magnificent spectacle of 
this world, as Epictetus says. It is true he might make 
me happier and let me have a good living and my mis
tress, Miss Fidler; but after all, even as I am, with my in
come of six hundred and thirty shillings, I am still greatly 
indebted to him. 

Sidrac: You say that God might have given you a 
good living and that he could make you happier than 
you are. There are some people who would not allow 
you to make such an assertion. Do you not remember 
that you yourself complained of Fate? A man who wished 
to be a parson must not contradict himself. Do you 
not see that, if you had had the parsonage and the 
woman you asked for, it would have been you wh<;> made 
Miss Fidler's child and not your rival? The child she 
would have had might have been a cabin-boy, have be
come an admiral, have won a naval battle at the mouth of 
the Ganges, and completed the dethronement of the. Gr~at 
Mogul. That alone would have changed the constitutiOn 
of the universe. A world entirely different from ~urs 
would have been needed in order that your c.omp~titor 
should not have the living, should not marry M1ss. F1dler, 
and that you should not have been reduced to siXthhunf 
dred and thirty shillings while expecting the de~ 0 

your aunt. Everything is linked up: and G<;>d will not 
break the eternal chain for the sake of my fnend Good-
man. . 

Goodman: I did not expect this line of reaso?mg 
when I spoke of Fate; but after all, if this is so, God IS as 
much a slave as I am? 

Sidrac: He is the slave of his will, of his wisdom, of 
the laws he made himself, of his necessary nature. ?e 
cannot infringe them, because he cannot be weak, I.n
constant, and flighty as we are, and the necessarily 
Eternal Being cannot be a weathercock. 
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Goodman: Mr Sidrac, that leads straight to irreli
gion; for if God can change nothing in the affairs of this 
world, what is the use of singing his praises and address
ing prayers to him? 

Sidrac: And who told you to pray God, and praise 
him? Much he cares for your praise and petitions! We 
praise a man because we think him vain; we pray him 
when we think him weak and hope to make him change 
his opinion. Let us do our duty to God, adore him, act 
justly; that is true praise and true prayer. 

Goodman: Mr Sidrac, we have covered a lot of 
ground; for, without counting Miss Fidler, we have in
quired whether we have a soul, whether ther~ is a God, 
whether he can change, whether we are destmed to two 
lives, whether ... These are profound studies and per
haps I should never have thought of them if I had been 
a parson. I must go deeper into these necessary and sub
lime matters, since I have nothing else to do. 

Sidrac: Well, Dr Grou is coming to dine with me 
tomorrow; he is a very well-informed doctor; he went 
round the world with Banks and Solander. He must cer
tainly understand God and the soul, the true and the 
false, the just and the unjust, far better than those who 
have never left Covent Garden. Moreover, Dr Grou saw 
almost the whole of Europe in his youth; he witnessed 
five or six revolutions in Russia; he frequented the 
pasha Comte de Bonneval, who, as :you know, became a 
complete Mohammedan at Constantmople. He was inti
mate with the Papist priest MacCarthy, the Irishman, who 
had his prepuce cut off in honor of Mohammed and With 
our Scotch Presbyterian, Ramsay, who did the same, and 
afterwards served in Russia and was killed in a battle 
against the Swedes in Finland. He has conversed with the 
reverend Father Malagrida, who has since been burned at 
Lisbon, because the Holy V~rgin revealed to him every
thing she did when she was m the womb of her mother 
Saint Anne. You can see that a man like Dr Grou, wh~ 
has seen so much, must be the greatest metaphysician 
in the world. Tomorrow then, at my house for dinner. 

Goodman: And the day after tomorrow, also, my 
dear Sidrac, for more than one dinner is needed to grow 
well informed. 

Next day the three thinkers dined together; and as 



LORD CHESTERFIELD'S EARS 103 

they .became a little gayer towards the end of th.e meal, ac
cordmg to the custom of philosophers at dmner, they 
amused themselves by talking of all the miseries, all the 
follies, all the horrors which affiict the animal race from 
Australia to the Arctic Pole, and from Lima to Macao. 
This diversity of abominations is nevertheless very amus
ing. It is a pleasure unknown to stay-at-home burgess~s 
and parish curates, who know nothing beyond thetr 
own church spire and who think that all the rest. of the 
universe is like Exchange Alley in London, or like the 
Rue de Ia Huchette at Paris. 

"I have noticed," said Dr Grou, "that in spite of the 
infinite variety of this globe, all the men I h~ve see.n, 
whether blacks with woolly hair, blacks with stratght ~atr, 
the browns, the reds, the swarthy who are called wlute~, 
all have alike two legs, two eyes, and a head o~ th~~r 
shoulders, despite St Augustine, who asserts lD IS 
thirty-seventh sermon that he had seen acephalous men, 
that is headless men, monoculous men with only one eye 
and monopeds who have only one leg. As to anthropo
phagi, I admit there are swarms of them and that every 
one was once like them. . 

"I have often been asked if the inhabitants of the 11~
mense country called New Zealand, who are. today t e 
most barbarous of all barbarians, were bapttsed. I al
ways reply that I do not know, but that it might be ;oj 
that the Jews, who were more barbarous thaD: th~y, a 
two baptisms instead of one, the baptism of JUstice and 
the baptism of domicile." 

"I know them well," said Mr Goodman, . "and I 
have had long disputes with those who think we I!lvented 
baptism. No, gentlemen, we have invented nothmg; we 
have only introduced contractions. But pray tell me, J?r 
Grou, among the eighty or hundred religions you saw m 
your travels, which seemed the most pleasant, that of 
the New Zealanders, or that of the Hottentots?" 

Dr Grou: That of the Island of Otaiti, without any 
doubt. I have travelled through the two hemispheres; I 
never saw anything like Otaiti and its religious queen. It 
is in Otaiti that Nature dwells. Elsewhere I saw nothing 
but masks; I saw only scoundrels deceiving fools, char
!atans cheating others of their money to obtain author
tty, and cheating au.thority to have money with impu
ruty; who sell you sptders' webs in order to eat your par-
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tridges; who sell you riches and pleasures when there is 
none, so that you will tum the spit while they exist. 

By Heaven! It is not like that in the Island of Aiti or 
of Otaiti. The island is much more civilized than New 
Zealand and the country of the Kafus, and I dare to say, 
than our own England, because Nature has granted it a 
more fertile soil; she has given it the bread-fruit tree, a 
present as useful as it is wonderful, which she has only 
bestowed upon a few islands of the Southern Sea. More
over, Otaiti possesses numerous edible birds, vegetables 
and fruits. In such a country it is not necessary to eat 
one's neighbor; but there is a more natural, gentler, 
more universal necessity which the religion of Otaiti com
mands shall be satisfied in public. It is certainly the most 
respectable of all religious ceremonies; I have been an 
eye-witness of it, as well as the whole crew of our ship. 
These are not missionaries' fables, such as are to be 
found sometimes in the Edifying and Curious Letters of 
the Reverend Jesuit Fathers. Dr John Hawkesworth is 
now completing the publication of our discoveries in the 
southern hemisphere. I have constantly accompanied that 
worthy young man, Banks, who bas devoted his time 
and money to the observation of Nature, in the regions of 
the Antarctic Pole, while Dawkins and Wood returned 
from the ruins of Palmyra and Baalbek where they had 
excavated the most ancient monuments of the arts and 
Hamilton taught the amazed .Neapo~itans the naturai his
tory of their Mount Vesuvms. With Banks, Selander 
Cook and a hundred others, I have seen what I ~ 
about to tell you. 

The Princess Obeira, Queen of the Island of Otaiti . . . 
At that moment the coffee was brought, and as soon 

as it was taken, Dr Grou went on with his story as fol
lows: 

"The Princess Obeira," ~ say, "after having heaped 
us with presents with a politeness worthy of a queen of 
England, was curious to be present one morning at our 
Anglican service. We celcbr~te~ it as pompously as we 
could. In the afternoon she IDVIted us to hers; it was on 
the 14th May 1769. We found her surrounded by about 
one thousand persons of. both sexes arranged in a semi
circle and respectfully silent. A very pretty girl, simply 
dressed in light clothes, was lying on a platform which 
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served as an altar. Queen Obeira ordered a fine young 
man of about twenty to make the sacrifice. He repeatc? 
a sort of prayer and got on to the altar. The t~vo. sac~
ficers were half naked. The Queen, with a ma]esttc atr, 
showed the young victim the most convenient method of 
consummating the sacrifice. All the Otaitians wer~ so 
attentive and so respectful that not one of our sailors 
dared to trouble the ceremony by an indecent laugh. 
That is what I have seen, I tell you; that is. wh~,t our 
whole crew saw; it is for you to make deductwns .. 

"This sacred festival does not surprise me," srud. Dr 
Goodman. "I am convinced that this is the first festival 
men have ever celebrated, and I do not see why ~e 
should not pray God when we are about to make a be~g 
in his image, as we pray to him before the meals whtch 
sustain our bodies. To labor to bring to life a reasonable 
creature is the most noble and holy action. Thus thought 
the early Indians, who revered the Lingam, the .symbol 
of generation; the ancient Egyptians who earned the 
phallus in procession; the Greeks who erected temp~es 
to !?riapus. If one may quote the miserable Iittl~ !eWI~h 
~at~on, the clumsy imitator of all its neighbors, 1t ts srud 
m 1ts books that this nation adored Priapus and that ~e 
qu.een-mother of the Jewish King Asa was the high 
pnestess. 

"However this may be, it is very probable that no 
race ever established or could establish a cult from 
libertinis~. Debauchery sometimes slips in tllro_ugh the 
lapse of tune; but the institution itself is always mnoc:nt 
a?d pure. Our earliest love-feasts, where boys an~ guls 
kissed · ea~h other innocently on the moutll, .dtd not 
generate mto rendezvous and infidelities until much 
later; and would to God I might sacrifice with Miss Fidler 
under Queen Obeira in all honor! It would assuredly be 
the fines! day and the best action of my life." 

Mr Stdrac, who had hitherto kept silence because 
qoodman and Grou had been talking, at last abandoned 
h1s reserve and said: 
. "What I have just heard ravishes me with admira

tion. Queen Obeira seems to me the greatest queen in 
the southern hemisphere; I dare not say of both hemis
pheres; bl!t amOI;tg so much fame and happiness, there 
IS one thmg whtch makes me tremble and which Mr 
Goodman mentioned without your replying. Is it true, 
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Dr Grou, that Captain Wallace, who anchored off that 
fortunate Island before you, brought to it the two roost 
terrible scourges of the whole earth, the two poxes?" 

"Alas!" replied Dr Grou, "the French accuse us and 
we accuse the French. Mr Bougainville says that the ac
cursed English gave the pox to Queen Obeira; and Mr 
Cook asserts that the Queen obtained it from Mr Bou
gainville himself. However this may be, the pox is like 
the fine arts, nobody knows who invented them, but 
eventually they ran through Europe, Asia, Africa and 
America." 

"I have been a surgeon for a long time," said Sidrac, 
"and I confess I owe the greater part of my fortune to 
this pox; yet I do not detest it any ~he less. Mrs Sidrac 
communicated it to me on the first rught of her wedding; 
and, as she is an excessively delicate woman in all mat
ters touching her honor, she published in all the London 
newspapers the statement that she was indeed attacked 
by an infamous disease but that she had contracted it in 
her mother's womb and that it was an old family habit. 

"What was 'Nature' thinking <;>f when she poured 
this poison in the very source of life? It has been said 
and I repeat it that this is the most enormous and de~ 
testable of all ~ontradictions. What! Man, they say was 
made in God's image. Finxit in effigiem modera'ntum 
cuncta deorum, and it is in the spermatic vessels of this 
image that pain, infection and death are placed! What be
comes of Lord Rochester's fine verse: 

'Love, in a land of infidels, 
Would lead to God.' " 

"Alas!" said the excellent .Goodman, "perhaps I have 
t~ thank Providence that I dtd not marry my dear Miss 
Fidler; for who knows ~hat. might have happened? We 
are n~ver sure of anythmg. m this world. In any case, 
M.r Stdrac, you have promised me your help in every
th~g concerning my bladder." . 

I am entirely at your servtce," replied Sidrac "but 
you must get rid of these gloomy thoughts." ' 
hi Gfoodman, speaking in this way, seemed to foresee 

s ate. 

As Mr Sidrac spoke these wise words a servant came 
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in to inform Mr Goodman that the late Lord Cbester
fi~ld's steward was at. the door in his carriage and 
Wished to speak to hrm a_?out a very urgent affair. 
Goodmru;t r~n do:-vn .to recc1ve the information and the 
ste~ard mv1ted hrm mto ~he carriage and said: 

No. doubt _you ~ow, sU", what happened to Mr Sidrac 
on the1r weddmg-mght?" 

"Yes, sir, he told me the story of that little adven
ture just now." 

"Well, the same thing occurred to the fair Miss Fidler 
and her parson husband. The morning after they fought; 
the day after they separated ~nd the parson has been de
prived of his living. I am m love with Miss Fidler, I 
know that she loves you, but she does not hate me. I can 
rise superior to the little accident which was the cause 
of her divorce; I am in love and fearless. Give up ~iss 
~idler to me and I will see that you get the living, wh1ch 
1s worth over a hundred and fifty guineas a year. You 
have only ten minutes to make up your mind." 

"This is a delicate proposition, sir; I must consult .mY 
philosophers Sidrac and Grou; I shall return to you 1Dl
mediately." 

He ran back to his two advisers. 
"I see," he said, "that the affairs of this world. ~re 

not decided by digestion alone, and that love, ambition 
and money play a large part." 

He told them how he was situated, and begged th~m 
to decide at once. They both decided that with an 1!» 
come of a hundred and fifty guineas he could have 
the girls in his parish and Miss Fidler as well. 

Goodman felt the wisdom of this decision; he had the 
parsonage, he had Miss Fidler in secret, whi~h wMas 
much more agreeable than having her as a wife. r 
Sidrac was prodigal of good offices when they we~e 
needed; he became one of the most terrible pnests .m 
England and was more convinced than ever that fatahty 
governs everything in this world. 



PHILOSOPHICAL 
DICTIONARY 

TINY': Of all the books written in the western climes 
pES world, which have reached our times, Homer is 
of the ost ancient. In his works we find the manners of 
we J11 e antiquity, coarse heroes, and materiill gods 
pro fan after the image of man, but mixed up with reverie~ 
Jllade bsurdities; we also find the seeds of philosophy 
and a ore particularly the idea of destiny, or necessity' 
and ~ the dominatrix of the gods, as the gods are of th~ 
wbO JS 
worlten the magn~nimous Hector determ~es to fight the 

W jJilOUS Achilles, and runs away With all possible 
JllagdanJ11aking the circuit of the city three times, in order 
spe~ ' ease his vigor; when Ho~er compares the light
to 10cr Achilles, who pursues him, to a man that is 
footed, and when Madame Daci~r break~ ~nto ~ rapture of 
asle~P· tion at the art and meamn~ exhibit_ed m this pas
adJ11lf~ ·s precisely then that Jupiter, desrrous of saving 
sage, 1t ~ Hector who has offered u~ to him so many 
the grea bethinks him of consultmg the destinies 
sacriflces! bing the fates of Hector and Achilles in a bal~ 
upon 'ft1g finds that the Trojan must inevitably be killed 
ance. Greek, and is not only unabl~ to oppose it, but 
bY tbe h t moment Apollo, the guardian gemus of Hec
froDl. t ~001pelled to abandon him. It is not to be de
tor, JS t Homer is _frequently extra':agant, and even on 
ni~d tha occasion ~1splays a con.tra~Ictory flow of ideas, 
thiS vd!Y to the pnvdege of antiqmty; but yet he is the 
acco~ 10gbom we meet with the notion of destiny. It may 
first 10 wluded then, that in his days it was a prevalent 
be cone ' 
onne pharisees, among t~e sm~ll nation of Jews, did not 

d t the idea of a destmy till many ages after. For 
a op 108 
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these Pharisees themselves, who were the most learned 
class among the Jews, were but of very recent date. They 
mixed up, in Alexandria, a portion of the dogmas of the 
Stoics with their ancient. Jewish. ideas. St. _Jerome goes so 
far as to state that their sect IS but a little anterior to 
our vulgar era. 

Philosophers would .never have required the aid of 
Homer, or of the Phansees! to be .convinced that every
thing is Pt:rforme? accordmg to Immutable laws, that 
everything IS orda~ed, ~at everything is, in fact, neces
sary. The manner m W~Ich tht:Y reason is as follows: 

Either the world subsists by .Its own nature, by its own 
physical laws, or a Supr~me Bemg has formed it according 
W' ~·:!: ·supreme laws: rn both cases these laws are im
movable; in both cases everything is necessary; heavy 
bodies tend towards the center of the earth without hav
ing any power or ~endency to rest in the air. Pear-trees 
cannot produce. p1~eapples. The !nstinct of a spaniel 
cannot be the mstmct of an ostnch; everything is ar
ranged adjusted, and fixed. 

Mad can have only a certain number of teeth hairs, 
and ideas; and a p~riod arrives when he necessarily loses 
his teeth hair, and Ideas. 

It is 'contradictory to say that yesterday should not 
have been; or that today does not exist; it is just as 
contradictory to assert that that which is to come will 
not inevitably be. 

Could you derange the destiny of a single fly there 
would be no possible reason why you should not con
trol the destiny of all other flies, of all other animals, of 
all men, of all nature. You would find, in fact, that you 
were more powerful than God. 

Weak-minded persons say: "My physician has brought 
my aunt safely through a mortal disease; he has added 
ten years to my aunt's life." Others of more judgment 
say, the prudent man makes his own destiny. 

Nul/urn numen abest, si sit Prudentia, sed te 
Nos facimus, Fortuna, deam creloque [ocamus. 

-JUVENAL, Sat. x. v. 365 
We call on Fortune, and her aid implore, 
While Prudence is the goddess to adore. 

But frequently the prudent man succumbs under his 
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tinY instead of making it; it is destiny which makes 
des prudent. Profound politicians assure us that if Cram
Olen Ludlow, Ireton, and a dozen other parliamentary 
we~, rs bad been assassinated eight days before Charles 
Ieb ed his head cut off, that king would have continued 
I . a and have died in his bed; they are right; and they 
ahve add that if all England had been swallowed up in 
JllaY a that king would not have perished on a scaffold 
tbf 5~ 'Whitehall. But things were so arranged that 
be ores was to have his head cut off. 
Cbcrlrdinal d'Ossat was unquestionably more clever than 

'd'ot of the petites maisons; but is it not evident that 
an 1 1rgans of the wise d'Ossat were differently formed 
the 0 those of that idiot?-Just as the organs IJf a-~ 
froJll ·trerent from those of a crane or a lark. . 
arc d~r physician saved your aunt, but in so domg he 

Y '? 1 did not contradict the order of nature, but 
certa1~a it. It is clear that your aunt could not pre
follow birth in a certain place that she could not help 

t bef ' d t . . ve? tfected by a certain mala y, a a certam tune; 
be!Dgtba physiCian could be in no other place than where 
that e that your aunt could not but apply to him 
be w~:· could not but prescribe medi~ines which cured 
that were thought to cure her, while nature was the 
her, 0~ysician. 
sole P easant thinks that it hailed upon his field by 

A ~ but the philosopher knows that there was no 
chance, and tha~ it .was absolutely impos.sible, according 
cha~e, constitutiOn of the world, for 1t not to have 
to . eat that very time and place. 
haded e are some who, being shocked by this truth, con-

Thernl half of it, like debtors who offer one moiety 
cede ? troperty to their creditors, and ask remission for 
of the1~er There are, they say, some events which are 
the ot · and others which are not so. It would be 
nec~ss!q~r one part of the world to be changed and 
cuno~ber not· that one part of what happens should 
the 0 inevit~bly, and another fortuitously. When we 
haPP~n e the question closely, we see that the doctrine 
exaJlltn d to that of destiny is absurd; but many men are 
opp?se d to be bad reasoners, others not to reason at all, 
destJn~hers to persecute .thos~ who reas.on ~ell or. ill. 
and 0 e caution us by sayrng, ' Do not beheve m fatalism, 

So.rnf you do, everything appearing to you unavoidable, 
for, 1 
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you will exert yourself ~or nothing; you will sink down 
in indifference; you will regard neither wealth, nor 
honors, nor praise; you will be careless about acquiring 
anything whatever; you will consider yourself merit
less and powerless; no talent will be cultivated and all 
will be overwhelmed in apathy." ' 

Do not be 3:fra~d, gen:tlem~n;. we shall always have pas
sions and pre)ud_1ces, smce It ~s our destiny to be sub
jected to prejudices and passiOns. We shall very well 
know that it n_o more depends upon us to have great 
merit or supen?r talents than to have a fine bead of 
hair, or a bea~tiful han~; we shall be convinced that we 
ought to be vam of nothmg, and yet vain we shall always 
he. __ . 
· 1-have necessarily the passion for writing as I now 
do; and, as for you, you have the passion for censuring 
me; we are both equal~y fools, both equally the sport 
of destiny. Your nature 1s to do ill, mine is to love truth, 
and publish it in ~pite of y_ou. 

The owl, while supprng upon mice in his ruined 
tower, said. to the nightingale, "Stop your singing there in 
your beautiful arbor, and come to my hole that I may 
cat you." The nightingale replied, "I am born to sing 
where I am, and to lau!?h at you." 

You ask me what IS to become of liberty: I do not 
understand you; I do not know what the liberty you 
speak of really is. You have been so long disputing 
about the nature of it that you do not understand it. If 
you arc willing, or r~t~er, if you are able to examine 
with me coolly what It 1s, tum to the letter L. 

ENVY: We all know what the ancients said of this dis
graceful passion and \~hat the moderns have repe~ted. 
Hesiod is the first class1c author who has spoken of It. 

"The potter envies the potter, the artisan the artisan, 
the poor even the poor, the musician the musician--or, 
if any one chooses to give a different meaning to the 
word avidos-the poet the poet." 

Long before Hesiod, Job had remarked, "Envy de
stroys the little-minded." 

I believe Mandeville, the author of the "Fable of the 
Bees,'' is the first who has endeavored to prove that envy 
is a good thing, a very useful passion. His first reason is 
that envy was as natural to man as hunger and thirst; 
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that it may be observed in all children, as well as in 
borses and dogs. If you wish your children to hate one 
another, caress one more than the other; the prescription 
is infallible. 

He asserts that the first thing two young women do 
when they meet together is to discover matter for ridi
cule and the second to flatter each other. 

fie thinks that without envy the arts would be only 
:moderately cultivated, and that Raphael would never 
bave been a great painter if he had not been jealous of 
Michael Angelo. 

Mandeville, perhaps, mistook emulation for envy; per-
haps, also, emulation is nothing but envy restricted within 
the bounds of decency. ···' ···· ·· -... . . 

Michael Angelo might say to Raphael,_ your envy has 
1 · duced you to study and execute still better than I 

on .Y ~u have not depreciated me, you have not caballed 
do~i~st me before the pope, you ~ave. not en~eavored 
ag t me excommunicated for placmg m my ptcture of 
to gtast Judgment one-eyed an_d lame J?ersons in para
t~e nd pampered cardinals with be~uttful women per
dtsei a naked in hell! No! your envy IS a laudable feel
~~~ Yyou are brave as well as envwus; let us be good 

friends. . · h But if the envwus pers<;m 1s an un appy being with-
ut talents, jealous of ment as the J?Oo_r are of the rich· 

~f under the pressure at once of mdtgence and bas ~ 
1 • "N f P " "L e ness he wnctes t ew.~ ro~Lt arnassAus, 1 .~tters from a 
celebrated oun ess, . or . t. crary nna s, the creature 
displays an envy w~tch ts m fact a_bsolutely good for 
nothing, and for whtch even Mandeville could make no 

apology. . " f Descartes satd: En_vy orces up the yellow bile from 
the lower part of the. hver! and t~e black bile that comes 
from the spleen, whtch ddiuses Itself from the heart by 
the arteries." But as no sort of bile is formed in the 
spleen, Descar~es, wh.en he spoke thus, deserved not to 
be envied for hts physiOlogy. 

A person of the name of Poet or Poetius, a theo
logical blackguard, who accused Descartes of atheism 
was exceedingly affected by the black bile. But he kne\; 
still less than Descartes how his detestable bile cir
culated through his blood. 

Madame Pernelle is perfectly right: "Les envieux 
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. ,,on jamais l'envie."-The envious will 

~~ourront, mars ver. (Tartl~fje, Act V, Scene 3.) 
die, but enV)' netter to excite envy than pity is a go d 

That it is be tben, make men envy us as much ~ 
proverb. Let us, s 
we are able. 

bat does a dog owe to a doo and a h 
U Y W N · 1 "' < orse EO ALIT . otbing.. o amma depends on his e ual. 

to a horse? ~ g received from God that which is c~lled 
But, man haV!p the result? That almost everywhe 
eason what JS re on 

r ' . lave. 
earth he 1s a ~ were in fact what it might be suppo d 't 

~~~~heb:~tif rnen found upon. it everywhere an secas~ 
sb d • . subsistence, _and a cJimate congenial to their 
an _ _sertam ld be evidently unpossible for one 
natur~? it wo~other. Let the globe be covered with wh~~~ 
to su iug~t~ ~t the air on which we depend for life con
some ruits, o diseases and premature death; let man re
ve~ to us n h r lodging than the deer or roebuck in 
qwre no ot e · Kl d h T ' h GeoghiS lans ~n t e amerlanes will have 
that c1ase t e ndants than their own children who will be 
no ot 1er atte d · th ·' · 

th Persons, an assist em affectiOnately in 
very wor y 
their old age. · d b . 

In that state of natu.re cnJoye ~ all undomesticated 
d d and by birds and reptiles, men would be 

qua rupe s D · · 
· t as happy as they are.. ommat10n would be a mere 
J~~mera-an absurdity which no one would think of, for 
~hy should servants be sought for when no service is re-
quired? . . .. 

If it should enter the mmd of any mdlVldual of a 
tyrannical dispositio_n and x;tervous arm to su~jugate 
his less powerful neighbor, his success would be rmpos
sible· the oppressed would be on the Danube before the 
oppr~ssor had completed his preparations on the Volga. 

All men then, would necessarily have been equal 
had they b~en wit~out wants; it is the .misery. at~ached 
to our species ~hie~ places one man. m subjection to 
another; inequality _Is not the real gnevance, but de
pendence. It is of httle consequence for one man to be 
caiied his highness and another his holiness, but it is 
bard for me to be the servant of another. 

A numerous family has cultivated a good soil, two 
small neighboring families live on lands unproductive and 
barren. It will therefore be necessary for the two poor 
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fan:ilies to serve the rich one, or to destroy it. Thi_s. is 
easily accomplished. One of the two indigent faDllhes 
goes and offers its services to the rich one in exchange 
for bread, the other makes an attack upon it and is con
quered. The serving family is the origin of domestics and 
labor~rs,_ the one conquered is the origin of slaves. 

It IS Impossible in our melancholy world to prevent 
men living in society from being divided into two classes, 
one of the rich who command the other of the poor who 
obey, and these two are subdivided into various others, 
which have also their respective shades of difference. 

All the poor are not unhappy. The greater number are 
born in that state, and constant fabor prevents them from 
too sensibly feeling their situation; but wherr--th~y do 
strongly feel it then follow wars such as those of the 
popular party ~gainst the senate in Rome, and those of 
the peasantry in Germany, England, and Fr_anc~. All these 
wars ended sooner or later in the subjeCtion of the 
people, because the great have m<;>ney, and money in a 
state commands everything; I say m a state, for the case 
is different between nation and nation. That nation which 
makes the best use of iron will always subjugate another 
that has more gold but le~s courage. . . . 

Every man is bam with an eager mclmahon for pow
er, wealth, and pleasure, and also with a great taste for 
indolence. Every man, consequently, would wish to pos
sess the fortunes and the ~ives or daughters of others, 
to be their master, to retam them in subjection to his 
caprices, and to do nothing, or at least nothing but what 
is perfe~tly agreeab~e_. Yo!! ~lear]);' perc~ive that which 
such ammble dispositiOns, It IS as Impossible for men to 
be equal as for two preachers or divinity professors not 
to be jealous of each other. 

The human race, constituted as it is, cannot exist un
less there be an infinite number of useful individuals pos
~essed of no property at. all, for most certainly a man 
m easy circumstances Will not leave his ·own land to 
c~me and cultivate yours; and if you want a pair of 
~ oes .You will not get a Iawye! to make them for you. 
th~Uahty, then, is at t_he sam~ time the most natural and 

most chimerical thmg possible. 
tbc~s men carry everyt~i~g to excess if they have it in 
far· . Power to do so, ~his !~equality has been pushed too 

' 11 has been maintamed m many countries that no citi-



PHILOSOPHICAL DICTIONARY 115 

zen has a right to quit that in which he was born. The 
meaning of such a law must evidently be: "This country 
is so wretched and ill-governed we prohibit every man 
from quitting it, under an apprehension that otherwise 
all would leave it." Do better; excite in all your subjects 
a desire to stay with you, and in foreigners a desire to 
come and settle among you. 

Every man ha~ a right to entertain a private opinion 
of his own equality to other men, but it follows not that 
a cardinal's cook should take it upon him to order his 
master to prepare his dinner. The cook however may 

"I 11 ' ' say: am a man as we_ as my master; I was born like 
him in tears, and shall like him die in anguish attended 
by the s~me comm_on ceremonies. We both pe'rform the 
same ammal functions. If the Turks get possession of 
Rome, an~ I then _bec.ome a cardinal and my master a 
cook, I Will take him mt'? my service." This language is 
perfectly reasonable and JUst, but, while waiting for the 
Grand Turk to get possession of Rome, the cook is 
bound to do his duty, or all human society is subverted. 

With respect to a man who is neither a cardinal's 
cook nor invested with any office whatever in the state
with respect to an individual who has no connections, 
and is disgusted at being everywhere received with an 
air of protection or contempt, who sees quite clearly that 
many men of quality and title have not more knowl
edge, wit, or -yirtue ~an himself, and is wearied by being 
occasionally m their antechambers-what ought such 
a man to do? He ought to stay away. 

LIBERTY: 
A. A battery of cannon is discharged at our . ears; 

have you the liberty to hear it, or not to hear 1t, as 
you please? . 

B. Undoubtedly I cannot hinder myself from heanng 
it. 

A. Arc you willing that these cannon shall take off 
your head and those of your wife and daughter who 
walk with you? 

B. What a question! I cannot, at least while I am in 
my right senses, wish such a thing; it is impossible. 

A. Good; you necessarily hear these cannon, and you 
necessarily wish not for the death of yourself and your 
family by a discharge from them. You have neither the 
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PO\yer of not hearing it, nor the power of wishing to re
mam here. 

B. That is clear. 
A. You have, I perceive, advanced thirty paces to be 

out of ~e reach of the cannon; you have had the power 
of walkmg these few steps with me. 

B. That is also very clear. 
A. And if you had been paralytic, you could not have 

avoided being exposed to this battery; you would neces
sarily have heard, and received a wound from the can
non; and you would have as necessarily died. 

B. Nothing is more true. . 
A. In what then consists your Jiberty, if not m the 

power that your body has acquired of performing that 
which from absolute necessity your will. requir~sT 

B. You embarrass me. Liberty then IS nothmg more 
than the power of doing what I wish? 

A. Reflect; and see whether liberty can be understood 
otherwise. 

B. In this case, my hunting dog is as free as myself; he 
has necessarily the will to run when he sees a hare; 
and the power of running, if there is. nothing the matter 
with his legs. I have therefore nothing above my dog; 
you reduce me to the state of the beasts. 

A. These are p_?or sophisms, and they are poor 
sophists who have mstructed you. You are unwilling to 
be free like your dog. Do ~ou not eat, sleep, and propa
gate like him, and nearly m the same attitudes? Would 
you smell otherwise than by your nose? Why would you 
possess liberty differently from your dog? 

B. But I have a soul which reasons and my dog 
scarcely reasons at all. He bas nothing beyond simple 
ideas, while I have a thousand metaphysical ideas . 
. A. Well, you are a thou.sand times more free than he 
Is; you have a thousand times more power of thinking 
than he has; but still you are not free in any other manner 
than your dog is free. 

B. What! am I not free to will what I like? 
A. What do you understand by that? 
B. I understand what all the world understands. Is it 

not every day said that the will is free? 
A. An adage is not a reason; explain yourself better. 
B. I understand that I am free to will as I please. 
A. With your permission, that is nonsense; see you not 
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that it is. ridic~lous to. say-1 will will? Consequently, you 
necessarily will the Ideas only which are presented to 
you. Will you be married, yes or no? 

B. Suppose I answer that I will neither the one nor the 
other. 

A. In that case you would answer like him who said: 
Some believe Cardinal Mazarin dead, others believe him 
livincr; I believe neither the one nor the other. 
B~ Well, I will marry! . 
A. Aye, that is an ~nswer. Why will you marry?· 
B. Because I am m. love. with a young, beautiful, 

sweet, well-educated, nch girl, who sings very well, 
whose parents are very honest people, and I flatter my
self that I a~ beloved by her and welcome to the family. 

-A. There IS a reason. You see that you cannot will with
out a motive. I declare to you that you are free to marry, 
that is to say, that you have the power of signing the 
contract. 

B. How! I cannot will without a motive? Then what 
will become of the other proverb-"Sit pro ratione 
voluntas"-my will is my reason-! will because I will? 

A. It is an absurd one, my dear friend; you would then 
have an effect without a cause. 

B. What! when I play at odd or even, have I a reason 
for choosing even rather than odd? 

A. Undoubtedly. 
B. And what is the reason, if you please? 
A. It is, that the idea of even is presented to your 

mind rather than the opposite idea. It would be ex
traordinary if there were cases in which we will because 
there is a motive, and others in which we will without one. 
When you would marry, you evidently perceive the pre
dominant reason for it; you perceive it not when you 
play at odd or even, and yet there must be one. 

B. Therefore, once more, I am not free. 
A. Your will is not free, but your actions are. You 

are free to act when you have the power of acting. 
B. But all the books that I have read on the liberty 

of indifference-
A. Are nonsense: there is no liberty of indifference; 

it is a word devoid of sense, invented by men who never 
had any. 

LOVE. ("Amor omnibus idem."): It is the embroidery of 
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ima~ination on the stuff of nature. If you wish to form 
an Idea of love, look at the sparrows in your garden; 
behold your doves; contemplate the bull when introduced 
to _the heifer; look at that powerful and spirited horse 
wh}ch two of your grooms are conducting to the mare that 
qmetly awaits him, and is evidently pleased at his ap
proach; observe the flashing of his eyes, notice the 
strength and loudness of his neighings, the boundings, the 
curvetings, the ears erect, the mouth opening with con
vulsive gaspings, the distended nostrils, the breath of fire, 
the raised and waving mane, and the impetuous move
ment with which he rushes towards the object which na
ture has destined for him; do not, however, be jealous of 
his happiness; but reflect on the advantages of the burna~ 
species; they afford ample compensation in love:-for ah 
those which nature has conferred on mere ammals-
strength, beauty, lightness, and rapidity. . 

There are some classes, however, even of ammals 
totally unacquainted with sexual association .. Fishes are 
destitute of this enjoyment. The female deposits her mil
lions of eggs on the· slime of the waters, and the male 
that meets them passes over t?em a_nd communicates the 
vital principle, never consortmg With, or perhaps even 
perceiving the female to whom they belong. 

The greater part of those animals which copulate are 
sensible of the enjoyment only by a single sense; and 
when appetite is satisfie_d, the "':'hole is over. No animal, 
besides man is acquamted With embraces; his whole 
frame is su;ceptible; hi~ lips particularly experience a 
delight which never weanes, and which is exclusively the 
portion of his species; finally, he can surrender himself at 
all seasons to the endearments of love, while mere 
animals possess only limited ~eriods. If you reflect on 
these high preeminences, you will readily join in the Earl 
of Rochester's remark, th~t love would impel a whole na
tion of atheists to worship the divinity. 

As men have been endowed with the talent of per
fecting whatever nature has best.owed upon them, they 
have accordingly perfected the gift of love. Cleanliness, 
personal attention, and regard to health render the frame 
mor~ sensitive, and consequentl_y increase its capacity of 
gratification. All the other a!Ulable and valuable senti
me!lts enter afterwards into th~t of love, like the metals 
which amalgamate with gold; fnendship and esteem readi-
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ly fly to its support; and talents both of body and of 
mind are new and strengthening bonds. 

Self-love, above all, draws closer all these various ties. 
Men pride them.selv~s in the choice they have made; and 
the numberless illus10ns that crowd around constitute the 
ornament of the work, of which the foundation is so firm
ly laid by nature. 

Such are the adv~ntages possessed by man above the 
various tribes o~ ammals. But, if he enjoys delights of 
which they are tgnorant, ~ow many vexations and dis
gusts, on the other hand, Is he exposed to, from which 
they are free! Ttie most dreadful of these is occasioned by 
nature's having poisoned the pleasures of love and sources 
c! life over tl~ree-quarters of the world by a terrible 
disease, .to whtch J?an al?ne is subject; nor is it with 
this pestilence as wtth vanous other maladies, which are 
the natural consequences of excess. It was not introduced 
into the world by deb!luchery. The Pbrynes and Laises, 
the Floras and Messalmas, were never attacked by it. It 
originated in islands where mankind dwelt together in 
innocence, and has thence been spread throughout the 
Old World. 

If nature could in any instance be accused of despising 
her own work, thwarting her own plan, and counteracting 
her own views, it would be in this detestable scourge. 
And can this, then, be the best of all possible worlds? 
What! if Cresar and Antony and Octavius never had this 
disease, was it not possible to prevent Francis the First 
from dying of it? No, it is said; things were so ordered 
all for the best; I want to believe it, but it is difficult. 

MAN. (Is Man Born Wicked?): Is it not demonstrat~d 
that man is not born perverse and the child of the devll? 
If such was his nature, he would commit enormous crimes 
and barbarities as soon as he could walk; be would use 
the first knife he could find, to wound whoever displeased 
him. He would necessarily resemble little wolves and 
foxes, who bite as soon as they can. 

On the contrary, throughout the world, be partakes of 
the nature of the lamb, while he is an infant. Why, 
therefore, and how is it, that he so often becomes a wolf 
and fox? Is it not that, being born neither good nor 
wicked, education, example, the government into which 



120 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF VOLTAIRE 

he is thrown-in short, occasion of every kind-deter
mines him to virtue or vice? 

Perhaps human nature could not be otherwise. Man 
could not always have false thoughts, nor always true 
affections; be always sweet, or always cruel. 

It is demonstrable that woman is elevated beyond men 
in the scale of goodness. We see a hundred brothers 
enemies to each other, to one Clytemnestra. 

There are 'professions which necessarily render the 
soul pitiless-those of the soldier, the butcher, the officer 
of justice, and the jailer; and all trades which are founded 
on the annoyance of others. 

Whoever has been able to descend to the subaltern 
detail of the bar; whoever has only heard lawyers re~·. 
son familiarly among themselves, and applaud them
selves for the miseries of their clients, must have a very 
poor opinion of human nature. 

Women, incessantly occupied with the education of 
their children, are everywhere less barbarous than men. 

Physics join with morals to prevent them from great 
crimes; their blood is milder; they are less addicted to 
strong liquors which inspire ferocity. An evident proof 
is, that of a 'thousand victims of justice in a thousand 
executed assassins, we scarcely reckon four women. It 
is also proved elsewhere, I believe, that in Asia there are 
not two examples of women condemned to a public pun
ishment. It appears, therefore, that our customs and hab
its have rendered the male species very wicked. 

If. this truth was general. and without exceptions, the 
spectes would be more hornble than spiders, wolves and 
polecats are to our eyes. But happily, professions ~hich 
harden the heart and fill it V.:ith odious passions, are very 
rare. Observe, that in a natton of twenty millions, there 
are at most two hundred thousand soldiers. This is but 
one soldier to two hundred individuals. 

The number of other trades which are dangerous to 
manners, is but small. Laborers, artisans, and artists are 
to? much occupied often to deliver themselves up to 
CrlDle. The earth will always bear detestable wretches, 
and books will always ex.aggerate the number, which, 
rather than being greater, IS less than we say. 

If mankind had been under the empire of the devil, 
there would be no longer any person upon earth Let us 
console ourselves: we have seen, and we shall· always 
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see, fine minds from Pekin to la Rocheile; and whatever 
licentiates and bachelors may say, the Tituscs, Trajans, 
Antoninuses, and Peter Bayles were very honest men. 

MARRIAGE: I once met with a reasoner who said: 
"Induce your subjects to marry as early as possible. Let 
them be exempt from taxes the first year; and let their 
portion be assessed on those who at the same age are in 
a state of celibacy. -

"The more man:ied men you have, the fewer crimes 
there will be. Examm: the frightful columns of your crim
inal calendars; you Will there find a hundred youths exe
cuted for one father of a family. 

· ::;vfarriage renders men more virtuous and more wise. 
The father of a family is not willing to blush before his 
children; be is afraid to make shame their inheritance. 

"Let your soldiers marry, and they will no longer 
desert. Bound to their families, they will be bound to 
their country. An unmarried soldier is frequently nothing 
but a vagabond, to whom it matters not whether he serves 
the king of Naples or the king of Morocco." 

The Roman warriors were married: they fought for 
their wives and their children; and they made slaves of 
the wives and the children of other nations. 

A great Italian politician, who was, besides, learned in 
the Eastern tongues, a thing rare among our politi
cians, said to me in my youth: "Caro figlio, remember 
that the Jews never had but one good institution-that of 
abhorring virginity. If that little nation had not regarded 
marriage as the first of the human obligations-if there 
had been among them convents of nuns-they would 
have been inevitably lost." 

MATTER. (A Polite Dialogue Between a Demoniac and 
a Philosopher): 

Demoniac: Yes, thou enemy of God and man, who 
believest that God is all-powerful, and is at liberty to 
confer the gift of thought on every being whom He shall 
vouchsafe to choose, I will go and denounce thee to the 
inquisitor; I will have thee burned. Beware, I warn thee 
for the last time. 

Philosopher: Are these your arguments? Is it thus 
you teach mankind? I admire your mildness. 

Demoniac: Come, I will be ·patient for a moment 
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while the fagots are preparing. Answer me: What is spirit? 
Philosopher: I know not. 
Demoniac: What is matter? 
Philosopher: I scarcely know. I believe it to have 

extent, solidity, resistance, gravity, divisibility, mobility. 
God may have given it a thousand other qualities of 
which I am ignorant. 

Demoniac: A thousand other qualities, traitor! I see 
what thou wouldst be at; thou wouldst tell me that God 
can animate matter, that He bas given instinct to ani
mals, that He is the Master of all. 

Philosopher: But it may very well be, that He has 
granted to this matter many properties which you can
not comprehend. 

Demoniac: Which I cannot comprehend, villain! 
Philosopher: Yes. His power goes much further than 

your understanding. 
Demoniac: His power! His power! thou talkest like 

a true atheist. 
Philosopher: However, I have the testimony of many 

holy fathers on my side. 
Demoniac: Go to, go to: neither God nor they shall 

prevent us from burning thee alive-the death inflicted 
on parricides and on philosophers who are not of our 
opinion. 

Philosopher: Was it the devil or yourself that invent-
ed this method of arguing? 

Demoniac: Vile wretch! darest thou to couple my 
name with the devil's? 

(Here the demoniac strikes the philosopher, who re-
turns him the blow with interest.) 

Philosopher: Help! philosophers! 
Demoniac: Holy brotherhood! help! 
(Here half a dozen philosophers arrive on one side, 

and on the other rush in a bundf"~~ Dominicans, with a 
hundred Familiars of the InqmsttiOn, and a hundred 
aJguazils. The contest is too unequal.) 

MIRACLES: A miracle, according to the true meaning 
of the word, is something admirable; and agreeable to 
this, all is miracle. The st:ui?endous order of nature, the 
revolution of a hundred mtlliOns of worlds around a mil
lion of suns, the activity of light, the life of animals, all 
are grand and perpetual miracles. 
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A d. . iracle ccor mg to common acceptatiOn we call a .Ill tar 
the violation of these divine and et~rnal laws. A. 50 lk
eclipse at the time of the full moon or a dead man wa e 
ing two leagues and carrying his bead in his ar.IllS, w 
denominate a miracle. e 

Many natural philosophers maintain that in this sens _ 
there are no miracles; and advance the following argu 
ments: . 

A. miracle is the violation of mathematical divine, iiJl
mutable,_ eternal laYfs·. By_ the very exposition itselfih: 
miracle 1s a contradiction m terms: a law cannot at 
same time be immut~ble and violated. But they are askedd 
cannot a law, established by God Himself be suspende 
by its author? . ' 

-- · · Th~y _ha~e the _hardihoo~ to reply that it cannot; and 
that 1t IS lDlpossible a bemg infinitely wise can have 
made laws to violate them. He could not they say, derange 
the ~~chin~ but with a view o~ maki~g it work bett~r~ 
but 1t 1s ev1de~t ~at God, all-v.:Ise and omnipotent, ongd 
inally made this xmmense ma~hine, the universe, a~ goo 
and perfect as He was able; if He saw that some li)lper
fections would. arise fro~ ~e nature of matter, He prm 
vided for that m th~ b~g~mg; and, accordingly, He 'ili 
never change anythmg m 1t. Moreover, God can do no. -
ing without reason; but what reason could induce Him 
to disfigure for a time His own work? 

It is done, they are told, in favor of mankind. They 
reply:_ We mu.st _pr~sume,_ then, that it is in favor o_f _all 
mankind; for It 1s unposs1ble to conceive that the d1vme 
nature should occupy itself only about a few men in par
ticular, and not for the whole human race; and even the 
whole human race_ its~lf is a very small concern; i~ is l~ss 
than a small ant-hill, m comparison with all the bemgs m
habiting immensity. But is it not the most absurd of all 
extravagances to imagine that the Infinite Supreme ~ho~ld, 
in favor of three or four hundred emmets on thts httle 
heap of earth, derange the operation of the vast machin
ery that moves the universe? 

But, admitting that God chose to distinguish a small 
number of men by particular favors, is there any necessity 
that, in order to accomplish this object, He should change 
what He established for all periods and for all places? 
He certainly can have no need of this inconstancy in 
order to bestow favors on any of His creatures: His favors 
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consist ill His !aws themselves: He has foreseen all and 
arranged all, With a view to them. All invariably obey the 
force which He has impressed forever on nature. 

For what purpose would God perform a miracle? To 
ccomplish s<?me pa_rticular design upon living beings? He 
~ould then, m reality, be supposed to say: "I have not 
been abl~? !O effect by my construction of the universe, 
bY mY dtvme decree~, by my eternal Jaws, a particular 

bject; I am now gomg to change my eternal ideas and 
~utabJe Jaws, to endeavor to accomplish what I have not 
been able t<;> do by means of them." This would be an 
avowal of Hts. weaknc:ss, not ~f His power; ~t would appear 
in such a Bemg an mconce1vable contradtction. Accord
ingly, the~efore,. to _dare to ascribe miracles to God is, if 
man can m rea~ty msult God, actually offering Him that 
. suit. It is saymg to Him: "You are a weak and incon
~stent Being." It is, therefore, absurd to believe in mira
sies· it is, in fact, dishonoring the divinity. 
c these ~hilosophers,. ~owever, are not suff~red thus to 
d claim Without opposition. You may extol, It is replied 

e much as you please, the immutability of the Suprem~ 
as ing the eternity of His laws, and the regularity of His 
~wde of worlds; but our little heap of earth has, not
withstanding all. that :you ha~e advanced, been c~mpletely 
covered over w1th miracles !fl. every part and time. His-

ries relate as many prodtgtes as natural events. The 
~~ughters of the hi~ priest ~nius ch~nged whatever they 

leased to co~, wme, . and oil; At~altde, the daughter of 
MerCUfY reviVed agam several tunes; lEsculapius re
suscitated Hippolytus; Hercules rescued Alcestis from the 
hand of death; and Heres returned to the world after 
having passed fifteen days in hell. Romulus and Remus 
were the offspring of a god and !1 vestal. The Palladium 
descended from heaven on the city of Troy; the hair of 
Berenice was changed into a constellation; the cot of 
Baucis and Philemon was ~onverted into a superb temple; 
the head of Orpheus delivered oracles after his death; 
the walls of Thebes spontaneously constructed themselves 
to the sound of a flute, in the presence of the Greeks; the 
cures effected in the temple of lEsculapius were absolute
ly innumerable, and we have monuments still existing 
containing the very names of persons who were eye-wit
nesses of his miracles. 

Mention to me a single nation in which the most in-
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. d' ies have not been performed, and espe-
c:edJb~e pro Jgperiods in which the people scarcely knew 
cJally m those d 
h 't or rea . ow to wr~1 e hers make no answer to these objections 

The ph! osop raising their shoulders and by a smile: 
but by sllg~~~an philosophers say: "We are believers ~ 
but th~ C lflS ~f our holy religi?n; we believe them by 
th~ m1racles t by our reason, wh1ch we are very cautious 
fa1th and. no to. for when faith speaks, it is well known 
bow we hstenught to be silent. We have a firm and entire 
th~t r:as~eo miracles of Jesus Christ and the apostles 
fa1th 10mit us to entertain some doubt about many others; 
but p~r for example, to suspend our judgment on what 
pe~l!t~d' by a very simple man, although he has ob

. 1;lned the title of g:eat. He ~ssures us, that a certain 
l k as 50 much m the hab1t of performing miracles 
n~o~ th w prior at length forbade him to exercise his talent 
~ a h t ~·ne The monk obeyed; but seeing a poor tiler fall 
m t a 1 t~ of a house, he hesitated for a moment be
from t~ d~sire to save the unfortunate man's life, and 
thween d duty of obedience to his superior. He merely 
t ed sacdrethe tiler to stay in the air till he should receive 
or ere . d f h' 1 further instruct!OTIS, a~ ran as ast as ts egs .would 

him to commumcate the urgency of the ctrcum-
~::~~es to the pri.or. T.he pri?r .absolved ~im fro!?- the 
·n he had commttted m begmnmg the nmacle Without 

51ermission, and gave him leave to finish. it, provided ~c 
ftopped with the same, and never agam repeated hts 
fault." The philosophers may. certainly be excused for 
entertaining a little doubt of thts legend. 

But how can you. deny, the~ are asked, that St. 
Gervais and St. Protats appeared m a dream to St. Am
brose and informed him of the spot in which were de
posit~d their relics? that St. Ambrose bad them disin
terred? and that they restored sight to a man that was 
blind? St. Augustine was at Milan at the very time, and 
it is he who relates the miracle, using the expression, in 
the twenty-second book of his work called the "City of 
God," "immenso populo teste"-in the presence of an 
immense number of people. Here is one of the very best 
attested and established miracles. The philosophers, how
ever, say that they do not believe one word about Gervais 
and Protais appearing to any person whatever; that it is a 
matter of very little consequence to mankind where the 



126 THE LIVING THOUGHTS OF VOLTAIRE 

remains o~ the~r carcasses lie_; that th~y ?ave no_ "'!ore 
faith in this blmd man than m Vespasmn s; that 1t 1s a 
useless miracle, and that God does nothing that is 

seless· and they adhere to the principles they began 
~ith. My respect for St. Gervais and St. Protais prevents 
me from being of the same opinion as these philosophers: 
1 merely state their incredulity. They lay great stress on 
the well-known ~assag~. of Lucian, to be !ound in the 
death of Pc~egrmus: When . an expe~~ juggler turns 
Christian, he 1s sure to make h1s fortune. But as Lucian 
is a profane. author, we ought surely to set him aside as 
of no authonty. 

These philoso~hers cannot even make up their minds 
to believe the miracles performed in the second century. 
Even eye-witnesses to the facts may write and attest 
till the day of doom, that after the bishop of Smyrna, St. 
Polycarp, was condemned to be burned,. and actually in 
the midst of the flames, they heard a voice from heaven 
exclaiming: "Courage, Polycarp! be strong, and show 
yourself a man"; that, at the very. instant, the flames 
quitted his body, and formed a paviliOn of fire above his 
head and from the midst of the pile there flew out a 
dove~ when, at length, Polycarp's enemies ended his life 
by c~ttin~ off his head. All these facts ~nd att:stations 
are in vam. For what good, say these ummpress1ble and 
incredulous men, for ~hat good was this miracle? Why 
did the flames lose their nature, and the axe of the exe
cutioner retain all its power of destruction? Whence comes 
it that so many martyrs ~scaped unhurt out of boiling oil, 
but were unable to res1st the edge of the sword? It is 
answered, such was the wi~ of God. But the philosophers 
would wish to see all this themselves, before they be
lieve it. 

TOLERANCE: What is tolerance? It is the consequence 
of humanity. We are all formed of frailty and error; let us 
pardon reciprocally each other's folly-that is the first 
law of nature. 

It is clear that the individual who persecutes a man, his 
brother, because he is not . of the same opinion, is a 
~onster. That admits of no difficulty. But the government! 
tbt the magistrates! but the princes! how do they treat 

ose who have another worship than theirs? 
Madmen, who have never been able to give worship to 
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the God who made you! Miscreants, whom the exam
ple of the Noachides, the learned Chinese, the Parsecs 
and all the sages, has never been able to lead! Mons~ers, 
who need superstiti?ns as crows' gizzards nee~ carnon! 
you have been told 1t already, and there is nothlll~ else to 
tell you-if you have two religions in your countrie~, _they 
will cut each other's throat; if you have thirty rehg1ons, 
they will dwell in pe_ace. Look at the great Turk, be ~ov
erns Guebres, Bamans,_ Greek Christians, Neston~ns, 
Romans. The first w~o tned t? stir up tumult would be Im-

aled· and everyone IS tranquil. 
p Of' all religions, the Christian is without doubt the one 
which should inspire tolerance most although up to now 
the Chri~ti~ns have been the. J?Ost intolerant of all men. 
·ri1e Chnstmn Church was divided in its cradle, and was 
divided even in t~e persecutions which under the first 
emperors it sometimes endured. Often the martyr was 
regarded as a~ apost~te by his brethren, and the Carpo
cratian Christwn expired bene~th the sword of th~ ~o
man executioner, . excom.mu_mcated by the Ebwmte 
Christian, the which Eb10mte was anathema to the 
Sabellian. 

This horrible discord, which has lasted for so many 
centuries, is a very str.iking lesson that we should par~on 
each other's errors; discord is the great ill of mankind; 
and tolerance is the only remedy for it. 

There is nobody who is not in aoreement with this 
truth, whether he meditates soberly in his study, or peace
ably examines the truth with his friends. Why then do 
the same men who admit in private indulgence, kindness, 
justice, rise in public with so much fury against these 
virtues? 

I possess a dignity and a power founded on ignorance 
and credulity; I walk on the heads of the men who lie 
prostrate at my feet; if they should rise and look me in 
the face, I am lost; I must bind them to the ground 
therefore, with iron chains. ' 

Thus have reasoned the men whom centuries of bigo
try have made powerful. They have other powerful men 
beneath them, and these have still others, who all enrich 
themselves with the spoils of the poor, grow fat on their 
blood, and la.ugh at their stupidity. They all detest toler
ance, as partisans grown rich at the public expense fear 
to render their accounts, and as tyrants dread the word 
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liberty. And then, to crown everything, they hire fanatics 
to cry at the top of their voices: "Respect my master's 
absurdities, tremble, pay, and keep your mouths shut." 

It is thus that a great part of the world long was treat
ed; but today when so many sects make a balance of 
power, wha~ course to take with them? Every sect, as 
one knOWS, lS a wound of error; there are no sects of ge
ometers, algebraists, arithmeticians, because all the prop
ositions of geometry, algebra and arithmetic are true. In 
every other science one may be deceived. 
· If it were permitted to reason consistently in religious 
matters, it is clear that we all ought to become Jews, be
cause Jesus Christ our Saviour was born a Jew, lived a 
Jew died a Jew, and that he said expressly that he was 
acc~mplishing, tha~ he was fulfilling the Jewish religion. 
But it is clearer still that we ought to be .tolerant. of one 
another, because we are all weak, !nconsi~tent, hable to 
fickleness and error. Shall a reed laid .low m the m.ud by 
th wind say to a fellow reed fallen m the opposite di-

et.on. "Crawl as I crawl wretch, or I shall petition 
rec 1 · ' d b d"? that you be torn up by the roots an urne 

. 
, .. ··-14 2o?..~ 





"T~ey who assert that ' all is """~11 have said a foolish 
thmg, they s~ould have saiq_ ~11 is for the best." 

"Labor ~reserves us from ~~ cee great evils-weari-
- ness, v1ce, and want." ..., 

'History is little else than a ·cture of human crimes 
and misfortunes." 1:::1' 

:"Liberty of.thought is the lif of the sou_I."-Vo/taire 
~ 

... 

The eighteenth century was he century of Voltaire. 
No mind better represents ~~21. t lively and glittering 
epoch than this savage chql:~pion of reasOn, toler
ance and progress, whose ~ prciless wit devastated 
kings and won him a place ~~ong the immortals of 

literature. 

~ "His greatest achievement 
dusty windows of men' 
and showed them the po 
public power." -P 
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