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the Arabs and the devil knows who else from all
the ends of Europe and Duke street and the fowl
market all clucking outside Larby Sharons and
the poor donkeys slipping half asleep and the
vague fellows in the cloaks asleep in the shade on
the steps and the big wheels of the carts of the
bulls and the old castle thousands of years old yes
and those handsome Moors all in white and tur-
bans like kings asking you to sit down in their
little bit of a shop and Ronda with the old win-
dows of the posadas glancing eyes a lattice hid for
her lover to kiss the iron and the wineshops half
open at night and the castanets and the night we
missed the boat at Algeciras the watchman going
about serene with his lamp and O that awful
deepdown torrent O and the sea and the sea crim-
son sometimes like fire and the glorious sunsets

and the figtrees in the Alameda gardens yes and
all the queer little streets and pink and blue and
yellow houses and the rosegardens and the jessa-
mine and geraniums and cactuses and Gibraltar
as a girl where I was a Flower of the mountain yes
when I put the rose in my hair like the Andalu-
sian girls used or shall I wear a red yes and how
he kissed me under the Moorish wall and I
thought well as well him as another and then I
asked him with-my eyes to ask again yes and then
he asked me would I yes to say yes my mountain
flower and first I put my arms around him yes
and drew him down to me so he could feel my
breasts all perfume yes and his heart was going
like mad and yes I said yes I will Yes.

Joyce, Ulpsses

1.8 | Life
THE FEAR

It is often said that man alone among ani-
mals is conscious of the inevitability of
dying, a fact that undoubtedly colors his at-
titude toward life, especially in advancing
years. The passages assembled here revolve
around that fundamental theme—the con-
sciousness of death as inescapable, the atti-
tudes of the living toward death, the fear of
dying and the courage of those who, over-
coming such fear, die well. Exemplifying the
latter, there are quotations that describe fa-
mous death scenes in which the dying dis-
play admirable fortitude and calm. There
are also passages that describe violent
deaths—by murder or by catastrophe, such
as plague or earthquake.

Another theme that runs through this
chapter is man’s contemplation of his mor-

and Death
OF DEATH

tality and his hopes for or visions of another
life—a life after death. But serious discus-
sion of the philosophical and theological
problems of immortality—the survival of
the soul after the death of the body, its rein-
carnation in another body, or the resurrec-
tion of its original body—involves subtleties
and technicalities that preclude its being
represented among the materials quoted
here.

Still another theme is the one first enunci-
ated by Socrates while awaiting his execu-
tion—that to study philosophy is to learn to
die, or at least how to prepare for death.
Montaigne affords us eloquent elaborations
of this theme, and he is accompanied by
others who, in one way or another, develop
the point.
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1 In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till
thou return unto the ground; for out of it wast
thou taken: for dust thou art, and unto dust shalt
thou return.

Genesis 3:19

2 1 have set before you life and death, blessing and
cursing: therefore choose life, that both thou and
thy seed may live.

Deuteronomy 30:19

3 Then said his servants unto him, What thing is
this that thou hast done? thou didst fast and weep
for the child, while it was alive; but when the
child was dead, thou didst rise and eat bread.

And he said, While the child was yet alive, I
fasted and wept: for I said, Who can tell whether
God will be gracious to me, that the child may
live?

But now he is dead, wherefore should 1 fast?
can I bring him back again? I shall go to him, but
he shall not return to me. ,

II Sarmuel 12:21-23

4 The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away;
blessed be the name of the Lord.
Job 1:21

5 Then in turn the shining son of Hippolochos
[Glaukos] answered:
‘High-hearted son of Tydeus, why ask of my gen-
eration?
As is the generation of leaves, so is that of human-
ity.
The wind scatters the leaves on the ground, but
the live timber
burgeons with leaves again in the season of spring
returning.
So one gencration of men will grow while another
dies.’
Homer, Ihad, VI, 144

6 Achilleus. Of possessions
cattle and fat sheep are things to be had for the
lifting,
and tripods can be won, and the tawny high
heads of horses,
but a man’s life cannot come back again, it can-
not be lifted
nor captured again by force, once it has crossed
the teeth’s barrier.
Homer, Iliad, 1X, 405

7 Achilleus. So, friend [Lykaon], you die also. Why

all this clamour about it?

Patroklos also is dead, who was better by far than
you are.

Do you not see what a man I am, how huge, how
splendid

and born of a great father, and the mother who
bore me immortal?
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Yet even I have also my death and my strong
destiny,

and there shall be a dawn or an afternoon or a
noontime

when some man in the fighting will take the life
from me also

either with a spearcast or an arrow flown from the
bowstring.

Homer, lliad, XXI, 106

Odysseus. I bit my lip,

rising perplexed, with longing to embrace her
[Odysseus’ mother’s ghost],

and tried three times, putting my arms around
her.

but she went sifting through my hands, impalpa-
ble

as shadows are, and wavering like a dream.

Now this embittered all the pain I bore,

and I cried in the darkness:

‘O my mother,

will you not stay, be still, here in my arms,
may we not, in this place of Death, as well,
hold one another, touch with love, and taste
salt tears’ relief, the twinge of welling tears?
Or is this all hallucination, sent
against me by the iron queen, Perséphoné,
to make me groan again?’

My noble mother
answered quickly:

‘O my child—alas,
most sorely tried of men—great Zeus’s daughter,
Perséphoné, knits no illusion for you.

All mortals meet this judgment when they die.
No flesh and bone are here, none bound by sinew,
since the bright-hearted pyre consumed them
down—
the white bones long exanimate—to ash;
dreamlike the soul flies, insubstantial.’
Homer, Odyssey, X1, 205

‘But was there ever a man more blest by fortune
than you, Akhilleus? Can there ever be?
We ranked you with immortals in your lifetime,
we Argives did, and here your power is royal
among the dead men’s shades. Think, then,
Akhilleus:

you need not be so pained by death.’

To this
he answered swiftly:

‘Let me hear no smooth talk
of death from you, Odysseus, light of councils.
Better, I say, to break sod as a farm hand
for some poor country man, on iron rations,
than lord it over all the exhausted dead.’

Homer, Odyssey, X1, 483

Apollo. Zeus could undo shackles, such hurt can be
made good,
and there is every kind of way to get out. But once
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the dust has drained down all a man’s blood, once
the man

has died, there is no raising of him up again.

This is a thing for which my father never made

curative spells. All other states, without effort

of hard breath, he can completely rearrange.

Aeschylus, Eumenides, 645

Orestes. No wise man I count him, who, when
death looms near, attempts to quell its terrors by
piteous laments, nor yet the man who bewails the
Death-god’s arrival, when he has no hope of res-
cue; for he makes two evils out of one; he lets
himself be called a fool and all the same he dies;
he should let his fortune be.

Euripides, [phigenia in Tauns, 484

Hecuba. You may go now, and hide the dead in his
poor tomb;

he has those flowers that are the right of the un-
derworld.

I think it makes small difference to the dead, if
they

are buried in the tokens of luxury. All this

is an empty glorification left for those who live.

Euripides, Trojan Women, 1246

Socrates. Strange, indeed, would be my conduct, O
men of Athens, if I who, when I was ordered by
the generals whom you chose to command me at
Potidaea and Amphipolis and Delium, remained
where they placed me, like any other man, facing
death—if now, when, as I conceive and imagine,
God orders me to fulfil the philosopher’s mission
of searching into myself and other men, I were to
desert my post through fear of death, or any other
fear; that would indeéd be strange, and I might
justly be arraigned in court for denying the exis-
tence of the gods, if I disobeyed the oracle because
I was afraid of death, fancying that I was wise
when I was not wise. For the fear of death is in-
deed the pretence of wisdom, and not real wis-
dom, being a pretence of knowing the unknown;
and no one knows whether death, which men in
their fear apprehend to be the greatest evil, may
not be the greatest good.

Plato, Apology, 28B

Socrates. The difficulty . . . is not to avoid death,
but to avoid unrighteousness; for that runs faster
than death.

Plato, Apology, 39A

Socrates. There is a change and migration of the
soul from this world to another. Now if you sup-
pose that there is no consciousness, but a sleep like
the sleep of him who is undisturbed even by
dreams, death will be an unspeakable gain. For if
a person were to select the night in which his sleep
was undisturbed even by dreams, and were to
compare with this the other days and nights of his
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life, and then were to tell us how many days and
nights he had passed in the course of his life better
and more pleasantly than this one, I think that
any man, I will not say a private man, but even
the great king will not find many such days or
nights, when compared with the others. Now if
death be of such a nature, I say that to die is gain;
for eternity is then only a single night. But if
death is the journey to another place, and there,
as men say, all the dead abide, what good, O my
friends and judges, can be greater than this? If
indeed when the pilgrim arrives in the world be-
low, he is delivered from the professors of justice
in this world, and finds the true judges who are
said to give judgment there, Minos and Rhada-
manthus and Aecus and Triptolemus, and other
sons of God who were righteous in their own life,
that pilgrimage will be worth making. What
would not a man give if he might converse with
Orpheus and Musaeus and Hesiod and Homer?
Nay, if this be true, let me die again and again. I
myself, too, shall have a wonderful interest in
there meeting and conversing with Palamedes,
and Ajax the son of Telamon, and any other an-
cient hero who has suffered death through an un-
just judgment; and there will be no small plea-
sure, as I think, in comparing my own sufferings
with theirs. Above all, I shall then be able to con-
tinue my search into true and false knowledge; as
in this world, so also in the next; and I shall find
out who is wise, and who pretends to be wise, and
is not. What would not a man give, O judges, to
be able to examine the leader of the great Trojan
expedition; or Odysseus or Sisyphus, or number-
less others, men and women too! What infinite
delight would there be in conversing with them
and asking them questions! In another world they
do not put a man to death for asking questions:
assuredly not. For besides being happier than we
are, they will be immortal, if what is said is true.
Wherefore, O judges, be of good cheer about
death, and know of a certainty, that no evil can
happen to a good man, either in life or after

death.
Plato, Apology, 40B

Socrates. 'The hour of departure has arrived, and
we go our ways—I to die, and you to live. Which
is better God only knows.

Plato, Apology, 42B

Soirates. It has been proved to us by experience
that if we would have pure knowledge of anything
we must be quit of the body—the soul in herself
must behold things in themselves: and then we
shall attain the wisdom which we desire, and of
which we say that we are lovers; not while we live,
but after death; for if while in company with the
body, the soul cannot have pure knowledge, one
of two things follows—either knowledge is not to
be attained at all, or, if at all, after death. For
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then, and not till then, the soul will be parted
from the body and exist in herself alone. In this
present life, I reckon that we make the nearest
approach to knowledge when we have the least
possible intercourse or communion with the body,
and are not surfeited with the bodily nature, but
keep ourselves pure until the hour when God him-
self is pleased to release us. And thus having got
rid of the foolishness of the body we shall be pure
and hold converse with the pure, and know of
ourselves the clear light everywhere, which is no
other than the light of truth. For the impure are
not permitted to approach the pure. These are the
sort of words, Simmias, which the true lovers of
knowledge cannot help saying to one another, and
thinking. You would agree; would you not?

Simmias. Undoubtedly, Socrates.

But, O my friend, if this be true, there is great
reason to hope that, going whither I go, when I
have come to the end of my journey, I shall attain
that which has been the pursuit of my life. And
therefore I go on my way rejoicing, and not I
only, but every other man who believes that his
mind has been made ready and that he is in a
manner purified.

Certainly, replied Simmias.

And what is purification but the separation of
the soul from the body, as I was saying before; the
habit of the soul gathering and collecting herself
into herself from all sides out of the body; the
dwelling in her own place alone, as in another
life, so also in this, as far as'she can;—the release
of the soul from the chains of the body?

Very true, he said.

And this separation and release of the soul from
the body is termed death?

To be sure, he said.

And the true philosophers, and they only, are
ever seeking to release the soul. Is not the separa-
tion and release of the soul from the body their
especial study?

That is true.

And, as I was saying at first, there would be a
ridiculous contradiction in men studying to live as
nearly as they can in a state of death, and yet
repining when it comes upon them.

Clearly.

And the true philosophers, Simmias, are always
occupied in the practice of dying, wherefore also
to them least of all men is death terrible.

Plato, Phaedo, 66B

Crito made a sign to the servant, who was stand-
ing by; and he went out, and having been absent
for some time, returned with the jailer carrying
the cup of poison. Socrates said: You, my good
friend, who are experienced in these matters, shall
give me directions how I am to proceed. The man
answered: You have only to walk about until your
legs are heavy, and then to lie down, and the poi-
son will act. At the same time he handed the cup
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to Socrates, who in the easiest and gentlest man-
ner, without the least fear or change of colour or
feature, looking at the man with all his eyes,
Echecrates, as his manner was, took the cup and
said: What do you say about making a libation
out of this cup to any god? May I, or not? The
man answered: We only prepare, Socrates, just so
much as we deem enough. I understand, he said:
but I may and must ask the gods to prosper my
Jjourney from this to the other world—even so—
and so be it according to my prayer. Then raising
the cup to his lips, quite readily and cheerfully he
drank off the poison. And hitherto most of us had
been able to control our sorrow; but now when we
saw him drinking, and saw too that he had fin-
ished the draught, we could no longer forbear,
and in spite of myself my own tears were flowing
fast; so that I covered my face and wept, not for
him, but at the thought of my own calamity in
having to part from such a friend. Nor was I the
first; for Crito, when he found himself unable to
restrain his tears, had got up, and I followed; and
at that moment, Apollodorus, who had been
weeping all the time, broke out in a loud and
passionate cry which made cowards of us all. Soc-
rates alone retained his calmness: What is this
strange outcry? he said. I sent away the women
mainly in order that they might not misbehave in
this way, for I have been told that a man should
die in peace. Be quiet then, and have patience.
When we heard his words we were ashamed, and
refrained our tears; and he walked about until, as
he said, his legs began to fail, and then he lay on
his back, according to the directions, and the man
who gave him the poison now and then looked at
his feet and legs; and after a while he pressed his
foot hard, and asked him if he could feel; and he
said, No; and then his leg, and so upwards and
upwards, and showed us that he was cold and stiff.
And he felt them himself, and said: When the
poison reaches the heart, that will be the end. He
was beginning to grow cold about the groin, when
he uncovered his face, for he had covered himself
up, and said—they were his last words—he said:
Cirito, I owe a cock to Asclepius; will you remem-
ber to pay the debt? The debt shall be paid, said
Cirito; is there anything else? There was no an-
swer to this question; but in a minute or two a
movement was heard, and the attendants uncov-
ered him; his eyes were set, and Crito closed his
eyes and mouth.

‘Such was the end, Echecrates, of our friend;
concerning whom I may truly say, that of all the
men of his time whom I have known, he was the
wisest and justest and best,

Plato, Phaedo, 117A

Cephalus. When a man thinks himself to be near
death, fears and cares enter into his mind which
he never had before; the tales of a world below
and the punishment which is exacted there of
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deeds done here were once a laughing matter to
him, but now he is tormented with the thought
that they may be true: either from the weakness of
age, or because he is now drawing nearer to that
other place, he has a clearer view of these things;
suspicions and alarms crowd thickly upon him,
and he begins to reflect and consider what wrongs
he has done to others. And when he finds that the
sum of his transgressions is great he will many a
time like a child start up in his sleep for fear, and
he is filled with dark forebodings. But to him who
is conscious of no sin, sweet hope . . . is the kind
nurse of his age.

Plato, Republic, 1, 330B

As for his [Socrates’] claim that he was forewarned
by “the deity” what he ought to do and what not
to do, some may think that it must have been a
delusion because he was condemned to death. But
they should remember two facts. First, he had al-
ready reached such an age that, had he not died
then, death must have come to him soon after.
Secondly, he escaped the most irksome stage of
life and the inevitable diminution of mental pow-
ers, and instead won glory by the moral strength
revealed in the wonderful honesty and frankness
and probity of his defence, and in the equanimity
and manliness with which he bore the sentence of
death.

Xenophon, Memorabilia, IV, 8

Now death is the most terrible of all things; for it
is the end, and nothing is thought to be any longer
either good or bad for the dead.

Aristotle, Ethics, 1115227

Death and wounds will be painful to the brave
man and against his will, but he will face them
because it is noble to do so or because it is base not
to do so. And the more he is possessed of virtue in
its entirety and the happier he is, the more he will
be pained at the thought of death; for life is best
worth living for such a man, and he is knowingly
losing the greatest goods, and this is painful.
Aristotle, Ethics, 111757

Now life is defined in the case of animals by the
power of perception, in that of man by the power
of perception or thought; and a power is defined
by reference to the corresponding activity, which
is the essential thing; therefore life secems to be
essentially the act of perceiving or thinking. And
life is among the things that are good and pleas-
ant in themselves.

Aristotle, Ethics, 1170216

Avarice . . . and blind lust of honours which con-
strain unhappy men to overstep the bounds of
right and sometimes as partners and agents of
crimes to strive night and day with surpassing ef-
fort to struggle up to the summit of power—these
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sores of life are in no small measure fostered by
the dread of death. For foul scorn and pinching
want in every case are seen to be far removed
from a life of pleasure and security and to be a
loitering so to say before the gates of death. And
while men driven on by an unreal dread wish to
escape far away from these and keep them far
from them, they amass wealth by civil bloodshed
and greedily double their riches piling up murder
on murder; cruelly triumph in the sad death of a
brother and hate and fear the tables of kinsfolk.
Often likewise from the same fear envy causes
them to pine: they make moan that before their
very eyes he is powerful, he attracts attention,
who walks arrayed in gorgeous dignity, while they
are wallowing in darkness and dirt. Some wear
themselves to death for the sake of statues and a
name. And often to such a degree through dread
of death does hate of life and of the sight of day-
light seize upon mortals, that they commit self-
murder with a sorrowing heart, quite forgetting
that this fear is the source of their cares, this fear
which urges men to every sin, prompts this one to
put all shame to rout, another to burst asunder
the bonds of friendship, and in fine to overturn
duty from its very base, since often ere now men
have betrayed country and dear parents in seek-
ing to shun the Acherusian quarters. For even as
children are flurried and dread all things in the
thick darkness, thus we in the daylight fear at
times things not a whit more to be dreaded than
what children shudder at in the dark and fancy
sure to be. This terror therefore and darkness of
mind must be dispelled not by the rays of the sun
and glittering shafts of day, but by the aspect and
law of nature,

Lucretius, Nature of Things, 111

When the body has died, we must admit that the
soul has perished, wrenched away throughout the
body. To link forsooth a mortal thing with an ev-
erlasting and suppose that they can have sense in
common and can be reciprocally acted upon, is
sheer folly; for what can be conceived more incon-
gruous, more discordant and inconsistent with it-
self, than a thing which is mortal, linked with an
immortal and everlasting thing, trying in such
union to weather furious storms.

Lucretius, Nature of Things, 111

“Now no more shall thy house admit thee with
glad welcome, nor a most virtuous wife and sweet
children run to be the first to snatch kisses and
touch thy heart with a silent joy. No more mayst
thou be prosperous in thy doings, a safeguard to
thine own. One disastrous day has taken from
thee luckless man in luckless wise all the many
prizes of life.” This do men say; but add not
thereto “and now no longer does any craving for
these things beset thee withal.” For if they could
rightly percéive this in thought and follow up the
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thought in words, they would release themselves
from great distress and apprehension of mind.
“Thou, even as now thou art, sunk in the sleep of
death, shalt continue so to be all time to come,
freed from all distressful pains; but we with a sor-
row that would not be sated wept for thee, when
close by thou didst turn to an ashen hue on thy
appalling funeral pile, and no length of days shall
pluck from our hearts our ever-during grief.” This
question therefore should be asked of this speaker,
what there is in it so passing bitter, if it come in
the end to sleep and rest, that any one should pine
in never-ending sorrow.

Lucretius, Nature of Things, 111

Once more what evil lust of life is this which con-
strains us with such force to be so mightily trou-
bled in doubts and dangers? A sure term of life is
fixed for mortals, and death cannot be shunned,
but meet it we must. Moreover we are ever en-
gaged, ever involved in the same pursuits, and no
new pleasure is struck out by living on; but whilst
what we crave is wanting, it seems to transcend all
the rest; then, when it has been gotten, we crave
something else, and ever does the same thirst of
life possess us, as we gape for it open-mouthed.
Quite doubtful it is what fortune the future will
carry with it or what chance will bring us or what
end is at hand. Nor by prolonging life do we take
one tittle from the time past in death nor can we
fret anything away, whereby we may haply be a
less long time in the condition of the dead. There-
fore you may complete as many generations as
you please during your life; none the less however
will that everlasting death await you; and for no
less long a time will he be no more in being, who
beginning with to-day has ended his life, than the
man who has died many months and years ago.
Lucretius, Nature of Things, 11X

The philosopher’s whole life is a preparation for
death.
Cicero, Disputations, I, 30

Let us get rid of such old wives’ tales as the one
that tells us it is tragic to die before one’s time.
What “time” is that, I would like to know? Na-
ture is the one who has granted us the loan of our
lives, without setting any schedule for repayment.
What has one to complain of if she calls in the
loan when she will?

Cicero, Disputations, 1, 39

What a poor dotard must he be who has not
learnt in the course of so long a life that death is
not a thing to be feared? Death, that is either to
be totally disregarded, if it entirely extinguishes
the soul, or is even to be desired, if it brings him
where he is to exist forever. A third alternative, at
any rate, cannot possibly be discovered. Why then
should I be afraid if I am destined either not to be
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miserable after death or even to be happy? After
all, who is such a fool as to feel certain—however
young he may be—that he will be alive in the
evening? Nay, that time of life has many more
chances of death than ours. Young men more eas-
ily contract diseases; their ilinesses are more seri-
ous; their treatment has to be more severe. Ac-
cordingly, only a few arrive at old age. If that
were not so, life would be conducted better and
more wisely; for it is in old men that thought,
reason, and prudence are to be found; and if there
had been no old men, states would never have
existed at all.

Cicero, Old Age, XIX

If T am wrong in thinking the human soul immor-
tal, I am glad to be wrong; nor will I allow the
mistake which gives me so much pleasure to be
wrested from me as long as I live. But if when
dead, as some insignificant philosophers think, I
am to be without sensation, I am not afraid of
dead philosophers deriding my errors. Again, if
we are not to be immortal, it is nevertheless what
a man must wish—to have his life end at its prop-
er time. For nature puts a limit to living as to
everything else. Now, old age is, as it were, the
playing out of the drama, the full fatigue of which
we should shun, especially when we also feel that
we have had more than enough of it.

Cicero, 0ld Age, XXIII

Happy the man, who, studying nature’s laws,
Through known effects can trace the secret
cause—
His mind possessing in a quiet state,
Fearless of Fortune, and resigned to Fate!
Virgil, Georgics, 11

In youth alone unhappy mortals live;
But ah! the mighty bliss is fugitive:
Discoloured sickness, anxious labours, come,
And age, and death’s inexorable doom.
Virgil, Georgics, I1I

Ah! Postumus, Postumus, fast fly the years,
And prayers to wrinkles and impending age
Bring not delay; nor shalt assuage
Death’s stroke with pious tears;

No, not though on each day that comes to thee
With thrice a2 hundred bulls thou sought to gain
Grim Pluto’s pity, all were vain!
Great Geryon he’ll not free,

Or Tityos, from the gloomy stream, whose tide
Each child of earth must traverse shore to shore,
Whether a crown on earth we bore,
Or crofters lived and died.
Horace, Odes, 11, 14

While you pray for life, study death. Fatted bulls
fall from some slight wound, and creatures of
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great stamina are downed by one blow from a
man’s hand. A tiny blade can sever the tendons of
the neck; and when the head is severed the hulk
of the body crumples in a heap. No secret corner
of the body hides the soul. No knife can dig it out,
nor any wound aimed at the vital parts; death is
near at hand. For these death blows I have ap-
pointed no specific spot—anywhere you wish: the
way is open. When breath departs the body, that
moment we call dying is so brief we cannot be
aware of it. Whether one is strangled or drowned,
or the skull is fractured from a fall on the hard
ground, or fire deprives us of air; whatever the
case, the end comes quickly, Are you blushing for
shame? For so long a time you are in fear of what
is over so quickly.

Seneca, On Providence, V1

What is death? Either a transition or an end. I am
not afraid of coming to an end, this being the
same as never having begun, nor of transition, for
I shall never be in confinement quite so cramped
anywhere else as I am here.

Seneca, Letters to Luctlius, 65

As it is with a play, so it is with life—what matters
is not how long the acting lasts, but how good it is.
It is not important at what point you stop. Stop
wherever you will——only make sure that you
round it off with a good ending.

Seneca, Letters to Lucilius, 77

Then said Martha unto Jesus, Lord, if thou hadst
been here, my brother had not died.

But I know, that even now, whatsoever thou
wilt ask of God, God will give it thee.

Jesus saith unto her, Thy brother shall rise
agam.

Martha saith unto him, I know that he shall
rise again in the resurrection at the last day.

Jesus said unto her, I am the resurrection, and
the life: he that believeth in me, though he were
dead, yet shall he live:

And whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall
never die, Believest thou this? .

She saith unto him, Yea, Lord: I believe that
thou art the Christ, the Son of God, which. should
come into the world.

And when she had so said, she went her way,
and called Mary her sister secretly, saying, The
Master is come, and calleth for thee.

As soon as she heard that, she arose quickly,
and came unto him, .

Now Jesus was not yet come into the town, but
was in that place where Martha met him.

The Jews then which were with her in the
house, and comforted her, when they saw Mary,
that she rose up hastily and went out, followed
her, saying, She goeth unto the grave to weep
there.

Then when Mary was come where Jesus was,
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and saw him, she fell down at his feet, saying unto
him, Lord, if thou hadst been here, my brother
had not died.

When Jesus therefore saw her weeping, and the
Jews also weeping which came with her, he
groaned in the spirit, and was troubled,

And said, Where have ye laid him? They said
unto him, Lord, come and see.

Jesus wept.

- Then said the Jews, Behold how he loved him!

And some of them said. Could not this man.
which opened the eyes of the blind, have caused
that even this man should not have died?

Jesus therefore again groaning in himself com-
eth to the grave. It was a cave, and a stone lay
upon it.

Jesus said, T'ake ye away the stone. Martha, the
sister of him that was dead, saith unto him, Lord,
by this time he stinketh: for he hath been dead
four days.

Jesus saith unto her, Said I not unto thee, that,
if thou wouldest believe, thou shouldest see the
glory of God?

Then they took away the stone from the place
where the dead was laid. And Jesus lifted up his
eyes, and said, Father, I thank thee that thou hast
heard me.

And I knew that thou hearest me always: but
because of the people which stand by I said it,
that they may believe that thou hast sent me.

And when he thus had spoken, he cried with a
loud voice, Lazarus, come forth.

And he that was dead came forth, bound hand
and foot with graveclothes: and his face was
bound about with a napkin. Jesus saith unto
them, Loose him, and let him go.

John 11:2144

Verily, verily, I say unto you, Except a corn of
wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth
alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.

He that loveth his life shall lose it; and he that
hateth his life in this world shall keep it unto life
eternal.

John 12:24-25

For since by man came death, by man came also
the resurrection of the dead.

For as in Adam all die, even so in Christ shall
all be made alive.

But every. man in his own order: Christ the
firstfruits; afterward they that are the Christ’s at
his coming. ‘

Then cometh the end, when he shall have de-
livered up the kingdom to God, even the Father;
when he shall have put down all rule and all au-
thority and power.

For he must reign, till he hath put all enemies
under his feet.

The last enemy that shall be destroyed is death.

I Corinthians 15:21-26
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All flesh is not the same flesh: but there is one
kind of flesh of men, another flesh of beasts, an-
other of fishes, and another of birds.

There are also celestial bodies, and bodies ter-
restrial: but the glory of the celestial is one, and
the glory of the terrestrial is another.

There is one glory of the sun, and another glory
of the moon, and another glory of the stars: for
one star differeth from another star in glory.

So also is the resurrection of the dead. It is sown
in corruption; it is raised in incorruption:

It is sown in dishonour; it is raised in glory: it is
sown in weakness; it is raised in power:

It is sown a natural body; it is raised a spiritual
body. There is a natural body, and there is a spiri-
tual body. . . .

Now this I say, brethren, that flesh and blood
cannot inherit the kingdom of God; neither doth
corruption inherit incorruption. . . .

For this corruptible must put on incorruption,
and this mortal must put on immortality.

So when this corruptible shall have put on in-
corruption, and this mortal shall have put on im-
mortality, then shall be brought to pass the saying
that is written, Death is swallowed up in victory.

O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is
thy victory?

I Corinthians 15:39-55

And I looked, and behold a pale horse: and his
name that sat on him was Death, and Hell fol-
lowed with him. And power was given unto them
over the fourth part of the earth, to kill with
sword, and with hunger, and with death, and with
the beasts of the earth.

Revelation 6:8

The death of happy men is not . . . most griev-
ous, but most blessed, since it secures their felicity,
and puts it out of fortune’s power. And that Spar-
tan advised well, who, embracing Diagoras, that
had himself been crowned in the Olympic Games,
and saw his sons and grandchildren victors, said,
“Die, Diagoras, for thou canst not be a god.”

Plutarch, Pelopidas

One finds it also related by many that a soothsay-
er bade him prepare for some great danger on the
Ides of March. When this day was come, Casar,
as he went to the senate, met this soothsayer, and
said to him by way of raillery, “The Ides of
March are come,” who answered him calmly,
“Yes, they are come, but they are not past.” The
day before his assassination he supped with Mar-
cus Lepidus; and as he was signing some: letters
according to his custom, as he reclined at table,
there arose a question what sort of death was the
best. At which he immediately, before any one
could speak, said, “A sudden one.” '

Plutarch, Caesar
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Throwing away then all things, hold to these only
which are few; and besides bear in mind that ev-
ery man lives only this present time, which is an
indivisible point, and that all the rest of his life is
either past or it is uncertain. Short then is the
time which every man lives, and small the nook of
the earth where he lives; and short too the longest
posthumous fame, and even this only continued
by a succession of poor human beings, who will
very soon die, and who know not even themselves,
much less him who died long ago.

Marcus Aurelius, Meditations, 111, 10

Always observe how ephemeral and worthless hu-
man things are. . . . Pass then through this little
space of time conformably to nature, and end thy
journey in content, just as an olive falls off when it
is ripe, blessing nature who produced it, and
thanking the tree on which it grew.

Marcus Aurelius, Meditations, IV, 48

Soon, very soon, thou wilt be ashes, or a skeleton,
and either a name or not even a name; but name
is sound and echo. And the things which are
much valued in life are empty and rotten and
trifling, and like little dogs biting one another,
and little children quarrelling, laughing, and then
straightway weeping.

Marcus Aurelius, Meditations, V, 33

How can it be that the gods after having arranged
all things well and benevolently for mankind,
have overlooked this alone, that some men and
very good men, and men who, as we may say,
have had most communion with the divinity, and
through pious acts and religious observances have
been most intimate with the divinity, when thev
have once died should never exist again, but
should be completely extinguished?

But if this is so, be assured that if it ought to
have been otherwise, the gods would have done it.
For if it were just, it would also be possible; and if
it were according to nature, nature would. have
had it so. But because it is not so, if in fact it is not
so, be thou convinced that it ought not to have
been so.

Marcus Aurelius, Meditations, XII, 5

This devouring of Kind by Kind is necessary as
the means to the transmutation of living things
which could not keep form for ever even though
no other killed them: what grievance is it that
when they must go their despatch is so planned as
to be serviceable to others?

Still more. what does it matter when they are
devoured only to return in some new form? It
comes to no more than the murder of one of the
personages in a play; the actor alters his make-up
and enters in a new role. The actor, of course, was
not really killed; but if dying is but changing a
body as the actor changes a costume, or even an
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exit from the body like the exit of the actor from
the boards when he has no more to say or do,
what is there so very dreadful in this transforma-
tion of living beings one into another?

Plotinus, Third Ennead, 11, 15

Life in the Supreme is the native activity of Intel-
lect; in virtue of that converse it brings forth gods,
brings forth beauty, brings forth righteousness,
brings forth all moral good; for of all these the
soul is pregnant when it has been filled with God.
This state is its first and its final, because from
God it comes, its good lies There, and, once
turned to God again, it is what it was. Life here,
with the things of earth, is a sinking, a defeat, a
failing of the wing.

Plotinus, Sixth Ennead, 1X, 9

The soul in its nature loves God and longs to be at
one with Him in the noble love of a daughter for
a noble father; but coming to human birth and
lured by the courtships of this sphere, she takes up
with another love, a2 mortal, leaves her father and
falls.

But one day coming to hate her shame, she puts
away the evil of earth, once more seeks the father,
and finds her peace.

Plotinus, Sixth Ennead, IX, 9

The soul lives by avoiding those things which if
they are sought bring death. Refrain from the
ugly savagery of pride, from the slothly pleasure
of lust, from all that lyingly bears the name of
science, that the wild beasts may be tamed, the
cattle brought to subjection, and the serpents
made harmless. For these animals are an allegory
for the movements of the mind. The pomp of
pride and the delight that is in lust and the poison
of curiosity are the movements of a soul that is
dead—mnot dead so that it has lost all movement,
but dead by departing from the fountain of life so
that it is taken up by the world that passes away
and conformed to it. But Your word, O God, is a
fountain of life everlasting and does not pass
away.

Augustine, Confessions, X1II, 21

All these last offices and ceremonies that concern
the dead, the careful funeral arrangements, and
the equipment of the tomb, and the pomp of obse-
quies, are rather the solace of the living than the
comfort of the dead.

Augustine, City of God, I, 12

The death . . . of the soul takes place when God
forsakes it, as the death of the body when the soul
forsakes it.

Augustine, City of God, X111, 2

Of the first and bodily death, then, we may say
that to the good it is good, and evil to the evil.
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But, doubtless, the second, as it happens to none
of the good, so it can be good for none.
Augustine, City of God, X111, 2

As regards bodily death, that is, the separation of
the soul from the body, it is good unto none while
it is being endured by those whom we say are in
the article of death. For the very violence with
which body and soul are wrenched asunder,
which in the living had been conjoined and close-
ly intertwined, brings with it a harsh experience,
Jjarring horridly on nature so long as it continues,
till there comes a total loss of sensation, which
arose from the very interpenetration of spirit and
flesh. And all this anguish is sometimes forestalled
by one stroke of the body or sudden flitting of the
soul, the swiftness of which prevents it from being
felt. But whatever that may be in the dying which
with violently painful sensation robs of all sensa-
tion, yet, when it is piously and faithfully borne, it
increases the merit of patience, but does not make
the name of punishment inapplicable. Death, pro-
ceeding by ordinary generation from the first
man, is the punishment of all who are born of
him, yet, if it be endured for righteousness’ sake, it
becomes the glory of those who are born again;
and though death be the award of sin, it some-
times secures that nothing be awarded to sin.
Augustine, City of God, X111, 6

We enjoy some gratification when our good
friends die; for though their death leaves us in

‘sorrow, we have the consolatory assurance that

they are beyond the ilis by which in this life even
the best of men are broken down or corrupted.
Augustine, City of God, XIX, 8

Now among all passions inflicted from without,
death holds the first place, just as sexual concupis-
cences are chief among internal passions. Conse-
quently, when a man conquers death and things
directed to death, his is a most perfect victory.
Aquinas, Summa Theologica, 111 Suppl., 96, 6

Ageus. “Just as there never died a man,” quoth
he,

“But he had lived on earth in some degree,

Just so there never lived a man.” he said.

“In all this world, but must be sometime dead.

This world is but a thoroughfare of woe,

And we are pilgrims passing to and fro;

Death is the end of every worldly sore.”
Chaucer, Canterbury Tales: Knight’s Tale

I go to seek a great perhaps.
Rabelais, Last Words (ascribed to)

Man, that is born of a woman, hath but a short
time to live, and is full of misery. He cometh up,
and is cut down, like a flower; he fleeth as it were
a shadow, and never continueth in one stay.
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In the midst of life we are in death; of whom
may we week for succour, but of thee, O Lord,
who for our sins art justly displeased?

Book of Common Prayer

In everything else there may be sham: the fine
reasonings of philosophy may be a mere pose in
us; or else our trials, by not testing us to the quick,
give us a chance to keep our face always com-
posed. But in the last scene, between death and
ourselves, there is no more pretending; we must
talk plain French, we must show what there is
that is good and clean at the bottom of the pot.
Montaigne, Essays, 1, 19, That Our
Happiness

There are gallant and fortunate deaths. I have
seen death bring a wonderfully brilliant career,
and that in its flower, to such a splendid end that
in my opinion the dead man’s ambitions and cou-
rageous designs had nothing so lofty about them
as their interruption. He arrived where he aspired
to without going there, more grandly and glori-
ously than he had desired or hoped. And by his
fall he went beyond the power and the fame to
which he had aspired by his career.
Montaigne, Essays, 1, 19, That Our
Happiness

It is uncertain where death awaits us; let us await
it everywhere. Premeditation of death is premedi-
tation of freedom. He who has learned how to die
has unlearned how to be a slave. Knowing how to
dic frees us from all subjection and constraint.
There is nothing evil in life for the man who has
thoroughly grasped the fact that to be deprived of
life is not an evil.
Montaigne, Essays, I, 20, That to
Philesophize

What does it matter when it comes, since it is

inevitable? To the man who told Socrates, “The

thirty tyrants have condemned you to death,” he
replied: “And nature, them.” »

Montaigne, Essays, I, 20, That to

Philosophize

Nature forces us to it. Go out of this world. she
says, as you entered it. The same passage that you
made from death to life, without feeling or fright,
make it again from life to death. Your death is a
part of the order of the universe; it is a part of the
life of the world.
Montaigne, Essays, 1, 20, That to
Philosophize

Now I have often pondered how it happens that
in wars the face of death, whether we see it in
ourselves or in others, seems to us imcomparably
less terrifying than in our houses—otherwise you
would have an army of doctors and snivelers—
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and, since death is always the same, why never-
theless there is much more assurance against it
among villagers and humble folk than among
others. I truly think it is those dreadful faces and
trappings with which we surround it, that frighten
us more than death itself: an entirely new way of
living; the cries of mothers, wives, and children;
the visits of people dazed and benumbed by grief;
the presence of 2 number of pale and weeping
servants; a darkened room; lighted candles; our
bedside besieged by doctors and preachers; in
short, everything horror and fright around us.
There we are already shrouded and buried. Chil-
dren fear even their friends when they see them
masked, and so do we ours. We must strip the
mask from things as well as from persons; when it
is off, we shall find beneath only that same death
which a valet or a mere chambermaid passed
through - not long ago without fear. Happy the
death that Jeaves no leisure for preparing such
ceremonies!
Montaigne, Essays, 1, 20, That to
Philosophize

It is not without reason that we are taught to
study even our sleep for the resemblance it has
with death. How easily we pass from ‘waking to
sleeping! With how little sense of loss we lose con-
sciousness of the light and of ourselves! Perhaps
the faculty of sleep, which deprives us of all action
and all feeling, might seem useless and contrary to
nature, were it not that thereby Nature teaches us
that she has made us for dying and living alike,
and from the start of life presents to us the eternal
state that she reserves for us after we die, to accus-
tom us to it and take away our fear of it.
Montaigne, Essays, II, 6, Of Practice

Life is full of fireworks; death, of love and cour-

tesy.
Montaigne, Essays, 11, 35, Of Three Good
‘Women

Gaunt. O, but they say the tongues of dying men
Enforce attention like deep harmony:
Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in
vain,
For they breathe truth that breathe their words in
pain.
He that no more must say is listen’d more
Than they whom youth and ease have taught
to glose;
More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives be-
fore:
The setting sun, and music at the close,
As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last,
Writ in remembrance more than things long past.
Shakespeare, Richard IT, 11, i, 5

Prince of Wales. When that this body did contain a
spirit,
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A kingdom for it was too small a bound;
But now two paces of the vilest earth
Is room enough.
Shakespeare, I Henry IV, V| iv, 89

Feeble. By my troth, I care not; 2 man can die but
once: we owe God a death. . . and let it go which
way it will, he that dies this year is quit for the
next.

Shakespeare, IT Henry IV, 111, ii, 250

Caesar. Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,
It seems to me most strange that men should fear;
Seeing that death, a necessary end,
Will come when it will come.

Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, 11, ii, 34

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off,

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.

Do not for ever with thy vailed lids

Seek for thy noble father in the dust.

Thou know’st ’tis common; all that lives must die,

Passing through nature to eternity.
Hamlet. Ay, madam, it is common.
Queen.

Why seems it so particular with thee?
Ham. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not

“seems.”
"Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother,

If it be,

. Nor customary suits of solemn black,
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Nor windy suspiration of forced breath,

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye,

Nor the dejected *haviour of the visage,

Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grief,

That can denote me truly: these indeed seem,

For they are actions that a man might play:

But I have that within which passeth show;

These but the trappings and the suits of woe.
Shakespeare, Hamlet, 1, ii, 68

King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius?

Hamlet. At supper.

King. At supper! where?

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten.
A certain convocation of politic worms are €’en at
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet. We
fat all creatures else to fat us, and we fat ourselves
for maggots. Your fat king and your lean beggar is
but variable service, two dishes, but to one table;
that’s the end.

King. Alas, alas!

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath
eat of a king, and eat of the fish that hath fed of
that worm.

King. What dost thou mean by this?

Ham. Nothing but to show you how a king may
go a progress through the guts of a beggar.

King. Where is Polonius?

Ham. In heaven; send thither to see. If your
messenger find him not there, seek him i’ the
other place yourself. But indeed, if you find him
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not within this month, you shall nose him as you
go up the stairs into the lobby.
King. Go seck him there.
[To some Attendants.
Ham. He will stay till you come.
Shakespeare, Hamlet, IV, iii, 17

Ophelia. We must be patient; but I cannot choose
but weep, to think they should lay him i’ the cold
ground.

Shakespeare, Hamlet, IV, v, 68

Hamlet. That skull had a tongue in it, and could
sing once. How the knave jowls it to the ground,
as if it were Cain’s jaw-bone, that did the first
murder! It might be the pate of a politician,
which this ass now o’er-reaches; one that would
circumvent God, might it not?

Horatio. It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of a courtier; which could say “Good
morrow, sweet lord! How dost thou, good lord?”
This might be my Lord Such-a-one, that praised
my Lord Such-a-one’s horse, when he meant to
beg it; might it not?

Hor. Ay, my lord.

Ham, Why, €’en s0; and now my Lady Worm’s;
chapless, and knocked about the mazzard with a
sexton’s space. Here’s fine revolution, an we had
the trick to see’t. . . . There’s another. Why may
not that be the skull of a lawyer? Where be his
quiddities now, his quillets, his cases, his tenures,
and his tricks? Why does he suffer this rude knave
now to knock him about the sconce with a dirty
shovel, and will not tell him of his action of bat-
tery? Hum! This fellow might be in’s time a great
buyer of land, with his statutes, his recognizances,
his fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries. Is
this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his
recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt?
Will his vouchers vouch him no more of his pur-
chases, and double ones too, than the length and
breadth of a pair of indentures? The very convey-
ances of his lands will hardly lie in this box; and
must the inheritor himself have no more, ha?

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord.

Shakespeare, Hamlet, V, i, 83

Hamlet. Alas, poor Yorick! I knew him, Horatio; a
fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy. He
hath borne me on his back a thousand times: and
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is! my
gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips that I have
kissed I know not how oft. Where be your. gibes
now? your gambols? your songs? your flashes of
merriment, that were wont to set the table on a
roar? Not one now, to mock your own grinning?
quite chap-fallen? Now get you to my lady’s
chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick,
to this favour she must come; make her laugh at
that.

Shakespeare, Hamlet, V, i, 202
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79 Hamlet. To what base uses we may return, Hora-

tiol Why may not imagination trace the noble
dust of Alexander, till he find it stopping a bung-
hole?

Horatio. "T'were to consider too curiously, to con-
sider so.

Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him
thither with modesty enough, and likelihood to
lead it; as thus: Alexander died, Alexander was
buried, Alexander returneth into dust; the dust is
earth; of earth we make loam; and why of that
loam, whereto he was converted, might they not
stop a beer-barrel?

Shakespeare, Hamlet, V, i, 223

80 Hamlet. If it be now, tis not to come; if it be not to
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come, it will be now; if it be not now, yet it will

come; the readiness is all. Since no man has aught

of what he leaves, what is’t to leave betimes?
Shakespeare, Hamlet, V, 1i, 231

Duke. Be absolute for death; either death or life

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with
life:

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing :

That none but fools would keep. A breath thou
art,

Servile to all the skyey influences,

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st,

Hourly afflict. Merely, thou art Death’s fool;

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun

And yet runn’st toward him still. Thou art not
noble;

For all the accommodations that thou bear’st

Are nursed by baseness. Thou’rt by no means
valiant;

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork

Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep,

And that thou oft provokest; yet grossly fear’st

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thy-
self;

For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains

That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not;

For what thou hast not, still thou strivest to get,

And what thou hast, forget’st. Thou are not cer-
tain;

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects,

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou’rt poor;

For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows,

Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey,

And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou none;

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire,

The mere effusion of thy proper loins,

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum,

For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth
nor age,

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep,

Dreaming on both; for all thy blessed youth

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms

Of palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich,
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Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor
beauty,
To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life
Lie hid moe thousand deaths; yet death we fear,
That makes these odds all even.
Shakespeare, Measure for Measure, 111, i, 4

Isabella. The sense of death is most in apprehen-
sion;
And the poor beetle that we tread upon,
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great
As when a giant dies.
Shakespeare, Measure for Measure, 111, i, 78

Claudio. Death is a fearful thing.
Isabella. And shamed life a hateful.
Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not
where;
To lie in cold obstruction and to rot;
This sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice;
To be imprison’d in the viewless winds,
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world; or to be worse than worst
Of those that lawless and incertain thought
Imagine howling; ’tis too horrible!
The weariest and most loathed wordly life
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment
Can lay on nature is a paradise
To what we fear of death.
Isab. Alas, alas!
Shakespeare, Measure for Measure, 111, i, 116

Othello. 1t is the cause, it is the cause, my soul—
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars!—
It is the cause. Yet I’ll not shed her blood;
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than. snow,
And smooth as monumental alabaster.
Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men.
Put out the light, and then put out the light.
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister,
I can again thy former light restore.
Should I repent me; but once put out thy light,
Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature,
I know not where is that Promethean heat
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck’d
the rose,

I cannot give it vital growth again,
It must needs wither.

Shakespeare, Othello, V, ii, 1

Edgar. Men must endure
Their going hence, even as their coming hither;
Ripeness is all.

Shakespeare, Lear, V, ii, 10

Macbeth. 1f it were done when ’tis done, then
"twere well
It were done quickly. If the assassination
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Could trammel up the consequence, and catch
With his surcease success; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all here,

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,
We’d jump the life to come. But in these cases
We still have judgement here; that we but teach
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return
To plague the inventor.

Shakespeare, Macbeth, 1, vii, 1

Macbeth. There’s one did laugh in’s sleep, and one
cried “Murder!”
That they did wake each other. I stood and heard
them;
But they did say their prayers, and address’d them
Again to sleep.
Lady Macbeth. There are two lodged together.
Mach. One cried “God bless us!” and “Amen”
the other;
As they had seen me with these hangman’s hands.
Listening their fear, I could not say “Amen,”
When they did say “God bless us!”
Lady M. Consider it not so deeply.
Mach, But wherefore could not I pronounce
“Amen’f?
I had most need of blessing, and “Amen”
Stuck in my throat
Lady M. These deeds must not be thought
After these ways; so, it will make us mad.
Mach. Methought I heard a voice cry, “Sleep no
more!
Macbeth does murder sleep,” the innocent sleep,
Sleep that knits up the ravell’d sleave of care,
The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath,
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,
Chief nourisher in life’s feast—

Lady M. What do you mean?
Macb. Still it cried, “Sleep no more!” to all the
house;
“Glamis hath murder’d sleep, and therefore
Cawdor
Shall sleep no more; Macbeth shall sleep no
more.”
Shakespeare, Macbeth, 11, ii, 23
Lady Macbeth. The sleeping and the dead

Are but as pictures; tis the eye of childhood
That fears a painted devil.

Shakespeare, Macbeth, 11, ii, 53

89 Macbeth. Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this

blood
Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will
rather
The multitudinous seas incarnadine,
Making the green one red.

Re-enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady Macbeth. My hands are of your colour; but
I shame

90 Macbeth.
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To wear a heart so white. [Knocking within.] 1 hear
a knocking
At the south entry. Retire we to our chamber.
A little water clears us of this deed.
Shakespeare, Macbeth, 11, ii, 60

Better be with the dead,
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace,
Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ectasy. Duncan is in his grave;

After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well;

Treason has done his worst; nor steel, nor poison,
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing,

Can touch him further.

Shakespeare, Macbeth, 111, ii, 19

Cleopatra. [Antony dies.] The crown o’ the earth
doth melt. My lord!
O, wither’d is the garland of the war,
The soldier’s pole is fall’n; young boys and girls
Are level now with men; the odds is gone,
And there is nothing left remarkable
Beneath the visiting moon.
Shakespeare, Antony and Cleopatra, IV, xv, 63

Guiderius. Fear no more the heat o’ the sun,
Nor the furious winter’s rages;
Thou thy worldly task hast done,
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages.
Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.
Shakespeare, Cymbeline, IV, ii, 258

Stephano. He that dies pays all debts.
Shakespeare, Tempest, 111, ii, 140

No longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell.
Shakespeare, Sonnet LXXT

Well! said Don Quixote, thou wilt never be silent
till thy Mouth’s full of Clay; when thou’rt dead, I
hope I shall have some Rest. Faith and Troth now
Master, quoth Sancho, you did ill to talk of Death,
Heaven bless us, ’tis no Child’s Play; you’ve ¢’en
spoil’ld my Dinner; the very Thought of raw
Bones and lanthorn Jaws makes me sick. Death
eats up all Things, both the young Lamb and old
Sheep; and I have heard our Parson say, Death
values a Prince no more than a Clown; all’s Fish
that comes to his Net; he throws at all, and sweeps
Stakes; he’s no Mower that takes a Nap at Noon-
Day, but drives on, fair Weather or foul, and cuts
down the green Grass as well as the ripe Corn:
He’s neither squeamish nor queesy-stomach’d, for
he swallows without chewing, and crams down all
things into his ungracious Maw; and tho’ you can
see no Belly he has, he has a confounded Dropsy,
and thirsts after Men’s Lives, which he guggles
down like Mother’s Milk. Hold, hold, cry’d the
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Knight, go no further, for thou art come to a very
handsome Period; thou hast said as much of
Death in thy home-spun Cant, as a good Preacher
could have done: Thou hast got the Knack of
Preaching, Man! I must get thee a Pulpit and
Benefice, I think.

Cervantes, Don Quixote, 11, 20

O eloquent, just, and mighty Death! whom none
could advise, thou hast persuaded; what none
hath dared, thou hast done; and whom all the
world hath flattered, thou only hast cast out of the
world and despised; thou hast drawn together all
the far-stretched greatness, all the pride, cruelty,
and ambition of man, and covered it all over with
these two narrow words, Hic jacet!

Sir Walter Raleigh, History of the World,
Bk. V, VI, 12

Wee can dye by it, if not live by love,
And if unfit for tombes and hearse
Our legend bee, it will be fit for verse;
And if no peece of Chronicle wee prove,
We'll build in sonnets pretty roomes;
As well a well wrought urne becomes
The greatest ashes, as halfe-acre tombes.

Donne, The Canonization

Death be not proud, though some have called
thee

Mighty and dreadfull, for, thou art not soe,

For, those, whom thou think’st, thou dost over-
throw,

Die not, poore death, nor yet canst thou kill mee.

From rest and sleepe, which but thy pictures bee,

Much pleasure, then from thee, much more must
flow,

And soonest our best men with thee doe goe,

Rest of their bones, and soules deliverie.

Thou art slave to Fate, Chance, kings, and des-
perate men,

And dost with poyson, warre, and sicknesse dwell,

And poppie, or charmes can make us sleepe as
well,

And better than thy stroake; why swell’st thou
then?

One short sleepe past, wee wake eternally,

And death shall be no more; death, thou shalt die.

Donne, Holy Sonnet X

Wouldst thou hear what man can say
In a little? Reader, stay.
Underneath this stone doth lie
As much beauty as could die;
Which in life did harbor give

To more virtue than doth live.

If at all she had a fault,

Leave it buried in this vault,
One name was Elizabeth;

Th’ other, let it sleep with death:
Fitter, where it died, to tell,

Than that it lived at all. Farewell!
Jonson, Epitaph on Elizabeth, L. H.

100 Men fear death as children fear to go in the dark;
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and as that natural fear in children is increased
with tales, so is the other. Certainly, the contem-
plation of death, as the wages of sin and passage
to another world, is holy and religious; but the
fear of it, as a tribute due unto nature, is weak.
Yet in religious meditations there is sometimes
mixture of vanity and of superstition. . . . Groans
and convulsions, and a discoloured face, and
friends weeping, and blacks, and obsequies, and
the like, show death terrible.

Bacon, Of Death

It is worthy the observing that there is no passion
in the mind of man so weak but it mates and
masters the fear of death; and therefore death is
no such terrible enemy when a man hath so many
attendants about him that can win the combat of
him. Revenge triumphs over death; love slights it;
honour aspireth to it; grief flieth to it; fear pre-
occupateth it.

Bacon, Of Death

There is neither the word nor the thing of purga-
tory, neither in this nor any other text; nor any-
thing that can prove a necessity of a place for the
soul without the body. . . . For God, that could
give a life to a piece of clay, hath the same power
to give life again to a dead man, and renew his
inanimate and rotten carcass into a glorious, spiri-
tual, and immortal body.

Hobbes, Leviathan, 1V, 44

If the nearness of our last necessity brought a
nearer conformity into it, there were a happiness
in hoary hairs and no calamity in half senses. But
the long habit of living indisposeth us for dying.
Sir Thomas Browne, Um-Burial, V

104 To extend our memories by monuments whose
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death we daily pray for, and whose duration we
cannot hope without injury to our expectations in
the advent of the Last Day, were a contradiction
to our beliefs. We whose generations are ordained
in this setting part of time are providentially tak-
en-off from such imaginations, and, being necessi-
tated to eye the remaining particle of futurity, are
naturally constituted unto thoughts of the next
world, and cannot excusably decline the consider-
ation of that duration which maketh pyramids
pillars of snow and all that’s past a moment.

Sir Thomas Browne, Um-Burial, V

The number of the dead long exceedeth all that
shall live. The night of time far surpasseth the
day, and who knows when was the equinox? Ev-
ery hour adds unto that current arithmetic, which
scarce stands one moment. And since death must
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be the Lucina of life, and even pagans could doubt
whether thus to live were to die; since our longest
sun sets at right descensions and makes but winter
arches, and therefore it cannot be long before we
lie down in darkness and have our light in ashes;
since the brother of death daily haunts us with
dying mementos, and time, that grows old in it-
self, bids us hope no long duration, diuturnity is a
dream and folly of expectation,

Sir Thomas Browne, Umn-Burial, V

To hold long subsistence seems but a scape in
oblivion. But man is a noble animal, splendid in
ashes and pompous in the grave, solemnizing na-
tivities and deaths with equal lustre, nor omitting
ceremonies of bravery in the infamy of his nature.

Sir Thomas Browne, Urn-Burial, V

To subsist in lasting monuments, to live in their
productions, to exist in their names and predica-
ment of chimaeras, was large satisfaction unto old
expectations, and made one part of their Elysi-
ums. But all this is nothing in the metaphysics of
true belief. To live indeed is to be again ourselves,
which being not only a hope, but an evidence, in
noble believers, ’tis all one to lie in St. Innocent’s
churchyard as in the sands of Egypt; ready to be
anything, in the ecstasy of being ever, and as con-
tent with six foot as the moles of Adrianus.

Sir Thomas Browne, Um-Burial, V

As men are not able to fight against death, misery,
ignorance, they have taken it into their heads, in
order to be happy, not to think of them at all.
Despite these miseries, man wishes to be happy,
and only wishes to be happy, and cannot wish not
to be so. But how will he set about it? To be hap-
py he would have to make himself immortal; but,
not being able to do so, it has occurred to him to
prevent himself from thinking of death.
Pascal, Pensées, 11, 168169

For it is not to be doubted that the duration of this
life is but a moment; that the state of death is
eternal, whatever may be its nature; and that thus
all our actions and thoughts must take such differ-
ent directions, according to the state of that eter-
nity, that it is impossible to take one step with
sense and judgement, unless we regulate our
course by the truth of that point which ought to
be our ultimate end.

‘There is nothing clearer than this; and thus,
according to the principles of reason, the conduct
of men is wholly unreasonable, if they do not take
another course.

On this point, therefore, we condemn those who
live without thought of the ultimate end of life,
who let themselves be guided by their own incli-
nations and their own pleasures without reflection
and without concern, and, as if they could annihi-
late eternity by turning away their thought from
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it, think only of making themselves happy for the
moment.

Yet this eternity exists, and death, which must
open into it and threatens them every hour, must
in a little time infallibly put them under the
dreadfu] necessity of being either annijhilated or
unhappy for ever, without knowing which of these
eternities is for ever prepared for them.

This is a doubt of terrible consequence. They
are in peril of eternal woe and thereupon, as if the
matter were not worth the trouble, they neglect to
inquire whether this is one of those opinions
which people receive with too credulous a facility,
or one of those which, obscure in themselves, have
a very firm, though hidden, foundation. Thus
they know not whether there be truth or falsity in
the matter, nor whether there be strength or
weakness in the proofs. They have them before
their eyes; they refuse to look at them; and in that
ignorance they choose all that is necessary to fall
into this misfortune if it exists, to await death to
make trial of it, yet to be very content in this state,
to make profession of it, and indeed to boast. of it.
Can we think seriously of the importance of this
subject without being horrified at conduct so ex-
travagant?

Pascal, Pensees, 111, 195

We are fools to depend upon the society of our

fellow-men. Wretched as we are, powerless as we

are, they will not aid us; we shall die alone.
Pascal, Pensees, 111, 211

Eve. Dust I am, and shall to dust returne:
O welcom hour whenever! why delayes
His hand to execute what his Decree
Fixd on this day? why do I overlive,
Why am I mockt with death, and length’nd out
To deathless pain? how gladly would I meet
Mortalitie my sentence, and be Earth
Insensible, how glad would lay me down
As in my Mothers lap? there I should rest
And sleep secure.
Milton, Paradise Lost, X, 770

Adam. Have I now seen Death? Is this the way
I must return to native dust? O sight
Of terrour, foul and ugly to behold,
Horrid to think, how horrible to feel!
Milton, Paradise Lost, X1, 462

Michael. Many shapes
Of Death, and many are the wayes that lead
To his grim Cave, all dismal; yet to sense
More terrible at th’ entrance then within.
Some, as thou saw’st, by violent stroke shall die,
By Fire, Flood, Famin, by Intemperance more
In Meats and Drinks, which on the Earth shal
bring

Diseases dire.

Milton, Paradise Lost, X1, 467
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Manoa. Come, come, no time for lamentation now,

Nor much more cause, Samson hath quit himself

Like Samson, and heroicly hath finish’d

A life Heroic, on his Enemies

Fully reveng’d, hath left them years of mourning,

And lamentation to the Sons of Caphtor

Through all Philistian bounds. To Israel

Honour hath left, and freedom, let but them

Find courage to lay hold on this occasion,

To himself and Fathers house eternal fame;

And which is best and happiest yet, all this

With God not parted from him, as was feard,

But favouring and assisting to the end.

Nothing is here for tears, nothing to wail

Or knock the breast, no weakness, no contempt,

Dispraise, or blame, nothing but well and fair,

And what may quiet us in a death so noble.
Milton, Samson Agonistes, 1708

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade,
Where heaves the turf in many a moldering
heap,
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid,
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet sleep.

The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn,
The swallow twittering from the straw-built
shed,
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,
No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,
Or busy housewife ply her evening care:
No children run to lisp their sire’s return,
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.
Gray, Elegy Written in a Country Church-Yard

If we were immortal we should all be miserable;
no doubt it is hard to die, but it is sweet to think
that we shall not live for ever, and that a better
life will put an end to the sorrows of this world. If
we had the offer of immortality here below, who
would accept the sorrowful gift?

Rousseau, Emile, 11

A frequent and attentive prospect of that moment
which must put a period to all our schemes and
deprive us of all our acquisitions, is indeed of the
utmost efficacy to the just and rational regulation
of our lives; nor would ever anything wicked, or
often anything absurd, be undertaken or prosecut-
ed by him who should begin every day with a
serious reflection that he is born to die.

Johnson, Rambler No. 17

When we were alone, I introduced the subject of
death, and endeavoured to maintain that the fear
of it might be got over. I told him that David
Hume said to me, he was no more uneasy to think
he should not be after this life, than that he sad not
been before he began to exist. Johnson. “Sir, if he
really thinks so, his perceptions are disturbed; he
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is mad: if he does not think so, he lies. He may tell
you, he holds his finger in the flame of a candle,
without feeling pain; would you believe him?
When he dies, he at least gives up all he has.”
Boswell. “Foote, Sir, told me, that when he was
very ill he was not afraid to die.” Joknson. “It is not
true, Sir. Hold a pistol to Foote’s breast, or to
Hume’s breast, and threaten to kill them, and
you’ll see how they behave.” Boswell. “But may we
not fortify our minds for the approach of death?”
Here I am sensible I was in the wrong, to bring
before his view what he ever looked upon with
horrour; for although when in a celestial frame, in
his Vanity of Human Wishes, he has supposed death
to be “kind Nature’s signal for retreat,” from this
state of being to “a happier seat,” his thoughts
upon this aweful change were in general full of
dismal apprehensions. His mind resembled the
vast amphitheatre, the Coliszum at Rome. In the
centre stood his judgement, which, like a mighty
gladiator, combated those apprehensions that,
like the wild beasts of the Arena, were all around
in cells, ready to be let out upon him. After a
conflict, he drives them back into their dens; but
not killing them, they were still assailing him. To
my - question, whether we might not fortify our
minds for the approach of death, he answered, in
a passion, “No, Sir, let it alone. It matters not how
a man dies, but how he lives. The act of dying is
not of importance, it lasts so short a time.” He
added, (with an earnest look,) “A man knows it
must be so, and submits. It will do him no good to
whine.”

Boswell, Life of Johnson (Oct. 26, 1769)

It is plain that the hope of a future life arises from the

feeting, which exists in the breast of every man,

that the temporal is inadequate to meet and satis-
fy the demands of his nature.

Kant, Critique of Pure Reason, Pref.

: to 2nd Ed.

The average duration of human life will to a cer-
tain degree vary from healthy or unhealthy cli-
mates, from wholesome or unwholesome food,
from virtuous or vicious manners, and other caus-
es, but it may be fairly doubted whether there is
really the smallest perceptible advance in the nat-
ural duration of human life since first we have
had any authentic history of man.

Malthus, Population, IX

Wagner. Ah, God! how long is art!

And soon it is we die.

Oft when my critical pursuits I ply,

I truly grow uneasy both in head and heart.
How hard to gain the means whereby

A man mounts upward to the source!

And ere man’s ended barely half the course,
Poor devil! I suppose he has to die.
Goethe, Faust, 1, 558
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Mephistopheles. “Past”—’tis a stupid word.
Past—why?
Past and pure Naught, sheer Uniformity!
Of what avail’s perpetual creation
If later swept off to annihilation?
“So it is past!” You see what that must mean?
It is the same as had it never been,
And yet whirls on as if it weren’t destroyed.
I should prefer the Everlasting Void.
Goethe, Faust, I1, 5, 11595

Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep—
He hath awakened from the dream of life—
"Tis we, who, lost in stormy visions, keep
With phantoms an unprofitable strife,

And in mad trance strike with our spirit’s knife
Invulnerable nothings. We decay

Like corpses in a charnel; fear and grief
Convulse us and consume us day by day,

And cold hopes swarm like worms within our liv-
ing clay.

He has outsoared the shadow of our night;

Envy and calumny and hate and pain,

And that unrest which men miscall delight,

Can touch him not and torture not again;

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain

He is secure, and now can never mourn

A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in vain;

Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn,
With sparkless ashes loan an unlamented urn.

Shelley, Adonais, XXXIX-XL

‘Whom the gods love die young,” was said of yore,
And many deaths do they escape by this:
The death of friends, and that which slays even
more—
The death of friendship, love, youth, all that is,
Except mere breath; and since the silent shore
Awaits at last even those who longest miss
The old archer’s shafts, perhaps the early grave
Which men weep over may be meant to save.
Byron, Don Juan, IV, 12

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time
I have been half in love with easeful Death,
Call’d him soft names in many a mused rhyme,
To take into the air my quiet breath;
Now more than ever seems it rich to die,
To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ecstasy!
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in
vain—
To thy high requiem become a sod.
Keats, Ode to a Nightingale

‘Vell, gov’ner, ve must all come to it, one day or
another.’

‘So we must, Sammy,’ said Mr. Weller the elder.

‘There’s a Providence in it all’ said Sam.
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‘O’ course there is,’ replied his father with a nod
of grave approval. ‘Wot "ud become of the un-
dertakers vithout it, Sammy?’

Dickens, Pickwick Papers, LI1

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless
deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crost the bar.
Tennyson, Crossing the Bar

Methinks we have hugely mistaken this matter of
Life and Death. Methinks that what thev call mv
shadow here on earth is my true substance. Me-
thinks that in looking at things spiritual, we are
too much like oysters observing the sun through
the water, and thinking that thick water the thin-
nest of air. Methinks my body is but the lees of my
better being. In fact take my body who will, take
it I say, it is not myself. And therefore three cheers
for Nantucket, and come a stove boat and stove
body when they will, for stave my soul, who can
do this?

Melville, Moby Dick, VII

The one visible quality in the aspect of the dead
which most appals the gazer, is the marble pallor
lingering there; as if indeed that pallor were
much like the badge of consternation in the other
world, as of mortal trepidation here. And from
that pallor of the dead, we borrow the expressive
hue of the shroud in which we wrap them.
Melville, Moby Dick, XLII

The life in us is like the water in the river. It may
rise this year higher than man has ever known it,
and flood the parched uplands; even this may be
the eventful year, which will drown out all our
muskrats. It was not always dry land where we
dwell. I see far inland the banks which the stream
anciently washed, before science began to record
its freshets. Every one has heard the story which
has gone the rounds of New England, of a strong
and beautiful bug which came out of the dry leaf
of an old table of apple-tree wood, which had
stood in a farmer’s kitchen for sixty years, first in
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Connecticut, and afterward in Massachusetts—
from an egg deposited in the living tree many
years earlier still, as appeared by counting the an-
nual layers beyond it; which was heard gnawing
out for several weeks, hatched perchance by the
heat of an urn. Who does not feel his faith in a
resurrection and immortality strengthened by
hearing of this? Who knows what beautiful and
winged life, whose egg has been buried for ages
under many concentric layers of woodenness in
the dead dry life of society, deposited at first in the
alburnum of the green and living tree, which has
been gradually converted into the semblance of its
well-seasoned tomb—heard perchance gnawing
out now for years by the astonished family of man,
as they sat round the festive board—may unex-
pectedly come forth from amidst society’s most
trivial and handselled furniture, to enjoy its per-
fect summer life at last! :

I do not say that John or Jonathan will realize
all this; but such is the character of that morrow
which mere lapse of time can never make to
dawn. The light which puts out our eyes is dark-
ness to us. Only that day dawns. to which we are
awake. There is more day to dawn. The sun is but
a morning star.

Thoreau, Walden: Conclusion

Come lovely and soothing death,

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving,
arriving,

In the day, in the night, to all, to each,

Sooner or later delicate death

Prais’d be the fathomless universe,

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge
curious,

And for love, sweet love—but praise! praise!
praise!

For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding
death.

Whitman, When Lilacs Last in the
Dooryard Bloom’d, 135

Ippolir Kirillovitch. 1 imagine that he {Mitya] felt
something like what criminals feel when they are
being taken to the scaffold. They have another
long, long street to pass down and at walking
pace, past thousands of people. Then there will be
a turning into another street and only at the end
of that street the dread place of execution! I fancy
that at the beginning of the journey the condem-
ned man, sitting on his shameful cart, must feel
that he has infinite life still before him. The hous-
es recede, the cart moves on—oh, that’s nothing,
it’s still far to the turning into the second street
and he still looks boldly to right and to left at
those thousands of callously curious people with
their eyes fixed on him, and he still fancies that he
is just such a man as they. But now the turning
comes to the next street. Oh, that’s nothing, noth-
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ing, there’s still a whole street before him, and

however many houses have been passed, he will

still think there are many left. And so to the very
end, to the very scaffold.

Dostoevsky, Brothers Karamazov,

Pt. IV, XII, 9

Whoever has lived long enough to find out. what

life is, knows how deep a dept of gratitude we owe

to Adam, the first great benefactor of our race. He
brought death into the world.

Mark Twain, Pudd’nhead Wilson’s

Calendar, 111

Let us endeavour so to live that when we come to
die even the undertaker will be sorry.

Mark Twain, Pudd’nhead Wilson’s

Calendar, V1

Why is it that we rejoice at a birth and grieve at a

funeral? It is because we are not the person in-
volved.

Mark Twain, Pudd’nhead Wilson’s

Calendar, IX

All say, ‘How hard it is that we have to die'—a

strange complaint to come from the mouths of
people who have had to live.

Mark Twain, Pudd’nhead Wilson’s

Calendar, X

The reports of my death are greatly exaggerated.
Mark Twain, Cable from London to the
Associated Press (1897)

Our own death is indeed unimaginable, and
whenever we make the attempt to imagine it we

‘can perceive that we really survive as spectators.

Hence the psychoanalytic school could venture on
the assertion that at bottom no one believes in his
own death, or to put the same thing in another
way, in the unconscious every one of us is con-
vinced of his own immortality.

Freud; Thoughts on War and Death, 11

Life is impoverished, it loses in interest, when the
highest stake in the game of living, life itself, may
not be risked. It becomes as flat, as superficial, as
one of those American flirtations in which it is
from the first undérstood that nothing is to hap-
pen, contrasted with a Continental love-affair in
which both partners must constantly bear in mind
the serious consequences.

Freud, Thoughts on War and Death, 11

To endure life remains, when all is said, the first
duty of all living beings. Illusion can have no val-
ue if it makes this more difficult for us.

. We remember the old saying: If you desire
peace, prepare for war.
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It would be timely thus to paraphrase it: If you
would endure life, be prepared for death.

Freud, Thoughts on War and Death, 11

141 We perceive duration as a stream against which
we cannot go. It is the foundation of our being,
and, as we feel, the very substance of the world in
which we live.

Bergson, Creative Evolution, 1

142 Death is not an event of life. Death is not lived
through.

If by eternity is understood not endless tempo-
ral duration but timelessness, then he lives eter-
naily who lives in the present.

Our life is endless in the way that our visual
field is without limit.

The temporal immortality of the human soul,
that is to say, its eternal survival after death, is not
only in no way guaranteed, but this assumption in
the first place will not do for us what we always
tried to make it do. Is a riddle solved by the fact
that I survive for ever? Is this eternal life not as
enigmatic as our present one? The solution of the
riddle of life in space and time lies outside space
and time.

Wittgenstein, Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus,
6.4311-6.4312

143 That the end of life should be death may sound
sad: yet what other end can anything have? The
end of an evening party is to go to bed; but its use
is to gather congenial people together, that they
may pass the time pleasantly. An invitation to the
dance is not rendered ironical because the dance
cannot last for ever; the youngest of us and the
most vigorously wound up, after a few hours, has
had enough of sinuous stepping and prancing.
The transitoriness of things is essential to their

physical being, and not at all sad in itself; it be-
comes sad by virtue of a sentimental illusion,
which makes us imagine that they wish to endure,
and that their end is always untimely; but in a
healthy nature it is not so. What is truly sad is to
have some impulse frustrated in the midst of its
career, and robbed of its chosen object; and what
is painful is to have an organ lacerated or de-
stroyed when it is still vigorous, and not ready for
its natural sleep and dissolution. We must not
confuse the itch which our unsatisfied instincts
continue to cause with the pleasure of satisfying
and dismissing each of them in turn. Could they
all be satisfied harmoniously we should be satis-
fied once for all and completely. Then doing and
dying would coincide throughout and be a perfect
pleasure.

Santayana, A Long Way Round to Nirvana

144 A few light taps upon the pane made him turn to
the window. It had begun to snow again. He
watched sleepily the flakes, silver and dark, fall-
ing obliquely against the lamplight. The time had
come for him to set out on his iournev westward.
Yes, the newspapers were right; snow was general
all over Ireland. It was falling on every part of the
dark central plain, on the treeless hills, falling
softly upon the Bog of Allen, and, farther west-
ward, softly falling into the dark mutinous Shan-
non waves. It was falling, too, upon every part of
the lonely churchyard on the hill where Michael
Furey lay buried. It lay thickly drifted on the
crooked crosses and headstones, on the spears of
the little gate, on the barren thorns. His soul
swooned slowly as he heard the snow falling faint-
ly through the universe and faintly falling, like
the descent of their last end, upon all the living
and the dead.

Joyce, The Dead

1.9 | Suicide

Other animals, as for example the lem-
mings, may commit self-destruction en masse,
and when they do so, they do so driven by
instinct, but man alone deliberates about
whether to take his own individual life, dis-
putes the propriety or justification of such

action, and actually commits the act with
care and forethought.

The basic moral issue is one on which the
pagan writers of antiquity, notably the Ro-
man Stoics, and Christian theologians and
philosophers take opposite sides. Suicide for





