
3.1 The Nature) Kinds) and Power of Love 

As the tide of the section indicates, the pas
sages assembled here are of three sorts: they 
try to say what love is or what distinctively 
characterizes it; they try to distinguish the 
various kinds of love and to relate them to 
one another; and they express divers atti
tudes toward the power that love exerts over 
human beings. 

Those who attempt to define what love is 
and what it is not cannot avoid facing ques
tions about its relation to desire. Is the word 
"love" just a synonym for the word "de
sire"? Is desire only one of the components 
of love? Is the kind of desire that enters into 
love different from all the desires that are 
not transformed by love? Can there be love 
without desire? Different answers to such 
questions result in different conceptions of 
love and different classifications of the kinds 
of love. After reading the passages here that 
deal with these matters, the reader might 
find it useful to turn to the quotations deal
ing with desire in Section 4.4 of the chapter 
that follows. 

The fact that English has only one word 
to cover what other languages use at least 
three words to name complicates the inter
pretation of passages that attempt to distin
guish different types of love. The Greek 
triad of eris, ph ilia, and agape, and the Latin 
triad of am or, delietio, and earitas, name three 
distinct types of love that can only be desig
nated in English by such phrases as "erotic 
or sexual love," "friendly love" "divine 
love" or "the love of God and of one's self 

And Ruth said, Intreat me not to leave thee, or to 
return from following after thee: for whither thou 
goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will 
lodge: thy people shall be my people, and thy God 
my God: 

and others as creatures of God." Though we 
do have single English words-"friendship" 
and "charity"-for the second and third 
types of love, our over-broad or over-narrow 
usage of them, together with a prevalent 
tendency to over-stress the sexual or erotic 
aspect of love, often obscures or distorts our 
understanding of the kinds of love and their 
relation to one another. 

One consequence of these linguistic diffi
culties is the necessity of placing here not 
only passages that use the word "love" with 
maximum generality to cover every kind of 
love, but also passages that use the term in 
one or another more restricted sense without 
indicating the specific type of love that is 
intended. To have done otherwise would 
have required us to impose our interpreta
tion upon the quotations. We felt that it was 
better to let the reader interpret them for 
himself, if he wishes, after he has explored 
the variety of loves that the quotations in 
later sections of this chapter discuss or exem
plify. 

The passages that express the attitudes 
writers have taken toward the force of love 
in human life range from admiration bor
dering on awe or reverence to complaints 
verging on fear or dread. Though in most of 
these quotations the word "love" is em
ployed without any qualifying adjective, the 
reader, we think, will discover for himself 
that most of them are referring to sexual or 
erotic love, especially those that express 
qualms about the effects of love. 

Where thou diest, will I die, and there will I be 
buried: the Lord do so to me, and more also, if 
ought but death part thee and me. 

Ruth 1: 16-17 
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2 Set me as a seal upon thine heart, as a seal upon 
thine arm: for love is strong as death; jealousy is 
cruel as the grave: the coals thereof are coals of 
fire, which hath a most vehement flame. 

Many waters cannot quench love, neither can 
the floods drown it: if a man would give all the 
substance of his house for love, it would utterly be 
contemned. 

Song of Solomon 8:6--7 

3 Chorus. Love unconquered in fight, love who falls 
on our havings. 

You rest in the bloom of a girl's unwithered face. 
You cross the sea, you are known in the wildest 

lairs. 
Not the immortal gods can fly, 
nor men of a day. Who has you within him is 

mad. 
Sophocles, Antigone, 781 

4 Deianira. How foolish one would be to climb into 
the ring 

with Love and try to trade blows with him, like a 
boxer. 

For he rules even the Gods as he pleases. 
Sophocles, Women of Trachis, 441 

5 Chorus. When in excess and past all limits Love 
doth come, he brings not glory or repute to man; 
but if the Cyprian queen in moderate might ap
proach, no goddess is so full of charm as she. 

• Euripides, Medea, 627 

6 Chorus. Cypris, you guide men's hearts 
and the inflexible 
hearts of the Gods and with you 
comes Love with the flashing wings, 
comes Love with the swiftest of wings. 
Over the earth he flies 
and the loud-echoing salt-sea. 
He bewitches and maddens the heart 
of the victim he swoops upon. 
He bewitches the race of the mountain-hunting 
lions and beasts of the sea, 
and all the creatures that earth feeds, 
and the blazing sun sees-
and man, too--
over all you hold kingly power, 
Love, you are only ruler 
over all these. 

Euripides, Hippolytus, 1268 

7 Socrates. The soul of the lover will never forsake his 
beautiful one, whom he esteems above all; he has 
forgotten mother and brethren and companions, 
and he thinks nothing of the neglect and loss of his 
property; the rules and proprieties of life, on 
which he formerly prided himself, he now de
spises, and is ready to sleep like a servant, wherev
er he is allowed, as near as he can to his desired 

one, who is the object of his worship, and the phy
sician who can alone assuage the greatness of his 
pain. 

Plato, Phaedrus, 252A 

8 Pausanias. Not every love, but only that which has 
a noble purpose, is noble and worthy of praise. 
The Love who is the offspring of the common 
Aphrodite is essentially common, and has no dis
crimination, being such as the meaner sort of men 
feel, and is apt to be of women as well as of 
youths, and is of the body rather than of the 
soul-the most foolish beings are the objects of 
this love which desires only to gain an end, but 
never thinks of accomplishing the end nobly, and 
therefore does good and evil quite indiscrimi
nately. The goddess who is his mother is far youn
ger than the other, and she was born of the union 
of the male and female, and partakes of both. 

But the offspring of the heavenly Aphrodite is 
derived from a mother in whose birth the female 
has no part,-she is from the male only; this is 
that love which is of youths, and the goddess being 
older, there is nothing of wantonness in her. Those 
who are inspired by this love turn to the male, 
and delight in him who is the more valiant and 
intelligent nature; anyone may recognise the 
pure enthusiasts in the very character of their at
tachments. For they love not boys, but intelligent 
beings whose reason is beginning to be developed, 
much about the time at which their beards begin 
to grow. And in choosing young men to be their 
companions, they mean to be faithful to them, 
and pass their whole life in company with them, 
not to take them in their inexperience, and de
ceive them, and play the fool with them, or run 
away from one to another of them. But the love of 
young boys should be forbidden by law, because 
their future is uncertain; they may turn out good 
or bad, either in body or soul, and much noble 
enthusiasm may be thrown away upon them. 

Plato, Symposium, 181A 

9 "What then is Love?" I [Socrates] asked; "Is he 
mortal?" "No." "What then?" "As in the former 
instance, he is neither mortal nor immortal, but in 
a mean between the two." "What is he, Dioti
rna?" "He is a great spirit, and like all spirits he is 
intermediate between the divine and the mortal." 
"And what," I said, "is hi~ power?" "He inter
prets," she [Diotima] replied, "between gods and 
men, conveying and taking across to the gods the 
prayers and sacrifices of men, and to men the 
commands and replies of the gods; he is the medi
ator who spans the chasm which divides them, 
and therefore in him all is bound together, and 
through him the arts of the prophet and the 
priest, their sacrifices and mysteries and charms, 
and all prophecy and incantation, find their way. 
For God mingles not with man; but through Love 
all the intercourse and converse of god with man, 
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whether awake or asleep, is carried on." 
Plato, Symposium, 202B 

10 "For love, Socrates, is not, as you imagine, the 
love of the beautiful only." "What then?" "The 
love of generation and of birth in beauty." "Yes," 
I said. "Yes, indeed," she [Diotima] replied. "But 
why of generation?" "Because to the mortal crea
ture, generation is a sort of eternity and immortal
ity," she replied; "and if, as has been already ad
mitted, love is of the everlasting possession of the 
good, all men will necessarily desire immortality 
together with good: Wherefore love is of immor
tality." 

All this she taught me at various times when 
she spoke of love. And I remember her once say
ing to me, "What is the cause, Socrates, of love, 
and the attendant desire? See you not how all 
animals, birds, as well as beasts, in their desire of 
procreation, are in agony when they take the in
fection of love, which begins with the desire of 
union; whereto is added the care of offspring, on 
whose behalf the weakest are ready to battle 
against the strongest even to the uttermost, and to 
die for them, and will let themselves be tormented 
with hunger or suffer anything in order to main
tain their young. Man may be supposed to act 
thus from reason; but why should animals have 
these passionate feelings? Can you tell me why?" 
Again I replied that I did not know. She said to 
me: "And do you expect ever to become a master 
in the art of love, if you do not know this?" "But 
I have told you already, Diotima, that my igno
rance is the reason why I come to you; for I am 
conscious that I want a teacher; tell me then the 
cause of this and of the other mysteries of love." 
"Marvel not," she said, "if you believe that love is 
of the immortal, as we have several times ac
knowledged; for here again, and on the same 
principle too, the mortal nature is seeking as far as 
is possible to be everlasting and immortal: and 
this is only to be attained by generation, because 
generation always leaves behind a new existence 
in the place of the old. Nay even in the life of the 
same individual there is succession and not abso
lute unity: a man is called the same, and yet in 
the short interval which elapses between youth 
and age, and in which every animal is said to 
have life and identity, he is undergoing a perpetu
al process of loss and reparat.ion-hair, flesh, 
bones, blood, and the whole body are always 
changing. Which is true not only of the body, but 
also of the soul, whose habits, tempers, opinions, 
desires, pleasures, pains, fears, never remain the 
same in anyone of us, but are always coming and 
going; and equally true of knowledge, and what is 
still more surprising to us mortals, not only do the 
sciences in general spring up and decay, so that in 
respect of them we are never the same; but each 
of them individually experiences a like change. 
For what is implied in the word 'recollection,' but 

the departure of knowledge, which is ever being 
forgotten, and is renewed and preserved by recol
lection, and appears to be the same although in 
reality new, according to that law of succession by 
which all mortal things are preserved, not abso
lutely the same, but by substitution, the old worn
out mortality leaving another new and similar ex
istence behind-unlike the divine, which is always 
the same and not another? And in this way, Soc
rates, the mortal body, or mortal anything, par
takes of immortality; but the immortal in another 
way. Marvel not then at the love which all men 
have of their offspring; for that universal love and 
interest is for the sake of immortality." 

Plato, Symposium, 206B 

II The pleasure of the eye is the beginning of love. 
For no one loves if he has not first been delighted 
by the form of the beloved, but he who delights in 
the form of another does not, for all that, love 
him, but only does so when he also longs for him 
when absent and craves for his presence. 

Aristotle, Ethics, 1167-3 

12 Those who have done a service to others feel 
friendship and love for those they have served 
even if these are not of any use to them and never 
will be. This is what happens with craftsmen too; 
every man loves his own handiwork better than he 
would be loved by it if it came alive; and this 
happens perhaps most of all with poets; for they 
have an excessive love for their own poems, doting 
on them as if they were their children. This is 
what the position of benefactors is like; for that 
which they have treated well is their handiwork, 
and therefore they love this more than the handi
work does its maker. The cause of this is that exis
tence is to all men a thing to be chosen and loved, 
and that we exist by virtue of activity (that is, by 
living and acting), and that the handiwork is in a 
sense, the producer in activity; he loves his handi
work, therefore, because he loves existence. And 
this is rooted in the nature of things; for what he is 
in potentiality, his handiwork manifests in activi
ty. 

Aristotle, Ethics, 1167b32 

13 It is pleasant to be loved, for this . . . makes a 
man see himself as the possessor of goodness, a 
thing that every being that has a feeling for it 
desires to possess: to be loved means to be valued 
for one's own personal qualities. 

Aristotle, Rhetoric, 1371 _ 18 

14 Mother of the Aeneadae, darling of men and 
gods, increase-giving Venus, who beneath the 
gliding signs of heaven fillest with thy presence 
the ship-carrying sea, the corn-bearing lands, 
since through thee every kind of living things is 
conceived, rises up and beholds the light of the 
sun. Before thee, goddess, flee the winds, the 
clouds of heaven; before thee and thy advent; for 
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thee earth manifold in works puts forth sweet
smelling flowers; for thee the levels of the sea do 
laugh and heaven propitiated shines with out
spread light. For soon as the vernal aspect of day 
is disclosed, and the birth-favouring breeze of Fa
vonius unbarred is blowing fresh, first the fowls of 
the air, 0 lady, show signs of thee and thy enter
ing in, thoroughly smitten in heart by thy power. 
Next the wild herds bound over the glad pastures 
and swim the rapid rivers: in such wise each made 
prisoner by thy charms follows thee with desire, 
whither thou goest to lead it on. Yes, throughout 
seas and mountains and sweeping rivers and leafy 
homes of birds and grassy plains, striking fond 
love into the breasts of all thou constrainest them 
each after its kind to continue their races with 
desire. . . . Thou. . . art sole mistress of the na
ture of things and without thee nothing rises up 
into the divine borders of light, nothing grows to 
be glad or lovely. 

Lucretius, Nature of Things, I 

15 The passion we usually call love (and, heaven 
help me! I can come up with no other name for it) 
is so trivial that I can think of nothing to compare 
it with. 

Cicero, Disputations, IV, 32 

16 Love conquers all; and we must yield to Love. 
Virgil, Eclogues, X 

17 Not only man's imperial race, but they 
That wing the liquid air, or swim the sea, 
Or haunt the desert, rush into the flame: 
For Love is lord of all, and is in all the same. 

'Tis with this rage, the mother-lion stung, 
Scours o'er the plain, regardless of her young: 
Demanding rites of love, she sternly stalks, 
And hunts her lover in his lonely walks. 
'Tis then the shapeless bear his den forsakes; 
In woods and fields, a wild destruction makes: 
Boars with their tusks; to battle tigers move, 
Enraged with hunger, more enraged with love. 
Then woe to him, that, in the desert land 
Of Libya, travels o'er the burning sand! 
The stallion snuffs the well-known scent afar, 
And snorts and trembles for the distant mare; 
Nor bits nor bridles can his rage restrain, 
And rugged rocks are interposed in vain: 
He makes his way o'er mountains, and contemns 
Unruly torrents, and unforded streams. 
The bristled boar, who feels the pleasing wound, 
New grinds his arming tusks, and digs the ground. 
The sleepy lecher shuts his little eyes; 
About his churning chaps the frothy bubbles rise: 
He rubs his sides against a tree; prepares 
And hardens both his shoulders for the wars. 

What did the youth, when Love's unerring dart 
Transfixed his liver and inflamed his heart? 
Alone, by night, his watery way he took; 
About him, and above the billows broke; 

The sluices of the sky were open spread, 
And rolling thunder rattled o'er his head; 
The raging tempests called him back in vain, 
And every boding omen of the main: 
Nor could his kindred, nor the kindly force 
Of weeping parents, change his fatal course; 
No, not the dying maid, who must deplore 
His floating carcase on the Sestian shore. 

Virgil, Georgics, III 

18 Now everyone recognizes that the emotional state 
for which we make this "Love" responsible rises in 
souls aspiring to be knit in the closest union with 
some beautiful object, and that this aspiration 
takes two forms, that of the good whose devotion 
is for beauty itself, and that other which seeks its 
consummation in some vile act. . . . It is sound, I 
think, to find the primal source of Love in a ten
dency of the Soul towards pure beauty, in a recog
nition, in a kinship, in an unreasoned con
sciousness of friendly relation. 

Plotinus, Third Ennead, V, 1 

19 Those that love beauty of person without carnal 
desire love for beauty's sake; those that have-for 
women, of course-the copulative love, have the 
further purpose of self-perpetuation: as long as 
they are led by these motives, both are on the 
right path, though the first have taken the nobler 
way. 

Plotinus, Third Ennead, V, 1 

20 A body tends by its weight towards the place 
proper to it-weight does not necessarily tend to
wards the lowest place but towards its proper 
place. Fire tends upwards, stone downwards. By 
their weight they are moved and seek their proper 
place. Oil poured over water is borne on the sur
face of the water, water poured over oil sinks be
low the oil: it is by their weight that they are 
moved and seek their proper place. Things out of 
their place are in motion: they come to their place 
and are at rest. My love is my weight: wherever I 
go my love is what brings me there. 

Augustine, Confessions, XIII, 9 

21 If we were beasts, we should love the fleshly and 
sensual life, and this would be our sufficient good; 
and when it was well with us in respect of it, we 
should seek nothing beyond. In like manner, if we 
were trees, we could not, indeed, in the strict sense 
of the word, love anything; nevertheless we should 
seem, as it were, to long for that by which we 
might become more abundantly and luxuriantly 
fruitful. If we were stones, or waves, or wind, or 
flame, or anything of that kind, we should want, 
indeed, both sensation and life, yet should possess 
a kind of attraction towards our own proper posi
tion and natural order. For the specific gravity of 
bodies is, as it were, their love, whether they are 
carried downwards by their weight, or upwards 
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by their levity. For the body is borne by its gravi
ty, as the spirit by love, whithersoever it is borne. 
But we are men, created in the image of our Crea
tor, Whose eternity is true, and Whose truth is 
eternal, Whose love is eternal and true. 

Augustine, City of God, XI, 28 

22 Two cltles have been formed by two loves: the 
earthly by the love of self, even to the contempt of 
God: the heavenly by the love of God, even to the 
contempt of self. The former, in a word, glories in 
itself, the latter in the Lord. For the one seeks 
glory from men; but the greatest glory of the other 
is God, the witness of conscience. 

Augustine, City of God, XIV, 28 

23 Through Love the universe with constancy makes 
changes all without discord: earth's elements, 
though contrary, abide in treaty bound: Phcebus 
in his golden car leads up the glowing day; his 
sister rules the night that Hesperus brought: the 
greedy sea confines its waves in bounds, lest the 
earth's borders be changed by its beating on 
them: all these are firmly bound by Love, which 
rules both earth and sea, and has its empire in the 
heavens too. If Love should slacken this its hold, 
all mutual love would change to war; and these 
would strive to undo the scheme which now their 
glorious movements carry out with trust and with 
accord. By Love are peoples too kept bound to
gether by a treaty which they may not break. 
Love binds with pure affection the sacred tie of 
wedlock, and speaks its bidding to all trusty 
friends. 0 happy race of mortals, if your hearts 
are ruled as is the universe, by Love! 

Boethius, Consolation of Philosophy, II 

24 The good we receive from God is twofold, the 
good of nature, and the good of grace. Now the 
fellowship of natural goods bestowed on us by God 
is the foundation of natural love, in virtue of 
which not only man, so long as his nature remains 
unimpaired, loves God above all things and more 
than himself, but also every single creature, each 
in its own way, that is, either by an intellectual, or 
by a rational, or by an animal, or at least by a 
natural love, as stones do, for instance, and other 
things bereft of knowledge, because each part nat
urally loves the common good of the whole more 
than its own particular good. This is evidenced by 
its operation, since the principal inclination of 
each part is towards common action conducive to 
the usefulness of the whole. It may also be seen in 
political virtues according to which sometimes the 
citizens suffer damage even to their own property 
and persons for the sake of the common good. 
And so much more is this realized with regard to 
the friendship of charity which is based on the 
fellowship of the gifts of grace. Therefore man 
ought, out of charity, to love God, Who is the 
common good of all, more than himself, since 
happiness is in God as in the universal and foun-

tain-head principle of all who are able to have a 
share of that happiness. 

Aquinas, Summa Theologica, II-II, 26, 3 

25 It is natural to a man to love his own work (thus it 
is to be observed that poets love their own poems); 
and the reason is that we love to be and to live, 
and these are made manifest especially in our ac
tion. 

Aquinas, Summa Theologica, II-II, 26, 12 

26 [Everything] hath its specific love, as, for example, 
the simple bodies have a love which has an innate 
affinity to their proper place; and that is why 
earth ever drops to the centre; but the love of fire 
is for the upper circumference, under the heaven 
of the moon, and therefore it ever riseth thereto. 

Primary compound bodies, like the minerals, 
have a love for the place where their generation is 
ordained; and therein they grow, and thence 
draw vigour and power. Whence we see the mag
net ever receive power from the direction of its 
generation. 

Plants, which are the primary living things, 
have a more manifest love for certain places, ac
cording as their composition requires; and there
fore we see certain plants almost always gather 
along watercourses, and certain on the ridges of 
mountains, and certain on slopes and at the foot 
of hills, the which, if we transplant them, either 
die altogether or live as if in gloom, like things 
parted from the place dear to them. 

As for the brute animals, not only have they a 
more manifest love for their place, but we see that 
they love one another. 

Men have their proper love for perfect and 
comely things. And because man (though his 
whole form be one sole substance) has in himself, 
by his nobility, something of the nature of each of 
these things, he may have all these loves, and has 
them all indeed. For in virtue of the nature of the 
simple body, which predominates in the subject, 
he naturally loves to descend; and therefore when 
he moves his body upward it is more toilsome. By 
the second nature, of a complex body, he loves the 
place and further the time of his generation, and 
therefore everyone is naturally of more efficient 
body at the place where he was generated, and at 
the time of his generation, than at any other. . . . 

And by the third nature, to wit that of plants, 
man hath love for certain food, not in so far as it 
affects the sense but in so far as it is nutritious; 
and such food maketh the working of this nature 
most perfect; and other food does not so, but 
makes it imperfect. And therefore we see that 
some certain food shall make men fair of face and 
stout of limb, and of a lively colour; and certain 
other shall work the contrary of this. And in vir
tue of the fourth nature, that of animals, to wit 
the sensitive, man hath another love whereby he 
loveth according to sensible appearance, like to a 
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beast; and this is the love in man which most 
needeth a ruler, because of its overmastering oper
ation, especially in the delight of taste and touch. 
And by the fifth and last nature, that is to say the 
truly human or, rather say, the angelic, to wit the 
rational, man hath love to truth and to virtue; 
and from this love springeth the true and perfect 
friendship, drawn from nobility. 

Dante, Convivio, III, 3 

27 Virgil. Nor Creator, nor creature, my son, was ever 
without love, either natural or rational; and 
this thou knowest. 

The natural is always without error; but the other 
may err through an evil object, or through too 
little or too much vigour. 

While it is directed to the primal goods, and in 
the secondary, moderates itself, it cannot be the 
cause of sinful delight; 

but when it is turned awry to evil, or speeds to
wards the good with more or less care than it 
ought, against the Creator his creature works. 

Hence thou mayst understand that love must be 
the seed of every virtue in you, and of every 
deed that deserves punishment. 

Now inasmuch as love can never turn its face 
from the weal of its subject, all things are safe 
from self-hatred; 

and because no being can be conceived as existing 
alone in isolation from the Prime Being, every 
affection is cut off from hate of him. 

It follows, if I judge well in my division, that the 
evil we love is our neighbour's, and this love 
arises in three ways in your clay. 

There is he who through his neighbour's abase
ment hopes to excel, and solely for this desires 
that he be cast down from his greatness; 

there is he who fears to lose power, favour, honour 
and fame because another is exalted, wherefore 
he groweth sad so that he loves the contrary; 

and there is he who seems to be so shamed 
through being wronged, that he becomes 
greedy of vengeance, and such must needs seek 
another's hurt. 

This threefold love down below is mourned for: 
now I desire that thou understand of the other, 
which hastes toward good in faulty degree. 

Each one apprehends vaguely a good wherein the 
mind may find rest, and desires it; wherefore 
each one strives to attain thereto. 

If lukewarm love draw you towards the vision of it 
or the gaining of it, this cornice, after due peni
tence, torments you for it. 

Another good there is, which maketh not men 
happy; 'tis not happiness, 'tis not the good es
sence, the fruit and root of all good. 

The love that abandons itself too much to this, is 
mourned for above us in three circles: but how 
it is distinguished in three divisions, I do not 
say, in order that thou search for it of thyself. 

Dante, Purgatorio, XVII, 91 

28 "Master, my VISIOn is so quickened in thy light, 
that I discern clearly all that thy discourse im
ports or describes; 

therefore I pray thee, sweet Father dear, that thou 
define love to me, to which thou dost reduce 
every good work and its opposite." 

"Direct," said he [Virgil], "towards me the keen 
eyes of the understanding, and the error of the 
blind who make them guides shall be manifest 
to thee. 

The mind which is created quick to love, is re
sponsive to everything that is pleasing, soon as 
by pleasure it is awakened into activity. 

Your apprehensive faculty draws an impression 
from a real object, and unfolds it within you, so 
that it makes the mind turn thereto. 

And if, being turned, it inclines towards it, that 
inclination is love; that is nature, which 
through pleasure is bound anew within you. 

Then, even as fire moves upward by reason of its 
form, whose nature it is to ascend, there where 
it endures longest in its material; 

so the enamoured mind falls to desire, which is a 
spiritual movement, and never rests until the 
object of its love makes it rejoice. 

Now may be apparent to thee, how deeply the 
truth is hidden from the folk who aver that ev
ery act of love is in itself a laudable thing, 

because, forsooth, its material may seem always to 
be good; but not every imprint is good, albeit 
the wax may be good." 

"Thy words and my attendant wit," I answered 
him, "have made love plain to me, but that has 
made me more teeming with doubt; 

for if love is offered to us from without, and the 
soul walks with no other foot, it is no merit of 
hers whether she go straight or crooked." 

And he to me: "So far as reason sees here, I can 
tell thee; from beyond that point, ever await 
Beatrice, for 'tis a matter of faith. 

Every substantial form, which is distinct from 
matter and is in union with it, has a specific 
virtue contained within itself 

which is not perceived save in operation, nor is 
manifested except by its effects, just as life in a 
plant by the green leaves. 

Therefore man knows not whence the under
standing of the first cognitions may come, 
nor the inclination to the prime objects of appe
tite, 

which are in you, even as the instinct in bees to 
make honey; and this prime will admits no de
sert of praise or of blame. 

Now in order that to this will every other may be 
related, innate with you is the virtue which giv
eth counsel, and ought to guard the threshold of 
assent. 

This is the principle whence is derived the reason 
of desert in you, according as it garners and 
winnows good and evil loves. 

Those who in their reasoning went to the founda-
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tion, perceived this innate freedom, therefore 
they left ethics to the world. 

Wherefore suppose that every love which is kin
dled within you arise of necessity, the power to 
arrest it is within you." 

Dante, Purgatorio, XVIII, 10 

29 So fared it with this rash and hardy knight [Troi
Ius], 

Who was a king's son of most high degree, 
For though he thought that nothing had the 

might 
To curb the heart of such a one as he, 
Yet with a look, no longer was he free, 
And he who stood but now in pride above 
All men, at once was subject most to Love. 

And now I bid you profit by this man, 
Ye worthy folk, and wise and proud withal, 
And scorn not Love, he who so lightly can 
The freedom of rebellious hearts enthral; 
For still the common fate on you must fall, 
That love, at nature's very heart indwelling, 
Shall bind all things by nature's might compel-

ling. 

That this is true hath oftentimes been proved, 
For well you know, and in wise books may read, 
That men of greatest worth have deepest loved, 
And none so powerful in word or deed, 
But he the greater power of love must heed, 
For all his fame or high nobility; 
Thus hath it been and ever shall it be! 

And fitting is it that it should be so, 
For wisest men have most with love been pleased, 
And those that dwelt in sorrow and in woe, 
By love have often been consoled and eased, 
And cruel wrath by love hath been appeased; 
For love lends lustre to an honorable name, 
And saves mankind from wickedness and shame. 

Chaucer, Troilus and Cressida, I, 33-36 

30 [Her] thought was this, "Alas, since I [Cressida] 
am free, 

Should I now love and risk my happy state 
And maybe put in bonds my liberty? 
What folly such a course to contemplate! 
Am I not satisfied to see the fate 
Of others, with their fear and joy and pain? 
Who loveth not, no cause hath to complain. 

"For lovers ever lead a stormy life, 
And have done so since loving was begun, 
For always some distrust and foolish strife 
There is in love, some cloud across the sun. 
Then nothing by us women can be done, 
But weep in wretchedness and sit and think, 
'This is our lot, the cup of woe to drink!' 

"And slanderous tongues, they are so very quick 
To do us harm, and men are so untrue, 

And once they're satisfied, they soon grow' sick 
Of ancient love and look for something new! 
But when all's done, then what can women do! 
These men at first their love like mad will spend, 
But sharp attacks oft weaken at the end. 

"Full often it hath been exemplified, 
The treason that to women men will show; 
And that's the end, when such a love hath died, 
For what becomes of it, when it doth go, 
No living creature on this earth can know, 
For then there's nothing left to love or spurn; 
What once was naught, to nothing doth return. 

"And if I love, how busy must I be 
To guard against all idle people's chatter, 
And fool them that they see no fault in me, 
For true or not, to them it "doesn't matter, 
If but their lying tales amuse or flatter; 
For who can stop the wagging of a tongue, 
Or sound of bells the while that they are rung!" 

Chaucer, Troilus and Cressida, II, 111-115 

31 0 happy light, of which the beams so clear 
Illume the third expanse of heaven's air, 
Loved of the sun, of Jove the daughter dear, 
o Love's Delight, thou goodly one and fair, 
In gentle hearts abiding everywhere, 
Thou primal cause of joy and all salvation, 
Exalted be thy name through all creation! 

In heaven and hell, on earth and salty sea, 
All creatures answer to thy might supernal, 
For man, bird, beast, fish, herb and leafy tree, 
Their seasons know from thy breath ever vernal. 
God loves, and grants that love shall be eternal. 
All creatures in the world through love exist, 
And lacking love, lack all that may persist. 

Mover of Jove to that so happy end, 
Through which all earthly creatures live and be, 
When mortal love upon him thou didst send, 
For as thou wilt, the power lies with thee 
Of ease in love or love's adversity, 
And in a thousand forms is thy descent 
On earth, in love to favor or prevent! 

Fierce Mars for thee must subjugate his ire, 
All hearts from thee receive their fates condign; 
Yet ever when they feel thy sacred fire, 
In dread of shame, their vices they resign, 
And gentler grow, more brave and more benign; 
And high or low, as each in his rank strives, 
All owe to thee the joys of all their lives. 

Houses and realms in greater unity, 
And faith in friendship thou canst make to grow. 
Thou understandest likings hard to see, 
Which cause much wonder that they should be so, 
As when in puzzlement, one seeks to know, 
Why this loves that, why she by him is sought, 
Why one and not the other fish is caught. 

From thee comes law for all the universe, 
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And this I know, as all true lovers see, 
That who opposeth, ever hath the worse. 
Now, lady bright, in thy benignity, 
Help me to honor those who honor thee, 
And teach me, clerk of love, that I may tell 
The joy of those who in thy service dwell. 

Chaucer, Troilus and Cressida, III, 1-6 

32 Arcita. Know you not well the ancient writer's saw 
Of 'Who shall give a lover any law?' 
Love is a greater law, aye by my pan, 
Than man has ever given to earthly man. 

Chaucer, Canterbury Tales: 
Knight's Tale 

33 Proteus. 0, how this spring of love resembleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day, 

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun, 
And by and by a cloud takes all away! 

Shakespeare, Two Gentlemen 
of Verona, I, iii, 84 

34 Biron. Love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone immured in the brain; 
But, with the motion of all elements, 
Courses as swift as thought in every power, 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious seeing to the eye; 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 
A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 
When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd: 
Love's feeling is more soft and sensible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails; 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in 

taste: 
For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides? 
Subtle as Sphinx; as sweet and musical 
As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 
And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Make heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write 
Until his ink were temper'd with Love's sighs; 
0, then his lines would ravish savage ears 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

Shakespeare, Love's Labour's Lost, IV, iii, 327 

35 Juliet. Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say 
"Ay," 

And I will take thy word: yet, if thou swear'st, 
Thou mayst prove false; at lovers' perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. 0 gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
I'll frown and be perverse and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 
And therefore thou mayst think my 'haviour 

light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 

Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet, II, ii, 90 

36 Lysander. Ay me! for aught that I could ever read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth; 
But, either it was different in blood-

Hermione. 0 cross! too high to be enthrall'd to 
low. 

Lys. Or else misgraffed in respect of years-
Her. 0 spite! too old to be engaged to young. 
Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of 

friends-
Her. 0 hell! to choose love by another's eyes. 
Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 
Making it momentary as a sound, 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream; 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say "Behold!" 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up: 
So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Shakespeare, Midsummer-Night's 
Dream, I, i, 132 

37 Lorenzo. The moon shines bright: in such a night 
as this, 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees 
And they did make no noise, in such a night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls 
And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

Jessica. In such a night 
Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew 
And saw the lion's shadow ere himself 
And ran dismay'd away. 

Lor. In such a night 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea banks, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night 
Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old JEson. 

Lor. In such a night 
Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew, 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. In such a night 
Did young Lorenzo swear he loved her well, 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lor. In such a night 
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come; 
But, hark, I hear the footing of a man. 

Shakespeare, Merchant of Venice, V, i, 1 

38 Benedick. I do much wonder that one man, seeing 
how much another man is a fool when he dedi-
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cates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath 
laughed at such shallow follies in others, become 
the argument of his own scorn by falling in love: 
and such a man is Claudio. I have known when 
there was no music with him but the drum and 
the fife; and now had he rather hear the tabor 
and the pipe: I have known when he would have 
walked ten mile a-foot to see a good armour; and 
now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the fash
ion of a new doublet. He was wont to speak plain 
and to the purpose, like an honest man and a 
soldier; and now is he turned orthography; his 
words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many 
strange dishes. May I be so converted and see 
with these eyes? I cannot tell; I think not: I will 
not be sworn but love may transform me to an 
oyster; but I'll take my oath on it, till he have 
made an oyster of me, he shall never make me 
such a fool. One woman is fair, yet I am well; 
another is wise, yet I am well; another virtuous, 
yet I am well; but till all graces be in one woman, 
one woman shall not come in my grace. Rich she 
shall be, that's certain; wise, or I'll none; virtuous, 
or I'll never cheapen her; fair, or I'll never look 
on her; mild, or come not near me; noble, or not 
I for an angel; of good discourse, an excellent mu
sician, and her hair shall be of what colour it 
please God. 

Shakespeare, Much Ado 
About Nothing, II, iii, 7 

39 Rosalind. Love is merely a madness, and, I tell you, 
deserves as well a dark house and a whip as mad
men do: and the reason why they are not so pun
ished and cured is that the lunacy is so ordinary 
that the whippers are in love too. 

Shakespeare, As You Like It, III, ii, 420 

40 Rosalind. Why, how now, Orlando! where have 
you been all this while? You a lover! An you serve 
me such another trick, never come in my sight 
more. 

Orlando. My fair Rosalind, I come within an 
hour of my promise. 

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love! He that 
will divide a minute into a thousand parts and 
break but a part of the thousandth part of a min
ute in the affairs of love, it may be said of him 
that Cupid hath clapped him 0' the shoulder, but 
I'll warrant him heart-whole. 

Shakespeare, As You LIke It, IV, i, 38 

41 Rosalind. The poor world is almost six thousand 
years old, and in all this time there was not any 
man died in his own person, videlicet, in a love
cause. Troilus had his brains dashed out with a 
Grecian club; yet he did what he could to die 
before, and he is one of the patterns of love. Lean
der, he would have lived many a fair year, though 
Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for a hot 
midsummer night; for, good youth, he went but 

forth to wash him in the Hellespont and being 
taken with the cramp was drowned: and the fool
ish chroniclers of that age found it was "Hero of 
Sestos." But these are all lies: men have died from 
time to time and worms have eaten them, but not 
for love. 

Shakespeare, As You Like It, IV, i, 94 

42 Othello. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approved good masters, 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is most true; true, I have married her: 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my 

speech, 
And little bless'd with the soft phrase of peace. 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' 

pith, 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented field, 
And little of this great world can I speak 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle, 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious pa

tience, 
I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what 

charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
For such proceeding I am charged withal, 
I won his daughter. . . . 

Her father loved me; oft invited me; 
Still question'd me the story of my life, 
From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That I have pass'd. 
I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it; 
Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field, 
Of hair-breadth scapes i' the imminent deadly 

breach, 
Of being taken by the insolent foe 
And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence 
And portance in my travels' history; 
Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads 

touch heaven, 
It was my hint to speak-such was the process
And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear 
Would Desdemona seriously incline; 
But still the house-affairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse; which I observing, 
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels she had something heard, 
But not intentively. I did consent, 
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And often did beguile her of her tears 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth suffer'd. My story being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs. 
She swore, in faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange, 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful. 
She wish'd she had not heard it, yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man. She 

thank'd me, 
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story, 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake: 
She loved me for the dangers I had pass'd, 
And I loved her that she did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft I have used. 
Here comes the lady; let her witness it. 

Shakespeare, Othello, I, iii, 76 

43 Othello. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul, 
But I do love thee! and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 

Shakespeare, Othello, III, iii, 90 

44 Othello. I pray you, in your letters, 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I am; nothing extenuate, 
Nor set down aught in malice. Then must you 

speak 
Of one that loved not wisely but too well; 
Of one not easily jealous, but being wrought 
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one whose hand, 
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe. 

Shakespeare, Othello, V, ii, 340 

45 Cleopatra. If it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
Antony. There's beggary in the love than can be 

reckon'd. 
Cleo. I'll set a bourn how far to be beloved. 
Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heav

en, new earth. 
Shakespeare, Antony and Cleopatra, I, i, 14 

46 Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come, 
Can yet the lease of my true love control, 
Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom. 
The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured, 
And the sad augurs mock their own presage; 
Incertainties now crown themselves assured, 
And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 
Now with the drops of this most balmy time 
My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes, 
Since, spite of him, I'll live in this poor rhyme. 

Shakespeare, Sonnet CVIl 

47 Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove. 

0, no! it is an ever-fixed mark 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wandering bark, 
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be 

taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and 

cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

Shakespeare, Sonnet CXVI 

48 Reply'd Don Quixote; a Knight-Errant cannot be 
without a Mistress; 'tis not more essential for the 
Skies to have Stars; than 'tis to us to be in Love. 
Insomuch, that I dare affirm, that no History ever 
made mention of any Knight-Errant, that was not 
a Lover; for were any Knight free from the Im
pulses of that generous Passion, he wou'd not be 
allow'd to be a lawful Knight; but a mis-born In
truder, and one who was not admitted within the 
Pale of Knighthood at the Door, but leap'd the 
Fence, and stole in like a Robber and a Thief. 

Cervantes, Don Quixote, I, 13 

49 Don Quixote. Dost thou not know, excommunicated 
Traitor (for certainly Excommunication is the 
least Punishment can fall upon thee, after such 
Profanations of the peerless Dulcinea's Name) and 
art thou not assur'd, vile Slave and ignominious 
Vagabond, that I shou'd not have Strength suffi
cient to kill a Flea, did not [Dulcinea] give 
Strength to my Nerves, and infuse Vigour into my 
Sinews? Speak, thou Villain with the Viper's 
Tongue; Who do'st thou imagine has restor'd the 
Queen to her Kingdom, cut off the Head of a 
Giant, and made thee a Marquis (for I count all 
this as done already) but the Power of Dulcinea, 
who makes use of my Arm, as the Instrument of 
her Act in me? She fights and overcomes in me; 
and I live and breathe in her, holding Life and 
Being from her. 

Cervantes, Don Quixote, I, 30 

50 Stand still, and I will read to thee 
A lecture, love, in Love's philosophy. 

These three hours that we have spent, 
Walking here, two shadows went 

Along with us, which we ourselves produced; 
But, now the sun is just above our head, 
We do those shadows tread, 

And to brave clearness all things are reduced. 
So whilst our infant loves did grow, 
Disguises did, and shadows, flow 
From us and our cares; but, now 'tis not so. 

That love hath not attained the high'st degree, 
Which is still diligent lest others see. 

Except our loves at this noon stay, 
We shall new shadows make the other way. 

As the first were made to blind 
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Others, these which come behind 
Will work upon ourselves, and blind our eyes. 

If our loves faint, and westwardly decline, 
To me thou, falsely, thine, 

And I to thee, mine actions shall disguise. 
The morning shadows wear away, 
But these grow longer all the day; 
But oh, love's day is short, if love decay. 

Love is a growing, or full constant light, 
And his first minute after noon, is night. 

Donne, A Lecture upon the Shadow 

51 Dull sublunary lovers' love 
(Whose soul is sense) cannot admit 
Absence, because it doth remove 
Those things which elemented it. 

But we, by a love so much refined, 
That ourselves know not what it is, 
Inter-assured of the mind, 
Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss. 

Our two souls therefore, which are one, 
Though I must go, endure not yet 
A breach, but an expansion, 
Like gold to airy thinness beat. 

If they be two, they are two so 
As stiff twin compasses are two, 
Thy soul the fixt foot, makes no show 
To move, but doth, if the other do. 

And though it in the centre sit, 
'let when the other far doth roam, 
It leans, and hearkens after it, 
And grows erect, as that comes home. 

Such wilt thou be to me, who must 
Like th' other foot, obliquely run; 
Thy firmness makes my circle just, 
And makes me end, where I begun. 

Donne, A Valediction: Forbidding Mourning 

52 The stage is more beholding to love than the life 
of man. For as to the stage, love is ever matter of 
comedies, and now and then of tragedies; but in 
life it doth much mischief, sometimes like a siren, 
sometimes like a fury. 

Bacon, Of Love 

53 We may, it seems to me, find differences in love 
according to the esteem which we bear to the ob
ject loved as compared with oneself: for when we 
esteem the object of love less than ourselves, we 
have only a simple affection for it; when we es
teem it equally with ourselves, that is called 
friendship; and when we esteem it more, the pas
sion which we have may be called devotion. 

Descartes, Passions of the Soul, LXXXIII 

54 The heart has its reasons, which reason does not 
know. We feel it in a thousand things. I say that 
the heart naturally loves the Universal Being, and 

also itself naturally, according as it gives itself to 
them; and it hardens itself against one or the 
other at its will. You have rejected the one and 
kept the other. Is it by reason that you love your
self? 

Pascal, Penstes, IV, 277 

55 Love is joy with the accompanying idea of an ex
ternal cause. This . . . explains with sufficient 
clearness the essence of love; that which is given 
by some authors, who define love to be the will of 
the lover to unite himself to the beloved object, 
expressing not the essence of love but one of its 
properties, and in as much as these authors have 
not seen with sufficient clearness what is the es
sence of love, they could not have a distinct con
ception of its properties, and consequently their 
definition has by everybody been thought very ob
scure. I must observe, however, when I say that it 
is a property in a lover to will a union with the 
beloved object, that I do not understand by a will 
a consent or deliberation or a free decree of the 
mind. . ., nor even a desire of the lover to unite 
himself with the beloved object when it is absent, 
nor a desire to continue in its presence when it is 
present, for love can be conceived without either 
one or the other of these desires; but by will I 
understand the satisfaction that the beloved object 
produces in the lover by its presence, by virtue of 
which the joy of the lover is strengthened, or at 
any rate supported. 

Spinoza, Ethics, III, Prop. 59, Schol. 6 

56 Anyone reflecting upon the thought he has of the 
delight which any present or absent thing is apt to 
produce in him, has the idea we call love. For 
when a man declares in autumn when he is eating 
them, or in spring when there are none, that he 
loves grapes, it is no more but that the taste of 
grapes delights him: let an alteration of health or 
constitution destroy the delight of their taste, and 
he then can be said to love grapes no longer. 

Locke, Concerning Human Understanding, 
Bk. II, XX, 4 

57 Fainal!. For a passionate lover, methinks you are a 
man somewhat too discerning in the failings of 
your mistress. 

Mirabel!. And for a discerning man, somewhat 
too passionate a lover; for I like her with all her 
faults, nay, like her for her faults. Her follies are 
so natural, are so artful, that they become her, 
and those affectations which in another woman 
would be odious, serve but to make her more 
agreeable. I'll tell thee, F ainall, she once used me 
with that insolence that in revenge I took her to 
pieces; sifted her, and separated her failings; I 
studied 'em, and got 'em by rote. The catalogue 
was so large that I was not without hopes, one day 
or other, to hate her heartily: to which end I so 
used myself to think of 'em that at length, con-
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trary to my design and expectation, they gave me 
every hour less and less disturbance, till in a few 
days it became habitual to me to remember 'em 
without being displeased. They are now grown as 
familiar to me as my own frailties, and in all 
probability in a little time longer I shall like 'em 
as well. 

Congreve, Wiry of the World, I, iii 

58 Mirabell. Do you lock yourself up from me, to 
make my search more curious? Or is this pretty 
artifice contrived to signify that here the chase 
must end, and my pursuit be crowned, for you can 
fly no further? 

Millamant. Vanity! No-I'll fly and be followed 
to the last moment. Though I am upon the very 
verge of matrimony, I expect you should solicit 
me as much as if I were wavering at the grate of a 
monastery, with one foot over the threshold. I'll 
be solicited to the very last, nay and afterwards. 

Mira. What, after the last? 
Milia. 0, I should think I was poor and had 

nothing to bestow, if I were reduced to an inglori
ous ease; and freed from the agreeable fatigues of 
solicitation. 

Mira. But do not you know that when favors are 
conferred upon instant and tedious solicitation, 
that they diminish in their value and that both 
the giver loses the grace, and the receiver lessens 
his pleasure? 

Milia. It may be in things of common applica
tion, but never sure in love. 0, I hate a lover that 
can dare to think he draws a moment's air, inde
pendent on the bounty of his mistress. There is not 
so impudent a thing in nature as the saucy look of 
an assured man, confident of success. The pedan
tic arrogance of a very husband has not so prag
matical an air. 

Congreve, Way of the World, IV, v 

59 To avoid, however, all contention, if possible, with 
these philosophers, if they will be called so; and to 
show our own disposition to accommodate matters 
peaceably between us, we shall here make them 
some concessions, which may possibly put an end 
to the dispute. 

First, we will grant that many minds, and per
haps those of the philosophers, are entirely free 
from the least traces of such a passion. 

Secondly, that what is commonly called love, 
namely, the desire of satisfying a voracious appe
tite with a certain quantity of delicate white hu
man flesh, is by no means that passion for which I 
here contend. This is indeed more properly hun
ger; and as no glutton is ashamed to apply the 
word love to his appetite, and to say he LOVES such 
and such dishes; so may the lover of this kind, 
with equal propriety, say, he HUNGERS after such 
and such women. 

Thirdly, I will grant, which I believe will be a 
most acceptable concession, that this love for 

which I am an advocate, though it satisfies itself 
in a much more delicate manner, doth neverthe
less seek its own satisfaction as much as the gross
est of all our appetites. 

And, lastly, that this love, when it operates to
wards one of a different sex, is very apt, towards 
its complete gratification, to call in the aid of that 
hunger which I have mentioned above; and 
which it is so far from abating, that it heightens 
all its delights to a degree scarce imaginable by 
those who have never been susceptible of any 
other emotions than what have proceeded from 
appetite alone. 

In return to all these concessions, I desire of 
philosophers to grant, that there is in some (I be
lieve in many) human breasts a kind and benevo
lent disposition, which is gratified by contributing 
to the happiness of others. That in this gratifica
tion alone, as in friendship, in parental and filial 
affection, as indeed in general philanthropy, there 
is a great and exquisite delight. That if we will not 
call such disposition love, we have no name for it. 
That though the pleasures arising from such pure 
love may be heightened and sweetened by the as
sistance of amorous desires, yet the former can 
subsist alone, nor are they destroyed by the inter
vention of the latter. Lastly, that esteem and gra
titude are the proper motives to love, as youth and 
beauty are to desire, and, therefore, though such 
desire may naturally cease, when age or sickness 
overtakes its object; yet these can have no effect 
on love, nor ever shake or remove, from a good 
mind, that sensation or passion which hath grati
tude and esteem for its basis. 

Fielding, Tom Jones, VI, 1 

60 Our connections with the fair sex are founded on 
the pleasure of enjoyment; on the happiness of 
loving and being loved; and likewise on the ambi
tion of pleasing the ladies, because they are the 
best judges of some of those things which consti
tute personal merit. This general desire of pleas
ing produces gallantry, which is not love itself, but 
the delicate, the volatile, the perpetual simulation 
of love. According to the different circumstances 
of every country and age, love inclines more to 
one of those three things than to the other two. 

Montesquieu, Spirit of Laws, XXVIII, 22 

61 In general, it may be affirm'd, that there is no 
such passion in human minds, as the love of man
kind, merely as such, independent of personal 
qualities, of services, or of relation to ourself. . . . 
We may affirm, that man in general, or human 
nature, is nothing but the object both of love and 
hatred, and requires some other cause, which by a 
double relation of impressions and ideas, may ex
cite these passions. 

Hume, Treatise of Human 
Nature, Bk. III, II 1 



3.1. The Nature, Kinds, and Power of Love I 205 

62 There are so many sorts of love that one does not 
know to whom to address oneself for a definition 
of it. The name of "love" is given boldly to a ca
price lasting a few days, a sentiment without es
teem, gallants' affectations, a frigid habit, a ro
mantic fantasy, relish followed by prompt 
disrelish: people give this name to a thousand chi
meras. 

If philosophers want to probe to the bottom this 
barely philosophical matter, let them meditate on 
the banquet of Plato, in which Socrates, honour
able lover of Alcibiades and Agathon, converses 
with them on the metaphysics of love. 

Lucretius speaks of it more as a natural philoso
pher: Virgil follows in the steps of Lucretius; amor 
omnibus idem. 

It is the stuff of nature broidered by nature. Do 
you want an idea of love? look at the sparrows in 
your garden; look at your pigeons; look at the bull 
which is brought to the heifer; look at this proud 
horse which two of your grooms lead to the quiet 
mare awaiting him; she draws aside her tail to 
welcome him; see how her eyes sparkle; hark to 
the neighing; watch the prancing, the curvetting, 
the ears pricked, the mouth opening with little 
convulsions, the swelling nostrils, the flaring 
breath, the manes rising and floating, the impetu
ous movement with which he hurls himself on the 
object which nature has destined for him; but be 
not jealous of him, and think of the advantages of 
the human species; in love they compensate for all 
those that nature has given to the animals
strength, beauty, nimbleness, speed .... 

As men have received the gift of perfecting all 
that nature accords them, they have perfected 
love. Cleanliness, the care of oneself, by rendering 
the skin more delicate, increase the pleasure of 
contact; and attention to one's health renders the 
organs of voluptuousness more sensitive. All the 
other sentiments that enter into that of love, just 
like metals which amalgamate with gold: friend
ship, regard, come to help; the faculties of mind 
and body are still further chains. 

Self-love above all tightens all these bonds. One 
applauds oneself for one's choice, and a crowd of 
illusions form the decoration of the building of 
which nature has laid the foundations. 

That is what you have above the animals. But if 
you taste so many pleasures unknown to them, 
how many sorrows too of which the beasts have no 
idea! What is frightful for you is that over three
fourths of the earth nature has poisoned the plea
sures of love and the sources of life with an appall
ing disease to which man alone is subject, and 
which infects in him the organs of generation 
alone. 

Voltaire, Philosophical Dictionary: Love 

63 To argue from her [Mrs. Johnson's] being much 
older than Johnson, or any other circumstances, 
that he could not really love her, is absurd; for 

love is not a subject of reasoning, but of feeling, 
and therefore there are no common principles 
upon which one can persuade another concerning 
it. Every man feels for himself, and knows how he 
is affected by particular qualities in the person he 
admires, the impressions of which are too minute 
and delicate to be substantiated in language. 

Boswell, Life of Johnson (1752) 

64 If our friend has been injured, we readily sym
pathise with his resentment, and grow angry with 
the very person with whom he is angry. If he has 
received a benefit, we readily enter into his grati
tude, and have a very high sense of the merit of 
his benefactor. But if he is in love, though we may 
think his passion just as reasonable as any of the 
kind, yet we never think ourselves bound to con
ceive a passion of the same kind, and for the same 
person for whom he has conceived it. The passion 
appears to every body, but the man who feels it, 
entirely disproportioned to the value of the object; 
and love, though it is pardoned in a certain age 
because we know it is natural, is always laughed 
at, because we cannot enter into it. 

Adam Smith, Theory of Moral Sentiments, I, 4 

65 Love is a matter of feeling, not of will or volition, 
and I cannot love because I will to do so, still less 
because I ought (I cannot be necessitated to love); 
hence there is no such thing as a duty to love. Benevo
lence, however (amor benevolentiae), as a mode of ac
tion, may be subject to a law of duty. Disinterest
ed benevolence is often called (though very 
improperly) love; even where the happiness of the 
other is not concerned, but the complete and free 
surrender of all one's own ends to the ends of an
other (even a superhuman) being, love is spoken 
of as being also our duty. But all duty is necessita
tion or constraint, although it may be self-con
straint according to a law. But what is done from 
constraint is not done from love. 

It is a duty to do good to other men according to 
our power, whether we love them or not, and this 
duty loses nothing of its weight, although we must 
make the sad remark that our species, alas! is not 
such as to be found particularly worthy of love 
when we know it more closely. Hatred of men, how
ever, is always hateful: even though without any 
active hostility it consists only in complete aver
sion from mankind (the solitary misanthropy). 
For benevolence still remains a duty even towards 
the manhater, whom one cannot love, but to 
whom we can show kindness. 

Kant, Introduction to the Metaphysical 
Elements of Ethics, XII 

66 I went to the Garden of Love, 
And saw what I never had seen: 
A Chapel was built in the midst, 
Where I used to play on the green. 
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And the gates of this chapel were shut, 
And "Thou shalt not" writ over the door; 
So I turned to the Garden of Love, 
That so many sweet flowers bore; 

And I saw it was filled with graves, 
And tombstones where flowers should be; 
And priests in black gowns were walking their 

rounds, 
And binding with briars my joys and desires. 

Blake, The Garden of Love 

67 "Love seeketh not Itself to please, 
Nor for itself hath any care, 
But for another gives its ease, 
And builds a Heaven in Hell's despair." 

So sung a little Clod of Clay 
Trodden with the cattle's feet, 
But a Pebble of the brook 
Warbled out these metres meet: 

"Love seeketh only Self to please, 
To bind another to Its delight, 
Joys in another's loss of ease, 
And builds a Hell in Heaven's despite." 

Blake, The Clod and the Pebble 

68 No move towards the extinction of the passion be
tween the sexes has taken place in the five or six 
thousand years that the world has existed. Men in 
the decline of life have in all ages declaimed 
against a passion which they have ceased to feel, 
but with as little reason as success. Those who 
from coldness of constitutional temperament have 
never felt what love is will surely be allowed to be 
very incompetent judges with regard to the power 
of this passion to contribute to the sum of pleasur
able sensations in life. Those who have spent their 
youth in criminal excesses and have prepared for 
themselves, as the comforts of their age, corporal 
debility and mental remorse, may well inveigh 
against such pleasures as vain and futile, and un
productive of lasting satisfaction. But the plea
sures of pure love will bear the contemplation of 
the most improved reason, and the most exalted 
virtue. Perhaps there is scarcely a man who has 
once experienced the genuine delight of virtuous 
love, however great his intellectual pleasures may 
have been, that does not look back to the period 
as the sunny spot in his whole life, where his imag
ination loves to bask, which he recollects and con
templates with the fondest regrets, and which he 
would most wish to live over again. 

Malthus, Population, XI 

69 And if she met him, though she smiled no more, 
She look'd a sadness sweeter than her smile, 

As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store 
She must not own, but cherish'd more the while 

For that compression in its burning core; 
Even innocence itself has many a wile, 

And will not dare to trust itself with truth, 
And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 

Byron, Don Juan, I, 72 

70 Love in a hut, with water and a crust, 
Is-Love, forgive us!--cinders, ashes, dust; 
Love in a palace is perhaps at last 
More grievous torment than a hermit's fast. 

Keats, Lamia, II, 1 

71 Love means in general terms the consciousness of 
my unity with another, so that I am not in selfish 
isolation but win my self-consciousness only as the 
renunciation of my independence and through 
knowing myself as the unity of myself with anoth
er and of the other with me. Love, however, is 
feeling, that is, ethical life in the form of some
thing natural. In the state, feeling disappears; 
there we are conscious of unity as law; there the 
content must be rational and known to us. The 
first moment in love is that I do not wish to be a 
self-subsistent and independent person and that, if 
I were, then I would feel defective and incom
plete. The second moment is that I find myself in 
another person, that I count for something in the 
other, while the other in turn comes to count for 
something in me. Love, therefore, is the most tre
mendous contradiction; the Understanding can
not resolve it since there is nothing more stubborn 
than this point of self-consciousness which is ne
gated and which nevertheless I ought to possess as 
affirmative. Love is at once the propounding and 
the resolving of this contradiction. As the resolv
ing of it, love is unity of an ethical type. 

Hegel, Philosophy of Right, 
Additions, Par. 158 

72 This is what goes on in the mind [in the birth of 
love]: 

1. Admiration. 
2. One says to one's self: "How delightful to kiss 

her, to be kissed in return," etc. 
3. Hope. 
One studies her perfections. It is at this moment 

that a woman should surrender herself, to get the 
greatest possible sensual pleasure. The eyes of 
even the most modest women light up the mo
ment hope is born; passion is so strong and plea
sure is so acute that they betray themselves in the 
most obvious manner. 

4. Love is born. 
To love is to derive pleasure from seeing, touch

ing and feeling through all one's senses and as 
closely as possible, a lovable person who loves us. 

5. The first crystallization begins. 
We take ajoy in attributing a thousand perfec

tions to a woman of whose love we are sure; we 
analyze all our happiness with intense satisfac
tion. This reduces itself to giving ourselves an ex
aggerated idea of a magnificent possession which 
has just fallen to us from Heaven in some way we 
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do not understand, and the continued possession 
of which is assured to us. 

This is what you will find if you let a lover turn 
things over in his mind for twenty-four hours. 

In the salt mines of Salzburg a bough stripped 
of its leaves by winter is thrown into the depths of 
the disused workings; two or three months later it 
is pulled out again, covered with brilliant crystals: 
even the tiniest twigs, no bigger than a timtit's 
claw, are spangled with a vast number of shim
mering, glittering diamonds, so that the original 
bough is no longer recognizable. 

I call crystallization that process of the mind 
which discovers fresh perfections in its beloved at 
every turn of events. . . . 

This phenomenon which I have allowed myself 
to call crystallization, arises from the promptings of 
Nature which urge us to enjoy ourselves and drive 
the blood to our brains, from the feeling that our 
delight increases with the perfections of the be
loved, and from the thought: "She is mine." The 
savage has no time to get beyond the first step. He 
grasps his pleasures, but his brain is concentrated 
on following the buck fleeing from him through 
the forest, and with whose flesh he must repair his 
own strength as quickly as possible, at the risk of 
falling beneath the hatchet of his enemy. 

At the other extreme of civilization, I have no 
doubt that a sensitive woman arrives at the point 
of experiencing no sensual pleasure except with 
the man she loves. This is in direct opposition to 
the savage. But, amongst civilized communities 
woman has plenty of leisure, whilst the savage 
lives so close to essentials that he is obliged to treat 
his female as a beast of burden. If the females of 
many animals have an easier lot, it is only because 
the subsistence of the males is more assured. 

But let us leave the forests and return to Paris. 
A passionate man sees nothing but perfection in 
the woman he loves; and yet his affections may 
still wander, for the spirit wearies of monotony, 
even in the case of the most perfect happiness. 

So what happens to rivet his attention at this: 
6. Doubt is born. 
When his hopes have first of all been raised and 

then confirmed by ten or a dozen glances, or a 
whole series of other actions which may be com
pressed into a moment or spread over several 
days, the lover, recovering from his first amaze
ment and growing used to his happiness, or per
haps merely guided by theory which, based al
ways on his most frequent experiences, is really 
only correct in the case of light women, the lover, 
I say, demands more positive proofs of love and 
wants to advance the moment of his happiness. 

If he takes too much for granted he will be met 
with indifference, coldness or even anger: in 
France there will be a suggestion of irony which 
seems to say: "You think you have made more 
progress than you really have." A woman behaves 
in this way either because she is recovering from a 

moment of intoxication and obeys the behests of 
modesty, which she is alarmed at having trans
gressed, or merely from prudence or coquettish
ness. 

The lover begins to be less sure of the happiness 
which he has promised himself; he begins to crit
icize the reasons he gave himself for hoping. 

He tries to fall back on the other pleasures of 
life. He finds they no longer exist. He is seized with a 
dread of appalling misery, and his attention be
comes concentrated. 

7. Second crystallization. 
Now begins the second crystallization, produc

ing as its diamonds various confirmations of the 
following idea: 

"She loves me." 
Every quarter of an hour, during the night fol

lowing the birth of doubt, after a moment of terri
ble misery, the lover says to himself: "Yes, she 
loves me"; and crystallization sets to work to dis
cover fresh charms; then gaunt-eyed doubt grips 
him again and pulls him up with a jerk. His heart 
misses a beat; he says to himself: "But does she 
love me?" Through all these harrowing and deli
cious alternations the poor lover feels acutely: 
"With her I would experience joys which she 
alone in the world could give me." 

It is the clearness of this truth and the path he 
treads between an appalling abyss and the most 
perfect happiness, that make the second crystalli
zation appear to be so very much more important 
than the first. 

The lover hovers incessantly amongst these 
three ideas: 

1. She is perfect in every way. 
2. She loves me. 
3. How can I get the strongest possible proof of 

her love for me? 
The most heart-rending moment in love that is 

still young is when it finds that it has been wrong 
in its chain of reasoning and must destroy a whole 
agglomeration of crystals. 

Even the fact of crystallization itself begins to 
appear doubtful. 

Stendhal, On Love, I, 2 

73 Man is not free to refuse to do the thing which 
gives him more pleasure than any other conceiv
able action. 

Love is like a fever; it comes and goes without 
the will having any part in the process. That is 
one of the principal differences between sympa
thy-love and passion-love, and one can only con
gratulate one's self on the fine qualities of the per
son one loves as on a lucky chance. 

74 Give all to love; 
Obey thy heart; 
Friends, kindred, days, 
Estate, good-fame, 

Stendhal, On Love, I, 5 
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Plans, credit and the Muse,
Nothing refuse. 

'Tis a brave master; 
Let i t have scope: 
Follow it utterly, 
Hope beyond hope: 
High and more high 
It dives into noon, 
With wing unspent, 
Untold intent; 
But it is a god, 
Knows its own path 
And the outlets of the sky. 

It was never for the mean; 
It requireth courage stout. 
Souls above doubt, 
Valor unbending, 
It will reward,-
They shall return 
More than they were, 
And ever ascending. 

Leave all for love; 
Yet, hear me, yet, 
One word more thy heart behoved, 
One pulse more of firm endeavor,
Keep thee to.day, 
To·morrow, forever, 
Free as an Arab 
Of thy beloved. 

Cling with life to the maid; 
But when the surprise, 
First vague shadow of surmise 
Flits across her bosom young, 
Of a joy apart from thee, 
Free be she, fancy·free; 
Nor thou detain her vesture's hem, 
Nor the palest rose she flung 
From her summer diadem. 

Though thou loved her as thyself, 
As a self of purer clay, 
Though her parting dims the day, 
Stealing grace from all alive; 
Heartily know, 
When half·gods go, 
The gods arrive. 

Emerson, Give All to Love 

75 I hold it true, whate'er befall; 
I feel it, when I sorrow most; 
'T is better to have loved and lost 

Than never to have loved at all. 
Tennyson, In Memoriam, XXVII 

76 In the spring a livelier iris changes on the 
burnish'd dove; 

In the spring a young man's fancy lightly turns to 
thoughts of love. 

Tennyson, Locksley Hall, 19 

77 To love one maiden only, cleave to her, 
And worship her by years of noble deeds, 
Until they won her; for indeed I knew 
Of no more subtle master under heaven 
Than is the maiden passion for a maid, 
Not only to keep down the base in man, 
But teach high thought, and amiable words 
And courtliness, and the desire of fame, 
And love of truth, and all that makes a man. 

Tennyson, Guinevere, 472 

78 Young love·making-that gossamer web! Even 
the points it clings to-the things whence its sub· 
tie interlacings are swung-are scarcely percepti. 
ble: momentary touches of finger. tips, meetings of 
rays from blue and dark orbs, unfinished phrases, 
lightest changes of cheek and lip, faintest tremors. 
The web itself is made of spontaneous beliefs and 
indefinable joys, yearnings of one life towards an· 
other, visions of completeness, indefinite trust. 

George Eliot, Middlemarch, IV, 36 

79 Father Zossima. Love in action is a harsh and 
dreadful thing compared with love in dreams. 
Love in dreams is greedy for immediate action, 
rapidly performed and in the sight of all. Men 
will even give their lives if only the ordeal does 
not last long but is soon over, with all looking on 
and applauding as though on the stage. But active 
love is labour and fortitude, and for some people 
too, perhaps, a complete science. 

Dostoevsky, Brothers Karamazov, Pt. I, II, 4 

80 She began to cry and a still greater sense of pity, 
tenderness, and love welled up in Pierre. He felt 
the tears trickle under his spectacles and hoped 
they would not be noticed. 

"We won't speak of it any more, my dear," said 
Pierre, and his gentle, cordial tone suddenly 
seemed very strange to Natasha. 

"We won't speak of it, my dear-I'll tell him 
everything; but one thing I beg of you, consider 
me your friend and if you want help, advice, or 
simply to open your heart to someone-not now, 
but when your mind is clearer-think of me!" He 
took her hand and kissed it. "I shall be happy if 
it's in my power ... " 

Pierre grew confused. 
"Don't speak to me like that. I am not worth 

it!" exclaimed Natasha and turned to leave the 
room, but Pierre held her hand. 

He knew he had something more to say to her. 
But when he said it he was amazed at his own 
words. 

"Stop, stop! You have your whole life before 
you," said he to her. 

"Before me? No! All is over for me," she replied 
with shame and self·abasement. 

"All over?" he repeated. "If I were not myself, 
but the handsomest, cleverest, and best man in 
the world, and were free, I would this moment ask 
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on my knees for your hand and your love!" 
For the first time for many days Natasha wept 

tears of gratitude and tenderness, and glancing at 
Pierre she went out of the room. 

Pierre too when she had gone almost ran into 
the anteroom, restraining tears of tenderness and 
joy that choked him, and without finding the 
sleeves of his fur cloak threw it on and got into his 
sleigh. 

"Where to now, your excellency?" asked the 
coachman. 

"Where to?" Pierre asked himself. "Where can 
I go now? Surely not to the Club or to pay calls?" 
All men seemed so pitiful, so poor, in comparison 
with this feeling of tenderness and love he experi
enced: in comparison with that softened, grateful, 
last look she had given him through her tears. 

"Home!" said Pierre, and despite twenty-two 
degrees of frost Fahrenheit he threw open the 
bearskin cloak from his broad chest and inhaled 
the air with joy. 

It was clear and frosty. Above the dirty, ill-lit 
streets, above the black roofs, stretched the dark 
starry sky. Only looking up at the sky did Pierre 
cease to feel how sordid and humiliating were all 
mundane things compared with the heights to 
which his soul had just been raised. At the en
trance to the Arbat Square an immense expanse 
of dark starry sky presented itself to his eyes. Al
most in the center of it, above the Prechistenka 
Boulevard, surrounded and sprinkled on all sides 
by stars but distinguished from them all by its 
nearness to the earth, its white light, and its long 
uplifted tail, shone the enormous and brilliant 
comet of 1812-the comet which was said to por
tend all kinds of woes and the end of the world. In 
Pierre, however, that comet with its long lumi
nous tail aroused no feeling of fear. On the con
trary he gazed joyfully, his eyes moist with tears, 
at this bright comet which, having traveled in its 
orbit with inconceivable velocity through immea
surable space, seemed suddenly-like an arrow 
piercing the earth-to remain fixed in a chosen 
spot, vigorously holding its tail erect, shining and 
displaying its white light amid countless other 
scintillating stars. It seemed to Pierre that this 
comet fully responded to what was passing in his 
own softened and uplifted soul, now blossoming 
into a new life. 

Tolstoy, War and Peace, VIII, 22 

81 "When loving with human love one may pass 
from love to hatred, but divine love cannot 
change. No, neither death nor anything else can 
destroy it. It is the very essence of the soul. Yet 
how many people have I hated in my life? And of 
them all, I loved and hated none as I did her." 
And . . . [Prince Andrew] vividly pictured to 
himself Natasha, not as he had done in the past 
with nothing but her charms which gave him de
light, but for the first time picturing to himself her 

soul. And he understood her feelings, her suffer
ings, shame, and remorse. He now understood for 
the first time all the cruelty of his rejection of her, 
the cruelty of his rupture with her. "If only it were 
possible for me to see her once more! Just once, 
looking into those eyes to say. . ." 

... And his attention was suddenly carried 
into another world, a world of reality and deliri
um in which something particular was happen
ing. In that world some structure was still being 
erected and did not fall, something was still 
stretching out, and the candle with its red halo 
was still burning, and the same shirtlike sphinx 
lay near the door; but besides all this something 
creaked, there was a whiff of fresh air, and a new 
white sphinx appeared, standing at the door. And 
the sphinx had the pale face and shining eyes of 
the very Natasha of whom he had just been think
ing. 

"Oh, how oppressive this continual delirium 
is," thought Prince Andrew, trying to drive that 
face from his imagination. But the face remained 
before him with the force of reality and drew 
nearer. Prince Andrew wished to return to that 
former world of pure thought, but he could not, 
and delirium drew him back into its domain. The 
soft whispering voice continued its rhythmic mur
mur, something oppressed him and stretched out, 
and the strange face was before him. Prince An
drew collected all his strength in an effort to re
cover his senses, he moved a little, and suddenly 
there was a ringing in his ears, a dimness in his 
eyes, and like a man plunged into water he lost 
consciousness. When he came to himself, Natasha, 
that same living Natasha whom of all people he 
most longed to love with this new pure divine love 
that had been revealed to him, was kneeling be
fore him. He realized that it was the real living 
Natasha, and he was not surprised but quietly 
happy. Natasha, motionless on her knees (she was 
unable to stir), with frightened eyes riveted on 
him, was restraining her sobs. Her face was pale 
and rigid. Only in the lower part of it something 
quivered. 

Prince Andrew sighed with relief, smiled, and 
held out his hand. 

"You?" he said. "How fortunate!" 
With a rapid but careful movement Natasha 

drew nearer to him on her knees and, taking his 
hand carefully, bent her face over it and began 
kissing it, just touching it lightly with her lips. 

"Forgive me!" she whispered, raising her head 
and glancing at him. "Forgive me!" 

"I love you," said Prince Andrew. 
"Forgive ... !" 
"Forgive what?" he asked. 
"Forgive me for what I ha-ve do-ne!" faltered 

Natasha in a scarcely audible, broken whisper, 
and began kissing his hand more rapidly, just 
touching it with her lips. 

"I love you more, better than before," said 
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Prince Andrew, lifting her face with his hand so as 
to look into her eyes. 

Tolstoy, War and Peace, XI, 32 

82 All men from their very earliest years know that 
besides the good of their animal personality there 
is another, a better, good in life, which is not only 
independent of the gratification of the appetites of 
the animal personality, but on the contrary the 
greater the renunciation of the welfare of the ani
mal personality the greater this good becomes. 

This feeling, solving all life's contradictions and 
giving the greatest good to man, is known to all. 
That feeling is love. 

Life is the activity of animal personality sub
jected to the law of reason. Reason is the law to 
which, for his own good, man's animal personality 
must be subjected. Love is the only reasonable ac
tivity of man. 

Tolstoy, On LIfe, XXII 

83 Philosophy, when just escaping from its golden 
pupa-skin, mythology, proclaimed the great evo
lutionary agency of the universe to be Love. Or, 
since this pirate-lingo, English, is poor in such-like 
words, let us say Eros, the exuberance-love. Af
terwards, Empedocles set up passionate-love and 
hate as the two co-ordinate powers of the univ
erse. In some passages, kindness is the word. But 
certainly, in any sense in which it has an opposite, 
to be senior partner of that opposite, is the highest 
position that love can attain. Nevertheless, the on
tological gospeller, in whose days those views were 
familiar topics, made the One Supreme Being, by 
whom all things have been made out of nothing, 
to be cherishing-love. What, then, can he say to 
hate? ... Uohn's] statement that God is love 
seems aimed at that saying of Ecclesiastes that we 
cannot tell whether God bears us love or hatred. 
"Nay," says John, "we can tell, and very simply! 
We know and have trusted the love which God 
hath in us. God is love." There is no logic in this, 
unless it means that God loves all men. In the 
preceding paragraph, he had said, "God is light 
and in him is no darkness at all." We are to un
derstand, then, that as darkness is merely the de
fect of light, so hatred and evil are mere imperfect 
stages of . . . love and loveliness. This concords 
with that utterance reported in John's Gospel: 
"God sent not the Son into the world to judge the 
world; but that the world should through him be 
saved. He that believeth on him is not judged: he 
that believeth not hath been judged already .... 
And this is the judgment, that the light is come 
into the world, and that men loved darkness rath
er than the light." That is to say, God visits no 
punishment on them; they punish themselves, by 
their natural affinity for the defective. Thus, the 
love that God is, is not a love of which hatred is 
the contrary; otherwise Satan would be a co-ordi
nate power; but it is a love which embraces ha-

tred as an imperfect stage of it, an Anteros-yea, 
even needs hatred and hatefulness as its object. 
For self-love is no love; so if God's self is love, that 
which he loves must be defect of love; just as a 
luminary can light up only that which otherwise 
would be dark. 

C. S. Peirce, Evolutionary Love 

84 Whatever is done from love always occurs beyond 
good and evil. 

Nietzsche, Beyond Good and Evil, IV, 153 

85 Libido is an expression taken from the theory of 
the emotions. We call by that name the energy 
(regarded as a quantitative magnitude, though 
not at present actually mensurable) of those in
stincts which have to do with all that may be com
prised under the word love. The nucleus of what 
we mean by love naturally consists (and this is 
what is commonly called love, and what the poets 
sing of) in sexual love with sexual union as its aim. 
But we do not separate from this-what in any 
case has a share in the name love---on the one 
hand, self-love, and on the other, love for parents 
and children, friendship, and love for humanity in 
general, and also devotion to concrete objects and 
to abstract ideas. Our justification lies in the fact 
that psycho-analytic research has taught us that 
all these tendencies are an expression of the same 
instinctive activities; in relations between the sex
es these instincts force their way towards sexual 
union, but in other circumstances they are divert
ed from this aim or are prevented from reaching 
it, though always preserving enough of their origi
nal nature to keep their identity recognizable (as 
in such features as the longing for proximity, and 
self-sacrifice ). 

We are of opinion, then, that language has car
ried out an entirely justifiable piece of unification 
in creating the word love with its numerous uses, 
and that we cannot do better than take it as the 
basis of our scientific discussions and expositions 
as well. 

Freud, Group Psychology and the 
Analysis of the Ego, IV 

86 In the development of mankind as a whole, just as 
in individuals, love alone acts as the civilizing fac
tor in the sense that it brings a change from 
egoism to altruism. And this is true both of the 
sexual love for women, with all the obligations 
which it involves of sparing what women are fond 
of, and also of the desexualized, sublimated homo
sexual love for other men, which springs from 
work in common. 

Freud, Group Psychology and the 
Analysis of the Ego, VI 

87 A small minority are enabled. . . to find happi
ness along the path of love; but far-reaching men
tal transformations of the erotic function are nec-
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essary before this is possible. These people make 
themselves independent of their object's acquies
cence by transferring the main value from the fact 
of being loved to their own act of loving; they 
protect themselves against loss of it by attaching 
their love not to individual objects but to all men 
equally, and they avoid the uncertainties and di
sappointments of genital love by turning away 
from its sexual aim and modifying the instinct 
into an impulse with an inhibited aim. The state 
which they induce in themselves by this process
an unchangeable, undeviating, tender attitude
has little superficial likeness to the stormy vicissi
tudes of genital love, from which it is nevertheless 
derived. 

Freud, Civilization and Its Discontents, IV 

88 When a love-relationship is at its height, no room 
is left for any interest in the surrounding world; 
the pair of lovers are sufficient unto themselves, 
do not even need the child they have in common 
to make them happy. In no other case does Eros 
so plainly betray the core of his being, his aim of 
making one out of many. 

Freud, Civilization and Its Discontents, V 

89 An animal exhibits in its life-activity a multitude 
of acts of breathing, digesting, secreting, excret
ing, attack, defense, search for food, etc., a multi
tude of specific responses to specific stimulations 
of the environment. But mythology comes in and 
attributes them all to a nisus for self-preservation. 
Thence it is but a step to the idea that all con
scious acts are prompted by self-love. This premiss 
is then elaborated in ingenious schemes, often 
amusing when animated by a cynical knowledge 
of the "world," tedious when of a would-be logical 
nature, to prove that every act of man including 
his apparent generosities is a variation played on 
the theme of self-interest. 

Dewey, Human Nature and Conduct, 11,5 

90 When you are old and gray and full of sleep, 
And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 
And loved your beauty with love false or true, 
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 
And loved the sorrows of your changing face; 

And bending down beside the glowing bars, 
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled 
And paced upon the mountains overhead 
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 

Yeats, When You Are Old 

91 Down by the salley gardens my love and I did 
meet; 

She passed the salley gardens with little snow
white feet. 

She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on 
the tree; 

But I, being young and foolish, with her would 
not agree. 

In a field by the river my love and I did stand, 
And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow

white hand. 
She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the 

weirs; 
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of 

tears. 
Yeats, Down by the Salley Gardens 

92 Imagine a piece of music which expresses love. It 
is not love for any particular person. Another 
piece of music will express another love. Here we 
have two distinct emotional atmospheres, two dif
ferent fragrances, and in both cases the quality of 
love will depend upon its essence and not upon its 
object. Nevertheless, it is hard to conceive a love 
which is, so to speak, at work, and yet applies to 
nothing. As a matter of fact, the mystics unani
mously bear witness that God needs us, just as we 
need God. Why should He need us unless it be to 
love us? And it is to this very conclusion that the 
philosopher who holds to the mystical experience 
must come. Creation will appear to him as God 
undertaking to create creators, that He may have, 
besides Himself, beings worthy of His love. 

We should hesitate to admit this if it were 
merely a question of humdrum dwellers on this 
corner of the universe called Earth. But, as we 
have said before, it is probable that life animates 
all the planets revolving round all the stars. It 
doubtless takes, by reason of the diversity of con
ditions in which it exists, the most varied forms, 
some very remote from what we imagine them to 
be; but its essence is everywhere the same, a slow 
accumulation of potential energy to be spent sud
dently in free action. We might still hesitate to 
admit this, if we regarded as accidental the ap
pearance amid the plants and animals that people 
the earth of a living creature such as man, capa
ble of loving and making himself loved. But we 
have shown that this appearance, while not pre
determined, was not actidental either. Though 
there were other lines of evolution running along
side the line which led to man, and though much 
is incomplete in man himself, we can say, while 
keeping closely to what experience shows, that it is 
man who accounts for the presence of life on our 
planet. Finally, we might well go on hesitating if 
we believed that the universe is essentially raw 
matter, and that life has been super-added to 
matter. We have shown, on the contrary, that 
matter and life, as we define them, are coexistent 
and interdependent. This being the case, there is 
nothing to prevent the philosopher from following 
to its logical conclusion the idea which mysticism 
suggests to him of a universe which is the mere 
visible and tangible aspect of love and of the need 
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of loving, together with all the consequences en
tailed by this creative emotion: I mean the ap
pearance of living creatures in which this emotion 
finds its complement; of an infinity of other beings 
without which they could not have appeared, and 
lastly of the unfathomable depths of material sub
stance without which life would not have been 
possible. 

Bergson, Two Sources of Morality 
and Religion, III 

93 To be omnivorous is one pole of true love: to be 
exclusive is the other. A man whose heart, if I 
may say so, lies deeper, hidden under a thicker 
coat of mail, will have less play of fancy, and will 
be far from finding every charm charming, or ev
ery sort of beauty a stimulus to love. Yet he may 
not be less prone to the tender passion, and when 
once smitten may be so penetrated by an unimag
ined tenderness and joy, that he will declare him
self incapable of ever loving again, and may actu
ally be so. Having no rivals and in deeper soil, 
love can ripen better in such a constant spirit; it 
will not waste itself in a continual patter of little 
pleasures and illusions. But unless the passion of it 
is to die down, it must somehow assert its univer
sality: what it loses in diversity it must gain in 
applicability. It must become a principle of action 
and an influence colouring everything that is 
dreamt of; otherwise it would have lost its dignity 
and sunk into a dead memory or a domestic bond. 

True love, it used to be said, is love at first sight. 
Manners have much to do with such incidents, 
and the race which happens to set, at a given 
time, the fashion in literature makes its tempera
ment public and exercises a sort of contagion over 
all men's fancies. If women are rarely seen and 
ordinarily not to be spoken to; if all imagination 

has to build upon is a furtive glance or casual 
motion, people fall in love at first sight. For they 
must fall in love somehow, and any stimulus is 
enough if none more powerful is forthcoming. 
When society, on the contrary, allows constant 
and easy intercourse between the sexes, a first im
pression, if not reinforced, will soon be hidden and 
obliterated by others. Acquaintance becomes nec
essary for love when it is necessary for memory. 
But what makes true love is not the information 
conveyed by acquaintance, not any circumstan
tial charms that may be therein discovered: it is 
still a deep and dumb instinctive affinity, an inex
plicable emotion seizing the heart, an influence 
organising the world, like a luminous crystal, 
about one magic point. So that although love sel
dom springs up suddenly in these days into any
thing like a full-blown passion, it is sight, it is 
presence, that makes in time a conquest over the 
heart; for all virtues, sympathies, confidences will 
fail to move a man to tenderness and to worship, 
unless a poignant effluence from the object envel
op him, so that he begins to walk, as it were, in a 
dream. 

Santayana, Life of Reason, II, 1 

94 If to create was love's impulse originally, to create 
is its effort still, after it has been chastened and 
has received some rational extension. The ma
chinery which serves reproduction thus finds kin
dred but higher uses, as every organ does in a 
liberal life; and what Plato called a desire for 
birth in beauty may be sublimated even more, 
until it yearns for an ideal immortality in a trans
figured world, a world made worthy of that love 
which its children have so often lavished on it in 
their dreams. 

Santayana, Life of Reason, II, 1 

3.2 I Hale 

In almost all the traditional enumerations of 
the emotions, love and hate are joined to
gether as contraries, along with such paired 
opposites as hope and desire, pleasure and 
pain, desire and aversion, and so on. If there 
are kinds of love that are either not emo
tional at all or involve bodily passion as just 

one, and perhaps even a minor, component,' 
then it may be the case that there are also 
kinds of hate that are pure acts of will with
out passion or involve will as well as emo
tion. The reader should have this in mind as 
he discovers that there may be as many vari
eties of hate as there are of love. He should 


