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these odious powers (as | most assuredly would do if an engagement to thar effect
could be made legally hinding on me), feel it my duty to put on record a formal
protest against the existing law of marriage, in so far as conferring such powers; and a
solemn promise never in any case or under any circumstances to use them. And in
the event of marriage between Mrs. Taylor and me 1 declare it to be my will and
intention, and the condition of the engagement berween us, thar she rerains in all
respects whatever the same absolure freedom of action, and freedom of disposal of
herself and of all that does or may at any time helong to her, as if no such marriage
had taken place; and I absolutely disclaim and repudiate all pretence ro have
acquired any rights whatever by virtue of such marriage.

J. 5. Mill

srom Autobiography!
from Chapter 1. Childbood. and Early Education

It may be useful thar there should be some record of an education which was unusual
and remarkable, and which, whatever else it may have done, has proved how much
more than is commonly supposed may be taught, and well taught, in those carly years
which, in rhe common modes of whar is called instruction, are lirtle betrer than
wasted, + + «

| was horn in London, on the 20th of May 1806, and was the eldest son of James
Mill, the author of The History of British India.? My father, the son of a perty rrades-
man and (I believe) small farmer, at Northwater Bridge, in the county of Angus, was,
when a boy, recommended by his ahilities to the notice of Sir John Stuart, of Ferrer-
caimn, one of the Barons of the Exchequer in Scotland, and was, in consequence, sent
to the University of Edinburgh ar the expense of a fund established by Lady Jane Stu-
art (the wife of Sir John Stuart) and some orher ladies for educaring young men for
the Scottish Church. He there wenrt through the usual course of study, and was li-
censed as a Preacher, bur never followed rhe profession; having satistied himself thar
he could not believe the doctrines of thar or any other Church. For a few years he
was a private tutor in various families in Scotland, among others that of the Marquis
of Tweeddale; but ended by taking up his residence in London, and devoting himself
to authorship. Nor had he any other means of support until 1819, when he obrained
an appaintment in the India House.?

11 this period of my father's life there are two rthings which it is impossible not ro
be struck with: one of them unfortunately a very common circumseance, the other a
most uncommon one. The first is, thar in his position, with no resource bur the pre-
carious one of writing in periodicals, he married and had a large family; conduct than
which nothing could be more opposed, borh as a marter of good sense and of dury, to
the opinicns which, at least at a later period of life, he strenuously upheld. The other
circumstance, is the extraordinary energy which was required ro lead rhe life he led,
with the disadvantages under which he laboured from the first, and with those which
he brought upon himself by his marriage. = = = But he, with these burthens on him,
planned, commenced, and completed, the History of India; and this in the course of
about ten years, a shorter time than has been occupied (even by writers who had no

1. Mill's autohiography was publishiel posthumeusly, five aurhoritative, and it camed him a post with the Fase In-
mamiths after his death. iz Clompany.
1. Published in 1817, Mills History was long regarded as 1. The ooffice=s of the East India Company.
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other employment) in the production of almost any other historical work of equal
bulk, and of anvthing approaching to the same amount of reading and research. And
to this is to be added, that during the whole period, a considerable part of almost
every day was emploved in the instruction of his children: in the case of one of
whom, myself, he exerted an amount of labour, care, and perseverance rarely, if ever,
emploved for a similar purpose, in endeavouring to give, according to his own con-
ception, the highest order of intellectual education.

A man who, in his own practice, so vigorously acted up to the principle of losing
no time, was likely to adhere to the same rule in the instruction of his pupil. I have
no remembrance of the time when 1 began to learn Greek. [ have been told that it
was when [ was three years old. My earliest recollection on the subject, is that of
committing to memory what my father termed Vocables, being lists of common
Greele words, with their significarion in English, which he wrote out for me on cards.
Of grammar, until some years later, [ learnt no more than the inflexions of the nouns
and verbs, but, after a course of vocables, proceeded at once to translation; and 1
faintly remember going through Aesop's Fables, the first Greek book which I read.
The Anabasis,* which | remember hetter, was the second. | learnt no Latin until my
eighth year. At that time | had read, under my father's tuition, a number of Greek
prose authors, among whom | remember the whole of Heradotus,® and of Xenophon's
Cryropaedia® and Memorials of Socrates; some of the lives of the philosophers by Dio-
genes Laertius; part of Lucian,” and Isocrares Ad Demenicum and Ad Nicoclem. [ also
read, in 1813, the first six dialogues (in the common arrangement) of Plato, from the
Euthyphron to the Theaetetus inclusive: which last dialogue, 1 venture to think, would
have heen better omitred, as it was totally impossible 1 should understand it. Bur my
father, in all his reaching, demanded of me not only the utmost that I could do, but
much that I could by no possibility have done. What he was himself willing to un-
dergo for the sake of my instruction, may be judged from the fact, that [ went through
the whole process of preparing my Greek lessons in the same room and ar the same
table ar which he was writing: and as in those days Greek and English Lexicons were
not, and [ could make no more use of a Greek and Larin Lexicon than could be made
without having yet begun to learn Latin, | was forced to have recourse to him for the
meaning of every word which I did not know. This incessant interruption he, one of
the most impatient of men, submitted to, and wrote under that interruption several
volumes of his History and all else that he had to write during those years, « « «

In my eighth year [ commenced learning Latin, in conjunction with a younger
sister, to whom 1 taught it as I went on, and who afterwards repeated the lessons to
my father: and from this time, other sisters and brothers being successively added as
pupils, a considerable part of my day’s work consisted of this preparatory teaching. [t
was a part which I greatly disliked; the more so, as | was held responsible for the
lessons of my pupils, in almost as full a sense as for my own: | however derived from
this discipline the great advantage, of learning more thoroughly and retaining more
lastingly the things which I was set to teach: perhaps, too, the practice it afforded in
explaining difficulties ro others, may even at that age have been useful. In other
tespects, the experience of my bovhood is not favorable to the plan of teaching
children by means of one another. The reaching, | am sure, is very inefficient as

4. A work by Xenophon (e, 434-355 R, Greek histo- 6. A fictionalized biography of Cyrus, King of Persia.
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teaching, and [ well know that the relation between teacher and raught is not a good
meoral discipline to either. « « «

« « « | had read, up to this time, very little English poetry. Shakespeare my father
had put into my hands, chiefly for the sake of the histarical plays, from which however
I went on to the others. My father never was a great admirer of Shakespeare, the Eng-
lish idolatry of whom he used to artack with some severity. He cared litele for any Eng-
lish poetry except Milton (for whom he had the highest admiration), Goldsmith,
Burns, and Gray's “Bard,” which he preferred to his Elegy: perhaps | may add Cowper
and Beattie. He had some value for Spenser, and | remember his reading to me {unlike
his usual practice of making me read to him) the first book of The Fairie Queene; but [
raok little pleasure in it. The poetry of the present century he saw scarcely any merit
in, and I hardly became acquainted with any of it till I was grown up to manhood, ex-
cept the metrical romances of Walter Scott, which [ read at his recommendation and
was intensely delighted with; as | always was with animated narrative. = « «

In the course of instruction which [ have partially retraced, the point most
superficially apparent is the great effort to give, during the years of childhood, an
amount of knowledge in what are considered the higher branches of education,
which is seldom acquired (if acquired at all) until the age of manhood. The result of
the experiment shews the ease with which this may be done, and places in a strong
light the wretched waste of so many precious years as ate spent in acquiring the
modicum of Latin and Greek commonly raught to schoolboys; a waste, which has led
so many educational reformers to entertain the ill-judged proposal of discarding those
languages altogether from general education. If I had been by nature extremely quick
of apprehension, or had possessed a very accurate and retentive memory, or were of a
remarkably active and energetic characrer, the trial would not be conclusive; but in
all these natural gifts 1 am rather helow than above par. What I could do, could
assuredly be done by any boy or girl of average capacity and healthy physical
constitution: and if I have accomplished anything, 1 owe it, among other fortunate
circumstances, to the fact that through the early training bestowed on me by my
father, I started, I may fairly say, with an advantage of a quarter of a century over my
cOntemporaries. + +

It is evident that this, among many other of the purposes of my father's scheme
of education, could not have been accomplished if he had not carefully kept me from
having any great amount of intercourse with other boys. He was earnestly bent upon
my escaping not only the ordinary corrupting influence which boys exercise over
boys, but the contagion of vulgar modes of thought and feeling; and for this he was
willing that 1 should pay the price of inferiority in the accomplishments which
schoolboys in all countries chiefly cultivate. The deficiencies in my education were
principally in the things which boys learn from being turned out to shift for them-
selves, and from being brought rogether in large numbers. From remperance and
much walking, | grew up healthy and hardy, though not muscular; but 1 could do no
feats of skill or physical strength, and knew none of the ordinary bodily exercises. It
was not that play, or time for it, was refused me. Though no holidays were allowed,
lest the hahit of work should be broken, and a tasee for idleness acquired, 1 had ample
leisure in every day to amuse myself; bur as | had no boy companions, and the animal
need of physical activity was satisfied by walking, my amusements, which were
mostly solitary, were in general of a quiet, if not a bookish turn, and gave little stimu-
lus to any other kind even of mental activity than thar which was already called forth
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by my studies. 1 consequently remained long, and in a less degree have always
remained, inexpert in anything requiring manual dexterity. « « » My father was the
extreme opposite in these particulars: his senses and mental faculties were always on
the alert; he carried decision and energy of characrer in his whole manner, and into
every action of life: and this, as much as his talents, contribured to the strong impres-
sion which he always made upon those with whom he came into personal contacr.
But the children of energetic parents, frequently grow up unenergetic, because they
lean on their parents, and the parents are energetic for them. The education which
my father gave me, was in itself much more fitted for training me to know than to do.

from Chapter 5. A Crisis in My Mental History. One Stage Onward

From the winter of 1821, when I first read Bentham,! and especially from the com-
mencement of the Westminster Review,* | had what might truly be called an object
in life; to be a reformer of the world. My conception of my own happiness was en-
tirely identified with chis object. The personal sympathies | wished for were those of
fellow labourers in this enterprise. | endeavoured o pick up as many flowers as |
could by the way; but as a serious and permanent personal satisfaction to rest upon,
my whole reliance was placed on this: and | was accustomed to felicitate myself on
the certainty of a happy life which | enjoyed, through placing my happiness in
something durable and distanr, in which some progress might be always making,
while it could never be exhausted by complere artainment. This did very well for
several years, during which the general improvement going on in the world and the
idea of myself as engaged with others in struggling to promote it, scemed enough to
fill up an interesting and animated existence. But the time came when [ awakened
from this as from a dream. It was in the avtumn of 1826. | was in a dull state of
nerves, such as everybody is occasionally liable ro; unsusceptible to enjoyment or
pleasurable excitement; one of those moods when what is pleasure ar other times,
becomes insipid or indifferent; the state, | should think, in which converts to
Methodism usually are, when smitten by their first “conviction of sin.” In this frame
of mind it occurred to me to put the question directly to myself, “Suppose that all
your objects in life were realized; that all the changes in institutions and opinions
which you are looking forward to, could be complerely effecred ar this very instant:
would this be a great joy and happiness to you!™ And an irrepressible self-
consciousness distinctly answered, “No!™ Ar this my heart sank within me: the
whole foundation on which my life was constructed fell down. All my happiness was
to have been found in the continual pursuit of this end. The end had ceased o
charm, and how could there ever again be any interest in the means? | seemed o
have nothing left o live for.

At firse | hoped that the cloud would pass away of itself; but it did not. A night's
sleep, the sovereign remedy for the smaller vexarions of life, had no effect on ir. |
awoke to a renewed consciousness of the woeful fact. 1 carried it with me inro all
companies, into all occuparions. Hardly anything had power to cause me even a few
minutes oblivion of it. For some months the cloud seemed to grow rthicker and
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thicker. The lines in Coleridge’s "Dejection™ | was not then acquainted with
them—exactly describe my case:

A grief without a pang, void, dark and drear,
A drowsy, stifled, unimpassioned grief,
Which finds no nartural outler or relief

In word, or sigh, or tear.?

In vain | sought relief from my favourite books; those memorials of past nobleness
and greatness, from which [ had always hitherto drawn strength and animation. [
read them now withour feeling, or with the accustomed feeling minus all its charm;
and [ became persuaded, that my love of mankind, and of excellence for its own sake,
had worn itself out. I sought no comfort by speaking to others of what [ felt. If | had
loved any one sufficiently to make confiding my griefs a necessity, I should not have
been in the condition [ was. [ felt, too, that mine was not an interesting, or in any
way respectable distress. There was nothing in it to attract sympathy. Advice, if | had
known where to seek i, would have been most precious. The words of Macbheth to
the physician often occurred to my thoughts.* But there was no one on whom 1 could
build the faintest hope of such assistance. My father, to whom it would have been
natural to me to have recourse in any practical difficulties, was the last person to
whom, in such a case as this, 1 looked for hr:lp. Everything convinced me that he had
no knowledge of any such mental state as | was suffering from, and that even if he
could be made to understand it, he was not the physician who could heal it. My edu-
cation, which was wholly his work, had been conducted without any regard to the
possibility of its ending in this result; and I saw no use in giving him the pain of
thinking that his plans had failed, when the failure was probably irremediable, and at
all events, beyond the power of his remedies. Of other friends, 1 had at that time none
to whom 1 had any hn}'u: of making my condition intelligible, It was however
abundantly intelligible to myself; and the more 1 dwelt upon it, the more huptitbm it
appeared.

My course of study had led me to believe, thar all mental and moral feelings
and qu:iiititr-. whether of a good or of a bad kind, were the results of association;
that we love one thing and hate another, take pleasure in one sort of action or
contemplation, and pain in another sort, through the clinging of pleasurable or
painful ideas to those things, from the effect of education or of experience. As a
corollary from this, [ had always heard it maintained by my father, and was myself
convinced, rhar the ohjecr of educarion should be o form the strongest possible
associations of the salutary class; associations of pleasure with all things beneficial
to the great whole, and of pain with all things hureful to it This doctrine appeared
inexpugnable; bur it now seemed to me on rerrospect, that my teachers had
occupied themselves but superficially with the means of forming and keeping up
these salutary associations. They seemed to have trusted aleogether to the old
familiar instruments, praise and blame, reward and punishment, Now 1 did not
doubr that by these means, bepun early and applied unremittingly, intense

3. Dejection, an Onde, 11.21-24. ous antidote [ Cleanse the stuff'd bosom of thar perilous
4, “Canst thou not minister 1o @ mind diseas’d, | Pluck i [ Which weighs wpon  the heart"  {Macheth
ot from the memary a rooted sorrow, | Raze cur the wrir- 5.5.40-45)

rem rroubles of the brain, | And with some sweer oblivi-
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associations of pain and pleasure, especially of pain, might be created, and might
produce desires and aversions capable of lasting undiminished to the end of life.
But there must alwavs be something artificial and casual in associations thus
produced. The pains and pleasures thus forcibly associated with things, are not
connected with them by any natural tie; and it is therefore, I thought, essential to
the durability of these associations, that they should have become so intense and
inveterate as to be practically indissoluble, before the habitual exercise of the
power of analysis had commenced. For | now saw, or thaught I saw, what [ had
always before received with incredulity—that the habit of analysis has a tendency
to wear away the feelings: as indeed it has when no other mental habit is culti-
vated, and the analysing spirit remains without its natural complements and
correctives. The very excellence of analysis (I argued) is that it tends to weaken
and undermine whatever is the result of prejudice; that it enables us mentally ro
separate ideas which have only casually clung rogether: and no associations what-
ever could ultimarely resist this dissolving force, were it not that we owe to analysis
our clearest knowledge of the permanent sequences in nature; the real connexions
between Things, not dependent on our will and feelings; natural laws, by virtue of
which, in many cases, one thing is inseparable from another in fact; which laws, in
proportion as they are clearly perceived and imaginatively realized, cause our ideas
of things which are always joined together in Nature, to cohere more and more
closely in our thoughts. Analytic habits may thus even strengthen the associations
herween causes and effects, means and ends, bur tend altogether to weaken those
which are, to speak familiarly, a mere matter of feeling. They are therefore (I
thought) favourable to prudence and clearsightedness, bur a perperual worm ar the
toot hoth of the passions and of the virtues; and above all, fearfully undermine all
desires, and all pleasures, which are the effects of association, that is, according to
the theory | held, all except the purely physical and organic; of the entire insuffi-
ciency of which to make life desirable, no one had a stronger conviction than [
had. These were the laws of human nature by which, as it seemed to me, I had been
brought to my present state. All those to whom [ looked up, were of opinion that
the pleasure of sympathy with human beings, and the feelings which made the
good of others, and especially of mankind on a large scale, the object of existence,
were the greatest and surest sources of happiness. Of the truth of this I was con-
vinced, but to know that a feeling would make me happy if | had it, did not give me
the feeling. My education, I thoughe, had failed to create these feelings in sufficient
strength to resist the dissolving influence of analysis, while the whole course of my
intellecrual cultivation had made precocions and premarure analysis the inveterare
habit of my mind. | was thus, as [ said to myself, left stranded at the commence-
ment of my vovage, with a well equipped ship and a rudder, but no sail; withour
any teal desire for the ends which 1 had been so carefully fitted our to work for: no
delight in virtue or the general good, but also just as little in anything else. The
fountains of vanity and ambition seemed to have dried up within me, as completely
as those of benevolence. I had had (as [ reflected) some gratification of vanicy ar
too early an age: [ had obrained some distinction, and felt myself of some impor-
tance, before the desire of distinction and of importance had grown inro a passion:
and lirtle as it was which [ had attained, yet having been attained too early, like all
pleasures enjoved too soon, it had made me blasé and indifferent to the pursuit.
Thus neither selfish nor unselfish pleasures were pleasures to me. And there
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seemed no power in nature sufficient to begin the formation of my characrer anew,
and create in a mind now irretrievably analytic, fresh associations of pleasure with
any of the objects of human desire.

These were the thoughts which mingled with the dry heavy dejection of the
melancholy winrer of 1826-7. During this time | was not incapable of my usual occu-
pations. | went on with them mechanically, by the mere force of habit. | had been so
drilled in a certain sort of mental exercise, that I could still carry it on when all the
spirit had gone out of it. [ even composed and spoke several speeches at the debating
society, how, or with what degree of success | know not. Of four years continual
speaking ar that society, this is the only year of which | remember next to nothing.
Two lines of Coleridge, in whom alone of all writers | have found a true description
of what | felt, were often in my thoughts, not at this time (for | had never read them),
but in a later period of the same mental malady:

Work withour hope draws necrar in a sieve,
And hope without an object cannor live

In all probability my case was by no means so peculiar as | fancied ir, and 1 doubt
not that many others have passed through a similar state; bur the idiosyncracies of
my education had given to the general phenomenon a special character, which
made it seem the natural effect of causes that it was hardly possible for time
remove. | frequently asked myself, if 1 could, or if [ was bound 1o go on living,
when life must be passed in this manner. | generally answered to myself, that | did
not think I could possibly bear it beyond a year. When, however, not more than
half that duration of time had elapsed, a small ray of light broke in upon my
gloom. I was reading, accidentally, Marmontel’s Mémoires,® and came to the
passage which relates his father's death, the distressed position of the family, and
the sudden inspiration by which he, then a mere boy, felt and made them feel that
he would be everything to them—would supply the place of all that they had lost.
A vivid conception of the scene and its feelings came over me, and | was moved
to tears. From this moment my burthen grew lighter. The oppression of the
thought that all feeling was dead within me, was gone. | was no longer hopeless: |
was not a stock or a stone. 1 had seill, it seemed, some of the material out of which
all worth of character, and all capacity for happiness, are made. Relieved from my
ever present sense of irremediable wretchedness, 1 gradually found thar the
ordinary incidents of life could again give me some pleasure; thar 1 could again
find enjoyment, not intense, bur sufficient for cheerfulness, in sunshine and sky,
in books, in conversation, in public affairs; and thar there was, once more, excite-
ment, though of a moderate kind, in exerting myself for my opinions, and for the
public good. Thus the cloud gradually drew off, and | again enjoyed life: and
though 1 had several relapses, some of which lasted many months, | never again
was as miserable as [ had been.

The experiences of this period had two very marked effects on my opinions and
character. In the first place, they led me to adopt a theory of life, very unlike that on
which 1 had before acted, and having much in common with what at that time 1

3. The: last lines of Coleridge's poem Work Withme Hope, 6. Mémotres d'un pere { 1804; English trans. 1805}, by Jean
page 615 Frangois Marmontel.
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certainly had never heard of, the anti-self-consciousness theory of Carlyle.” | never,
indeed, wavered in the conviction that happiness is the test of all rules of conduct,
and the end of life. But | now thoughe that this end was only to be attained by not
making it the direct end. Those only are happy (I thought) who have their minds
fixed on some ohject other than their own happiness; on the happiness of others, on
the improvement of mankind, even on some art or pursuit, followed nor as a means,
but as itself an ideal end. Aiming thus at something else, they find happiness by the
way. The enjovments of life (such was now my theory) are sufficient ro make it a
pli:maanr thing, when they are taken en passant [in pa.li*_iin}_zi, without being made a
principal object. Once make them so, and they are immediarely felt o be
insufficient. They will not bear a scrutinizing examination. Ask yourself whether you
are happy, and you cease to be so. The only chance is to treat, not happiness, but
some end external o ir, as the purpose of life. Let your self-consciousness, your
scrutiny, your self-interrogation, exhaust themselves on that; and if otherwise
fortunately circumstanced you will inhale happiness with the air you breathe,
without dwelling on it or thinking about it, without either forestalling it in imagina-
tion, or putting it to flight by fatal questioning. This theory now became the basis of
my philosophy of life. And I still hold to it as the best theory for all those who have
but a moderare degree of sensibility and of capacity for enjoyment, thar is, for the
great majority of mankind.

The other important change which my opinions at this time underwent, was
that I, for the first time, gave its proper place, among the prime necessities of human
well-being, to the inrernal culrure of the individual. 1 ceased to attach almost exclu-
sive importance to the ordering of ourward circumstances, and the training of the hu-
man being for speculation and for action, | had now learnt by experience thar the
passive susceptibilities needed to be cultivated as well as the active capacities, and re-
quired to he nourished and enriched as well as guided. [ did no, for an instanr, lose
sight of, or undervalue, that part of the truth which | had seen before; 1 never turned
recreant to intellectual culture, or ceased to consider the power and pracrice of
analysis as an essential condition both of individual and of social improvement. But |
thought that it had consequences which required to be corrected, by joining other
kinds of cultivarion with it. The maintenance of a due balance among the faculries,
now seemed to me of primary importance. The cultivation of the feelings became
one of the cardinal points in my ethical and philosophical creed. And my thoughts
and inclinations turned in an increasing degree towards whatever seemed capable of
being instrumental to that object.

[ now began to find meaning in the things which | had read or heard about the
importance of poetry and art as instruments of human culture. Burt it was some time
longer before I began to know this by personal experience. The only one of the imag-
inarive arts in which [ had from childhood raken great pleasure, was music; the best
effect of which (and in this it surpasses perhaps every other art) consists in exciring
enthusiasm; in winding up to a high pitch those feelings of an elevared kind which
are already in the character, but to which this excitement gives a glow and a fervour,
which though transitory at its utmost height, is precious for sustaining them at other
times. This effect of music [ had often experienced; but, like all my pleasurable

1. The theary Mill refers b i st forth in Carlyle’s essay, Chavactevistics (1531}, and in Book 2, ch. 9, of Sartor Resareies
(18331834}, “The Everlasting Yea.”
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susceptibilities, it was suspended during the gloomy period. | had soughr relief again
and again from this quarrer, but found none. Afrer the tide had rurned, and 1 was in
process of recovery, | had been helped forward by music, but in a much less elevared
manner. | at this time first became acquainted with Weber's Obevon,® and the ex-
treme pleasure which | drew from its delicious melodies did me good, by shewing me
a source of pleasure to which | was as susceptible as ever. The good however was
much impaired by the thought, that the pleasure of music {as is quite true of such
pleasure as this was, that of mere tune) fades with familiarity, and requires either to
be revived by intermittence, or fed by continual novelry. And it is very characreristic
both of my then state, and of the general tone of my mind ar this period of my life,
that | was seriously tormented by the thought of the exhaustibility of musical combi-
nations. The octave consists only of five tones and two semitones, which can be put
together in only a limited number of ways, of which but a small proportion are beau-
tiful: most of these, it seemed to me, must have been already discovered, and there
could not be room for a long succession of Mozarts and Webers, to strike out as these
had done, entirely new and surpassingly rich veins of musical beauty. This source of
anxiety may perhaps be thought to resemble thar of the philosophers of Laputa,® who
feared lest the sun should be burnt out. It was, however, connecred with the best fea-
ture in my character, and the only good point to be found in my very unromantic and
in no way honorable distress. For though my dejection, honestly looked at, could not
be called other than egotistical, produced by the ruin, as 1 thought, of my fabric of
huppi.nuss. yet the destiny of mankind in general was ever in my thoughts, and could
not be scpamm.f from my own. [ felt that the flaw in my life, must be a flaw in life it-
H.‘If;. t]'lilt EI'I.{.' LILIL'E[i.UTI WS, “'I.'.I:L'[I'ILT.. 'I."‘ th{.‘ Tl.'ﬁ'll'l'l'l.t.‘rﬁ Ufﬂ.'ﬂ.‘:jl’r? ii'l'l.d HU‘-"EmInﬁ."l’l[ CU'LIILI
succeed in their objects, and every person in the communicy were free and in a state
of physical comfort, the pleasures of life, being no longer kept up by struggle and pri-
vation, would cease to be pleasures. And [ felt thar unless | could see my way to some
better hope than this for human happiness in general, my dejection must continue;
but that if | could see such an outlet, [ should then look on the world with pleasure;
content as far as | was myself concerned, with any fair share of the general lot.

This state of my thoughts and feelings made the fact of my reading Wordsworth for
the first time (in the autumn of 1828) an important event in my life. [ took up the col-
lection of his poems from curiosity, with no expectation of mental relief from it, though
I had before resorted to poetry with that hope. In the worst period of my depression |
had read through the whole of Byron (then new to me) to try whether a poet, whose
peculiar department was supposed to be that of the intenser feelings, could rouse any
feeling in me. As might be expected, | got no good from this reading, but the reverse.
The poet’s state of mind was too like my own. His was the lament of a man who had
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things of it, must necessarily be the vapid uninteresting thing which 1 found it. His
Harold and Manfred had the same burthen on them which | had; and I was not ina
frame of mind to derive any comfort from the vehement sensual passion of his Giaours,
or the sullenness of his Laras.! But while Byron was exactly what did not suit my condi-

B. Derem, or the Ef-King's Oath, a romantic opera by . References o Byrom's Chide Hoold's  Pilgromage
Carl Maria von Weber (1 T86-1826). (1812-1818), Manfred (1817), The Giaour (1813}, and
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