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I do not think it possible for a better man to be injured by a worse.... To a good
man nothing is evil, neither while living nor when dead, nor are his concerns
neglected by the gods.

—The Republic
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SOCRATES

It was four hundred seventy years before Christ that Socrates was born. He never wrote a book,
never made a formal address, held no public office, wrote no letters, yet his words have come
down to us sharp, vivid and crystalline. His face, form and features are to us familiar—his goggle
eyes, bald head, snub nose and bow-legs! The habit of his life—his goings and comings, his
arguments and wrangles, his infinite leisure, his sublime patience, his perfect faith—all these
things are plain, lifting the man out of the commonplace and setting him apart.

The "Memorabilia" of Xenophon and the "Dialogues" of Plato give us Boswellian pictures of the
man.

Knowing the man, we know what he would do; and knowing what he did, we know the man.

Socrates was the son of Sophroniscus, a stonecutter, and his wife Phaenarete. In boyhood he used
to carry dinner to his father, and sitting by, he heard the men, in their free and easy way, discuss
the plans of Pericles. These workmen didn't know the plans—they were only privates in the ranks,
but they exercised their prerogatives to criticize, and while working to assist, did right royally
disparage and condemn. Like sailors who love their ship, and grumble at grub and grog, yet on
shore will allow no word of disparagement to be said, so did these Athenians love their city, and
still condemn its rulers—they exercised the laborer's right to damn the man who gives him work.

Little did the workmen guess—little did his father guess—that this pug-nosed boy, making
pictures in the sand with his big toe, would also leave his footprints on the sands of time, and a
name that would rival that of Phidias and Pericles!

Socrates was a product of the Greek renaissance. Great men come in groups, like comets sent
from afar. Athens was seething with thought and feeling: Pericles was giving his annual oration—
worth thousands of weekly sermons—and planning his dream in marble; Phidias was cutting
away the needless portions of the white stone of Pentelicus and liberating wondrous forms of
beauty; Sophocles was revealing the possibilities of the stage; Zschylus was pointing out the way
as a playwright; and the passion for physical beauty was everywhere an adjunct of religion.

Prenatal influences, it seems, played their part in shaping the destiny of Socrates. His mother
followed the profession of Sairy Gamp, and made her home with a score of families, as she was
needed. The trained nurse is often untrained, and is a regular encyclopedia of esoteric family
facts. She wipes her mouth on her apron and is at home in every room of the domicile from parlor
to pantry. Then as now she knew the trials and troubles of her clients, and all domestic
underground happenings requiring adjustment she looked after as she was "disposed."

Evidently Pheenarete was possessed of considerable personality, for we hear of her being called
to Mytheeia on a professional errand shortly before the birth of Socrates; and in a month after his
birth, a similar call came from another direction, and the bald little philosopher was again taken
along—from which we assume, following in the footsteps of Conan Doyle, that Socrates was no
bottle-baby. The world should be grateful to Pheenarete that she did not honor the Sairy Gamp
precedents and observe the Platonic maxim, "Sandal-makers usually go barefoot": she gave her
customers an object-lesson in well-doing as well as teaching them by precept. None of her clients
did so well as she—even though her professional duties were so exacting that domesticity to her
was merely incidental.

It was only another case of the amateur distancing the professional.

From babyhood we lose sight of Socrates until we find him working at his father's trade as a
sculptor. Certainly he had a goodly degree of skill, for the "Graces" which he carved were fair



and beautiful and admired by many. This was enough: he just wanted to reveal what he could do;
and then to show that to have no ambition was his highest ambition, he threw down his tools and
took off his apron for good. He was then thirty-five years old. Art is a jealous mistress, and
demands that "thou shalt have no other gods before me." Socrates did not concentrate on art. His
mind went roaming the world of philosophy, and for his imagination the universe was hardly
large enough.

I said that he deliberately threw down his tools; but possibly this was by request, for he had
acquired a habit of engaging in much wordy argument and letting the work slide. He went out
upon the streets to talk, and in the guise of a learner he got in close touch with all the wise men
of Athens by stopping them and asking questions. In physique he was immensely strong—hard
work had developed his muscles, plain fare had made him oblivious of the fact that he had a
stomach, and as for nerves, he had none to speak of.

Socrates did not marry until he was about forty. His wife was scarcely twenty. Of his courtship
we know nothing, but sure it is Socrates did not go and sue for the lady's hand in the
conventional way, nor seek to gain the consent of her parents by proving his worldly prospects.
His apparel was costly as his purse could buy, not gaudy nor expressed in fancy. It consisted of
the one suit that he wore, for we hear of his repairing beyond the walls to bathe in the stream,
and of his washing his clothing, hanging it on the bushes and waiting for it to dry before going
back to the city. As for shoes, he had one pair, and since he never once wore them, going
barefoot Summer and Winter, it is presumed that they lasted well. One can not imagine Socrates
in an opera-hat—in fact, he wore no hat, and he was bald. I record the fact so as to confound
those zealous ones who badger the bald as a business, who have recipes concealed on their
persons, and who assure us that baldness has its rise in headgear.

Socrates belonged to the leisure class. His motto was, "Know Thyself." He considered himself of
much more importance than any statue he could make, and to get acquainted with himself as
being much more desirable than to know physical phenomena. His plan of knowing himself was
to ask everybody questions, and in their answers he would get a true reflection of his own mind.
His intellect would reply to theirs, and if his questions dissolved their answers into nothingness,
the supremacy of his own being would be apparent; and if they proved his folly he was equally
grateful—if he was a fool, his desire was to know it. So sincere was Socrates in this wish to know
himself that never did he show the slightest impatience nor resentment when the argument was
turned upon him.

He looked upon his mind as a second party, and sat off and watched it work. Should it become
confused or angered, it would be proof of its insufficiency and littleness. If Socrates ever came to
know himself, he knew this fact: as an economic unit he was an absolute failure; but as a gadfly,
stinging men into thinking for themselves, he was a success. A specialist is a deformity contrived
by Nature to get the work done. Socrates was a thought-specialist, and the laziest man who ever
lived in a strenuous age. The desire of his life was to live without desire—which is essentially the
thought of Nirvana. He had the power never to exercise his power except in knowing himself.

He accepted every fact, circumstance and experience of life, and counted it gain. Life to him was
a precious privilege, and what were regarded as unpleasant experiences were as much a part of
life as the pleasant ones. He who succeeds in evading unpleasant experiences cheats himself out
of so much life. You know yourself by watching yourself to see what you do when you are
thwarted, crossed, contradicted, or deprived of certain things supposed to be desirable. If you
always get the desirable things, how do you know what you would do if you didn't have them?
You exchange so much life for the thing, that's all, and thus do we see Socrates anticipating
Emerson's Essay on Compensation.

Everything is bought with a price—all things are of equal value—no one can cheat you, for to be
cheated is a not undesirable experience, and in the act, if you are really filled with the thought,
"Know Thyself," you get the compensation by increase in mental growth.

However, to deliberately go in search of experience, Socrates said, would be a mistake, because
then you would so multiply impressions that none would be of any avail and your life would be
burned out. To clutch life by the throat and demand that it shall stand and deliver is to place
yourself so out of harmony with your environment that you will get nothing.

Above all things, we must be calm, self-centered, never anxious, and be always ready to accept
whatever the gods may send. The world will come to us if we only wait. It will be seen that
Socrates is at once the oldest and most modern of thinkers. He was the first to express the New
Thought. A thought, to Socrates, was more of a reality than a block of marble—a moral principle
was just as persistent as a chemical agent.

The silken-robed and perfumed Sophist was sport and game for Socrates. For him Socrates
recognized no closed season. If Socrates ever came near losing his temper, it was in dealing with
this Edmund Russell of Athens. Grant Allen used to say, "The spores of everything are
everywhere, and a certain condition breeds a certain microbe." A period of prosperity always
warms into life this social paragon, who lives in a darkened room hung with maroon drapery
where incense is burned and a turbaned Hindu carries your card to the master, who faces the
sun and exploits a prie-dieu when the wind blows east. Athens had these men of refined elegance,



Rome evolved them, London has had her day, New York knows them, and Chicago—I trust I will
not be contradicted when I say that Chicago understands her business! And so we find these folks
who cultivate a pellucid passivity, a phthisicky whisper, a supercilious smirk, and who win our
smothered admiration and give us gooseflesh by imparting a taupe tinge of mystery to all their
acts and words, thus proving to the assembled guests that they are the Quality and Wisdom will
die with them.

This lingo of meaningless words and high-born phrases always set Socrates by the ears, and
when he could corner a Sophist, he would very shortly prick his pretty toy balloon, until at last
the tribe fled him as a pestilence. Socrates stood for sanity. The Sophist represented moonshine
gone to seed, and these things, proportioned ill, drive men transverse.

Extremes equalize themselves: the pendulum swings as far this way as it does that. The
saponaceous Sophist who renounced the world and yet lived wholly in a world of sense, making
vacuity pass legal tender for spirituality, and the priest who, mystified with a mumble of words,
evolved a Diogenes who lived in a tub, wore regally a robe of rags, and once went into the
temple, and cracking a louse on the altar-rail, said solemnly, "Thus does Diogenes sacrifice to all
the gods at once!" are but two sides of the same shield.

In Socrates was a little jollity and much wisdom pickled in the scorn of Fortune; but the Sophists
inwardly bowed down and worshiped the fickle dame on idolatrous knees. Socrates won
immortality because he did not want it, and the Sophists secured oblivion because they deserved
it.

We hear of Socrates going to Aspasia, and holding long conversations with her "to sharpen his
mind." Aspasia did not go out in society much: she and Pericles lived very simply. It is worth
while to remember that the most intellectual woman of her age was democratic enough to be on
friendly terms with the barefoot philosopher who went about regally wrapped in a table-spread.
Socrates did not realize the flight of time when making calls—he went early and stayed late.
Possibly prenatal influences caused him often to call before breakfast and remain until after
supper.

Just imagine Pericles, Aspasia and Socrates sitting at table—with Walter Savage Landor behind
the arras making notes! Doubtless Socrates and Mrs. Pericles did most of the talking, while the
First Citizen of Athens listened and smiled indulgently now and then as his mind wandered to
construction contracts and walking delegates. Pericles, the builder of a city—Pericles, first
among practical men since time began, and Socrates, who jostles history for first place among
those who have done nothing but talk—imagine these two eating melons together, while Aspasia,
gentle and kind, talks of spirit being more than matter and love being greater than the
Parthenon!

Socrates is usually spoken of as regarding women with slight favor, but I have noticed that your
genus woman-hater holds the balance true by really being a woman-lover. If a man is enough
interested in women to hate them, note this: he is only searching for the right woman, the woman
who compares favorably with the ideal woman in his own mind. He measures every woman by
this standard, just as Ruskin compared all modern painters with Turner and discarded them with
fitting adjectives as they receded from what he regarded as the perfect type. If Ruskin had not
been much interested in painters, would he have written scathing criticisms about them?

In several instances we hear of Socrates reminding his followers that they are "weak as women,"
and he was the first to say "woman is an undeveloped man." But Socrates was a great admirer of
human beauty, whether physical or spiritual, and his abrupt way of stopping beautiful women on
the streets and bluntly telling them they were beautiful, doubtless often confirmed their
suspicions. And thus far he was pleasing, but when he went on to ask questions so as to ascertain
whether their mental estate compared with their physical, why, that was slightly different. It is
good to hear him say, "There is no sex in intellect," and also, "I have long held the opinion that
the female sex is nothing inferior to ours, save only in strength of body and possibly in steadiness
of judgment." And Xenophon quotes him thus: "It is more delightful to hear the virtue of a good
woman described than if the painter Zeuxis were to show me the portrait of the fairest woman in
the world."

Perhaps Thackeray is right when he says, "The men who appreciate woman most are those who
have felt the sharpness of her claws." That is to say, things show up best on the darkest
background. If so, let us give Xantippe due credit. She tested the temper of the sage by railing on
him and deluging him with Socratic propositions, not waiting for the answers; she often broke in
with a broom upon his introspective efforts to know himself; if this were not enough, she dashed
buckets of scrubbing-water over him; presents that were sent him by admiring friends she used
as targets for her mop and wit; if he invited friends with faith plus to dine, she upset the table,
dishes and all, before them—not much to their loss; she occasionally elbowed her way through a
crowd where her husband was entertaining the listeners upon the divine harmonies, and would
tear off his robe and lead him home by the ear. But these things never ruffled Socrates—he might
roll his eyes in comic protest at the audiences as he was being led away captive, but no
resentment was shown. He had the strength of a Hercules, but he was a far better non-resistant
than Tolstoy, because he took his medicine with a wink, while Fate is obliged to hold the nose of
the author of "Anna Karenina," who never sees the comedy of an inward struggle and an outward



compliance, any more than does the benedict, safely entrenched under the bed, who shouts out,
"I defy thee, I defy thee!" as did Mephisto when Goethe thrust him into Tophet.

The popular belief is that Xantippe, the wife of Socrates, was a shrew, and had she lived in New
England in Cotton Mather's time would have been a candidate for the ducking-stool. Socrates
said he married her for discipline. A man in East Aurora, however, has recently made it plain to
himself that Xantippe was possessed of a great and acute intellect. She knew herself, and she
knew her liege as he never did—he was too close to his subject to get the perspective. She knew
that under right conditions his name would live as one of the world's great teachers, and so she
set herself to supply the conditions. She deliberately sacrificed herself and put her character in a
wrong light before the world in order that she might benefit the world. Most women have a
goodly grain of ambition for themselves, and if their husbands have genius, their business is not
to prove it, but to show that they themselves are not wholly commonplace.

Not so Xantippe—she was quite willing to be misunderstood that her husband might live.

What the world calls a happy marriage is not wholly good—ease is bought with a price. Suppose
Xantippe and Socrates had settled down and lived in a cottage with a vine growing over the
portico, and two rows of hollyhocks leading from the front gate to the door; a pathway of coal-
ashes lined off with broken crockery, and inside the house all sweet, clean and tidy; Socrates
earning six drachmas a day carving marble, with double pay for overtime, and he handing the
pay-envelope over to her each Saturday night, keeping out just enough for tobacco, and she
putting a tidy sum in the Zgean Savings-Bank every month—why, what then?

Well, that would have been an end of Socrates. Xantippe was big enough to know this and so she
supplied the domestic cantharides and drove him out upon the streets—he grew to care very little
for her, not much for the children, nothing for his home. She drove him out into the world of
thought, instead of allowing him to settle down and be content with her society.

I once knew a sculptor—another sculptor—an elemental bit of nature, original and, better still,
aboriginal. He used to sleep out under the stars so as to wake up in the night and see the march
of the Milky Way, and watch the Pleiades disappear over the brink of the western horizon. He
wore a flannel shirt, thick-soled shoes, and overalls, no hat, and his hair was thick and coarse as
a horse's mane. This man had talent, and he had sublime conceptions, great dreams, and
splendid aspirations. His soul was struggling to find expression. "Leave him alone," I said. "He
needs time to ripen. He is a Michelangelo in embryo!"

Did he ripen? Not he. He married a Wellesley girl of good family. She, too, had ideas about art—
she painted china-buttons for shirtwaists, embroidered chasubles and sang "The Rosary" in a
raucous Quinsigamond voice. The big barbarian became respectable, and the last time I saw him
he wore a Tuxedo and was passing out platitudes and raspberry-shrub at a lawn-party. The
Wellesley girl had tamed her bear—they were very happy, he assured me, and she was preparing
a course of lectures for him which he was to give at Mrs. Jack Gardner's. A Xantippe might have
saved him.

A captious friend once suggested to Socrates this: "If you prize the female nature so highly, how
does it happen that you do not instruct Xantippe?"—a rather indelicate proposition to put to a
married man. And Socrates, quite unruffled, replied: "My friend, if one wants to learn
horsemanship, does he choose a tame horse or one with mettle and a hard mouth? I wish to
converse with all sorts of people, and I believe that nothing can disturb me after I grow
accustomed to the tongue of Xantippe."

Again we hear of his suggesting that his wife's scolding tongue may have been only the buzzing
of his own waspish thoughts, and if he did not call forth these qualities in her they would not
otherwise have appeared. And so, beholding her impatience and unseemliness, he would realize
the folly of an ill temper and thus learn by antithesis to curb his own. Old Doctor Johnson used to
have a regular menagerie of wrangling, jangling, quibbling, dissatisfied pensioners in his
household; and so far as we know he never learned the truth that all pensioners are dissatisfied.
"If I can stand things at home, I can stand things anywhere," he once said to Boswell, as much as
to say, "If I can stand things at home, I can stand even you." Goldsmith referred to Boswell as a
cur; Garrick said he thought he was a bur. Socrates had a similar satellite by the name of
Cheropho, a dark, dirty, weazened, and awfully serious little man of the tribe of Buttinsky, who
sat breathlessly trying to catch the pearls that fell from the ample mouth of the philosopher.
Aristophanes referred to Cheropho as "Socrates' bat," a play-off on Minerva and her bird of night,
the owl. There were quite a number of these "bats," and they seemed to labor under the same
hallucination that catches the lady students of the Pundit Vivakenanda H. Darmapala: they think
that wisdom is to be imparted by word of mouth, and that by listening hard and making notes one
can become very wise. Socrates said again and again, "Character is a matter of growth and all I
hope to do is to make you think for yourselves."

That chilly exclusiveness which regards a man's house as his castle, his home, the one sacred
spot, and all outside as the cold and cruel world, was not the ideal of Socrates. His family was his



circle of friends, and these were of all classes and conditions, from the First Citizen to beggars on
the street.

He made no charge for his teaching, took up no collections, and never inaugurated a
Correspondence School. America has produced one man who has been called a reincarnation of
Socrates; that man was Bronson Alcott, who peddled clocks and forgot the flight of time
whenever any one would listen to him expound the unities. Alcott once ran his wheelbarrow into
a neighbor's garden and was proceeding to load his motor-car with cabbages, beets and potatoes.
Glancing up, the philosopher saw the owner of the garden looking at him steadfastly over the
wall. "Don't look at me that way," called Alcott with a touch of un-Socratic acerbity, "don't look at
me that way—I need these things more than you!" and went on with the annexation.

The idea that all good things are for use and belong to all who need them was a favorite maxim of
Socrates. The furniture in his house never exceeded the exemption clause. Once we find him
saying that Xantippe complained because he did not buy her a stewpan, but since there was
nothing to put in it, he thought her protests ill-founded.

The climate of Athens is about like that of Southern California—one does not need to bank food
and fuel against the coming of Winter. Life can be adjusted to its simplest forms. From his
fortieth to his fiftieth year, Socrates worked every other Thursday; then he retired from active
life, and Xantippe took in plain sewing.

Socrates was surely not a good provider, but if he had provided more for his family, he would
have provided less for the world. The wealthy Crito would have turned his pockets inside out for
Socrates, but Socrates had all he wished, and explained that as it was he had to dance at home in
order to keep down the adipose. Aristides, who was objectionable because he so shaped his
conduct that he was called "The Just" and got himself ostracized, was one of his dear friends.
Antisthenes, the original Cynic, used to walk six miles and back every day to hear Socrates talk.
The Cynic was a rich man, but so captivated was he with the preaching of Socrates that he
adopted the life of simplicity and dressed in rags and boycotted both the barber and the bath. On
one occasion Socrates looked sharply at a rent in the cloak of his friend and said, "Ah,
Antisthenes, through that hole in your cloak I see your vanity!"

Xenophon sat at the feet of Socrates for a score of years, and then wrote his recollections of him
as a vindication of his character. Euclid of Megara was nearly eighty when he came to Socrates
as a pupil, trying to get rid of his ill-temper and habit of ironical reply. Cebes and Simmias left
their native country and became Greek citizens for his sake. Charmides, the pampered son of
wealthy parents, learned pedagogics by being shown that, in households where there were many
servants, the children got cheated out of their rightful education because others did all the work,
and to deprive a child of the privilege of being useful was to rob him of so much life. ZEschines,
the ambitious son of a sausage-maker, was advised by Socrates to borrow money of himself on
long time without interest, by reducing his wants. So pleased was the recipient with this advice,
that he went to publishing Socratic dialogues as a business and had the felicity to fail with tidy
liabilities.

But the two men who loom largest in the life of Socrates are Alcibiades and Plato—characters
very much unlike.

Alcibiades was twenty-one years old when we find him first. He was considered the handsomest
young man in Athens. He was aristocratic, proud, insolent, and needlessly rich. He had a passion
for gambling, horse-racing, dog-fighting, and indulged in the churchly habit of doing that which
he ought not and leaving undone that which he should have done. He was worse than that
degenerate scion of a proud ancestry, who a-kneiping went with his lady friends in the Cincinnati
fountain, after the opera, on a wager. He whipped a man who admitted he did not have a copy of
the "Iliad" in his house; publicly destroyed the record of a charge against one of his friends; and
when his wife applied for a divorce, he burst into the courtroom and vacated proceedings by
carrying the lady off by force. At banquets he would raise a disturbance, and while he was being
forcibly ejected from one door, his servants would sneak in at another and steal the silverware,
which he would give away as charity. He also indulged in the Mark Antony trick of rushing into
houses at night and pulling good folks out of bed by the heels, and then running away before they
were barely awake.

His introduction to Socrates came in an attempt to break up a Socratic prayer-meeting. Socrates
succeeded in getting the roysterer to listen long enough to turn the laugh on him and show all
concerned that the life of a rowdy was the life of a fool. Alcibiades had expected Socrates to lose
his temper, but it was Alcibiades who gave way, and blurted out that he could not hope to beat
his antagonist talking, but he would like to wrestle with him.

Legend has it that Socrates gave the insolent young man a shock by instantly accepting his
challenge. In the bout that followed, the philosopher, built like a gorilla, got a half-Nelson on his
man, who was a little the worse for wine, and threw him so hard, jumping on his prostrate form
with his knees, that the aristocratic hoodlum was laid up for a moon. Ever after Alcibiades had a
thorough respect for Socrates. They became fast friends, and whenever the old man talked in the
Agora, Alcibiades was on hand to keep order.

When war came with Sparta and her allies in the Peloponnesus they enlisted, Socrates going as
corporal and Alcibiades as captain. They occupied the same tent during the entire campaign.
Socrates proved a fearless soldier, and walked the winter ice in bare feet, often pulling his belt



one hole tighter in lieu of breakfast, to show the complaining soldiers that endurance was the
thing that won battles. At the battle of Delium, when there was a rout, Xenophon says Socrates
walked off the field leisurely, arm in arm with the general, explaining the nature of harmony.

Through the influence of Socrates, the lawless Alcibiades was tamed and became almost a model
citizen, although his head was hardly large enough for a philosopher.

"Say what you will, you'll find it all in Plato," said Emerson. If Socrates had done nothing else but
give bent to the mind of Plato, he would deserve the gratitude of the centuries. Plato is the mine
to which all thinkers turn for treasure. When they first met, Plato was twenty and Socrates sixty,
and for ten years, to the day of Socrates' death, they were together almost constantly. Plato died
aged eighty-one, and for fifty years he had lived but to record the dialogues of Socrates. It was
curiosity that first attracted this fine youth to the old man—Socrates was so uncouth that he was
amusing. Plato was interested in politics, and like most Athenian youths, was intent on having a
good time. However, he was no rowdy, like Alcibiades: he was suave, gracious, and elegant in all
of his acts. He had been taught by the Sophists and the desire of his life was to seem, rather than
to be. By very gentle stages, Plato began to perceive that to make an impression on society was
not worth working for—the thing to do was to be yourself, and yourself at your best. And we can
give no better answer to the problem of life than Plato gives in the words of Socrates: "It is better
to be than to seem. To live honestly and deal justly is the meat of the whole matter."

Plato was not a disciple—he was big enough not to ape the manners and eccentricities of his
Master—he saw beneath the rough husk and beyond the grotesque outside the great controlling
purpose in the life of Socrates. He would be himself—and himself at his best—and he would seek
to satisfy the Voice within, rather than to try to please the populace. Plato still wore his purple
cloak, and the elegance and grace of his manner were not thrown aside.

Wouldn't it have been worth our while to travel miles to see these friends: the one old, bald,
short, fat, squint-eyed, barefoot; and the other with all the poise of aristocratic youth—tall,
courtly and handsome, wearing his robe with easy, regal grace! And so they have walked and
talked adown the centuries, side by side, the most perfect example that can be named of that fine
affection which often exists between teacher and scholar.

Plato's "Republic," especially, gives us an insight into a very great and lofty character. From his
tower of speculation, Plato scanned the future, and saw that the ideal of education was to have it
continue through life, for none but the life of growth and development ever satisfies. And love
itself turns to ashes of roses if not used to help the soul in her upward flight. It was Plato who
first said, "There is no profit where no pleasure's ta'en." He further perceived that in the life of
education, the sexes must move hand in hand; and he also saw that, while religions are many and
seemingly diverse, goodness and kindness are forever one.

His faith in the immortality of the soul was firm, but whether we are to live in another world or
not, he said there is no higher wisdom than to live here and now—live our highest and best—
cultivate the receptive mind and the hospitable heart, "partaking of all good things in
moderation."

It takes these two to make the whole. There is no virtue in poverty—no merit in rags—the
uncouth qualities in Socrates were not a recommendation. Yet he was himself. But Plato made
good, in his own character, all that Socrates lacked. Some one has said that Fitzgerald's Omar is
two-thirds Fitzgerald and one-third Omar. In his books, Plato modestly puts his wisest maxims
into the mouth of his master, and just how much Plato and how much Socrates there is in the
"Dialogues," we will never know until we get beyond the River Styx.

Socrates was deeply attached to Athens, and he finally became the best known figure in the city.
He criticized in his own frank, fearless way all the doings of the times—nothing escaped him. He
was a self-appointed investigating committee in all affairs of state, society and religion.
Hypocrisy, pretense, affectation and ignorance trembled at his approach. He was feared,
despised and loved. But those who loved him were as one in a hundred. He became a public
nuisance. The charge against him was just plain heresy—he had spoken disrespectfully of the
gods and through his teaching he had defiled the youth of Athens. Ample warning had been given
to him, and opportunity to run away was provided, but he stuck like a leech, asking the cost of
banquets and making suggestions about all public affairs.

He was arrested, bailed by Plato and Crito, and tried before a jury of five hundred citizens.
Socrates insisted on managing his own case. A rhetorician prepared an address of explanation,
and the culprit was given to understand that if he read this speech to his judges and said nothing
else, it would be considered as an apology and he would be freed—the intent of the trial being
more to teach the old man a lesson in minding his own business than to injure him.

But Socrates replied to his well-meaning friend, "Think you I have not spent my whole life in
preparing for this one thing?" And he handed back the smoothly polished manuscript with a
smile. Montaigne says, "Should a suppliant voice have been heard out of the mouth of Socrates
now; should that lofty virtue strike sail in the very height of its glory, and his rich and powerful
nature be committed to flowing rhetoric as a defense? Never!"

Socrates cross-questioned his accusers in the true Socratic style and showed that he had never



spoken disrespectfully of the gods: he had only spoken disrespectfully of their absurd conception
of the gods. And here is a thought which is well to consider even yet: The so-called "infidel" is
often a man of great gentleness of spirit, and his disbelief is not in God, but in some little man's
definition of God—a distinction the little man, being without humor, can never see.

When Socrates had confounded his accusers, this time not giving them the satisfaction of the last
word, he launched out on a general criticism of the city, and told where its rulers were gravely at
fault. Being cautioned to bridle his tongue, he replied, "When your generals at Potideea and
Amphipolis and Delium assigned my place in the battle I remained there, did my work, and faced
the peril, and think you that when Deity has assigned me my duty at this pass in life I should,
through fear of death, evade it, and shirk my post?"

This man appeared at other times, to some, as an idle loafer, but now he arose to a sublime
height. He repeated with emphasis all he had ever said against their foolish superstitions, and
arraigned the waste and futility of the idle rich. The power of the man was revealed as never
before, and those who had intended to let him go with a fine, now thought it best to dispose of
him. The safety of the state was endangered by such an agitator—the question of religion is really
not what has sent the martyrs to the stake—it is the politician, not the priest, who fears the
heretic.

By a small majority, Socrates was found guilty and sentenced to death. Let Plato tell of that last
hour—he has done it once for all:

When he had done speaking, Crito said, "And have you any commands for us,
Socrates—anything to say about your children, or any other matter in which we
can serve you?"

"Nothing particular," he said; "only, as I have always told you, I would have you to
look to your own conduct; that is a service which you may always be doing to me
and mine as well as to yourselves."...

"We will do our best," said Crito. "But in what way would you have us bury you?"

"In any way that you like; only you must get hold of me, and take care that I do not
walk away from you." Then he turned to us, and added with a smile: "I can not
make Crito believe that I am the same Socrates who has been talking and
conducting the argument; he fancies that I am the other Socrates whom he will
soon see, a dead body—and he asks, 'How shall he bury me?' And though I have
spoken many words in the endeavor to show that when I have drunk the poison I
shall leave you and go to the joys of the blessed—these words of mine, with which I
comforted you and myself, have had, as I perceive, no effect upon Crito. And
therefore I want you to be surety for me now, as he was surety for me at the trial:
but let the promise be of another sort; for he was my surety to the judges that I
would remain, but you must be my surety to him that I shall not remain, but go
away and depart; and then he will suffer less at my death, and not be grieved
when he sees my body being burned. I would not have him sorrow at my hard lot,
or say at the burial,'Thus we lay out Socrates,' or, 'Thus we follow him to the grave
or bury him'; for false words are not only evil in themselves, but they infect the
soul with evil. Be of good cheer then, my dear Crito, and say that you are burying
my body only, and do with that as is usual, and as you think best."

When he had spoken these words, he arose and went into the bath-chamber with
Crito, who bid us wait; and we waited, talking and thinking of the subject of
discourse, and also of the greatness of our sorrow; he was like a father of whom
we were being bereaved, and we were about to pass the rest of our lives as
orphans. When he had taken his bath, his children were brought to him—and the
women of his family also came, and he talked to them and gave them a few
directions in the presence of Crito; and he then dismissed them and returned to
us.

Now the hour of sunset was near. When he came out, he sat down with us again
after his bath, but not much was said. Soon the jailer, who was the servant,
entered and stood by him, saying: "To you, Socrates, whom I know to be the
noblest and gentlest and best of all who ever came to this place, I will not impute
the angry feelings of other men, who rage and swear at me when, in obedience to
the authorities, I bid them drink the poison—indeed I am sure that you will not be
angry with me; for others, as you are aware, and not I, are the guilty cause. And so
fare you well, and try to bear lightly what must needs be; you know my errand."
Then bursting into tears, he turned away, and went out.

Socrates looked at him and said, "I return your good wishes, and will do as you
bid." Then turning to us, he said: "How charming the man is! Since I have been in
prison, he has always been coming to see me, and at times, he would talk to me,
and was as good as could be to me, and now see how generously he sorrows for
me. But we must do as he says, Crito; let the cup be brought."

"Not yet," said Crito; "the sun is still upon the hill-tops, and many a one has taken
the draft late, and after the announcement has been made to him, he has eaten
and drunk and indulged in sensual delights; do not hasten then—there is still



time."

Socrates said: "Yes, Crito, and they of whom you speak are right in doing thus, but
I do not think that I should gain anything by drinking the poison a little later; I
should be sparing and saving a life which is already gone: I could only laugh at
myself for this. Please then to do as I say, and not to refuse me."

Crito, when he heard this, made a sign to the servant; and the servant went in, and
remained for some time, and then returned with the jailer carrying the cup of
poison. Socrates said, "You, my good friend, who are experienced in these matters,
shall give me directions how I am to proceed." The man answered, "You have only
to walk about until your legs are heavy, and then to lie down, and the poison will
act." At the same time, he handed the cup to Socrates, who, in the easiest and
gentlest manner, without the least fear or change of color or feature, looking at
the man with his eyes, Echecrates, as his manner was, took the cup and said:
"What do you say about making the libation out of this cup to any god? May I, or
not?" The man answered, "We only prepare, Socrates, just so much as we deem
enough." "I understand," he said. "Yet I may and must pray to the gods to prosper
my journey from this to that other world—may this, then, which is my prayer, be
granted to me!" Then holding the cup to his lips, quite readily and cheerfully, he
drank off the poison. And hitherto most of us had been able to control our sorrow;
but now we saw him drinking, and saw, too, that he had finished the draft, we
could no longer forbear, and in spite of myself, my own tears were flowing fast; so
that I covered my face and wept over myself, for certainly I was not weeping over
him, but at the thought of my own calamity in having lost such a companion. Nor
was I the first, for Crito, when he found himself unable to restrain his tears, had
got up and moved away, and I followed; and at that moment, Apollodorus, who had
been weeping all the time, broke out into a loud cry, which made cowards of us all.
Socrates alone retained his calmness. "What is this strange outcry?" he said, "I
sent away the women mainly in order that they might not offend in this way, for I
have heard that a man should die in peace. Be quiet, then, and have patience."
When we heard that, we were ashamed, and refrained our tears; and he walked
about until, as he said, his legs began to fail, and then he lay on his back,
according to directions, and the man who gave him the poison, now and then
looked at his feet and legs; and after a while, he pressed his foot hard and asked
him if he could feel; and he said, "No"; and then his leg, and so upwards and
upwards, and showed us that he was cold and stiff. And he felt them himself, and
said, "When the poison reaches the heart, that will be the end." He was beginning
to grow cold, when he uncovered his face, for he had covered himself up, and said
(they were his last words), "Crito, I owe a cock to Asclepius; will you remember to
pay the debt?"

"The debt shall be paid," said Crito. "Is there anything else?" There was no answer
to this question; but in a minute or two, a movement was heard, and the
attendants uncovered him; his eyes were set, and Crito closed his eyes and mouth.

Such was the end, Echecrates, of our friend, whom I may truly call the wisest, the
justest, and best of all the men whom I have ever known.

SENECA

If we wish to be just judges of all things, let us first persuade ourselves of this: that
there is not one of us without fault; no man is found who can acquit himself; and
he who calls himself innocent does so with reference to a witness, and not to his
conscience.

— Letters of Seneca



SENECA

True Americans and patriotic, who live in York State, often refer you to the life of Red Jacket as
proof that "Seneca" is an Iroquois Indian word. The Indians, however, whom we call the Senecas
never called themselves thus until they took to strong water and became civilized. Before that
they were the Tsonnundawaonas. The Dutch traders, intent on pelts and pelf, called them the
Sinnekaas, meaning the valiant or the beautiful. Then came that fateful day when the Reverend
Peleg Spooner, the discoverer of the Erie Canal, journeyed to Niagara Falls, and having influence
with the authorities at Washington, gave to towns along the way these names: Troy, Rome,
Ithaca, Syracuse, Ilion, Manlius, Homer, Corfu, Palmyra, Utica, Delhi, Memphis and Marathon.
He really exhausted Grote's "History of Greece" and Gibbon's "Rome," revealing a most
depressing lack of humor. This classic flavor of the map of New York is as surprising to English
tourists as was the discovery to Hendrik Hudson when, on sailing up the North River, he found on
nearing Albany that the river bore the same name as himself.

In the eighteenth chapter of the Acts of the Apostles we read of Paul being brought before Gallio,
Proconsul of Achaia. And the accusers, clutching the bald and bow-legged bachelor by the collar,
bawl out to the Judge, "This fellow persuadeth men to worship God contrary to law!"

And the little man is about to make reply, when Gallio says, with a touch of impatience: "If indeed
it were a matter of wrong or of wicked villainy, O ye Jews, reason would that I should bear with
you: but if they are questions about words and names and your own law, look to it yourselves; I
am not minded to be a judge of these matters!" And the account concludes, "And he drove them
from the judgment-seat."

That is to say, he gave Saint Paul a "nolle pros." Had Gallio wished to be severe, he might have
put the quietus on Christianity for all time, for Saint Paul had all there was of it stowed in his
valiant head and heart.

Gallio was the elder brother of Seneca; his right name was Anneseus Seneca, but he changed it to
Junius Gallio, in honor of a patron who had especially befriended him in youth.

Gallio seems to have been a man of good, sturdy commonsense—he could distinguish between
right living and a mumble of words, man-made rules, laws such as heresy, blasphemy, Sabbath-
breaking and marrying one's deceased wife's sister. The Moqui Indians believe that if any one is
allowed to have a photograph taken of himself he will dry up in a month and blow away.
Moreover, lists of names are not wanting with memoranda of times and places. In America there
are yet people who hotly argue as to what mode of baptism is correct; who talk earnestly about
the "saved" and the "lost"; and who will tell you of the "heathen" and those who are "without the
pale." They seem to think that the promise, "Seek and ye shall find, knock and it shall be opened
unto you," applies only to the Caucasian race.

In the earlier translations of Seneca there were printed various letters that were supposed to
have passed between Saint Paul and Seneca. Later editors have dropped them out for lack of
authenticity. But the fact that Saint Paul met Seneca's brother face to face, as well as the fact
that the brother was willing to discuss right living, but had no time to waste on the Gemara and
theological quibbles, is undisputed.

It was the proud boast of Augustus that he found Rome a place of brick and left it a city of
marble. Commercial prosperity buys the leisure upon which letters flourish. We flout the



businessman, but without him there would be no poets. Poets write for the people who have time
to read. And out of the surplus that is left after securing food, we buy books. Augustus built his
marble city, and he also made Vergil, Horace, Ovid and Livy possible.

Augustus reigned forty-four years, and it was in the twenty-seventh year of his reign that there
was born in Bethlehem of Judeea a Babe who was to revolutionize the calendar. The Dean of Ely
subtly puts forth the suggestive thought that if it had not been for Augustus we might never have
heard of Jesus. It was Augustus who made Jerusalem a Roman Province; and it was the economic
and political policy of Augustus that evolved the Scribes and Pharisees; and ill-gotten gains made
the hypocrites and publicans possible; then comes Pontius Pilate with his receding chin.

Jesus was seventeen years old when Augustus died—Augustus never heard of him, and the
Roman's unprophetic mind sent no searchlight into the future, neither did his eyes behold the
Star in the East.

We are all making and shaping history, and how much, none of us knows, any more than did
Augustus.

Julius Ceesar had no son to take his place, so he named his nephew, Augustus, his heir. Augustus
was succeeded by Tiberius, his adopted child. Caligula, successor of Tiberius, was the son of the
great Roman General, Germanicus. Caligula revealed his good sense by drinking life to its lees in
a reign of four years, dying without heirs—Nature refusing to transmit either infamy or genius.
Claudius, an uncle of Caligula, accepted the vacant place, as it seemed to him there was no one
else could fill it so well. Claudius had the felicity to be married four times, and left several sons,
but Fate had it that he should be followed by Nero, his stepson, who called himself "Ceaesar," yet
in whose veins there leaped not a single Ceesarean corpuscle.

The guardian and tutor of Nero was Lucius Seneca, the greatest, best and wisest man of his time,
a fact I here state in order to show the vanity of pedagogics. Harking back once more to
Augustus, let it be known that but for him Seneca would probably have never left his mark upon
this bank and shoal of time. Seneca was a Spaniard, born in Cordova, a Roman Province, that was
made so by Augustus, under whose kindly and placating influence all citizens of Hispania became
Roman citizens—just as, when California was admitted to the Union, every man in the State was
declared a naturalized citizen of the United States, the act being performed for political
purposes, based on the precedents of Augustus, and never done before nor since in America.

Seneca was four years old when his father's family moved from Cordova to Rome; this was three
years before the birth of Christ. Years pass, but the human heart is forever the same. The elder
Seneca, Marcus Seneca, had ambitions—he was a great man in Cordova: he could memorize a list
of two thousand words. These words had no relationship one to another, and Marcus Seneca
could not put words together so as to make good sense, but his name was "Loisette": he had a
scheme of mnemonics that he imparted for a consideration. He was also a teacher of elocution,
and had compiled a yearbook of the sayings of Horace, which secured him a knighthood.
Augustus paid his colonists pretty compliments, very much as England gives out brevets to
Strathcona and other worthy Canadians, who raise troops of horse to fight England's battles in
South Africa when duty calls.

Marcus Seneca made haste to move to Rome when Augustus let down the bars. Rome was the
center of the art-world, the home of letters, and all that made for beauty and excellence. There
were three boys and a girl in the Seneca family.

The elder boy, Anneeus, was to become Gallio, the Roman governor, and have his name
mentioned in the most widely circulated book the world has ever known; the second boy was
Lucius, the subject of this sketch; the younger boy, Mela, was to become the father of Lucan, the
poet.

The sister of Seneca became the wife of the Roman Governor of Egypt. It was at a time when the
scheming rapacity of women was so much in evidence that the Senate debated whether it should
not forbid its representatives abroad to be accompanied by their wives. France has seen such
times—England and America have glanced that way. Women, like men, often do not know that
the big prizes gravitate where they belong; instead, they set traps for them, lie in wait and
consider prevarication and duplicity better than truth. When women use their beauty, their wit
and their pink persons in politics, trouble lies low around the corner. But this sister of Seneca
was never seen in public unless it was at her husband's side; she asked no favors, and presents
sent to her personally by provincials were politely returned. The province praised her, and
perhaps what was better, didn't know her, and begged the Emperor to send them more of such
excellent and virtuous women—from which we infer that virtue consists in minding one's own
business.

In making up a list of great mothers, do not leave out Helvia, mother of three sons and a
daughter who made their mark upon the times. It is no small thing to be a great mother!

Women of intellect were not much appreciated then, but Seneca dedicated his "Consolations," his
best book, to his mother. The very mintage of his mind was for her, and again and again he tells
of her insight, her gentle wit, and her appreciation of all that was beautiful and best in the world
of thought. In a letter addressed to her when he was past forty, he says, "You never stained your
face with walnut-juice nor rouge; you never wore gowns cut conspicuously low; your ornaments
were a loveliness of mind and person that time could not tarnish."



But the father had the knighthood, and he called his family to witness it at odd times and sundry.

In Rome, Marcus Seneca made head as he never did in Cordova. There he was only Marcus
Micawber: but here his memory feats won him the distinction that genius deserves. There is a
grave question whether a verbal memory does not go with a very mediocre intellect, but Marcus
said this argument was put out by a man with no memory worth mentioning.

Rome was at her ripest flower—the petals were soon to loosen and flutter to the ground, but
nobody thought so—they never do. Everywhere the Roman legions were victorious, and
commerce sailed the seas in prosperous ships. Power manifests itself in conspicuous waste, and
the habit grows until conspicuous waste imagines itself power. Conditions in Rome had evolved
our old friend, the Sophist, the man who lived but to turn an epigram, to soulfully contemplate a
lily, to sigh mysteriously, and cultivate the far-away look. These men were elocutionists who
gesticulated in curves, and let the thought follow the attitude. They were not content to be
themselves, but chased the airy, fairy fabric of a fancy and called it life.

The pretense and folly of Roman society made the Sophists possible—like all sects they
ministered to a certain cast of mind. Over against the Sophists there were the Stoics, the purest,
noblest and sanest of all ancient cults, corresponding very closely to our Quakers, before Worth
and Wanamaker threw them a hawse and took them in tow. It is a tide of feeling produces a sect,
not a belief: primitive Christianity was a revulsion from Phariseeism, and a William Penn and a
wan Ann Lee form the antithesis of an o'ervaulting, fantastic and soulless ritual.

The father of Seneca hung upon the favor of the Sophists: he taught them mnemonics, rhetoric
and elocution, and the fact that he was a courtly Spaniard was in his favor—we dote on a foreign
accent and relish the thing that comes from afar.

Marcus Seneca was getting rich. He never perceived the absurdity of a life of make-believe; but
his son, Lucius Seneca, heir to his mother's discerning mind, when nineteen years old forswore
the Sophists, and sided with the unpopular Stoics, much to the chagrin of the father.

Seneca—Ilet us call him so after this—wore the simple white robe of the Stoics, without ornament
or jewelry. He drank no wine, and ate no meat. Vegetarianism comes in waves, and it is
interesting to see that in an essay on the subject, Seneca plagiarizes every argument put forth by
Colonel Ernest Crosby, even to mentioning a butcher as an "executioner," his goods as "dead
corpses," and the customers as "cannibals."

This kind of talk did not help the family peace, and the father spoke of disowning the son, if he
did not cease affronting the Best Society.

Soon after, the Emperor Tiberius issued an edict banishing all "strange sects who fasted on feast-
days, and otherwise displeased the gods." This was a suggestion for the benefit of the Crosbyites.
It is with a feeling of downright disappointment that we find Seneca shortly appearing in an
embroidered robe, and making a speech wherein the moderate use of wine is recommended, also
the flesh of animals for those who think they need it.

This, doubtless, is the same speech we, too, would have made had we been there; but we want
our hero to be strong, and defy even an Emperor, if he comes between the man and his right to
eat what he wishes and wear what he listeth, and we blame him for not doing the things we never
do. But Seneca was getting on in the world—he had become a lawyer, and his Sophist training
was proving its worth. Henry Ward Beecher, in reply to a young man who asked him if he advised
the study of elocution, said, "Elocution is all right, but you will have to forget it all before you
become an orator." Seneca was shedding his elocution, and losing himself in his work. A
successful lawsuit had brought him before the public as a strong advocate. He was able to think
on his feet. His voice was low, musical and effective, and the word, "dulcis," was applied to him
as it was to his brother, Gallio. Possibly there was something in ol' Marcus Micawber's pedagogic
schemes, after all!

In moderating his Stoic philosophy, Seneca gives us the key to his character: the man wanted to
be gentle and kind; he wished to affront neither his father nor society; so he compromised—he
would please and placate. Ease and luxury appealed to him, and yet his cool intellect stood off,
and reviewing the proceeding pronounced it base. He succumbed to the strongest attraction, and
attempted the feat of riding two horses at once.

From his twentieth year, Seneca dallied with the epigram, found solace in a sentence, and got a
sweet, subtle joy by taking a thought captive. Lucullus tells us of the fine intoxication of oratory,
but neither opium nor oratory imparts a finer thrill than successfully to drive a flock of clauses,
and round up an idea, roping it in careless grace, with what my lord Hamlet calls words, words,
words.

The early Christian Fathers spoke of him as "our Seneca." His writings abound in the purest
philosophy—often seemingly paraphrasing Saint Paul—and every argument for directness of
speech, simplicity, manliness and moderation is put forth. His writings became the rage in Rome:
at feasts he read his essays on the Ideal Life, just as the disciples of Tolstoy often travel by the
gorge road, and give banquets in honor of the man who no longer attends one; or princely paid
preachers glorify the Man who said to His apostles, "Take neither scrip nor purse."



Seneca was a combination of Delsarte and Emerson. He was as popular as Henry Irving, and as
wise as Thomas Brackett Reed. His writings were in demand; when he spoke in public, crowds
hung upon his words, and the families of the great and powerful sent him their sons, hoping he
would impart the secret of success. The world takes a man at the estimate he puts upon himself.
Seneca knew enough to hold himself high. Honors came his way, and the wealth he acquired is
tokened in those five hundred tables, inlaid with ivory, to which at times he invited his friends to
feast. As a lawyer, he took his pick of cases, and rarely appeared, except on appeal, before the
Emperor. The poise of his manner, the surety of his argument, the gentle grace of his diction,
caused him to be likened to Julius Caesar.

And this led straight to exile, and finally—death. To mediocrity, genius is unforgivable.

There are various statements to the effect that Claudius was a mental defective, a sort of town
fool, patronized by the nobles for their sport and jest. We are also told that he was made Emperor
by the Pretorian Guards, in a spirit of rollicking bravado. Men too much abused must have some
merit, or why should the pack bay so loudly? Possibly it is true that, in the youth of Claudius, his
mother used to declare, when she wanted a strong comparison, "He is as big a fool as my son,
Claudius." But then the mother of Wellington used exactly the same expression; and Byron's
mother had a way of referring to the son who was to rescue her from oblivion, and send her name
down the corridors of time, as "that lame brat."

Claudius was a brother of the great Germanicus, and was therefore an uncle of Caligula. Caligula
was the worst ruler that Rome ever had; and he was a brother of Agrippina, mother of Nero. This
precious pair had a most noble and generous father, and their gentle mother was a fit mate for
the great Germanicus—these things are here inserted for the edification of folks who take stock
in that pleasant fallacy, the Law of Heredity, and who gleefully chase the genealogical anise-seed
trail.

Caligula happily passed out without an heir, and Claudius, next of kin, put himself in the way of
the Pretorian Guard, and was declared Emperor.

He was then fifty years old, a grass-widower—twice over—and on the lookout for a wife. He was
neither wise nor great, nor was he very bad; he was kind—after dinner—and generous when
rightly approached. Canon Farrar likened Claudius to King James the First, who gave us our
English Bible. His comparison is worth quoting, not alone for the truth it contains, but because it
is an involuntary paraphrase of the faultless literary style of the Roman rhetors. Says Canon
Farrar: "Both were learned, and both were eminently unwise. Both were authors, and both were
pedants. Both delegated their highest powers to worthless favorites, and both enriched these
favorites with such foolish liberality that they remained poor themselves. Both of them, though of
naturally good dispositions, were misled by selfishness into acts of cruelty; and both of them,
though laborious in the discharge of duty, succeeded only in rendering royalty ridiculous. King
James kept Sir Walter Raleigh, the brightest intellect of his time, in prison; and Claudius sent
Seneca, the greatest man in his kingdom, into exile."

New-made kings sweep clean. The impulses of Claudius were right and just, a truthful statement
I here make in pleasant compliment to a brother author. The man was absent-minded, had much
faith in others, and moved in the line of least resistance. Like most students and authors, he was
decidedly littery. He secured a divorce from one wife because she cleaned up his room in his
absence so that he could never find anything; and the other wife got a divorce from him because
he refused to go out evenings and scintillate in society—but this was before he was made
Emperor.

God knows, people had their troubles then as now. To take this man who loved his slippers and
easy-chair, and who was happy with a roll of papyrus, and plunge him into a seething pot of
politics, not to mention matrimony, was refined cruelty.

The matchmakers were busy, and soon Claudius was married to Messalina, the handsomest
summer-girl in Rome.

For a short time he bore up bravely, and was filled with the wish to benefit and bless. One of his
first acts was to recall Julia and Agrippina from exile, they having been sent away in a fit of
jealous anger by their brother, the infamous Caligula.

Julia was beautiful and intellectual, and she had a high regard for Seneca.
Agrippina was beautiful and infamous, and pretended that she loved Claudius.

Both men were undone. Seneca's friendship for Julia, as far as we know, was of a kind that did
honor to both, but they made a too conspicuous pair of intellects. The fear and jealousy of
Claudius was aroused by his young and beautiful wife, who showed him that Seneca, the courtly,
was plotting for the throne, and in this ambition Julia was a party. A charge of undue intimacy
with Julia, the beloved niece and ward of the Emperor, was brought against Seneca, and he was
exiled to Corsica. Imagine Edmund Burke sent to Saint Helena, or John Hay to the Dry Tortugas,
and you get the idea.

The sensitive nature of Seneca did not bear up under exile as we would have wished. Unlike
Victor Hugo at Guernsey, he was alone, and surrounded by savages. Yet even Victor Hugo lifted



up his voice in bitter complaint. Seneca failed to anticipate that, in spite of the barrenness of
Corsica, it would some day produce a man who would jostle his Roman Ceesar for first place on
history's page.

At Corsica, Seneca produced some of his loftiest and best literature. Exile and imprisonment are
such favorable conditions for letters, having done so much for authorship, that the wonder is the
expedient has fallen into practical disuse. Banishment gave Seneca an opportunity to put into
execution some of the ideas he had so long expressed concerning the simple life, and certain it is
that the experience was not without its benefits, and at times the grim humor of it all came to
him.

Read the history of Greek ostracism, and one can almost imagine that it was devised by the man's
friends—a sort of heroic treatment prescribed by a great spiritual physician. Personality repels as
well as attracts: the people grow tired of hearing Aristides called the Just—he is exiled. For a few
days there is a glad relief; then his friends begin to chant his praises—he is missed. People tell of
all the noble, generous things he would do if he were only here.

If he were only here!
Petitions are circulated for his return.

The law's delay ensues, and this but increases desire. Hate for the man has turned to pity, and
pity turns to love, as starch turns to gluten.

The man comes back, and is greeted with boughs and bays, with love and laurel. His homecoming
is that of a conquering hero. If the Supreme Court were to issue an injunction requiring all
husbands to separate themselves by at least a hundred miles from their wives, for several months
in every year, it would cut down divorces ninety-five per cent, add greatly to domestic peace,
render race-suicide impossible, and generally liberate millions of love vibrations that would
otherwise lie dormant.

As an example of female depravity, Valeria Messalina was sister in crime to Jezebel, Bernice,
Drusilla, Salome and Herodias.

Damned by a dower of beauty, with men at her feet whenever she so ordered, her ambition knew
no limit. This type of dictatorial womanhood starts out by making conquests of individual men,
but the conquests of pretty women are rarely genuine. Women hold no monopoly on duplicity,
and there is a deep vein of hypocrisy in men that prompts their playing a part, and letting the
woman use them. When the time is ripe, they toss her away as they do any other plaything, as
Omar suggests the potter tosses the luckless pots to hell.

When Julia and Agrippina were recalled, the act was done without consulting Messalina; and we
can imagine her rage when these two women, as beautiful as herself, came back without her
permission. Messalina had never found favor in the eyes of Seneca—he treated her with
patronizing patience, as though she were a spoilt child.

Now that Julia was back, Messalina hatched the plot that struck them both. Messalina insisted
that the wealth of Seneca should be confiscated. Claudius at this rebelled.

History is replete with instances of great men ruled by their barbers and coachmen. Claudius left
the affairs of state to Narcissus, his private secretary; Polybius, his literary helper; and Pallas, his
accountant. These men were all of lowly birth, and had all risen in the ranks from menial
positions, and one of them at least had been sold as a slave, and afterward purchased his
freedom. Then there was Felix, the ex-slave, another protege of Claudius, who trembled when
Paul of Tarsus told him a little wholesome truth. These men were all immensely rich, and once,
when Claudius complained of poverty, a bystander said, "You should go into partnership with a
couple of your freedmen, and then your finances would be all right." The fact that Narcissus,
Pallas and Polybius constituted the real government is nothing against them, any more than it is
to the discredit of certain Irish refugees that they manage the municipal machinery of New York
City—it merely proves the impotence of the men who have allowed the power to slip from their
grasp, and ride as passengers when they should be at the throttle.

Messalina managed her husband by alternate cajolings and threats. He was proud of her saucy
beauty, and it was pleasing to an old man's vanity to think that other people thought she loved
him. She bore him two sons—by name, Brittanicus and Germanicus. A local wit of the day said, "It
was kind of Messalina to present her husband with these boys, otherwise he would never have
had any claim on them."

But the lines were tightening around Messalina, and she herself was drawing the cords. She had
put favorites in high places, banished enemies, and ordered the execution of certain people she
did not like. Narcissus and Pallas gave her her own way, because they knew Claudius must find
her out for himself. They let her believe that she was the real power behind the throne. Her
ambitions grew—she herself would be ruler—she gave it out that Claudius was insane. Finally she
decided that the time was right for a "coup de grace." Claudius was absent from Rome, and
Messalina wedded at high noon with young Silius, her lover. She was led to believe that the army
would back her up, and proclaim her son, Brittanicus, Emperor, in which case, she herself and
Silius would be the actual rulers. The wedding festivities were at their height, when the cry went



up that Claudius had returned, and was approaching to demand vengeance. Narcissus, the wily,
took up the shout, and panic-stricken, Messalina fled for safety in one way and Silius in another.

Narcissus followed the woman, adding to her drunken fright by telling her that Claudius was
close behind, and suggested that she kill herself before the wronged man should appear. A
dagger was handed her, and she stabbed herself ineffectually in hysteric haste. The kind
secretary then, with one plunge of his sword, completed the work so well begun.

A truthful account of Messalina's death was told to Claudius while he was at dinner. He finished
the meal without saying a word, gave a present to the messenger, and went about his business,
asking no questions, and never again mentioned the matter.

The fact is worthy of note that the name of Messalina is never once mentioned by Seneca. He
pitied her vileness and villainy so much he could not hate her. He saw, with prophetic vision,
what her end would be; and when her passing occurred, he was too great and lofty in spirit to
manifest satisfaction.

Scarcely had the funeral of Messalina occurred, when there was a pretty scramble among the
eligible to see who should solace the stricken widower. Among other matrimonial candidates was
Agrippina, a beautiful widow, twenty-nine in June, rich in her own right, and with only a small
encumbrance in the way of a ten-year-old boy, Nero by name.

Agrippina was a niece of Claudius, and such marriages were considered unnatural; but Agrippina
had subtly shown that, the deceased Emperor being her brother, she already had a sort of claim
on the throne, and her marriage with Claudius would strengthen the State. Then she marshaled
her charms past Claudius, in a phalanx and back, and so they were married. There was much
pomp and ceremony at the wedding, and the high priest pronounced the magic words—I trust I
use the right expression.

Very soon after her marriage, Agrippina recalled Seneca from exile. It was the infamous
Messalina who had disgraced him and sent him away, and for Agrippina, the sister of Julia, to
bring him back, was regarded as a certificate of innocence, and a great diplomatic move for
Agrippina.

When Seneca returned, the whole city went out to meet him. It is not at all likely that Seneca had
a suspicion of the true character of Agrippina, any more than Claudius—which sort of tends to
show the futility of philosophy.

How could Seneca read her true character when it had not really been formed? No one knows
what he will do until he gets a good chance. It is unkind condition that keeps most of us where
we belong.

And even while the honeymoon—or should we say the harvest-moon?—was at full, Seneca was
made the legal guardian and tutor of Nero, the son of the Empress, and became a member of the
royal household. This was done in gratitude, and to make amends, if possible, for the wrong of
banishment inflicted upon the man by scandalously linking his name with that of the sister of the
woman who was now First Lady of the Land.

Seneca was then forty-nine years of age. He had fifteen years of life yet before him, and was to
gain much valuable experience, and get an insight into a side of existence he had not yet known.

Agrippina was born in Cologne, which was called, in her honor, Colonia Agrippina, and now has
been shortened to its present form. Whenever you buy cologne, remember where the word came
from.

Agrippina, from her very girlhood, had a thirst for adventure, and her aim was high. When
fourteen, she married Domitius, a Roman noble, thirty years her senior. He was as worthless a
rogue as ever wore out his physical capacity for sin in middle life, and filled his dying days with
crimes that were only mental. He knew himself so well that when Nero was born he declared that
the issue of such a marriage could only breed a being who would ruin the State—a monster with
his father's vices and his mother's insatiable ambition.

Agrippina was woman enough to hate this man with an utter detestation; but he was rich, and so
she endured him for ten years, and then assisted Nature in making him food for worms.

The intensity of Agrippina's nature might have been used for happy ends if the stream of her life
had not been so early dammed and polluted. She loved her child with a clutching, feverish
affection, and declared that he would some day rule Rome. This was not really such a far-away
dream, when we remember that her brother was then Emperor and childless. Her thought was
more for her child than for herself, and her expectation was that he would succeed Caligula. The
persistency with which she told this ambition for her boy is both beautiful and pathetic. Every
mother sees her own life projected in her child, and within certain bounds this is right and well.

Glimpses of kindness and right intent are shown when Agrippina recalled Seneca, and when she
became the mother of the motherless children of Claudius. She publicly adopted these children,
and for a time gave them every attention and advantage that was bestowed upon her own son.
Gibbon says for one woman to mother another woman's children is a diplomatic card often



played, but Gibbon sometimes quibbles.

Gradually the fierce desire of Agrippina's heart began to manifest itself. She plotted and
arranged that Nero should marry Octavia, the daughter of Claudius. Octavia was seven years
older than Nero, but the sooner the marriage could be brought about, the better—it would give
her a double hold on the throne. To this end suitors for the hand of Octavia were disgraced by
false charges, and sent off into exile, and the same fate came to at least three young women who
stood in the way.

But the one real obstacle was Claudius himself—he was sixty, and might be so absurd as to live to
be eighty. Locusta, a famous professional chemist, was employed, and the deed was done by
Agrippina serving the deadly dish herself. The servants carried Claudius off to bed, thinking he
was merely drunk, but he was to wake no more.

Burrus, the blunt and honest old soldier, Captain of the Pretorian Guard, sided with Agrippina;
Brittanicus, the son of Claudius, was kept out of the way, and Nero was proclaimed Emperor.

Here Seneca seems to have shown his good influence, and sent home a desire in the heart of
Agrippina to serve her people with moderation and justice. She had attained her ends: her son, a
youth of fifteen, was Emperor, and his guardian, the great and gentle Seneca, the man of her own
choosing, was the actual ruler. She was the sister of one Emperor, wife of another, and now
mother of a third—surely this was glory enough to satisfy one woman's ambition!

Then there came to Rome the famed Quinquennium Neronis, when, for five years, peace and
plenty smiled. It is a trite saying that men who can not manage their own finances can look after
those of a nation, but Seneca was a businessman who proved his ability to manage his own
private affairs and also succeeded in managing the exchequer of a kingdom. During his reign,
gladiatorial contests were relieved of their savage brutality, work was given to many, education
became popular, and people said, "The Age of Augustus has returned."

But the greatest men are not the greatest teachers. Seneca's policy with his pupil, Nero, was one
of concession.

A close study of the youth of Nero reveals the same traits that outcrop in one-half the students at
Harvard—traits ill-becoming to grown-up men, but not at all alarming in youth. Nero was self-
willed and occasionally had tantrums—but a tantrum is only a little whirl-wind of misdirected
energy. A tantrum is life plus—it is better far than stagnation, and usually works up into useful
life, and sometimes into great art. We have some verses written by Nero in his seventeenth year
that show a good Class B sophomoric touch. He danced, played in the theatricals, raced horses,
fought dogs, twanged the harp, and exploited various other musical instruments. He wasn't
nearly so bad as Alcibiades, but his mother lavished on him her maudlin love, and allowed the
fallacy to grow in his mind concerning the divinity that doth hedge a king. In fact, when he asked
his mother about his real father, she hid the truth that his father was a rogue—perhaps to shield
herself, for it is only a very great person who can tell the truth—and led him to believe his
paternal parent was a god, and his birth miraculous. Now, let such an idea get into the head of
the average freshman and what will be the result? A woman can tell a full-grown man that he is
the greatest thing that ever happened, and it does no special harm, for the man knows better
than to go out on the street and proclaim it; but you tell a boy of eighteen such pleasing fallacies,
and then have fawning courtiers back them up, and at the same time give the youth free access
to the strong box, and it surely would be a miracle if he is not doubly damned, and quickly, too.
Agrippina would not allow the blunt old Burrus to discipline her boy, and Seneca's plan was one
of concession—he loved peace. He hated to thwart the boy, because he knew that it would arouse
the ire of the mother, whose love had run away with her commonsense. Love is beautiful—soft,
yielding, gentle love—but the common law of England upholds wife-beating as being justifiable
and desirable on certain occasions.

The real trouble was, the dam was out for Agrippina and Nero—there was no restraint for either.
There was no one to teach them that the liberty of one man ends where the right of another
begins. No more frightful condition for any man or woman can ever occur than this: to take away
all responsibility.

When Socrates put the chesty Alcibiades three points down, and jumped on his stomach with his
knees, the youth had a month in bed, and after he got around again he possessed a most
wholesome regard for his teacher. If Burrus and Seneca had applied Brockway methods to
Agrippina and her saucy son, as they easily might, it would have made Rome howl with delight,
and saved the State as well as the individuals.

Julius Ceesar, like Lincoln, let everybody do as they wished, up to a certain point. But all realized
that somewhere behind that dulcet voice and the gentle manner was a heart of flint and nerves of
steel. No woman ever made Julius Caesar dance to syncopated time, nor did a youth of eighteen
ever successfully order him to take part in amateur theatricals on penalty. Julius Ceesar and
Seneca were both scholars, both were gentlemen and gentle men: their mental attitude was
much the same, but one had a will of adamant, and the other moved in the line of least
resistance.

Gradually, Nero evolved a petulance and impatience toward his mother and his tutor, all of which



was quite a natural consequence of his education. Every endeavor to restrain him was met with
imprecations and curses. About then would have been a good time to apply heroic treatment,
instead of halting fear and worshipful acquiescence.

The raw stock for making a Nero is in every school, and given the conditions, a tyrant-culture
would be easy to evolve. The endeavor to make Nero wed Octavia caused a revulsion to occur in
his heart toward her and her brother Brittanicus. He feared that these two might combine and
wrest from him the throne.

Locusta, the specialist, was again sent for and Brittanicus was gathered to his fathers.

Soon after, Nero fell into a deep infatuation for Poppae Sabina, wife of Otho, the most beautiful
woman in Rome. Sabina refused to accept his advances so long as he was tied to his mother's
apron-strings—I use the exact phrase of Tacitus, so I trust no exceptions will be taken to the
expression. Nero came to believe that the tagging, nagging, mushy love of his mother was
standing in the way of his advancement. He had come to know that Agrippina had caused the
death of Claudius, and when she accused him of poisoning Brittanicus, he said, "I learned the
trick from my dear mother!" and honors were even.

He knew the crafty quality of his mother's mind and grew to fear her. And fear and hate are one.
To secure Sabina he must sacrifice Agrippina.

He would be free.
To poison her would not do—she was an expert in preventives.

So Nero, regardless of expense, bargained with Anicetus, admiral of the fleet, to construct a ship
so that, when certain bolts were withdrawn, the craft would sink and tell no tale. This was a bit of
daring deviltry never before devised, and by turn, Nero chuckled in glee and had cold sweats of
fear as he congratulated himself on his astuteness.

The boat was built and Agrippina was enticed on board. The night of the excursion was calm, but
the conspirators, fearing the chance might never come again, let go the canopy, loaded with lead,
which was over the queen. It fell with a crash; and at the same time the bolts were withdrawn
and the waters rushed in. Several of the servants in attendance were killed by the fall of the
awning, but Agrippina and Aceronia, a lady of quality, escaped from the debris only slightly hurt.
Aceronia, believing the ship was about to sink, called for help, saying, "I am Agrippina." She
erred slightly in her diplomacy, for she was at once struck on the head with an oar and killed.
This gave Agrippina a clew to the situation and she was silent. By a strange perversity, the royal
scuttling patent would not work and the boat stubbornly refused to sink.

Agrippina got safely ashore and sent word to her son that there had been a terrible accident, but
she was safe—the intent of her letter being to let him know that she understood the matter
perfectly, and while she could not admire the job, it was so bungling, yet she would forgive him if
he would not try it again.

In wild consternation, Nero sent for Burrus and Seneca. This was their first knowledge of the
affair. They refused to act in either way, but Burrus intimated that Anicetus was the guilty party
and should be held responsible.

"For not completing the task?" said Nero.
"Yes," said the blunt old soldier, and retired.

Anicetus was notified that the blame of the whole conspiracy was on him. A big crime, well
carried out, is its own excuse for being; but failure, like unto genius, is unforgivable.

Anicetus was in disgrace, but only temporarily, for he towed the obstinate, telltale galley into
deep water and sank her at dead of night. Then with a few faithful followers he surrounded the
villa where Agrippina was resting, scattered her guard and confronted her with drawn sword.

Years before, a soothsayer had told her that her son would be Emperor and that he would kill
her. Her answer was, "Let them slay me, if he but reign."

Now she saw that death was nigh. She did not try to escape, nor did she plead for mercy, but
cried, "Plunge your sword through my womb, for it bore Nero."

And Anicetus, with one blow, struck her dead.

Nero returned to Naples to mourn his loss. From there he sent forth a lengthy message to the
Senate, recounting the accidental shipwreck, and telling how Agrippina had plotted against his
life, recounting her crimes in deprecatory, sophistical phrase. The document wound up by telling
how she had tried to secure the throne for a paramour, and the truth coming to some o'erzealous
friends of the State, they had arisen and taken her life. In Rome there was a strong feeling that
Nero should not be allowed to return, but this message of explanation and promise, written by
Seneca, downed the opposition.

The Senate accepted the report, and Nero, at twenty-two, found himself master of the world.
Yet what booted it when he was not master of himself!

From this time on, the career of Seneca was one of contumely, suffering and disgrace. This was



to endure for six years, when kindly death was then to set him free.

The mutual, guilty knowledge of a great crime breeds loathing and contempt. History contains
many such instances where the subject had knowledge of the sovereign's sins, and the sovereign
found no rest until the man who knew was beneath the sod.

Seneca knew Nero as only his Maker knew him.

After the first spasm of exultation in being allowed to return to Rome, a jealous dread of Seneca
came over the guilty monarch.

Seneca hoped against hope that, now that Nero's wild oats were sown and the crop destroyed, all
would be well. The past should be buried and remembrance of it sunk deep in oblivion.

But Nero feared Seneca might expose his worthlessness and the philosopher himself take the
reins. In this Nero did not know his man: Seneca's love was literary—political power to him was
transient and not worth while.

It became known that the apology to the Senate was the work of Seneca, and Nero, who wanted
the world to think that all his speeches and addresses were his own, got it firmly fixed in his head
he would not be happy until Seneca was out of the way. Sabina said he was no longer a boy, and
should not be tagged and dictated to by his old teacher.

Seneca, seeing what was coming, offered to give his entire property to the State and retire. Nero
would not have it so—he feared Seneca would retire only to come back with an army. A cordon of
spies was put around Seneca's house—he was practically a prisoner. Attempts were made to
poison him, but he ate only fruit, and bread made by his wife, Paulina, and drank no water except
from running streams.

Finally a charge of conspiracy was fastened upon him, and Nero ordered him to die by his own
hand. His wife was determined to go with him, and one stroke severed the veins of both.

The beautiful Sabina realized her hopes—she divorced her husband, and married the Emperor of
Rome. She died from a sudden kick given her by the booted foot of her liege.

Three years after the death of Seneca, Nero passed hence by the same route, killing himself to
escape the fury of the Pretorian Guard. And so ended the Julian line, none of whom, except the
first, was a Julian.

From the death of Augustus on to the time of Nero there was for Rome a steady tide of
disintegration. The Emperor was the head of the Church, and he usually encouraged the idea that
he was something different from common men—that his mission was from On High and that he
should be worshiped. Gibbon, making a free translation from Seneca, says, "Religion was
regarded by the common people as true, by the philosophers as false, and by the rulers as
useful." And Saint Augustine, using the same smoothly polished style, says, in reference to a
Roman Senator, "He worshiped what he blamed, he did what he refuted, he adored that with
which he found fault." The sentence is Seneca's, and when he wrote it he doubtless had himself in
mind, for in spite of his Stoic philosophy the life of luxury lured him, and although he sang the
praises of poverty he charged a goodly sum for so doing, and the nobles who listened to him
doubtless found a vicarious atonement by applauding him as he played to the gallery gods of
their self-esteem, like rich ladies who go a-slumming mix in with the poor on an equality, and
then hasten home to dress for dinner.

Seneca was one of the purest and loftiest intellects the world has ever known. Canon Farrar calls
him "A Seeker after God," and has printed parallel passages from Saint Paul and Seneca which,
for many, seem to show that the men were in communication with each other. Every ethical
maxim of Christianity was expressed by this "noble pagan,"” and his influence was always directed
toward that which he thought was right. His mistakes were all in the line of infirmities of the will.
Voltaire calls him, "The father of all those who wear shovel hats," and in another place refers to
him as an "amateur ascetic," but in this the author of the Philosophical Dictionary pays Seneca
the indirect compliment of regarding him as a Christian. Renan says, "Seneca shines out like a
great white star through a rift of clouds on a night of darkness." The wonder is not that Seneca at
times lapsed from his high estate and manifested his Sophist training, but that to the day of his
death he saw the truth with unblinking eyes and held the Ideal firmly in his heart.

ARISTOTLE

Happiness itself is sufficient excuse. Beautiful things are right and true; so
beautiful actions are those pleasing to the gods. Wise men have an inward sense of
what is beautiful, and the highest wisdom is to trust this intuition and be guided by



it. The answer to the last appeal of what is right lies within a man's own breast.
Trust thyself.

— E'thics of Aristotle

ARISTOTLE

The Sublime Porte recently issued a request to the American Bible Society, asking that
references to Macedonia be omitted from all Bibles circulated in Turkey or Turkish provinces.
The argument of His Sublimity is that the Macedonian cry, "Come over and help us!" puts him
and his people in a bad light. He ends his most courteous petition by saying, "The land that
produced a Philip, an Alexander the Great and an Aristotle, and that today has citizens who are
the equal of these, needs nothing from our dear brothers, the Americans, but to be let alone."

As to the statement that Macedonia today has citizens who are the equals of Philip, Alexander
and Aristotle, the proposition, probably, is based on the confession of the citizens themselves,
and therefore may be truth. Great men are only great comparatively. It is the stupidity of the
many that allows one man to bestride the narrow world like a Colossus. In the time of Alexander
and Aristotle there wasn't so much competition as now, so perhaps what we take to be lack of
humor on the part of the Sublime Porte may have a basis in fact.

Aristotle was born Three Hundred Eighty-four B.C., at the village of Stagira in the mountains of
Macedonia. King Amyntas used to live at Stagira several months in the year and hunt the wild
hogs that fed on the acorns which grew in the gorges and valleys. Mountain climbing and hunting
was dangerous sport, and it was well to have a surgeon attached to the royal party, so the father
of Aristotle served in that capacity. No doubt, though, but the whole outfit was decidedly
barbaric, even including the doctor's little son "Aristo," who refused to be left behind. The child's
mother had died years before, and boys without mothers are apt to manage their fathers. And so
Aristo was allowed to trot along by his father's side, carrying a formidable bow, which he himself
had made, with a quiver of arrows at his back.

Those were great times when the King came to Stagira!

When the King went back to the capital everybody received presents, and the good doctor, by
some chance, was treated best of all, and little Aristo came in for the finest bow that ever was, all
tipped with silver and eagle-feathers. But the bow did not bring good luck, for soon after, the
boy's father was caught in an avalanche of sliding stone and crushed to death.

Aristo was taken in charge by Proxenus, a near kinsman. The lad was so active at climbing, so full
of life and energy and good spirits, that when the King came the next year to Stagira, he asked
for Aristo. With the King was his son Philip, a lad about the age of Aristo, but not so tall nor so
active. The boys became fast friends, and once when a stranger saw them together he
complimented the King on his fine, intelligent boys, and the King had to explain, "The other boy is
mine—but I wish they both were."

Aristo knew where the wild boars fed in gulches, and where the stunted oaks grew close and
thick. Higher up in the mountains there were bears, which occasionally came down and made the
wild pigs scamper. You could always tell when the bears were around, for then the little pigs
would run out into the open. The bears had a liking for little pigs, and the bears had a liking for
the honey in the bee-trees, too. Aristo could find the bee-trees better than the bears—all you had
to do was to watch the flight of the bees as they left the clover.

Then there were deer—you could see their tracks any time around the mountain marshes where
the springs gushed forth and the watercress grew lush. Still higher up the mountains, beyond
where bears ever traveled, there were mountain-sheep, and still higher up were goats. The goats
were so wild that hardly any one but Aristo had ever seen them, but he knew they were there.



The King was delighted to have such a lad as companion for his son, and insisted that he should
go back to the capital with them and become a member of the Court.

Not he—there were other ambitions. He wanted to go to Athens and study at the school of Plato—
Plato, the pupil of the great Socrates.

The King laughed—he had never heard of Plato. That a youth should refuse to become part of the
Macedonian Court, preferring the company of an unknown school-master, was amusing—he
laughed.

The next year when the King came back to Stagira, Aristo was still there. "And you haven't gone
to Athens yet?" said the King.

"No, but I am going," was the firm reply.
"We will send him," said the King to Proxenus, Aristo's guardian.

And so we find Aristo, aged seventeen, tall and straight and bronzed, starting off for Athens, his
worldly goods rolled up in a bearskin, tied about with thongs. There is a legend to the effect that
Philip went with Aristo, and that for a time they were together at Plato's school. But, anyway,
Philip did not remain long. Aristo—or Aristotle, we had better call him—remained with Plato just
twenty years.

At Plato's school Aristotle was called by the boys, "the Stagirite," a name that was to last him
through life—and longer. In Winter he wore his bearskin, caught over one shoulder, for a robe,
and his mountain grace and native beauty of mind and body must have been a joy to Plato from
the first. Such a youth could not be overlooked.

To him that hath shall be given. The pupil that wants to learn is the teacher's favorite—which is
just as it should not be. Plato proved his humanity by giving his all to the young mountaineer.
Plato was then a little over sixty years of age—about the same age that Socrates was when Plato
became his pupil. But the years had touched Plato lightly—unlike Socrates, he had endured no
Thracian winters in bare feet, neither had he lived on cold snacks picked up here and there, as
Providence provided. Plato was a bachelor. He still wore the purple robe, proud, dignified, yet
gentle, and his back was straight as that of a youth. Lowell once said, "When I hear Plato's name
mentioned, I always think of George William Curtis—a combination of pride and intellect, a man's
strength fused with a woman's gentleness."

Plato was an aristocrat. He accepted only such pupils as he invited, or those that were sent by
royalty. Like Franz Liszt, he charged no tuition, which plan, by the way, is a good scheme for
getting more money than could otherwise be obtained, although no such selfish charge should be
brought against either Plato or Liszt. Yet every benefit must be paid for, and whether you use the
word fee or honorarium, matters little. I hear there be lecturers who accept invitations to
banquets and accept an honorarium mysteriously placed on the mantel, when they would scorn a
fee.

Plato's Garden School, where the pupils reclined under the trees on marble benches, and read
and talked, or listened to lectures by the Master, was almost an ideal place. Not the ideal for us,
because we believe that the mental and the manual must go hand in hand. The world of intellect
should not be separated from the world of work. It was too much to expect that in a time when
slavery was everywhere, Plato would see the fallacy of having one set of men to do the thinking,
