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THE NEW ECCE HOMO,

&e. Ke. &c.

INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER

“ It was this Book.”
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to wear, handle it twice or thrice; when they take
up a glass todrink of, look at it twice or thrice;
avnd ne ana wandang thae ¢haee Ta oa TNt eshan
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one shows a wish to take but a smcr]e _glance at
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to kxss wnth closed eyes, then, forsooth, the asto~
nishment of men is raised, and one hears exclaim,
*“Dog of 2 man, it is the l-.mtrly hand of thy
master ! thou must not look at it ; thow must only
kiss it! kiss it! kiss 1t!”

When a child, my mother taught e to read :
such were the words of the first lesson she
gave me. I understood not these words, and I
asked of my mother their meaning. “It is a
fearful riddle,” said my mother, and wept. 1
knew not then that the tears of my mother were
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the sad interpretation of the fearful riddle; I
knew it not until 1, no longera child, felt a heavy
hand upon my life, which heavy hand I wished to
look at. ** Dog!” a hundred teachers then called
out to me—* dog! it is the kmo'lv hand of thy

master ; look not at it! kissit! kiss it! kiss 1t'"
I was pm']v taucht to nhpv~ and T did nhpy my
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teachers, and I kissed with closed eyes the heavy
hand that pressed on my life.

But I said to my teachers, ¢ There is a poor
man whn iccad tha hand that agave him hrand -
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there is again a poor man who kissed the hand
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that took away anag tne nesn irom nis
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i d
body Tell me, te achers, which of the poor men
did well, and wulclL did not well?”” * Young

man”’ exclalmed the eachers. “ ask not! and
kiss the kingly hand of thy masier ! when it takes
away thy bread, kiss it! when it takes away thy
raiment, kiss it! when it breaks thy bones and
rends thy muscles, kissit! Thy belief requlres it !
Jesus Christ requires it! God requires 1it!”
‘ But,” said I, reverently, to my teachers, ¢ you
once said to me, belief 1s sweet, Jesus Christ is
gentle, and God is just!’ Then my teachers
again exclaimed, “ Ask not! ask not!” And they
began to speak of an hereditary sin, of a sheep,
of a redeemer, of a Belzebub, of a spirit-shadow,
of a body of a maiden, of a virgin-mother, of a
son of God, of a spirit whlch is not the son, of a
son which is not the father, of a father which is
not the spirit, of a spirit which is the father, of a
father which i1s the son, of a son which is the
spirit, of one which is not one but three, and of
three which are not th;ee but one. And I beoan

three which are not th ne. And
w
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hat I had asked
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a spinit to me and said, “ Why castest thou not
stones at these discourses? DBehold these dis-
courses are mad dogs ; they bark all the day long
at the reason of mankind, and when the night
comes, they rend it.! Cast stones at them ! cast
stones at them! long enough have they howled
in the world, long enough have they died their
black teeth in the blood of reasen! Man, hast
thou no hard, heavy curse to hurl at them ? Curse
them ! curse them!” But I held my peace in
trembling ; my soul was weary, and a slumber
fell on mine eyes. Then I heard voices exclaim,
* Hear the Evangely ! Five and thirty thousand
years after.the creation, when it was frightfully
good in the world, came Satan, our gracious lord
and master, and brake man in twain; to us,
priests, he threw his soul, and to kings he
threw his body, and it was excellently evil in the
world ! Hosannah ! Hosannah !-—Hear the epistle !
Hundred millions of souls are hung on the book-
lettersiof the Bible! Hallelujah! Hallelujah !'—
Let us pray. Worms that devoured Jesus Christ,
creep forth out of the earth, and drive the hundred
millions of empty bodies into the church that they
may there pray that the kings may bury them in
their kingly earth! Amen, amen.” 1 heard these
words, and awoke trembling; and it was dark
and fearful in the world. And heavier was the
hand that pressed on my life ; and yet more com-
mandingly was it said, ** Kiss the kingly hand that
ﬁresses on thylife! when ittakes away thy bread,

iss it ! when it takes away thy raiment, kiss it!
when it breaks thy bones and rends thy muscles,
kiss it! Thy belief requires it! Jesus Christ
requires it! God requires it!” And I heard a
second time the voice of a spirit, which said unte
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me, * Understandest thou that which thy teachers
say unto thee?” And I answered, “ They say
fearful things, but I understand them not!’
« Then, listen, poor man,” said the spirit—* be-
sween the church and kingly palace lies the his-
tory of mankind, which the priest and the king,
two watchful hounds, guard day and night, that
men may not read it. Go now, while the king is
playing a game of honour with a thief, and while
the priestis kissing a devout maiden penitent, go
and there read by The many lamps of human fat,
there burning, the history of mankind ; and it will
come to pass that a light from God will surround
thee ; and when thy heart is pure, thou shalt con-
sume the kingly Jaw-books and the holy scrip-
tures with fire; and shalt make pure the air of
mankind from the poison-breath of the king and
of the priest; and war, and hatred, and murder,
and oppressicn, and hunger, and envy, and un-
chastity, and thxef—thouahts,-——all these hateful
children of the king and of the priest shalt thou
bang up next their “fathers. And this shall be
called, 1n heaven and on earth, “ The redemption
of mankind.”

Thus spake the spirit unto me. And I went
between the church and the kingly palace, and
there read, in the history of man, wonderful
things. Who would not know what I there read?

IT was 1u1s Book!
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ECCE HOMO.

The man at issue with the king and the priest.
is called Ecce Homo. So at least the priest-
scholars call him who set dogs and throw mud
and stones at him. The base priest-scholars!
They see upon his front the bleeding wounds
'made by the stones they have thrown at himj;
they see upon his face the foul mud they have
cast, mixed with his tears ; and again they throw
mud and stones,and call vut, *“ Ecce Homo! Ecce
Homo !” And no reasonable father comes fatherly
to punish them, and no teacher comes to teach
them mildness.

But although these priest-scholars are illus-
trious bastards ; although they have been right
well baptized ; although they are such extraor-
dinary animals, of whom writers of natural history
have not yet spoken—animals, whose tails, sepa-
rated from them, drag themselves after in the
shape of men—we shall, notwithstanding, leave
them for the present to speak of Ecce Homo.

Ecee Homo, so is called the man at issue with
the king and the priest. If he is asked, “ Ecce
Homo, which is thy country?” he answers, ““ There
where man rejoices.” *“ Ycce Homo, who is thy
people ?” ¢ Mankind is my people; man, long
cured of the tiger-bites of the king and of the
priest, but not yet sound.” * Ecce Homo, what
15 thy religion 7’ * My religion is not that which
is dearly bought of a gypsy-priest at the

A D
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h-market, as the best horse to ride to heaven
upon. My heart is God’s church-bell ; God alone
strikes it, and then I hear only the music of the
Queen of the world-—the music of love!”  Ecce
Homo, who art thou thyseif?” “ I ama man.”

Ecce Homo seldom looks upon the human face,
anless it 1s that of the female sex. He says, “ In
the faces of men there reigns a Babylonish con-
fusion, for I very often take dog, cat, and swines-
faces for the most noble aspect of man.”

Like as the God of Israel in Egypt looked on
the door posts of the houses to see if they were
sprinkled 'with lamb’s blood or not, to dlStlllO'UISh
the Israelites from the Egyptians, so Ecce Homo
looks only upon the hands of men to see if they
are clean or soiled. When he sees a soiled hard
hand he exclaims, ¢ A proletaire !* a proletaire ! a
republican! a brother!” And saying these
words, he takes the soiled hard hand in his own,
and presses 1t to his heart. And lie savs to him,

** Come, proletaire, come to thy workshop, where
thou filterest thy sweat all the day long, and

whexe, in the filter, but a little bread remains be-

Thind « Ar ~amMa f 1 N 17
hind ; or come to a little cabin where an old wife

turns her unceasing spinning-wh el, and pausing,

savs to herself. < Th ,.:n and 4.,,,\, v veare aomn hio
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teacher said to me, < You have a good 1; he
M 1 1 1.

learns his lessons easily, and he has an e:\ce‘ucm
heart.” Nine children have 1 had I have loved
them all; but him alone has God preserved to
me. Where is he now? Is he already dead?
Ahno! heisin prxson in the hideous ante-chamber
of death, because his cap was red.” Come, prole-~
taire,into this cabin ; orcome to the burial-ground,

* Prolgtaire : A man without property—a workman.
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whbere death has not long healed the wounds of
evil and oppression in the hearts of our brethren,
Ceme, brother, there will we speak of our family
concerns.”

At another time men appeared to Ecce Homo
as rocks. He wandered among them like the
melancholy shade of Ossian, and sung his un-
happy hero.

On a fair summer eve, when golden clouds
rested on the mountain-tops, and when maidens
in the shrubberies covered their sweet secrets and
their dreams from oune another with light and
transparent railleries, and when the birds flew to
their little ounes in their nests, Ecce Homo sat
down by a water-brook and sung his song :—

“ I will sing the despised hand of the working
man. O hand of the working man, I am not
afraid of thee—I press thee to my heart! 1 see
that thou art foul ; but thou art not foul from evil
deeds ; thou art from them as clean as the
hand of a child. Thoun art black, and there-
fore thou pleasest me. The beautiful earth is
also black. Thou black hand, thou art the second
beneficent earth of mankind! Who is the ingrate
that can speak against thy blackness? O hand
that I love, become not white ; for in white hands
I see throbbing torn human hearts. White was
the hand of Eve, who, according to a saying,
brought death into the world. White are the
cruel hands of the rich and of princes. White
are the hands of the thief and of the priest. But
why art thou so cold and so rigid? Alas! the
aged sisters of Death—men call them chains—
have stroked thee cold and rigid. Tell me, rigid
hand of the working man, tell me, dost thow
know the hells from which these cold hard sisters
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of the grave came? Dost thou know whence
they came? They came from the palace and
the church. And thou, unkappy hand of the
working man, thou hast carried their bricks, thou
hast hmlt the palace and the church. Obh,

ignorant hand, thou hast built up thine own

curses ! If nalageq a!_d churches were not curses,
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then would not their chiefs proudly raise their
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accursed! A day will come when men shail
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thrice, and not e a grass-blade shall grow
thereon ; beasts shall pass by these 1 blaces, and
shall be afraid : and it will stand in the chronicles
thatin l.uESE‘places paxaces and churchesonce stood.
A day will come—-—heal it, mers and pnests-—heal
it, and tremble—a day will come, when the cold

rigad hand of the working man shall press out of

you again the blood of the people, and every one
of them shall come to reclaim his blood from your
mummies. Then shall the hand of the working
man be again warm and kindly—the black hand
that | love!l”

After Ecce Homo had thus sung, he asked of
the stars when he should knock at the door of the
palace, and call forth the king to the last judg-
ment—when he should knock at the door of the
church, and call forth the priest to the last judg-
ment?  Aund the stars replied, “ When the mght
is past !
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THE KING.

“ There was a time,” said Ecce Homo, “ when
men went barefoot ; that was the golden age. 1f
a thorn or stone hurt the foot, men knew ﬁealing
hérbs with which to cure the slight injury. But
since then, a devil, who calls himself a shoemaker,
has invented boots to protect the feet from thorns
and stones; my forefathers and my brothers,
who wore the tight boots, have been killed by the
wounds of the feet produced by them.”

Then a disturbance arose, accompanied with
whistline and shoutine : after which reasonable

- 7
shoemakers addressed Ecce Homo with these so-
lemn words :—* Mr. Ecce Homo, thou must nrove

to us that the devil was ever called a shoemaker ;
thou must nrove that, If thv forefathers and thy
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~ brothers wore tight boots, and were killed by the

.

woninde af their feet wa harahv cnalamnley nratact
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that that was their own fault. They were fools.
Whe, Aid ¢thasw 1At firon thamealeans ~AF 4ot 4iadha
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boots?”’  Master shoemakers,” said Ecce Homo,
“ they were fools ; but they are dead. The boots
have killed them. Accursed be the shoemakers
who gave boots to man! For the destroying
boots which my dead fathers and brothers wore
were Kings ! hangs are the tight boots of na-
tions ! Kings—they shouldj protect the feet of
the people from thorns and stones—and they kill
the people !~ Oh, how long will men be fools, and

wear the destroying boots?  True, there are
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people who put their tight boots upon a last—"
““ Last ! interrupted the shoemakers. * Let me
speak,” said Ecce Homo, ““ remember, the tight
boot is the King, and the last by which it should
be stretched is the Constitution. Let me speak.
True, there are nations who put their tight boots
on a last, but that helps them nothing. "The kingly
dog-skin 1s hard, and yields not. Hobbling
people! may you learn by sorrowful experience.
Cast off betimes your vile boots, and go barefoot.”
“ We will grant now,” said the shoemakers, again
interrupting Ecce Homo, “ we will grant now
that when you call kings pinching and destroying
boots, the shoemaker was indeed a devil of hell;
but we entreat thee, in the name of every shoe-
maker in the world, not tocall kings ¢ boots,” for
then 1t might be thought that the world had re-
ceived kings from our inuocent hunds, and that
would be the vreatest injury to our praiseworthy
and honouarvable craft. Give, we heseech thee,
any other name thou wilt to hated kings, but do
not call them ¢ boots”” ¢ Men,” replied Ecce
Homo, “ how then shall [ call them, that I may
be understood? Tailor, shall I call kings black
oarments, which unlucky men put on before their
execution ?’—*¢ No.”—* Santh, shall I call them
deadly steel 7"— No.”—¢ Joiner, shall I call
them coffins ?"—¢ No.”—** Gravedigger, shall I
call them graves 7’—* No.”"—* Poor workmen,
perhaps you will understand me if I speak in
another metaphor?’—“ Yes, yes.”—* Listen,
then, to a story I will tell you :—

I sat by a water-brook, my forehead was
bedewed with sweat, my eyes were obscured with
the mournful evening twilight of my heart, and
I was sick. And a woman, a kind woman, came
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and wiped the sweat from my forehead, and dif-
fused in my heart a soft mild light, and made me
sound. ‘° Whatis thy name, woman ?” I asked ;

and the woman told it to me; but her name was
a song, by which I sat and sweetly slumbered.
Ah! wherefore did I slumber? As I awoke from
my.slumber I distinguished no longer my well-
known water=brogk, I perceived not the kind
woman, I heard no more: the beantiful song of her
name. ‘‘ Where am I?” asked I of one passing
by ; but the man understood me not, and I feit
that I was no longer in my fatherland! As a bird
who has lost her nest [ looked about me, and I
saw men, urged by seeming curiosity, streaiming
on in a certain direction: and I followed them.

And behold 1 scon pelcewed a machine which

made a horrid noise. ‘“ For what purpose is this
machine 7’ asked I of the people in their own
tonoue, ﬂ e tenlied. ¢ w;fh fh;c miachine

ne popaicl, 411U lliiie
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lost mnocence of man. » Ibelieved none of them ;
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nearer to the extraoxdlmrv machme, and [ then
read the following inscription upon its outside :—

“ A machine of thousands of years, patented
by ail the people of the earth

More I could not read, for the characters were
confused one with another ; and 1t filled me with
fear. The people saw this, and laughed at me.
I then ventured still nearer, and looked into the
inside of the machine. And I saw three huge
wheels; one of these wheels was moved by a
dense vapour, the second by a clear water-stream,
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and the thi:d by something which 1 could not
uish, These three matters, settmg
n motion, made tggethpr Q (]mnmg
rushing of a sea upon which terri-
e "pn Alas ! what

not, v et I trembled.
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* Man,” exclaimed again the Ioathsome spmt

* the machine wants yet two tears!” He said it,
aud took two tears from my eyes, and threw them
into the clear stream which moved the second
wheel.

“ Man,” whispered finally the frightful 'spirit
in my ear, “ the machine wants yet one drop of
blood ! He said 1t, and took a drop of blood
from 1wy heart, and threw it to the matter which
turned the third wheel.

And I knew what turned the three wheels of the
machine. It was the sweat, the tears, and the
L:lood of nations.

 Trightful machine I’ I stammered, ““ art thou
an undersmndmn bemg ?”  And 1 heard one
horrible word—* Yes I Who art thou?” And
I heard two horrible words—* A king 7 “ Mon-
ster, what makest thou?” And 1 “heard three
}.nrrrhlp words—* Gold! OOId ! O‘OId 1"

Q
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THE PRIEST.

“ I live now,” said Ecce Homo, * the I know
not how many thousandth time in the world.
Man, wherefore smilest thou? Rememberest
thou nothing? Tell me :—when thine eyes have
been closed, or, when open and following the
movements of a fly on thy table, tell me, have
not thine eyes at such a time beheld a happy
little village, or a beautiful swallow-day, or a fair
.maiden of thy wishes clothed in moonlight?
Tell me :—hast thou never perceived sweet music,
while close by a hoarse dog has barked? Tell
me :—did there never hang upon thine eyes a sad
and melting writing of which thou knewest not
from what land it came, nor who wrote so sadly?
Man, when thy eyes have been closed, or when
open and following the movements of a fly on th
table, and if at such a time thou hast beheld a
happy little village, or a beautiful swallow-day, or
a fair maiden of thy wishes clothed in moonlight;
I tell thee, man, that was a remembrance of thy
past life.  When thou hast perceived sweet music
while close by a hoarse dog has barked, I tell thee,
man, that was a remembrance of thy past life. If
onceasad and melting writing has hung upon thine
eyes, and thou knewest not from what land it
came nor who wrote so sadly, I tell thee, man,
that was a remembrance of thy past life! Andaf
thou, for example, after a thousand different lives
shalt dream, sleeping or waking, that thou hast
passed over fields and gardens bedewed with
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human blood, or that thou hast seen ina whirlwind
the burnt ashes of men turning in circles, I tell
thee, man, that will be no senseless dream—that
will be again a drear and terrible remembrance of
thy past lives, which former kings have cut with
sharp steel, orwhich former priests have consumed
with burning wood. Man, the numberlessness of
thy lives and of thy deaths is as the numberless-
ness of the days and the nights. Let me sospeak
and smile not.

I live now for the I know not how mauy thon-
sandth time in the world. Before about the
second thousandth of my lives I one day heard
two voices. I know no more where I heard the
voices, for the world and the things which then
surrounded me come now before me like effaced
letters. I know not the mouths out of which the
voices came, for the men of that time wander
before me now like the thousandths shades of
shades of men, without form, without quality,
without name. All is lost to me until the two
voices, which then, like the voices of sacred
magi, touched mine ear, and thus spake :—

First Voice. What bringest thou for a sign
from the wilderness?

Second Voice. I saw in the wilderness a wolf;
he licked friendly the face of a lamb.

First Voice. Woe! That is the wolf with the
black tongue of the curse.—What bringest thou
for a sign from the green vallies?

Second Voice. I saw in the green vallies a
lamb ; it strangled another lamb.

First Voice. Woe! woe! That is the lamb
whose face was licked by the wolf with the black
tongue of the curse.—What bringest thou :for a
sign from the wind that passes over the graves?
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Second Voice. The wind that passes over the
graves whistled in mine ear—* The wolf with the
black tongue of the curse, and the lamb with the
bloody teeth, are two horrid friends! for after a
thousand and more years the friend of the wolf—
the lamb with the bloody teeth—will be called
“ Man,” and the friend of the lamb—the wolf with
the black tongue of the curse—will be called
*“ Priest.”

These ancient voices which I heard about my
two thousandth life past and had forgotten, vi-
brated anew through my soul with all their magic
horrors as I read in a priest’s book :— -

“ A wolf and a lamb shall dwell together.”

“ And thou, man, rememberest thou nought,
when thou readest these words ?—"

« Alas, Ecce Homo, I remember that I was the
Tamb, that was strangled by the lamb whose face
had been licked by the wolf with the black tongue
of the curse!” '
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FIRST ACT OF ACCUSATION AGAINST
THE KING.

“ Come to supper,” said Ecce Homo to a pro-
letaire. He said it, and took him by the arm,
and they came to a dell where they heard the
murmuring of a rivulet. * Dost hear?” said
Ecce Homo to the proletaire, * listen, we are
called to table.” He said,and seated himself on
a stone, and the proletaire seated himself close
by. After they huad looked awhile about them,
Ecce Homo thrust his hand into his pocket, and
drew forth a bit of bread, and then a tew cherries,
He divided both with his companion. They ate,
The rivulet gave them to drink, and they were
satisfied. < Where shall we sleep to-night?’

acked RCC"‘ nnmo. € Unr]nr that oreat oak.’
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answered the proletaire. ‘¢ Will not the owner o
the oak come,” asked Ecce Homo,“ and drive u:
away?” To this the proletaire replied nothing
but he looked far in the evening-redness witl
those water-drops in the eyes which sensitiv
souls pour out as mute inquiries into nature
Ecce Homo embraced the proletaire, and saic
*“ Poor oppressed man, tears are thine only dia
wonds. But if thou payest thy misery so largel
with them, with what wilt thou purchase a sing
human joy? Weep not, brother; console thy
self with me. Listen, I will tell thee som:
thing :—

Thou knowest that in every day there is s
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hour which belongs to the unhappy. What the
unhappy do in thlb hour is fateful. In this hour
—it was an hour of the night, when the gaolers
were slumbering—in this hour something like a
hand passed befoxe the window of my prison.
s Tt 13 the wind.” The window shook. 1t is.

the wind.” The flame of my prison-lamp waved
toand fro. “ It is the wind.” Then 1 heard a

NV c4aly s asloae & galsiii e

word which sounded as deep and hollow as the
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“It 1s no wind.” 1T looked around; I saw no
P ¢ V136 T Nanwd a cmamen A 1.. T
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saw no one. ¢ W'nte, wnte,” I heald the tlurd
time. \Iy breath became bliOTL, and my blood
felt cold. I took a pen and wrote.—* What didst
thou write ?” asked the proletaire. * If I knew
that the present hour belonged to the unfortu-
nate,” said Ecce Homo, ‘' so would I then read
what 1 then wrote—Ah! my breath becomes
short and my blood frels cold as then—it 1s the
hour—listen !” The proletaire came closer to Ecce
Howmo, and Ecce Homo drew forth a writing from
his pocket, and read :—- ‘

* Man, hast thou ever dreamed, and been at
the same time awake? DMaun, hear the dream of
one awake. I was in a forest where there stood
a tree of thousands of vears. When a storm
came all the trees of the forest bent before him
and shook, and trembled ; for that was their
manner of imploring his aid ; and the tree drove
with his huop branches, '\_q with a thousand
mighty arms, the storm out of the forest. On

ﬂn\ tree were ar aven fhe names nf‘ mv fathers

Taz wis asaaw ass AP RAAT O

What bard knoweth not the names of my fathers?
n" /\ny) N
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fearful—on a dark and fearful e evening came four
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thieves, from the north, the south, the east, and
the west ; they came with sharp axes, and began
to hew down this tree. They hewed at him the
whole night, for he was mighty. Every blow they
cave, and every death-groan he uftered, was
heard through the whole forest. All the inhabi-
tants of the forest were silent. The tree fell!

He fell with all the names of my fathers! Man,

eanst thou internret thisdream? Combpassionate

iRsaS w aaw i sdalwe pFe UL VdedR MR T G2 - Wedarl IRV VY

man, interpret to me this fearful dream. Shall 1

M »”
soon die?

Here Ecce Homo ceased; he looked at the

proletaire, and asked him, *“ Hearest thou
nothing ?” “ No, I hear nothing,” was the answer.
A-d Tana T~ R tion dha oniding amatn and
AN LCCE 110iii0 1i1eha ul) LIIT Wiilll ls apgalul auu
Tead :(—
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Avoxe I have seen 1ouument placed by
\VIGOVV on Ll]e S OE wuere rate snaj L asunuer und
cast away the life of her husband. This monu-
ment deserts not its dead. Between Cracow
and WaRrsaw there is also one dead and buried.
This dead also has a monument ; but this monu-
ment remains not with its dead. Sad and silent
it wanders on the high roads of the world, over
mountains, over valleys, over seas. Man, knowest
thou this wandering monument ?”

Here Ecce Homo again ceased, looked at the
proletalre and asked him, ¢ Hearest thou
nothing 7’ “ No, I hear nothing; butI feel as
though a grave-breeze blew upon me,” was the
answer. Ecce Homo lifted up the writing again,
and read :—

“ On the vellow qumla a maiden sits and



THE NEW ECCE HOMO. 3

prised the maiden, and, one after another, have
violated her. Hath the maiden no parents?
The spoilers have killed her parents. Hath she
no friend ? The spoilers have disarmed her friend,
stabbed him, and cast him upon a foreign field.
Hath she no female friends? She hath female
friends ; some are glad, and Jaugh in her face;
some are furious, and call her opprobrious names;
and some few weep with the maiden. Man,
knowest thou this weeping maiden ?”

And Ecce Homo ceased the third time, and the
sky darkened, the earth shook, the graves opened,
the lightning flashed from heaven, and illumined
the gaping earth, and to the feet of the proletaire
and of Ecce Homo rolled skeleton’s heads, out
of the eye-holes of which the black heads of
snakes were thrust forth. Ecce Homo remained
silent ; but the tongues in the death’s heads said,
“ A curse upon us, we were kings!” And the
black snakes in the eye-holes hissed fearfully
repeating these words.

“ God!” exclaimed the proletaire, ¢ what
means this !’ ¢ Peace!” said Ecce Homo,
* peace ! it i1s past! That was the hour, man,
that belonged to the unhappy, and what thou
hast seen and heard is

The First Act of Accusation against the King !*
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SECOND ACT OF ACCUSATION AGAINST
THE KING.

1 wished once to know whither the summer-
birds go after the days become cool. They
o to a land, so grey-beards said, where they see
ho dead leaves fall o the earth. I see the dead
leaves of my day fall upon the earth, and I cannot
tiee from it!

I wished once to know what the rainbow in the
heavens meant. The rainbow, o said anancient
wise one, is a sign {from God that no flood shall
again come upon the world. Long have streamed
from my eyes floods upon the world, and no
rainbow shines.

T wished once to know who showed the way to
melancholy maidens in a summer night. It is,
so said wives who had been unhappy maidens—
it is the glow-worm and the glimmering touch-
wood. In the night of my time, so dark and
horrid, no olo\s-worm, no glimmering touchwood
shows me the way.

But who is it, so cruel, that hath murdered the
days of my \outh Is it the cold hands of hard
winters? No; their hands, though cold, are not
cruel, Who is it that drives together the clouds
from which my tears low? Is it the storms of
my youth? No: on the wings of the storms of
my youth hung no black and horrid tear-clouds.
Who is it that layvs so long and dark a night on
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my weeping eyes ? Is it a sin that I have done?
No; in the long and dark night of sin the stars
of benevolence shine, and do not leave the sinner; ;
and I, I am left!”

Thus spake a veople. And a voice arose which
was the voice of the spirit of the earth, and thus
said the voice :—

* Once my glowing cheek was cooled by the
morning dew ; now it is cooled by thy sweat, and
tha watar of thina avae Oneoa T Aranlk: tha nild
VAW VY WUVUWA VA rlidludwv ‘rJ iJe N LI B UL WAL VAL LAl \R
water of the clouds; now I drink thy blood.
n T fod Ar ma1 Avre Ascd . Aver 1 dawrasie ther
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unripe flesh and

And the peopl
ing cheek with o
mine eyes° 1V }_0 g‘ives mee my 0100(1 to armx
Who gives thee to ‘devour my unripe flesh and
my tender bones ¥’

“He,” the voice replied, “ he whom thou hast
set upon the throne !”

“ Ha!” exclaimed the people, “ My king
then is the horrid season that hath blighted my
young life—my king the terrible storm that
drives together the water-clouds of mine eyes—
my king the long dark light that presses upon
my weeping eyes—my kmg it is who—no, 1 can
repeat no more the frightful things, the spirit of
the earth said—my king! my king! But what
shall I do? Heaven and earth, what shall I do?
Living and dead, what shall1 do? Dead! dead!

bmkpn fn;rméntq of mv heart, what shall I do ?

Tell me, dead, where is my sword ?
nanr] We were thv gword : thv kino brake it
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and cast the fragments into the burial-ground.
+
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broken and cast into the burial-ground ?
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Dead. No ; but they can avail thee noaght ;
they are not vet sharpened.

People. Shall T then throw myself at the foot
of my king, and conciliate him, as men once did
their base black gods, with prayers?

Dead. Tth]quuhtered children are thy prayers

and thy kmg will not be softened.
Ponnlp Will not other kmo*q be ¢

if T submit myself to them? “Dead, }‘f_e who have

hived and died under ather ](II’I(TQ tell v

your kings compassionate ? Answer ! answer !
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HYMN OF THE DEAD.

Take a weepmw eye-——thy passport in the wor ld

o oavld o on vl
ne woriQ : éU ice

thU a 51\’“"_’14“)’ \L(lll in t
round our grave.

= When we are all at home—dead babes as well
as dead old—and we take our awful rest, then
thou shalt have an answer.

But now is the hour of our awful unrest. It
is gloomy in the world, and we go into the kingly
house to groan in the king’s ear.

N evextheless inour awtul unrest we will answer
thee :—

Thou askest if the kings of other people are
good : —

The dead that have gone before speak Jewish,
Greek, Polish; we speak Russian, Bohemian,
German ; they ‘that follow speak Italian, French,
Enghish, and’ many incomprehensible tongues:
all, all——kmos have murdered us all.

Now is hhe hour of our awful unrest. It is

1 comy iv the world, and we go into the kingly

2 B
house to groan in the king’s ear.
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This is what the people heard from the dead
who had lived and died under other kings, and
the people were silent; and this awful silence
found no place in the world where it could abide.
And Ecce Homo said to it, * Come into my sor-
rowful heart, thou shalt be my

Second Act of Accusation against the King I”
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FIRST APPENDIX TO THE ACTS OF
ACCUSATION AGAINST THE KING.

One morning Icce Homo, seeking relaxation,
walked into a pnbhc garden to meditate in the
cool of its shade. He seated himself on a bench
under a tree, and directing his glance to the
earth, scratched with his stick in the dust.
He began to draw mathematical figures: he
traced tualwles, paxalleloomms, and circles.
« Oh, mathematics !” he suddenly exclaimed,
“ thou goest triumphantly from the point of
thouoht to the dust-atom, from the dust-atom to
the onean from the ocean to the boundless un-
frequented wastes of the earth, from the earth to
the heavens, from thence to the paths of comets
and of worlds, which at length are lost in the
mind of God !—thou goest whither no eagle flies,
where no cloud floats, and measurest the great-
nesses and the distances of worlds ; but when
thou comest to the heart, then thou standest still
and breakest thy measuring-wand—the wand that
cannot measurc a human sigh.,  Poor mathe-
matics !”  He said these w onds, and effaced with
his stick all the figures he had drawn.

“ Very beautiful ” sounded in Ecce Homo’s
ears, as he destroyed the last figure.—*“ Very
beautiful,” repeated Ecce Homo—** very beauti-
ful—whence come these words—from heaven or
Lell?” A man spoke them who was standing not
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far from Ecce Homo, with a glass at his eye. As
soon as Ecce Homo perceived him he sprung up
to him, caught him by the arm, and asked,
*“ What is beautiful? the iron-atoms in the world ?
~—a vulture’s beak ? the—"" ““ Let me alone !” ex-
claimed the man, * let me alone!”-—Nay,” said
Ecce Homo, “ I shall not. Tell me, what is
beautiful ?”— 1 did not know,” said the man,
“ that you were so desperately in love with the
dancer who just passed, or I certainly should not
have ventured to remark on her beauty.”—
“ Dancer?” interrupted Ecce Homo, “ 1 know
nothing of her. Go along—your ¢ very beautiful”
was to me in my meditation more disagreeable
than twenty flies on my nose would have been.”
—* Pardon me,” said the man, “ pardon e, Mr.
Ecce Homo.”—* How! do you know me?” asked
Ecce Homo. ¢ Certainly 1 do,” was the man’s
answer.—* Are you wy friend or my enemy?”
said Ecce Homo.—* Understand that I am your
friend,” replied the man.—* What is your
name ?’ asked Ecce Homo.—* Fie,” answered
his new friend.

Ecce Homo. Have you seen the patient and
felt her pulse, Fie? I don’t know, perhaps I am
mistaken ; but she seems to me very weak and
ill.  The vile doctors and apothecaries make bills
upon bills, the poor patient pays ail, and her
cheek gets gradually paler and paler.

Fie. She died at five-and-twenty minutes past
three this morning.

Ecce Homo. You lie; before that happens God
will extinguish the sun and stars, dry up the
ocean, rend heaven and earth, and there will be
left no tongue to say, *“ She is dead!”

Fie. Of whom are you speaking ?
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Ecce Homo. You my friend, and not know of
whom I am speaking! 1 speak of Humanity.

Iie. O! 1 thought you were speaking of my
grandmother.

ELcce Homo. Did vou loy r grandmother

i0ve

er. My relatives wish to make that doubtful

L yuu can see lrom ﬂel WIU. fiere—

Ecce Homo (reads). « My grandson, Fie, wnll
after my decease, possess all my property, as well
fixed as moveable, as by rightful inheritance ; 1
further bequeath it to him, in acknowledgment
of his filial love.—Maria Fie, born Trostreich.”

If you loved her, Fie, T am well pleased. Filial
love 1s the golden cradle in which benevolence
sleeps. The child holds to the apron of his
mother, and the man stretches forth his arms to
all mankind. O, I will not tell you, Fie, what a
man will do who, in his childhood, has pushed
away his mother and spit at her.

Fie. We'll talk of that another time ; come and
dine with. me now, my friend.

Ecce Homo accepted the invitation.

In Fie’s dining room were seated Fie, Ecce
Homo, and an unl\nown who seemed to have
neither eyes nor tongue.

After the first dmh Fie called on Ecce Homo to
drink with him. Ecce Homo examined thebottles,
and then nroceeded to tear from them their
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etiquettes.*
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see,” said E ce Homo, ** I tear awa
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There was once an ancient curse who, [ know
not by what fate, received the power of bestowing
etiquettes upon every being and thing in the
world. He gave to warm, bright spring-time—
“ cold, dull days;” to the blooming maiden—
« pale, sunken cheeks ;” to youth—¢ old lnstreless
eyes;’ to joyful castles—* melancholy ruins;”
to the whole ““ it is "—the broken ¢ it was ;"'—
this curse once came out of his awful habitation
to the earth, to do his office; and he saw three
spirits sitting on a rock, weeping.

““ Thou, spirit with the tiger-teeth !” exclaimed
the curse, *“ wherefore weepest thou ?”

“1am,” answered the spirit—* I am the spirit
of tigers! 1 weep that the tiger’s tooth has no
right to the flesh of man.”

“ Thou, spirit with the night-owl’s beak !” said
the curse, “ wherefore weepest thou?”

“ Tam,” answered the spirit—* I am the spirit
of night-owls! I weep that the night-owl’s beak
has no right to the eyes and brains of man.”

“ And thou, spirit with the serpent’s tongue!”
said the curse to the third spirit, “ wherefore
weepest thou ?”

“ I am,” said the spirit—* I am the spirit of
serpents! I weep that the serpent’s tongue has
no right to the heels of man.”

“ Behold I will make you satisfied!” said the
curse, and he took tigers, night-owls, andserpents,
and gave them etiquettes of men, and —with
crowns on their heads and holy scriptures in their
hands—sent them among men, and there they did
their work !"—

Having said this, Ecce Homo proceeded again
to tear og' the etiquettes from the bottles.

All was quiet, when suddenly a terrible scream-
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ing voice was heard—** Mother of God, a sor-
cerer!” These words, which threw the party
into astonishment and confusion, came from the
other side of the glass-door of the dining-room.
Ecce Homo and Fie looked at each other, and
said nothing. The unkown went into the kitchen
from whence the voice came. There lay the
housemaid before a crucifix. From her mouth
was flowineg a stream of words, half-words, and

D
sv]hb]m mixed up together out of the pater,

the cr edo, the ave, and all the holy prayers whlch
the tempest of her fricht blew tocether. ‘¢ What’s
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the matter with you ?”” asked the unknown, *“ who

and whera 1s the carn erar 2V« Qh1” nvn‘ q\er‘
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the woman, “ Oh'! mother of God! didn't t you
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bottles? How should he know they were false
etiquettes? He kinew most of the bottles held a
poxsonous drmk which I had peraled for hlm
D' OTUEI UI my masner, J.Vlr I‘]e .LVJ.O[ﬂeI' Ul
God! How did he know it?7”—¢ Be quiet,” re-
turned the man—* pray in silence, pray in
stlence!”

While the maid prayed in silence Fie and Ecce
Homo touched glasses. The unknown seated
himself again at the table. “ What was it?”
asked Ecce Homo—* what saw-voice was that?
What did this second marriage of the mother of
God with a sorcerer mean? Is it another and a
nicerbeginning of 4 new trinity ? Oh, the insanity
of men? he exclalmed “ it 1s too foolish for
them to admit that ¢ hills are hills, and vallies
are vallies ;' they say, ¢ hills are vallies swelled
up, and vallies are hills hollowed out ;" and if one
laughs at that, then they say that such a one is
an unbeliever—that he has not the true light—
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that he i1s a blasphemer! The worst of the
matter is that it is extremely difficult to cure
these unhappy men, and to—Oh, my stomach !—
what can it be 7—I have not swallowed a knife !
Mr. Fie, you have deceived me—you have shame-
fully deceived me, Mr. Fie!—Oh, [ fcel a cruel
griping—Mr. Fie, you have poisoned me!—An
mfernal fire burns in my stomach !—What dia-
bolical stuft have I drunk ?—Mr. Fie, [ am dying !
—But you shall also die, Mr. Fie!?” Ecce Homo
poured out a glass from the bottle which stood
nearest to him. The unknown left the room.
‘“ Drink ! said Ecce Homo, holding the glass to
Fie’s mouth. “ You shall drink! Drink!—Ah,
1t cuts, it stabs, it tears, it rends my bowels ter-
ribly—Drink, Mr. Fie! drink, if you don’t wish
me to force open your jaws and pour half a bottle
down your throat!” Ecce Homo then seized
Fie by the head, but again relaxed his hold as be
faintly ejaculated, «“ I am now getting cold—Fie
will get away—Stay,” cried he, agawn grasping
Fie convulsively—* stay, Mr.—I get hot—
Drink! Drink '—Cold! cold! cold! as death.
What means this cold sweat on wy forehead 7—
The water on my forehead—the water—the water
—It is the cold water of death’s baptism !”

But the water on Ecce Homo's forehead was
not the cold water of death’s baptism. His strong
nature helped itself. He rejected the poison.

In the meanwhile Fie had hastened to change
the bottle ; the unknown appeared again; and
Ecce Homo at length gradually recovered himself.
“ Drink!” exclaimed Ecce Homo again, “ drink,
Mir. Fie!—No, do not drink, for it is a fatal
poison !”—* Poison!” said Fie.— Poison,” re-
tarned Ecce Homo, * infernal poison !”—¢ 1 will

B 5
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convince you,” said Fie, ** that no bottle bere
contains poison; I'll drink from each.”—* Do
not drink!” exclaimed Ecce Homo. But Fie
drank. ¢ Now I know,” said Ecce Homo, * that
you are, Mr. Fie, a sorcerer, as the maid said
just now—a vile sorcerer ”—* O, no, I am not,”
said Fie—* Who are you, then?” asked Ecce
Homo.—* I am your sincere friend,” answered
Fie.

Ecce Homo. * Sincere!” wherefore that word,
Mr. Fie? Etiquettes again! Men even hang
etiquettes round the neck of friendshir! O such
friendship must certainly be a serpent! Tell me,
Mzr. Fie, did you not intend to poison me?

Fie. I? your friend !

Ecce Homo. Do you know, Mr. Fie, what a
friend 1s? Do you know —The dew-drop on
the faded and parched cheek of a flower is a
friend ; the word “ yes” of a maiden among the
serpents of doubt of a lover is a friend; a little
dust in a foreign land from one’s home is a friend !
—Friend, did you want to poison me? Did you
wish to murder me? Perhaps I am wrong in not
thinking well of you. Am I wrong, Fie?

Fie. Yes.

Ecce Homo, Pardon me, Fie. I usually take
care not to commit such injustice ; but there came
to me the devil of the Evangelist Luke, who in
vain besought Jesus Christ to swallow stones and
break his neck ; this devil came, and whispered
in my ear, “ Have a care, this Mr. Fie is an arch-
rogue, a king’s spy, a fellow who has deserved
the gallows a hundred times!” But as Jesus
answered the devil, so auswered I, “ Get thee
hence, Satan !"~—What did the devil do next?
He went into my bowels ; then I thought that,
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indeed, you had poisoned me, until I had spit
the devil out again. But then came Satan the
third time, and whispered in my ear, “ Jesus
Chiist had just as little to do with the devil as
thou. Jesus was hungry, and would not eat
stones ; he wished to take away his own life, but
his courage failed him. And thou, thou hast had
a horrible pain in the bowels, because Mr. Fie
gave you some kingly poison-drops to swallow !”
May the devil take the devil for whispering no

ood of my neighbour into my ear! That I have
thought ill of you, Mr. Fie, was from a temptation
of the devil : is it not so, Mr. Fie?

Fie. All men are subject to be tempted, from
the beggar to the king.

Ecce Homo. What do you say, Mr. Fie? Have
you not studied logic? Don’t you know the
rule, “ Ab «ffirmatione rationis ad affirmationem
rationis, a negatione rationati ud negotionem rations
valet consequentia.’—You say, “ All men, from
the beggar to the king.” What a false colloca-
tion ie contained in that! It is the same as if
you said, ** All birds sing, from the nightingale
to the hog!”

Fie. How! the king—

Ecce Homo. The king is as much a man as a
hog is a singing-bird.

te. What is the King?

Ecce Homo. Do you know the difference be-
tween “ yes” and ¢ no ?”"—* yes,” islove, ‘no”
is hate; “ yes ” is a blessing, “ no” is a curse;
“ yes ” is heaven, “ no” is hell; * yes” is life,
“ no” is death; “ yes” is man, * no” is King :
the king is a terrible “ no!” The sweetestmusic
for the king is the sound of the shock of murder-
ous iron with men! The splendour which the
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king most delights to look upon is the prison
splder-web and the rust of scaftolds! The hands
the king most eagerly presses are the hands of
executioners'

Fie. But, Mr. Ecce Homo—

Ecce Homo. But, Mr. Fie, I begin to feel very
suspicious of you. Fie, Fie, 1 fe%r 1 shall one
lay see you on the gallows! Adieu!

Fie. Stay a moment, Mr. Ecce Homo; I wish
to make you acquainted with a couple of brave
fellows—this gentleman and myself: this gentle-
man 1s the kmo s advocate, and I have the honour
to be the (‘h!ef of the myal rmhoe. You are
apprehended, Mr. Ecce Homo.

Fece Homo, Who you hoth are 1 had alread}r

1t

guessed, and now xt s made evident
]‘Y

1
ﬂppmhmﬂod I am not, if there a
against two.

e, Polie

Lue Homo. How many are there of you?
Two, four, six, eight, ter

gilt,
eighteen! So, fort
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n twelve fanvtoan ‘- nnn
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y atramst two. That is an
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dUbUlLlLC 111 Jor;ty 1 € royat ]qu}xauu:uu fux a law'
10 p:llwe the people, for a law to flog them for
& la.‘V to Il'lllo' ‘Lhem. 1ue pe()ple bUUllllL to
the majority of a t1housa1,1d p‘ol'ice-Pal;liament
men ; that is a coward people. A band of twenty
pohce apprehend me; that is a coward band !

Iie. Police, search him, secure him, and take
him off to priscn.

Ist Police. Here’s a papm

King’s Advocate (reads). « Thine Atali.” The
Mltmo above the name 1s torn off. 'The treason
against his royal majesty 1s torn off.

“2ud Pol. Another paper!

K. Adv. (reads). ¢ My testament, Lay me

e



'HE NEW

]

-
]
tr)
“
(@]
e
=
<
(V]

not in the grave, but stand € ;
life was an upnsm my death must not b
downlying! Ecce Bomo.” This would be a
most dangerous testament if it were to fall into
the hands of the miserable people, who are now
beneath our feet.
3rd Pol. Another paper!
‘“ THE MATERIA MEDICA OF MOSES
FOR THE PRESENT TIME.”

V4 A e (onadad ¢« M .
. Aav, {(reaas). Mioses, to prevent ex-

ternal disease, commanded the circumcisiou of
the foreskin. To prevent internal disease, he
commanded to abstain from swine-flesh. Since
Moses’ time man has become a people ; his fore-
skin has become a king; and swine-flesh has
become a priest. People, cut off thy foreskin
and put away swine-flesh, and thou wilt become
healed of external and internal diseases !”

Captain of Pol. Enough, enough! Secure him,
and take him off to prison!

Lcee Homo. Till 1 see you again, Fie!
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are here he name of the tyr
tyrant’ 11 ne WIbues to torment me mrou«rn
food and dnnL, why not send me in my prison
food and drink from his royal table? If he sent
me food and drink from his royal table, I should
then have my choice—to die of hunger or to take
food and drink tainted with human sweat and
foulness. Bread and water! sweet food and
sweet drink of first and innocent man, and still
sweet to the poor—you alone know how to satisfy
and restore me! But where shall 1T enjoy you?
Why do these walls enclose me? Am I not
innocent? Shall I not go to some hill, and
under the joyous stars contemplate the melancholy
hyades ? Shall I not seek some stream to eool
my brow with its fresh water? Shall I not go
m some muet wondv dell?’—1 once went to a
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quiet, woody dell; I there saw a fold of her
mantle, I heard her voice, I felt her breath upon
my lips, I embraced her—but ah! what did I
see? The fold of her mantle was the shadow of
a tree, her voice was the soft murmur of a stream,
her breath the mild zephyr; and whom had I
embraced? A dream! 1 was deceived! But
the next day I longed to be so deceived again,
and I went again to the woody dell. Shall I'not,
in this May evening, go to my woody dell?
~—** Shall not!” Are those two words for men ?
O man! knowest thou what lies in these two
words? There is a spark from bell in these two
words, that inflames the peace of the world and
reduces it to ashes! Fatal words, who invented
you? It is not the Persiun Ahriman, that
spotted the light! It is not the Scandinavian
Loki, that built on a hill his four-doored house,.
to see on every side coming misfortune! It is not
the Sclavonic Pya-Zernebog, from whose lips
hang a goblet filled with human blood! Itis
not the Christian serpent that beguiled the first
man !~ Ahriman, Loki, Pya-Zernebog, nor the
Christian serpent—unone have uttered a word!
—** Shall not!” Who has uttered these words?
Man, I will tell the:.—There were once two
children of a sin, who played together with the
types of men’s language, and thus threw together
awful words. These two fatal words are their
work. Can it help thee, poor man, to tell thee
the names of these two children of the sin?
Well, I will tell thee—* King” and * Priest !”
The king takes the sceptre in his hand, and the
priest the cross, and they say “ Shall not !” and
prisous open, chains clank, bayonets glisten,
daggers lurk, and faggots burn for man, for
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man ! God of man, wilt thou not soon bring the
king and the priest to judgment *~—God of man—
‘10 knocks at the prison door ?—It is the qmnf

3
of the king that watches me! Who knocks
acain ’-——Tt 1s the S rit of the nriest that watches
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Who knocks yet a third time? Who is it?
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teeth of grief, or between the still sharper teeth
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his torn heart.: perhaps it is the rolling head of
A vana il oo nlvindr Ao ¢a $all 6'\:\‘- thaolaae
«“ lClJUUl(\/alJ’ WiiiCd COmies LU LTIl 111 LAl wiic 1adt
good thought and the last good feeling has fallen
from the heads and hearts of men, fike a coin

from the rent pocket of a beggar, and that men
now Crd,VVl UPUH the burl iace 0[ [ue edl[ll “Ke
polyp -paunches : pelh'ips-—the lamp—who blows
out the lamp?  Horrid is a prison without light !
a ]mbonﬁ\}'lthout licht i1s like a sin thhout
praver. what is (‘H)dl\ll]” under the bed '—A
tfrog croaks under the bed ! What is crawling
Detwecn my feet '——A cold toad crawls between
my feet! What flapped against my face 7—A
bat Happed aguinst my face! What do these
Joathsome anitiuls ﬂlmniv '—They represent the
hideous kinglv hov”hrs which enter prison to
mock the unkappy, and chill the blood in bis
heart!  Traly, the\ are cold and awful indeed—-
cold and awful indeed, like—what is that / The
irog ceases to croak, the toad slowly retives from
my feet and the bat flies througl a broken pane
of the window '—One, two, three, four, five, six,
seven, eight, nine, (en eleven, twelve! 1If the
mvlmoht hour is evil, it is, however, past! 'The
kmg’.\ thouohts were verv unwelcome ; and after
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Faugh! a mouse’s tail! Poor mouse! how
camest thou in this wet prison? Did the king’s
advocate throw thee in here as a revolutionary
thought? There, poor mouse, now art thou in
the dry; save thyself, save thyself!

Why can I not sleep? Singular! if I close
my eyes I see strange things !—the earth, like a
huge lump of dough, kneaded with blood ; noses,
ears, and eyes hang from the trees instead of
fruit ; churches and palaces melt before the sun
into sweat and tears ; dogs, with crowns on their
heads, gnaw the yellow bones of human beings.
I can keep my eyes closed no longer!

But what do I now see by star-light? I see
rusty chains, those rosaries on which mankind
have so long prayed, cursed, and died—* And

vvvvvv 5

died!” Who repeats my words? Hark!

“ We have heard :—Rock your children, mothers,
rock your children, and give them to suck, that
their fathers may sleep in quiet ; for at day-break
they must go to labour!

We answer:—It would be better, as said
to us an angel of God—it would be better for
the children to waken their fathers in the night,
that they might speak a little with their wives of
their daily work. '

It is hard daily work that they do, and they
are ill paid. Their master ought not to be so
covetous with them, for to please their gracious
kingly master they dig all the day long graves for
their children. '

It would be better, said to us an angel of
God—it would be better for the children to
waken their fathers in the night, that they might
speak a little with their wives of their daily work.”
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And the countless cold hands which pass over
the surface of my body and these broken,
unintelligible words and letters— RI—-PEST—
ALI—S—EL—BAUD—AND—EGO !"—words
and letters which, written with the last light of
dying eyes, now show themselves to me. What
mean they *—Hark again :—

“ We will tell a secret for the living! Man
lives few days on the earth. He suffers, he is
imprisoned, he is chained, he lays his head upon
the scaffold ! !

If man save not himself, there is no Saviour,
there is no God !

Living man ! if thou, having eyes, yet canst
not see, take a look from our eyes ; we are cut by
kingly swords : thou shalt then read in the kingly
ccoking-book the bloody history of man., And
then wilt thou help thyself!

Living man! if thou, having ears, yet canst
not hear, take the ear-drums of the dead there;
they died in exile: thou shalt then hear in the
sweet kingly music the condemnation of man.
And then wilt thou help thyself!

Living man! if thou, having hands, yet canst
not feel, take a finger of the dead yonder; they
died in prisons : thou shalt then feel in the kingly
silk garments the hard chains of man. And then
wilt thou help thyselt!”

Man, still sleepest thou? Sleeping man, hear-
est thou not how the dead sing to thee the lays
of the resurrection? Arise, man, arise! Man!
man ! man!

“ Our hour is past, our graves begin to close,
our eyes sweat ; angels call us to rest!
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Over lily-stalks, over will o’wisps, over rotten
crosses, lies our path; stay with the living, good
angels, well we know the way !

Some air of death, some shadow, some mourn-
ful looks—we leave for the living on fieldandhut !

Man, understandest thou these death-lays?
Man, man, 1 begin to be ashamed of thy name!
A brother comes to thee and says, ‘* Farewell,
brother, I go to prison! and thou sleepest!”
Another says, * Farewell, brother, I go to the
scaffold !” and thou sleepest! Another says,
 Farewell, brother, avenge my death !” and thou
sleepest! Man! man! man! I will still ex-
claim unti] thou wakest, until thou-~What means
this loud and quick beating of drums? What
that violent ringing of bells? What that scamper-
ing to and fro of horsemen ? Hark !—

‘ Quick ! Couriers to every court! We haven’t
bayonets enough !; Quick to the court of—"

Again another voice :—

“* Bloodhound ! I’ll teach you to send to your
courts ! Die, bloodhound !”

Hark !

¢ Bih—bah—buh—court of—hell—I can no
more !”

I know that dying man by his voice ; it’s the
minister of war. Hark, hark !

“ This is Ecce Homo’s doing ! We had better
finish him in the prison !”

God ! that’s Fie’s voice! .

“ Good, there—that’s the key, and here’s a
dagger; go, Fie, poignard him !”

That is the voice of the king’s advocate!
Victory, victory ! there will be no more prison-
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corses after me, on the death-register of kings!
Hark !

“ Who goes there ?”

“ A friend of order !”

* Which order !”

“ Whichever you please !”

“ What's your name ?”

“ Fie.”

*“ Who is the other ?”

“ The other 1s—"

“ Never mind ; brothers, take Fie and his com-
panion prisoners, and see to what they have about
them.” '

“ One has a secret order addressed to—it’s
rather dark—to the king’s advocate of this place;
as far as I can read in the dark— honourable
reward’—¢ royal will’—ah, here come large cha-
racters—* kill all that are called people; slaughter
the canaille like calves!”

“ Cease! enough, enough

¢ The other carries in his pocket the key of
the prison, a dagger, and—God |—a human ear!
from which is hanging a diamond ear-ring ; my
sister’s ear-ring ! Wretch, what have you done
with my sister?”

“ She was in the struggle; she had killed
many of the king’s soldiers, and wounded many ;
she was formidable ; but she fell into our hands.
She demanded her death, the foolish girl! She
would not submit to my kisses, nor allow me to
caress her fair cheek ; she would not consent to
be loved by me—she demanded her death ! Be-
tween the dagger of the king’s advocate and her
heart lay my hand; I took my hand away, the
advocate’s dagger was then pushed further, and

19
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I took her fair jewelled ears as a remembrance of
my love.”

« Accursed, accursed are the mothers who
brought forth these two monsters! Their chil-
dren shall be food for birds of prey! Hang them,
citizens !”

Fie, 1 prophesied that to you! DBoth are now
hanging at the lantern. Hark !

 Citizens, whom are you leading there?”

“ It is the prefect of police!”—* He poisoned
my son in prison I”’— He threw my aged father
into prison for fifteen days, and when the time
was expired, the gaoler knew not how long he
had been dead in the prison.” — He put a rope
round my brother’s neck, and dragged him after
him, and when my brother fell he still dragged
him. °Stand up ! he said to my brother, ¢ stand
up ! thou art too heavy, thou democratic carrion,
stand up!” But my brother did not stand up;
he was strangled !”

¢ Pardon ! pardon!”

« Ask God for pardon! The earth must be
purged of such criminals ! Citizens, hang him!
Ha ! Who bring you there, that looks about him
like a crime with serpent’s eyes?”

¢ It is the king !”—* He has—"

“Stay! Over him shall a solemn judgment be
held.” ;

“ The freedom of man for ever!”

Do Inot deceive myself? Day begins to break !
Man opens the prisons of man !
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FIRST ACT OF ACCUSATION AGAINST
THE PRIEST.

It was not yet day when the door of Ecce
Homo’s prison was thrown open. Whither went
Ecce Homo? He went not to a brook there to
cool his hot and weary eyes ; he went not to his
much-loved dell; he went not to kiss his Atali;
with a sword in his hand he went from prison to
prison, opened their doors, and exclaimed,
“ Freedom to man! Freedom to man !”

In the last prison—what are prisons? prisons
are the vulture-beaks of kings!—in the last pri-
son Ecce Homo found the proletaire with whom
he had often shared his bread and his mournful
secrets. ‘° Freedom to man!” he exclaimed,
* Come forth, proletaire, come, we will pray our
new prayer !”

“ Man,” Ecce Homo began again, *“ we are
now in the holy temple of the world! Pray,
pray !=—-Come further! We are now amongst

the ruins of heathen temples! Pray, pray! We
are now in despised Jewish synagogues! Pray,
pray! We are now—"

« Ecce Homo, Ecce Homo, I am terrified !”
» Pray, man, pray !”

“ What do I see? Ecce Homo, the windows
sweat blood !” )

“ Pray !”

“ The stools creak as if the dead sighed !”

122

“ Pray, pray !
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* Hark, hark !'— We will not sit down; the
cresking stools tell us to whom they belong !’
O, Ecce Homo !”

“ Pray our new prayer !”

* Hark again !~ gur shrouds are rotten, our
. bones are crumbled, our hearts are eaten by the
worms ; but as long as we wind the thread of
human miseries so long must we come at break of -
day to lament. We once took a drop out of the
ocean, and looked at it, and as we looked at it
there appeared to us what was greater than the
ocean, greater than heaven and earth, greater
than the space in which the world moves; there
appeared to us in it its master—God! We then
cast from us the cross and the bible, and prayed
to the God of the ocean-drop. But from within
these walls came insane men, interrupted our
adoration, and did to us still more than we had
done to the cross and the bible~—they brake us
and they rent us before they cast us away ! God,
the God of the ocean-drop, hath not yet avenged
us ; and as long as we wind the thread of human
miseries so long must we come here at break of
day to lament ’—Ecce Homo, where are we ?”

“ Pray, pray! Faint not!”

“ Qutside the door—hark !—* What carry you
in your right hands 7-—° We carry the ashes of
our burnt houses "—* What carry you in your left
hands ¥ — We carry the ashes of our burnt
hearts !"—¢ What have you done to him who burnt
your houses?—* We shall take him before the
judge of the world, and the judge of the world
shall judge him I"—* What have you done to him
who burned your hearts ?’—* He has taken refuge
within these walls. We stand for ages here at
these closed doors, and we shall not depart until
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the doors are opened, and we take the consumer
of our hearts before the judge of the world!'—
Ecce Homo, Ecce Homo, where are we ?”

* O, pray but once our new prayer!”

““ See, at yonder high place a figure moving to
and fro, with a crucifix in his hand! See, he
moves his lips ! His lips are as black and hang
as frightfully over his chin as the lips of the
horror of the night. Words fall from his lips—
his words—hark, hark! ¢ You who are within,
leaning on the creaking stools, you adored the
God of the ocean-drop, you were heretics, you
have been broken, you have been rent and cast
away—hallelujah ! You who stand outside the
door,you were Jews, your hearts have been burned
—hallelujah ! And future heretics and Jews
shall be broken, and rent, and cast away, and
burned—hallelujali ! hallelujah ’'—O where are
we? where are we, Ecce Homo ?”’

“ Pray, pray, man! We are in a Christian

| ER4

church !
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SECOND ACT OF ACCUSATION AGAINST
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Ecce Homo and the proletaire were still stand-

ing in the obscure background of the church,
looking at the altar. In the meantime day had
broke, and they saw a side-door of the church
open. A priest walked in, and quickly thrust
again his head out of the door, calling out, «“ Be
moving, come, foul carrion! The business thou’st
got to do for me here doesn’t allow of sleeping;
thine eyes must be open and thy hands and feet
nimble! Come, quick, Catherine !”—The priest
advanced a few steps into the church, and an
ugly fat woman came in. *‘ Come, Catherme,
come !” continued the priest, ¢ there’s an end at
last to the kingly crown, and, egad, I don’t know
whether the dogs of men will hold much longer
to their respect for the Christian cross ! Foxes:o})t
is good in all things. Here, I give thee the Lev

of the chapels and “altars. Go, take out the saint’s
teeth ; plck out the eyes of the mother of God ;

get nﬁ' the beak of God the Holy Ghost ; God thp

Father has nothing ; but take out God the Son’s

bowels : foroet nnf one of ail these thines, thev
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are valuable, child, and holy; they are Gold
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the church ; take and place ’em secur
we keep the preserved meats and sausages in
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fast-times. Now go, child, go, do what I have

told thee, while I get 1"ead) n the sacristy for

morning mass. Damn the morning mass, 1
' C
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say! Not a single pretty girl’s face do I ever
see at it; none but old whores come and
hideously wag their pale leathery lips, and
the waggings of their lips are nothing but
old dead kisses, which fall along with their
prayers; and cld dead kisses are hateful, very
hateful; but, however, the priest must see them.
If, by chance, there is anything pretty to look
at, the priest must peep at it through the crack
of belief!

‘“ Thou’rt still loitering there, Catherine ! Bel-
zebub! Towork! Now mind, clean the chapels
and altars right out; make sure of everything
that's worth anything atall! And when thou’st
made all right, be off to the kitchen and see
about breakfast. The roast veal as usual, re-
member, and the snipes, and the oysters, and
mind don't forget the dried salmon. Now go.
Oh, Catherine, here, another word; open the
trap-door in St. Nepomuk’s chapel, and—ha!
didst thou not hear a cough in the church, Cathe-
rine? Belzebub! There’s a couple of church-
dogs yonder in the back-ground ; they have come
devilish early to day te gnaw the bones of belief.
The most faithful curs are sometimes the most
annoying. Catherine, I tell thee what, we must
let it clone for to-day. Belzebub, Belzebub,
Belzebub !—Give me the keys again, Catherine,
and go. I will give ’em to thee again at a more
fitting opportunity, that thou may’st do what
thou’st been commanded out of my mouth to do.
—Catherine, Catherine! what I have commanded
thee to do to-day is the eleventh commandment
of the ten commandments ; and if thou keep’st it
T’lhang round thyneck the cross ot Judas’s silver,
which I kiss of a morning; I'll tie as gcarters
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round thy knees the swaddling bands of Jesus,
which I touch devoutly in the evening; I'll
put on thy body the mother of God’s shift,
the hem of which I worship at midnight. Forget
not, therefore, the eleventh commandment, that
thou may’st be worthy such holy gifts. I’ll tell
thee, Catherine, when to set about thy pious
work. The hour is not yet come. Away, now,
to the kitchen! Snipes, oysters, and, mind, the
dried salmon !” Catherine went. * I'll go now,”
said the priest to himself, “ and see after that
pair of devout and pious moles there.—I greet
you my sons, in Jesus Christ, Amen.”

Ecce Homo. We are not of thy family. Amen.

 Priest. In the name of all the saints! Art thou
not a Christian ?

Ecce Homo. When thou performest thy natural
functions, Mr. Priest, to what quarters dost thou
direct thy face and back ?*

Priest. T understand not thy question.

Ecce Homo. How am I to understand thine ?
Am I a Christian? What is that?

Priest. Dost thou not believe in Jesus Christ,
the son of God ?

Ecce Homo. Mr. Priest, believest thou in Crab,
‘the son of the Elephant ?

Priest. Thou art not in thy senses.

Ecce Homo. Thou art not.

Priest. Ispeak intelligibly enough! Dost thou
believe in the existence of Jesus ?

Ecce Homo. Yes.

Priest. A holy ghost impregnated a virgin,

* The Talmudists Prohibit, on the occasions alluded
to, the face and back from being directed east and west,
that being the direction eof the ¢ holy of holies” of the
"Temple.

c 2
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.and the virgin bare Jesus Christ, the son of
God !

Ecce Homo. I also speak intelligibly. Dost
thou, Mr. Priest, believe in the existence of a
crab?

Priest. Yes.

Lcce Homo. A buffalo impregnated a she-crab,
-and she bare Crab the son of the Elephant !

Priest. 1 can cite four Evangelists of Jesus
Christ.

Ecce Homo. And I four Evangelists of Crab.
Priest, priest, the children will no longer learn
thy catechism, and the old use them now only to
.crack their nuts with,

Priest. The first sin of the world came through
a woman, through Eve.

Ecce Homo. The first sin of the world came
through a man, through the priest.

Priest. Let us speak of other things. Israel,
Isruel was the chosen people of God, and—

Lcce Homo. Mankind is the chosen people of
God, and— _

Priest. The old Testament is the promise, and
the New 1s the fulfiliment.

Iicce Homo. The Old Testament is the cradle
of human reason, and the New is its grave.

Priest. 1 speak not of reason, I speak of belief.

Iicce Homo. 1 speak not of belief, I speak of
reason.

Priest. Reason! it’s frightful to think of it !

Ecce Homo. Then think of snipes, oysters, dried
-salmon !

Priest. Do I hear right?

Lcce Homo. Think of the Judas's-silver cross
on Catherine’s bosom!

Priest. O who art thou?
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Ecce Homo. Think of Jesus Christ’s swaddling
bands round Catherine’s knee !

Priest. Belzebub, can I believe 1t?

Ecce Homo. Think of the hem of the mother of
‘God’s shift on Catherine’s body!

Priest. Ah, now I know thee! We arebrothers!
Let me embrace thee !

Ecce Homo. Thou art of hell! Come not near
me !

Priest. Don’t dissemble any longer; thou art
a priest !

Ecce Homo. I a priest ?—a pest of the world !

Priest. Yes, yes, thou art a priest. The great
unbelief of a priest dwells in thy breast, and thoun
lovest the things that priests love.

Ecce Homo. Wretch, compare me not with
thyself! By the side of my unbelief in the
foolish and unholy work of bad men alone, there
arises a belief in chastity, in love, in mankind, in
God—its sacred head! DBut by the side of 2
priest’s unbelief there arise thoughts of dominion,
of voluptuousness, of hatred, and of murder—
their hateful serpent-heads, vomiting poison and
death into the world !

Come, proletaire, come ; from hence no prayers
ascend to heaven! The church, the Chnistian
church, 1s built up with the sweat, ashes, and
bones of man! The priest threw upon the earth
a seed, the seed was man, and then churches grew -
upon the earth !

Come, proletaire, come, from hence no prayers
ascend to heaven!



54 THE NEW ECCE HOMO.

FIRST APPENDIX TO THE ACTS OF
ACCUSATION AGAINST THE PRIEST.

Now had the sun subdued the night; now had
the morning-star surrendered to the conqueror
the goldeil keys of the world ; now had the con~
queror spread to the heavens his purple-red
banner! But Ecce Homo rejoiced not in the
conqueror who opened the gates of the world ; he
rejoiced not in the morning-banner he displayed
in the east.

“ Man,” once said Ecce Homo, * behold ! the
morning and the evening-redness are the lips of -
God’s love ; and the morning and the evening
suns are God’s kisses upon the face of the world
Thus said Ecce Home once to men when the
morning and the evening came.

Now Ecce Homo was standing by the Christian
church, narrating to the proletaire melancholy
church-stories, when the loud sounds of a bel
struck his ear, ‘

“ Alas!” he exclaimed, “over the dead of
the past, we have forgotten the dead of the
present !—Come, brother, we are called to the
funeral-procession. Many must be the dead! In
vain will many mothers call out, * Where do our
sons stay P—there will be no answer. In vain
will maidens, pricking their fingers with their
needles, look forth from their windows—their
lovers will not come! Come, we will bury the
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dead, and will tell the mothers and the maidens
where their sons and their lovers are !

But see, here comes the mournful train! See,
see ! hast thou ever seen so sad a procession 7—
The dead without coffins, without shrouds—wives
and maidens bearing them on their shoulders—
they go bowed down, but they hold fast their
dead—young men and old draw their broken
swords after them.

“ See, yonder a woman has let something fall ;
she would pick it up, but is hindered by the
crowd : come, we will find it, and give it to her.
Good woman, what hast thou lost '?” s quterdav
I kissed my son; I played with the fair hair or:

his white fnrn'hnnrl : and to-dav I take him whither
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..... ! Mhanls <rns
you . Laank yOu! A}&a! Ihave I

a weeping son usually takes his mother; I carry

thither my son to-day, and I have lost hi s head !

— We will seek it and give it thee.”— Thank
o

mG?c
m my hand to carry the dear head ; bind it ?ny
hair behind !

“ See, proletaire, that ma1deu who bears a dead
youtﬂ, sne asx& SOIHEEDIDC" UI Lﬂe womall near
her, and the woman, who is bearmo- an aged bur-
then, does not reply to her. Unnappy maiden,
what askest thou of thy neighbour?’—¢ I ask
her what isflowing so cold on my bosom ?”—* They
are the last drops of blood which thy lover sheds
from his heart upon thy bosom !”—1 thank thee;
my neighbour would not say it.”

“ See, yonder—but no, come, let us also take
on our shoulders some dear victim from the field
of battle. Dost thou know where it is?”

“ Not far hence,” said the proletaire, “ in the
valley of Kether-nischbar—here it is.”

** Here? sayest thou, proletaire, here? Oh
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we are now toc late; the distribution is made.
The valley has taken the shedden red-water, and

mothers and maidens have taken the broken
vessels, and nothing is left for the friend of man!
Where say’st thou ?—to the left in the trench ?—
Thou art mistaken, proletaire, I see nought—ha!
thou art right! Here—a king’s soldier! Poor
fellow ! Mothers leave him, forasmuch as he had
sinned against the mother's throes; maidens
leave him forasmuch as he had sinned against
love; men, old and young, leave him, forasmuch
as he had sinned against mankind. Poor fellow!
All the dead, like good fruit blown from the tree
by the night-storm, are gathered up, except thee,
and there thou art, left like a worthless worm-
eaten apple! O soldier! hadst thou known that
it is at the grave that the mother’s throes, that
maiden’s love, and that humanity first cast off
their swaddling bands and become mature ; that
it is the silent grave-dust that teaches them to
speak, to lament, and to curse ; hadst thou known
this, soldier, thou wouldst certainly not have
received so thoughtlessly a sword from the hand
of a king to murder withal—children, lovers, and
men! Soldier! soldier! thou knewest not what
thou didst! But let us, proletaire, forgive him
and bury him.”

“ No, Ecce Homo! the soldier-tiger knew well
what he did. Himself once sucked from a mother,
himself once kissed a maiden, himself once
pressed a man’s hand—yet, nevertheiess, took he
a sword from a king’s hand, and murdered chil-
dren, lovers,and men! No, I bury him not! A
man with the murdering sword of a king has de-
stroyed the contract with men! If he falls, he
becomes therightful dueof dogsand birds of prey!”
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“ Even let us be humane, my proletaire, to those
that bear but the human form, only. If he was
guilty, he has paid his guilt with his death! Aad,
proletalre, who knows but that, at last, this poo
1A ian onatad IS PRVVR ~L LL

e command of the tears o
h de ath? Perhaps! who

Ilg '—We will nury the..

soldier acted under i
man, and was paid
knows? We know no
poor soldier I”

Ecce Homo ceased to speak, and began to
make, with the dead soldier’s sword and his
hands, a shallow grave. The proletaire lent his
aid. The grave was made, and the dead laid in.
‘“ Shall we not,” said Ecce Homo, “ put a monu-
ment over the poor dead soldier ?7” He took a bit
of board, and scratched on it this inscription :—

i DEVOTE TO THEE
A SWORD AND AN EPITAPH—
A DEATH-BELL SOUND!
THE KEYE OF DOUBT 1S TEARLESS,
OR 1 COULD GIVE TO THEE
A BROTHER’s TEARr!

“ Come, now,” said Ecce Homo, “ to that
bur ymn-o'rmmd where the monuments a
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taphs Tall from the eyes. Let us
I

burvine-oronnd numkf aulck!

hdand® ALt Y ‘.--ov-v LA 21

Y b R
they will upbraid Tus.—Who will 1 1pbra1d us,
fhnn? q‘hn r]anr" rplnn I e 1 noe and tha
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are two lovers before marriage. Before they
A

qu]zns

to the marriage-bed of the grave they
wxllmgly g ne auother a meeting. Quicker I
quwncl . Tc, here we are ah‘eady! O hOW
many dead ' How many living! There wiil be
many kisses, many tears, many secrets! Husht

“ Once a mother who had lost her son looked

at the grave-digger, and the grave-digger cast his’
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eyes downwards ; and there where he cast down
his eyes, it was near a grave, the weeping mother
read an old mysterions word, * DEATH,” which
word all the tears of the world cannot wash s away,
for God hath written it. The mother read the
word of God, and 'was silent. To-day a mother,
who lost her son, looks at the grave-digger, but
the grave-digger casts not his eyes downwards;
he looks at the motheragain : and in his eyes the
mother sees a king’s sword by which her son was.
murdered. She sees the murderous sword and
asks, ¢ How is it that the sword of kings is not
long since consumed by the burning acid tears
of mothers? How is it that the arms of kings are
not long since putrified in the blood of ‘man?
How is it that, in the long sultry days of murder-
madness of kings, their heads have not been
broken as are the heads of mad dogs in the dog~
days?’—Thus asked a mother.

a mother who thus asks!

father who thus asks!
brother who thus asks!

AN veave VesA> (RSt ¥

sister who thus asks!

loved one who ﬂwne aq‘zc !
AT ¥ L4

I am a man,” exclaimed Ecce Homo,

) . ',\e],-o' Rut whna chall ansywer -no?
. Ul. U YAV DQLIAIL QRIDYY LR uo .

\Vho’.' Broken cradles? Rotten coffins? Old

- i -1 M ererat 7 Wha 9
1SOI11 dLLNITS ¢ ¥Y 10 Snail answer us ¢ AR 1Y

{And had We an answer our dead wou]d not at 1t
dwahe anu 11&6 ! ﬂSK not H.Uy VY Ild[ yOU Ca‘r‘i‘}‘
in | your eyes, be it water or stoneb, is a dead
offering ; give it to the dead, and hearme.” The
eves gave “to the dead their tribute, and he then
bewzm —_—

% There once hung a hot sun in the firmament.
It brought dearth, scarcity, avarice, and disease
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into the world. One day this sun went red, and
became extinguished, as doth a light, and the
world re101ced Shall I tell you what that surt
was? It was the sun of kings, which the dead
extmgmshed with their blood The loved dead!
We will sing a hymn to them —

The smugglers did well
‘Who paid no duties to the king.
The kingly employers did well
Who brake the oath of fidelity to the king.
The soldiers did well
‘Who deserted from the king.
The wise did well
Who exclaimed openly “ God save the king,” and
armed themseives secretly against the king.
But better did they
Who drowned the royalty in their blood.
For they
Drowned wars, lies, and inhumanity.
You dead did better than them all ;
You suffocated the royalty in the blood of yout
hearts.
CHORUS.
You dead did better than them all ;
You suffocated the royalty in the blood of your
hearts.

“ Listen!” said Ecce Homo, I will ask vou
something :— ‘

“ A serpent once laid too eggs ; the sun which
the dead had extinguished with their blood
brooded over them, and there came forth from
them two hateful serpents, that made the hearts
of men their nests. These two hatefnl serpents are
‘man-hatred’ and ‘man-discord.” DMen, are these

two hateful serpents killed? Answer! Answer!”



60 THE NEW ECCE HOMO.

“ Devout Christians, come into the church, and
I will read you a mass for the dead !”

* That,” exclaimed Ecce Homo, *“ is an answer
of Satan to my questxon

“ It is our pnest exclaimed many voices, “ 1t
is our priest!”

“ Priest!” cried Ecce Homo, ¢ priest! if thy
cross is good, kneel before it and swear, ¢ Man
shall not be against man! See, the Christian
priest kneels before his cross! hear, man, what
he swears :— The father shall be against the son,
and the son aoainst the father! --(‘hnehann know

k-2
\,e from whence these words come "-—-They come
ut of the mouth of Jeqnq Christ !~—Wherefore,

pn st, came Jesus Christ into the world ?

Preest. Jesus Christ came into the world to
deliver man from sin.

Fece Homo. Has he delivered man fromsin?

) N I nian YA ncenfineen cmnrlad ¢hh e
JLCCE L1100, VY IIereigre s y 2L LUV

i
are damned, the Jews are damned, heretics are
damned ? Are they not men?

Priest. They are men; but our Loxd and
Saviour Jesus Christ says, “ He that believeth not
and is not baptized is damned !”

Ecce Homo. Are unbelief and non-baptism sins?

Priest. Yes!

Ecce Homo. Thenman has two sins! and God
damms them who came to deliver man from
sin! Sucha God is a miserable God! Priest,
shall I tell thee what thy God was? What Jesus
Christ was, until now two only knew, kings and
murdered subjects. Kings, on their death- beds,
took a crucifix in their hand and whispered it
secretly in the ear of their successors ; their sue-

cessors comprehended it easily. Murdered sub-
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jects resting on their decaying grave-stones, took
their murder-story in their hand and whispered
it secretly in the ear of their subject-successors ;
but their subject-successors understood not for a
long time the broken speech of the dead, and
thus the secret remained only with the kings.
Shall this horrid secret remain only with kings
for ever? No! Listen to a story :—

“ I was once travelling on an autumn-day. It
rained, it was cold, my shoes were worn, and my
slight staff was broken. I was unfortunate, Isaw

~avillage. That was the fortune of the world to me!

I saw chimnies. One of them delighted me, for it
was pouring ferth a thick volume of smoke. In
this Eouse, thought I, I may reckon upon remain-
ing until I have recovered my warmth, I ad-
vanced towards the house with the smoky chim-
ney, and although a great yard-dog barked at me,
although smiling faces looked out of the windows
and then frowningly drew back, although the
house belonged to a rich man, nevertheless I was
suffered to open the door and enter. ° Allow
me,” said I to the first I saw, ¢ to warm myself,
and to remain here to-night.” I received no
answer, That is, thought I, the ‘ yes” of the
rich; and I took a chair and sat down by the
fire. After a few minutes I forgot the many and
long hours I had passed in the cold and ram.
hen man suffers a sorrowing angel comes,
and rends the strings of sense with which life is
bound to the world; then the eye sees nought
but a water-drop, and the ear hears nought but a
dull sound. hen man has ceased to suffer, a
brighter angel comes, seeks out the broken strings
of sense, binds them again to the world, casts the
water-drops from the eye of man into the ocean



62 THE NEW ECCE HOMO.

of the world, casts the dull sound from the Lreast
of man into the music of the world; and again
man sees the ocean of worlds, and aomm he heaxs
the music of worlds!

Thus thought I no more, as 1 rested near the
delightful fne, of whence I came or where I was.
My attentlon was now drawn to a child, who
addressed an old lady in the room.

“ Grandmother,” said the child, * give me
the scissors.”—“ What dost thou want with
them ?” asked the grandmother.—* I have got a
fly,” answered the child, “ and I want to cut oft
its wings.” The orandmother smiled, and gave
them to the child.—“ Grandmother, said the child
again, ““ give me a needle.”—‘ What dost thou
want with it 7" asked the grandmother.—¢ [ want
to stick the fly through, 7 said the child. The
grandmother smlled and gave him a needle.—
“ Grandmother,” said the child again, *“ let me
come to the ﬁre. “ What dost zbou want at the
tire?” asked the grandmother. “ 1 want,” said
the child, “ I want to burn the fly.”

The fly was maimed, pierced, and burned. The
grandmother took the child upon her knee and
sang :—

Child ! T dreamt of a path,
Via, Via, Via !

There I saw thee led

By the Mother of God
Maria, Maria!

Thou wilt be hereafter,
A holy, holy man!
And thou wilt purify
The sinner black,
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As thou hast purified

The black fly now!"

Thou wilt load with torments
Those who loaded Christ
. With a cross, a cross !

The nnqqpqqed thou wilt load

Wlth evil spirits,

And wilt not ﬁ')ro'(-\f

The Jews ! the Jews !
ATAYY il WAL lJ V&s
And plou ly wilt say,
R
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Child! I dreamt of a path,
Via, Via, Via!

There I saw thee Jed

By the mother of God,
Maria, Maria !

At this song I began to weep, but I knew not
what my tears meant ; I began to sigh, but 1
knew not what my swhs meant; | began to feel
anxious, but I knew not what my auwuetv meant ;
yet I knew that all three came from my heart.
“ QO fie!” I eaculated to mvself, ¢ that a man

should weep, should sigh, should feel anxious,

Vnthout kno\'x”nn w‘_\ni his tears his Q]o]‘le }‘Hc

1at tears, his si ghs, his
anxiety mgmfy !”

Sef‘:i'ixcd not to come mto O my ear, which
said, Reproaoh not thyself, Ecc Homo thy
tears are the A B C and ogy of th
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of the language of the dead; thy feelings of
anxlety are narrations in the languaae of the

dead! I was not long learning the A B C,
and the etymology, and the syntax of the dead,
and read t.ﬂ.eir narrations. Frightful narrations !
Iread:—
i Tha athar ~F a1} me warn g von}loco n M
441, IALliTl Vi Qil il l YWAD 1UDLIVOO 18 441D
grave. He rose up and went forth. He came to
ha hieanl Wideas Mhaeas ha fAarnnd hic Aoad
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chlldren weepm .o Whexefore weep ye, my
LUUUICH.' aSKeQ IUC Id[llel'. llley lﬂi‘uSC ll‘leil‘."
hands into their breasts, and drew forth dark
thoughts, < Read them!’ said they to their
father, “ these are the dark thoughts of PiLaTE.”
And the dead father of men read :—
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There were people who heeded not the threats
of kings, but who gave ear to their promises.
There were other people who gave not ear to the
promiises of kings, but who bowed themselves
Lefore their murderous sword. There were yet
other peop]e who defied the murderous sword of
kings, but who gave themselves up to them to
escape from the hideous teeth of hunger.

But the Jews are deal as well to the threats
as to the promises of the king, they are insensi-
ble to the murderous sword, and their old men

say to their children, Cluldren, eat us!” The
p}nldgpq sav to the 111nﬂ)m‘ ““ Mothers, eat us!”
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—The children eat the fathers, the mothers eat
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art the ‘son of an angel, or the ¢ son of God.’
Go to the people, to whom Moses gave the earth,
go-and promise them heaven. Go to the people,
who will not put the sword into the scabbard,
and say to them, ¢ If any man shall strike you on
the right cheek, let him smite the other also!”
Go to the neonle who are mdenendent because

they labour, and say to them, ° Take no heed of
your Iife, what ye shall eat and what ye shall

drink ; nor for vour body, what ye shall put on;
seek first the kingdom of God and its righfpnne-

SRimALLL Vi AU QAL s AWV AT

ness, then shall such things come unto you!”

o
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struct themselves, and say, ‘ Blessed are they

thaodt an AR T1h anieié fan thaiw’s tha Finadam
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of heaven v Go to the peonle who sigh for

a wpumw, and say, ° Render unto Ceesar the
thmas that are Caesal st These, and such-hke
uungs, Wlll l. PUC lﬂ me man S moum. 1ue people
will listen to him. The superstitious and the
deceivers will come, and the sayings of this man
will get wrapped up in stories, mlncles, prayers,
and holy halo. The people will reverence this
man—will worship him. The chiefs of the Jews
will be enraged, they will revile this man, they
will bring him to trial, and will seek his destruc-
tion. I will crucify him. I will write*INRI’
upon his cross, and will wash my hands. His
death will widen the field of superstition and
roguery. After three days I will remove his body
and keep it safe, and new wonders will be seen'!
Then apostles, priests, priestesses, and saints will
arise and, as disciples of this crucified, will offer
heaven to the Jews and make them lonsr for it

| and for that, they will require them to become
ward. sloth f] poor, stupid, superstitious, rank
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cruel, slavish, and treacherous. Many will fall
into this traffic ; with these I shall not have to
struggle. The few who, on such conditions, will
turn their eyes away from heaven will, by the
greater number, be driven into it with daggers and
flames. Thus will Rome atlast subdue this most
stiffnecked people of the earth! The Jews shall
be my despised slaves!”
Here ended the dark thoughts of PILATE.

¢ Children!” the father-shade then asked,
“ what has at length come of the dark thoughts
of Pilate” And they showed him the Gospel
of Jesus Christ. * Wherefore,” asked the father-
shade, “ wherefore read ye, without ceasing
these writings ? ““ They are,” answered the dead
children, *“ our death-decrees !”—** Give me,”
said then the father-shade, *“ a drop of your
blood!” They thrust their hands again into
their breasts, but their hearts were dry. “ Take
it, father,” said they, “out of the brook

Kidron.” The father-shade took a drop of blood
out of the brook Kidren, and departed.

- The father of men went to the banks of the
Tiber. There also he found his dead children
weeping. “ Wherefore weep ye, my children?”
asked the father. And they showed him a black
banner, which they ever camnied, on which Con-
STANTINE, the successor of P1LATE, had written,
«“ By the sign of the cross shall I conquer I”—
¢ Children,” said the father-shade, ** wherefore
carry ye the black banner with the writing of
CONSTANTINE, the successor of PiLaTE?” And
the children answered, “ Under this death-banner
we were murdered !”—* Give me,” said the
father-shade, ¢ a drop of your blood I"—* Take
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it, father,” said they, * out of the stream of the
Tiber.” ‘The futher took a drop out of the stream
of the Tiber, and departed.

He then went to the waters of the Mancanares,
of the Tagus, of the Missouri, and to the shores
of the seas; and the father of men still found his
children weeping. ¢ Wherefore weep ye, my
children?” asked the father. And they shewed
him a box on which was written in golden letters
“¢ Christianity !” of which they would not be dis-
possessed. * Children,” said the father-shade,
‘ what means this strange box on which is written
in golden letters, ¢ Christianity I and of which ye
will not be dispossessed?” And the children
opened the box, and showed him coals left from
burning stakes.—* Have ye not a drop of blood ?”
asked the father.—* Some,” said they, * 1s still
in the Manganares, in the Tagus, in the Missouri,
and in all the seas of the earth !” The father of
men took out of each a red drop, took his heart
from his breast, and threw the blood-drops into
it. He then dipped his finger into his heart,
and wrote on the face of the earth, with the blood
of his dead children :—

*“ Peace be unto my living children! Between
God and man no mediator is needed ! The bloody
God Tav-x1 was the emperor Tchoan-hong, and
the bonze* was the mediator between him and
the people! The heart-consuming god VitzLi-
puTzLl was the king Parausti, and the butios*
was the mediator between him and the people!
The nation-destroying god JEHovam was the
army-leading Moses, and the Cohen-hagadol*
was the mediator between him and the people!

* Priest.
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The mostbloodvof all gods the murderous THREE-
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So far for a narration of the dead. Men, who
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bemen! Men! Men! Shall I tell you?—

There were in the world two Christs ; but only
one was the Christ. Onceone said, * [ am Christ.
He said it,and received from the hands of a kingly
judge a heavy cross, carried it, fellunder the load,
ascended the cross, preached on it about para-
dise. Butas he began to feel the pangs of death
he called out, * ER! Eli! Lamah Sabaktani?”
Then men called out to him, * If thou art Christ,
then come down from the cross! Thou art not
Christ !  Jesus, thou art not Christ! Thou art a
secret agent of kings !’

Once another said, “ I am Christ!” he said it,
and received from the hands of a kingly judge a
heavy cross, carried it, fell under the load,
ascended the cross, Dreached from it about para-
dise. As, however, he began to feel the pangs of
death, he brake the iron with which he was nailed

to the cross, descended from it, and brake the
]zinge of the world! Then did heaven and earth

exclaim, ‘“ Happy thou! thou helpest thyself!
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another! That is your belief, that is your bap-
tism, that is your paradise I”

What shall I, an apostle of man, add to these
words? I will tell you—the hour hath sounded
for the divine service. Embrace one another!

Ecce Homo ceased to speak; and began in the
burial-ground the new service of God. *“ Embrace
not me !’ exclaimed a voice, ““ thou hast a Jew’s
nose !”

“ Who is 1t ?” cried out Ecce Homo, ¢ who is
it that thus blasphemest mankind ?”

‘¢ Tt is the priest of Jesus!” thundered a thou-
sand voices.

“ Take him !” said Ecce Homo, ¢ Le shall be
judged by the judgment of meu !”
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SECOND APPENDIX TO THE ACTS OF
ACCUSATION AGAINST THE PRIEST.

“ Here soon will be my eternal home !” said

an old man to Ecce Homo, who stayed alone with
him in the burial-ground, *“ I shall soon die;
teach me, Ecce Homo, thy faith !”

“ Should I teach thee my faith,” answered
Ecce Homo, “ then should I add another to the
evils that now are! Knowest thou, old man, how
it is that men have been so unhappy for so many
thousands of years? Meun have been unhappy
for so many thousands of years because they have
learned a hundred other faiths instead of their
own. Nc! old man, 1 will teach thee thine own
faith, and thou wilt become happy !—OId man,
if thou hast an enemy who has not his own faith,
then go to him and be his friend; for a man with a
priest-faith goes with bandaged eyes from the
cradle to the grave '--Behold, when I feel wearied
in the long desart of my life, I go into the church
in which neither cross nor crescent is seen; I go
into a church which the Divinity has built within
me—thie warm church of mine own heart! No
Iman, no Capuchin stands at the altar there.
There My faith stands and points toa Mother and
a Child—the Esrtn and Manxinp! Then do
I rejoice that I am man—that with the tears of
the children of men a drop falls also from my
eye upon the bosom of the EARTH-MOTHER |—
This, old man, is no priest-faith; it is the only
faith of all mankind! This faith is the only sun
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on which melts the ice of the murder-thoughts
of man; but it has not yet melted the ice
of the murder-thoughts of man; for dark blood-
spots are still on it! Well it shines upon
the Saracens; but Ebn-abdallah, the Iman
and the crescent, are dark blood-spots on it.
Well it shines upon the people of the desarts
but their gods, their priests, and their sacrifices,
are dark blood-spots on it. Well it shines
upon the Nazarenes; but Jesus, the priest and
the Cross, are dark blood-spots on it!—Na-
zarene, to what shall I liken thee?—1I will liken
thee to a man who had a mad dog that wounded
and bit to death, with his sharp poison-teeth,
many men! When this man was asked wherefore
he killed not this dog, or cast him not into the
desart where men went not ? he answered, ¢ The
dog wears on his neck a collar with my father’s
mark on it ’—Nazarene, canst thou number the
men whom thy Jesus bas wounded and killed ?
No, thou canst not number them! His work has
been the bloodiest work in the world. Nazarene,
hast thou extinguished his destroying name? or
hast thou cast it into the desart where man goes
not%—No ; like the man with the mad dog, thou
sayest, * He wears my father’s mark I’ and thou
hast suffered all the base things he has doue in
the world. Nazarene, thou sayest that the Evan-
gely of Jesus pleases thee. Knowest thou whatis
the Evangelyof Jesus? Itis a slumber-giving story
to reason on the lips of the priest—a destroying
sword in the hands of the king—and a long adieu
for murdered men! Nazarene, thy Christ has done
with his Evangely more terrible things than the
storm, the deluge, the earthquake. He touched
men’s faith with his Evangely, and there fell from
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curse him, the streams curse him, the evening-
rednesses curse him! The wmds are sighs, the

streams are tears, the evenin

vy
orribly they curse; why, then, old man,
st thou also curse him - 'ihou art still, old
man, a Ch tlan of Nazareth, seemg that thou
cursest and damnest. Whosoever believeth in
the Mankind-christ, the son of the Earth-mother,
curseth not—damneth not!

I have a prayer in my heart ; who will bear it to
my mother? Wiit thou, red cloud of the moun-
tains 7 DMeseems I hear :—

« 1 float o’er the mountain, but I cannot reach
thy mother !”

Thou light air o’er the cloud!-—Meseems I
hear:— -

* I float o’er the red-cloud, but I cannot reach
thy mother!”

Thou soft light over the air!—Meseems [
hear :— ,

“1 float o'er the light air, but I cannot reach
thy mother !”

Heaven and earth, is there no messenger, no
mediator, who can bear a short prayer to my
mother >—23leseems | hear :—

¢ Man, with praver in the heart, no

1’c 11 M 11

no mediator, is necded to bear thy prayer to
1

mother '—no 1 1essenger
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O regards of mine eye, take on your moist
wings my prayer, and bear it to my mother !—

MY PRAYER.,

Mother of the children of men, whom kinglv
nurses wrap in swaddling bands of chains, and
hush to sleep in the cradle of the grave ! Mother
of men who have written an Evangely on the
scaffold—a better Evangely than that which has
dragged about man for a thousand and more
ﬁears—-—silly, oor, hungry, bound, weeping,

leeding—to obtain a false heaven! Mother of
all sick and praying hearts, I thee implore!

My PRAYER IS FOR THE SINNER JEsus'!
Mother, I once said to thee, that if thou re-
wardest virtue with earthly life only, and punish~-
est sin with earthly death only, then is thy re-
ward for virtue but small, and thy punishment
for sin still smaller! I asked then—what has
become of the sinner Jesus? What has become
of his cross? The body of the sinner Jesus is
decayed, and his dust is mingled with the dust
of the virtuous! The cross of the sinner Jesus
is decayed, and its fragments are mingled by the
winds, and cast into the ocean with the frag-
ments of the dwellings of the virtuous! But
what has become of the sin of Jesus? The sin
of Jesus is sitting upon the hills of the world ;
human sighs of a thousand and more years its
breath—human hides and bones of a thousand -
and more years its food—human sweat, tears,
and blood of a thousand and more years its
drink !—Mother, I said once and again, that if
thou rewardest virtue with earthly life only, and
punishest sin with earthly death only, then is

b .
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thy reward {or virtue lttle, and thy punishment
for sin still less! 1 said this, Mother, but 1 was
then blind. Iacknowledge now to thee that thy
reward for virtue is greater than an earthly life—
thy punishment for sin greater than an earthly
death! 1 thus say now, for thou hast opened
nine eyes, and I see! 1 see that thou, beyend
the grave, everlastingly rewardest the virtuous
and punishest sinners ! —

1 behold in a valley beyond the grave an erect
shadow.—1It is the shadow of the Cross of (rol-
gotha.—On this shadow hangs another shadow
with nails on its hands and feet, and a theom-
crown on its head—I1¢t is the shadow of the
Sinner of Nazareth, Jesus Christ '—Many other
shadows I behold with the shadows of golden
crowus on their heads; they dance unceasingly
round the shadow-cross, kiss the shadow-feet of
the crucified, and exclaim, “ Hosannah! Ho-
sannah!” These are the shadows of kings!
There are other shadows with long straggled
hair, who scrape up unceasingly with their nails
the muddy earth, and cast it at the face of the
cracified, exclaiming, *“ Accursed be the body
that wore the crucified !” These are the melan-
ckoly shadows of mothers, sisters, and brides!
There are other shadows with burning coals,
daggers, and poison-drops in their hands; a
path—where the shadows of mothers, sisters,
and brides do not scrape up the earth, and
where the shadows of kings do not dance—
leads them to the shadow-cross: they come on
this desert path to the cross, lay unceasingly the
burning coals upon the head of the crucified,
and call out, ““ These are the burning coals with
which thou hast burned us!” They plunge un-
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ceasingly the daggers into the breast of the cru-
cified, and call out, «“ These are the daggers with
which thou hast pierced our hearts!” They
pour uncessingly the poison-drops upon the
tongue of the cracified, and call out, *“ These
are the poison-drops thou hast poured upon nur
tongues !” The shadows with the burning coals,
daggers, and poison-drops, are the shadows of
murdered heretics, heathens, and Jews!'—Fright-
fully sound the Hosannahs of the crowned sha-
dows—{frightfully sound the exclamations of the
shadows with the long straggled hair—fright-
fully sound the words of the shadows with the
burning coals, daggers, and poison-drops ;—but
much more fright%ull sound unceasingly the
words, *“ Eli, Eli, lamah sabacthani !” out of the
shadow-mouth of the sinner Jesus Christ! And
the Divinity feels no pity for the sinner!

The sinner suffers—so it stands written in the
secret books of the world—the sinner suffers as
long as his sin lives among men !

Mother of mankind, will the sin of Jesus live
yet a long while among men? Yet a long while
will it live?

There was once a whore. When evening came
she went to her window and sung sweet tender
songs, and smiled softly, and uncovered her fair
bosom. She had sung a hundred tender songs,
a hundred times had she smiled, a hundred
times had she uncovered her fair bosom ; for 2
hundred men had, one after another, passed be-
fore her window. Unhappy men! They did
not pass by, they stood still, they listened to
her songs, they saw her smiles, they gazed at
her bosom, they went in, they embraced her,
and died ! Ts it still night? said the whore—is

D 2
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coming to pass my window. I will again sing,
and smile, and show my bare bosom. She did
80 ; and this one also went in. But woe to her!
Scarcely had he touched her—scarcely had he
felt the burning poison in his veins—when a ray
of day-light fell upon the couch, and the man
saw—The lips that he had kissed he saw covered
with festering pustules ; from the fingers he
pressed he saw hanging grey-yellow gnawing
maggots ; on the bosom where he bent his ar-
dent glance and his sighs he saw foul stinking
holes,—hideous gaping mouths of disease—
breathing pestilent airs and spurting forth cor-
ruption and poison.~—He could see no more, for
a hundred mothers came whose sons had died in
the night from the caresses of the whore. The
mothers came ; they saw on her all that the man
had seen; they saw still more—and they tore
the whore to pieces !

Mother of the children of men, the Jesug-sin
is a whore who, when it grows dark, goes to the

window of the world, and sings soft songs, and
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entices men in to her. More than a hundred
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hundred times hath she smiled, more than a
hundred times hath she uncovered her bosom,
more than a hundred times hath she enticed
men in to her. Many, many men have listened
to her songs, have looked at her smiles, have
gazed on her uncovered bosom, have gone in to
her, have embraced her, and died—and died,
after they had destroyed many other men with
the poison of the Jesus-sin [—Merciful mother,
Iet m a stream of day-light upon her couch!
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Come and look on thy children who have died in
the night from the caresses of the Jesus-sin, and
its poison left behind in the world! Mother,
look on the hideous one, rend and destroy her !
Then, mother of men, then take pity on the
sinner Jesus, who, there in the valley beyond the
grave, suffers unceasingly on the shadow of the
cross of Golgotha! Have pity, then, on him!
Amen !

““Now I know enough of thy faith,” said the
old man; “I know enough! It is the great
banner of mankind, not red with blood nor black
with curses ! Speed, Ecce Homo, with this ban-
ner over that third mountain! The fangs of the
king and the talons of the priest begin again to
reng there the bodies of men! Speed! Speed!”
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THE QUADRINITARY APPENDIX.

In the prison where the king and the priest,
with their adherents, were counting the long
minutes, the door suddenly opened. The prison-
keeper admitted a soldier, his head and breast
encased with steel.

* A soldier !” exclaimed all at once.

“ A goodly company !” said the soldier.

King. Where did they lay hold of you, soldier?

Soldier. Among those who have now forgotten
your murder-lessons —among your dead soldiers.

King. Was the number great ?

Soldier. Great.

King. Well, soldier, as soon as we are free we
will, ot our royal grace, bestow a cross of honour

on Syou.
oldier. Alas for the honour that depends on

@ cross !

King. What, a soldier to speak in that way?
Let us see your face?

Soldier. At the judgment of men will you see
my face.

King. What colours do the people carry ?

Soldier. Black. '

King. What do you hear among the people ?

Soldier. Sighs.

King. How many parties are there among
them?

Soldier. Two, judges and executioners; the
former are against you, and the latter for you.
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King. Hence, feHow ! Your tongue was never
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rude speech to the kmg would be your death-
wasraat.

Saldwr. But now, thank God, my death-war-
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Priest. This is E!) cce Homo’s language! Sol-
dier, do you know Ecce Homo ?

Soldier. Yes.

Priest. Do you know where he is now ?

Soldier. In prison.

Priest. Then, Belzebub be praised, men are
stupid again ! We shall triumph, your majesty,
we shall yet trivmph !

Soldier. Yes, at the gibbet! at the gibbet!

Priest and King. What?

BMignister. Ha! ha! ha! ha!

King. What are you laughing about?

Minister. I could swear the people have taken
to our polities, and that this fellow has been sent
here to us in uniform to excite us to rise.

King. Not a bad idea.

Minister. The simple people! They wish to
dance like us on the political tight rope but

that rove is too fine for their clumsv hparq’ feet,

and they will tumble most ecertainly. I can’t
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thirty bundred thousand millions of dervilish
laughs for the faint sighs. What did the silly
angel do to become the chief of such a hell?
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He turned a summer evening into a long cold
winter night, let snow fall from the moon, made
a sledge of an old rotten coffin, fixed a black
cat to it, hung upon it a pair of flaming sor-
cerer’s eyes for lanterns, and then scurried hither
and thither over hill and vale between the habita-
tions of the living and the dead ; and when the
cat grew tired, and the sledge broke, and the
lantern lichts went out, and the snow melted,
and the glow-worm hung again on its shrub, and
kisses hung again on kisses, and melancholy on
melancholy, and desire on desire, he then ex-
claimed thrice with a voice like that of a hungry
wolf, ¢ Moloch !” five times, “ Belzebub !” seven
times, ‘ Samuel !” nine times, ‘ Ashtaroth !”
eleven times, “ Scheol!” thirteen times, *“ Aba-
don!” fifteen times, “ Asasel!” seventeen titqes,
‘“ Sched !” nineteen times, ‘° Maschchit !” twenty-
one times, *“ Ruah Raha!” but he found no hell,
no burning stakes, no pale souls, no faint sighs,
no devilish laughter! And why not? Because
he did not begin his work, like the devil, with an
invocation pleasing to the ear.—The people do
like the silly angel. They wish us to rise; and,
instead of beginning their work, as they ought,
with the mild accents of complaint, they cast
insults at us. Silly people! The devil and I
understand things better. The devil, when he
wishes to have the pleasure of secing hell and
its torments, transforms himself into a saintly
priest, takes a cross in his hand, kisses it thrice,
and calls out thrice, ¢ My Saviour and my God!”
At this exclamation millions flock round and
kneel before him. Then he asks them, “ My
children, are ye all here?’ And the saintly
souls reply, « Holy father, many will not hear
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thy call!” “Go,” says then the priesi-clad
devil, “go, children of God, make a fire and
burn them among holy devout pra{ers I The
saintly believing souls give heed to him, and the
earth straightway becomes before his eyes an
endless hell with countless torments !—So, if 1
wish to get up an insurrection by which the
people shall bleed, I put on the garb of a pa-
triot, go to some open place, and call out thrice
with a loud voice, “ The king is a mad dog; he
bites us poor people to death: down with the
mad dog—down with the king!” By this sort
of outery I soon get a host of ragamuffins about
me to re-echo my exclamations. "« Too true, too
irue ; the king is a mad dog, and he bites us to
death! Down with the mad dog—down with

the king !” And then they begln to weep.

“ Brothers !1” I call out, ““what 1s the use of
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your tears? Many have wept before you, but
what gnnﬂ did 1t do them ? See these navin
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these petnﬁed tears of our forefathers and make
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da gers——the sighs of our forefathers—take them
and thrust them into the black heart of the
king ! All this sort of thing do I call out with
the lamenting tongue of a patriot, and a host of
voices answer, “ Barncades barricades! to arms,
brothers, to arms ! Death to the king! death!
death !” And, in the twinkling of an eye, bar-
ricades, and plenty of well-armed fists, are raised!
And what do I do? Idisappear; and in another
twinkling of an eye staugs a royal army in front
D
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of the confounded people —an overpowering
army! The people, despairing, seek me; they
want my advice. But where am I? Where are
wy thoughts ? Where is my hope ? My thoughts,
like hungry vultures at a gibbet, hover round the
points of the royal bayonets; my hope, like a
toad in a dark old wall, gropes about in that
darkness where there is gold ; and I am in right
good company with a glass of stiff punch before
me, playing at Boston aux deux couleurs; and,
before I have played my game and finished my
punch, a2 messenger comes and announces to me
that the thirsty royal bayonets have drunk so
deep of the goblet of the people’s hearts, and
the royal swords have fed so ravenously upon
the people’s flesh, that the royal table-music of
the people’s death-groans i1s at an end! Thus,
friends, do I get up an insurrection.

Lrefect of Police. Bravo! The devil and the
minister for ever, I say!

King. 1 yield every respect to the devil; he
can kill twenty angels at once, and eat their
livers up. But, as for the minister, in my opi-
nion, he pushes his freedom too far when he
puts his great abilities in comparison with those
of the sublime Satan. It is just like a conceited
school-boy, that perches himself upon his mas-
ter’s stocl, and then fancies he is equal to him.
In the death-school of the world there are mil-
lions of scholars and but two masters—the devil
and I, the king ! 'The traitorous minister would
wrest the crown from my head! Oh, that I was
still—

Minister. The devil and the king forever,hurrah!

All (except the soldier). Satan and the king for
ever!
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Soldier. This is the first time I ever headed
such a prayer.

Priest. O, that’'s our old bell-wether prayer.
All other christian prayers, invocations, ejacula-
tions, and what not, that yield us our flesh and
wool, follow after that! Come, soldier, pray
along with us.

Soldier. If so it be, I will pray that a hungry
wolf may come and destroy your old bell-wether
pr%yer, with the whole flock that follows at its
tail.

Priest. Ah! like a soldier, you have too much
spirit and too little flesh and wool. You should
turn priest—if you will T’ll transfer my parish
to you. I have, in my parish, seven categories
of pemtents, which I'will partlcularlse —_

FIRST CATEGORY OF PENITENTS.

1 have in my parish one hundred and five old
man Tn vain do thav etand <till in tha of-rnnlr
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vain do they cast their regards about the
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ost, from which the writing has been long de-
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women come to me to seek consolatlon. One
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OI wem was WllJll me very 1acelv—-—me oxa ‘VIQOW
Schub. “ God,” she exclaimed, “ what a vile
world we live in now! {t's the nature of woman
that she is always sweet and good ; but the men
—1 declare tbev have become altocretnel base
and degenerate I” This grievous lament was ac-
companied with a distillation from her eyes and
mouth. This is a sentimental commencement,
1 said to myself, and the opportunity is a good
one for converting her into a right christian
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But yonder, Madam, yonder thou
along or look about thee unregarded—yonder
thou wilt not display the corners of thy neck-
kerchief and hitch up thy knee-bands in vain—
vonder is Jesus Christ! The flame of his love
never goes out! He shall be as a scarf-skin to
thee, never, never to peel off !”  Here the extasy
of Madam dchub was so raised that it began to
run out at her nose ; and I clenched the business
thus:—* Make over,” said I, “make over, Madam
Schub, thy worldly goods to the church; the
church shall buy thee thy bride-garments, and 1
will lead thee to the bridal!” And Madam
Schub’s rapture, as she exclaimed, “ The bride-
groom Jesus gives all my worldly goods to the
church and your reverence,” was so great, that,
besides the already-named visible ones that
flowed from the rocky old lady, another stream
broke forth from an unseen source.
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her cheek—a drop of dew from her heart. Don’t
ask too much from a beautiful girl. I can teil
you, if she gives a tear-drop from her heart she
will give you afterwards her whole body. Well,
this beaatiful girl came to me.

“ Your reverence,” she began, “ I have a poor
old mother. She lies on a little straw spread
upon the bare earth ; she trembles. She covers
herself with all the tattered garments she has;
still she trembles. I take my Sunday gown to
cover her with; still she trembles. I take a
brick and carry it to our neighbour to warm it at
her fire, to put it to the cold feet of my mother;
the brick is warmed, and I am glad ; I take it
and go homewards. Alas, when I get home
the brick is cold, and day begins to break.—
But 1 ‘bring my poor mother three dollars.—

There is a corner of our house where the day
never comes. I stand in thig corner. Mv mother

W ulvaesa aaa Varad SN das whedla

rises and calls me to the window. I obéy. She

:
looks at my face, my neck, my hands, at the dirt

in which my feet had stood ; she raises her eyes
agaux to my fauc; she s€es | she looks unfor-
glvmg!y, my knees shake. *
exclaims, ¢child, thou hast 8 n

cence‘ .Thou wxlt soon bring me to the grave!
¢ Ah, mother,” I stammer, ¢ the three dollars—’
‘Alas, murmurs my mother, ‘1 once had an
only son; he was poor: men gave him some
money, and he was killed for it. 1 had an
only daughter; she was poor; men gave her
some money, and they have also killed her for it.
My son is in the grave. Thou, my daughter,
without thine innocence, art as a flower blighted
and withered, and I alone live now! Live!
Yes, I yet live; but men will soon bring the old
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mother to the grave. Weep not, my child, weep
not: am I then better that my dear dead ch11~
dren? Go; seek in that closet for my wedding-

shift. I "i“ng destined it for my shroud.
Time and

ha

mme and smoke have made it vellow. Take it
wash 1it, an
no

made it yellow ake 1it,
nd

et me have it white—" Here |
oe

o lon ——] gsink at mv mother’s fart
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“We shall see one another agal ’said my mother;
saley orain Qeand

aaah.. wealit
et me kiss thee!”
T races me, and kisses my
forehead ; sh murmurs a few words, and siuks
to the earth. ‘Mother! 1 scream; ‘ mother!

f ralse my mother up. God! Alas—-she is dead!
—Three days already, the neighbours tell me,
my mother has been laid in the grave. 1 eat
not—1I sleep not. By day I sit in the corner
where the light never shmes, and weep and
weep. Wheu evening comes I go to the bury-
ing-ground, and sit where they Thave buried my
mother, and weep again and again. Sometimes
I call on my mother; but my mother answers me
not, Then I wish I were dead also. It must be
very beautiful, I think to myself, for a dead
daughter to ask pardon on her knees of her dead
mother ; for the mother to kiss the daughter,
and prass her to her dead heart ; for a daughter
and a mother together to remember their tattered
clothes, and their cold hearth, and their damp
straw bed ; to weep death tears; and remember
these things where misery is not known. Then
I wish I were dead ; but the thought comes over
me of what the other dead will say when they
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canst thou not tell me how I can regain my in-
nocence? Oh! could I but regain 1t, I would
hold it as fast as a mother her child while the
house is burning. I would hold it faster; I
would hold it as fast as God holds compas-
sion when mankind sinks. Oh! tell me, holy
priest, who can give me again my lost inno-
cence? Have pity on me, and tell me holy
father !” ‘
- The weeping girl here ceased, and looked at me
as an imploring child looks at herfather. Thegirl’s
voice and air let loose floods of voluptuousness all
over my whole skin ; but, although I felt faint, I
was still strong enough to do my priestly office.
I drew back a step or two from the girl, and said
to her, *“Thou art damned, girl, damned ; damned
everlastingly to feel the pang that pierces thy
heart now, and to the tears that now furrow thy
cheek ; thou wilt be damned everlastingly to
painful convulsions from the crown of thy head
to the soles of thy feet, in the dark burning fire,
for thy sin; thou wilt be food for hell eternally !”
At these words the girl fell senseless at my
feet. If you were priests you would imagine by
what agreeable arts I succeeded in rousing her
from her swoon.—‘ Stand up, unchaste gurl!”
said I to her. ‘ Mercy!” she stammered ; but
she did not rise. ‘‘ Stand up, hideous blot on
God’s creation!” I called out. ¢ Mercy!” she’
cried again, still not rising. “Whore!” I ex-
claimed; but at this word the girl sprung u
like a stricken roe. Death seemed on her chee
and lip, but lightning glanced from her eye. She
zed frightfully at me, and exclaimed, “ Priest,
1s there no God? is there no mercy for sinners ?
then—" I now perceived a knife in her hand,
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with its point directed towards her heart. “ My
child!” I called out, seizing her hand; “wmy
child, there is indeed a God, and there is indeed
mercy for sinners! Now is the time, my child,
for me to tell thee, for I see that thy heart is
crushed and penetrated with sorrow aund repent-
ance—"  ‘* My innocence—God—mercy—my
innocence !” vociferated the girl. * Yonder,” said
1,  yonder fleeth the innocence of a maiden—
yonder, yonder into the shadow of Jesus Christ!
Child, Jesus Christ is a Man-god, a God of flesh
and blood ; believe in him, and he will elect
thee for his bride, and he will give thee again
thy lost innocence as a bridal gift. Believe, my
child, believe! I will lead thee to Jesus!”
“ Holy father,” exclaimed the girl, “ teach me to
believe!” < In works,” said I, “in works is
manifested belief. Go now, bring me the three
dollars—the unclean dollars with which thine
innocence was bought; with them will I buy
incense for nine masses, and I will sing the seven
penitential psalms, and every evening, when thou
hast said the last words, * Héc nocte illumina custodi
rege et guberna’ to thy holy guardian angel, not
forgetting ‘Amen,’ then shalt thou open the door
of thy dwelling, and I will come and will cover
thy sinful body with the shadow of grace and
~ the mercy of God which surrounds me.” Well,
the girl brought me the three dollars, opened
that evening her door, and—

Soldier. My God! If we were not here I'd
strangle you !

Priest. Ha, ha, ha! Good, you are envious—
as envious as a priest himself. Ah, well, never
mind ; hear me on.
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THIRKD C.ATEGORY OF PENITENTS.

I have in my parish a nobleman. He never
used to come to church, and always looked at
me with contempt. One day, at last, while I
was going through mass in my church, I espied
him. As I read “ O salutaris hostia,” 1 thought

to myself, ““ I suppose some misfortune has hap-

pened to the nobleman-dog.” When I'came to
“ Pray for the dead,” thought I, “The rogue
would never look at me, and now he seeks the
priest as a despairing sailor looks out for land.”
At the Pater, thought I, ¢ The ill-luck of man is
the good angel of the priest; it brings to him
bruised hearts out of all stations, sexes, and
ages with one hand, and with the other it gives
him their gold, their honour, and their power for
his sensitive soul, and their pretty girls and
women for his sensitive body.” Between “ Per
omnia secula seculorum,” and * Pax domini sit
semper vobiscum,” thought I, « Perhaps one of his
family is going a journey to the grave, and he
wants me to make out the passport.” Between
“ Agnus Dei,” and * Domine non sum dignus,”
thought I, “ May the ill-luck of men remain
faithful to the priest always!” At * Sanabitur
anima mea,” and the next prayer, I cast a glance
through the host at my nobleman, and saw he
was still doing the devout. When I came to
«“Ite missa est,” 1 said to myself, “ Now, my
noble hound, if thy trouble is only a biting flee,
I will turn it into a tiger that shall so tear thy
soul, that thou shalt implore at my feet to be
counted among my slaves. I blush to my very
finger’s ends that 1 should formerly have suffered
this nobleman-dog to come the lord over me.

L4
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Nobleman! A nobleman is not to be feared so
much as a king, and a king is not so much to be
feared as a priest. A nobleman—what is he?
A nobleman is a son of a robber, a grandson of
a robber, a great-grandson of a robber, or a
great-great-grandson of a robber ; he is himself
a robber! The cowardice of man, called Heraldry,
turns the son, grandson, great-grandson, or great-
great-grandson of a robber into the son, grand-
son, great-grandson, or great-great-grandson of
a nobleman—a robber himself, in ?act, into a
nobleman! A king—what is he? A kingis a
son of a murderer, a grandson of a murderer, a
great-grandson of a murderer, or a great-great-
grandson of a murderer—he is himself a mur-

derer! The cowardice of man, called Politics,

turns the son, grandson, great-grandson, or great-
great-grandson of a murderer into the son, grand-
son, great-grandson, or great-great-grandson of
a king—a murderer himself, in fact, into a king!
A priest—what is he? A priest is a successor of
a Satan of yesterday, of a Satan of the pre-
ceding age, of a Satan of the age befoie that—
he is himself a Satan! The ceward-folly of
man, called Religion, turns the successor of a
Satan of yesterday, of a Satan of the preceding
age, of a Satan of the age before that into the
successor of a priest of ‘yesterday, of a priest of
the preceding age, of a priest of the age before
that—Satan himself, in fact, into a priest! The
cowardice of man, with the surname Heraldry,
is the mother of the nobleman ; he sucks from
her breast the sweat and tears of man mixed with
voluptuousness. The cowardice of man, with
the surname Politics, is the mother of the king ;
he sucks from her breast what the nobleman
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sucks, and the blood of man besides. The coward-
folly of man with the surname Religion is the
mother of the priest; he sucks from her breast
what the nobleman and the king sucks, and the
marrow of human thoughts besides. Ergo—the
robber with the surname ° nobleman’is powerful,
the nmrderer with the surname ‘king’ is more
powerful, Satan with the surname  priest’ is most
powerful.

I arrived at this stage of my reflections and
at my house at the same time, and entering my
chamber I found waiting for me, as indeed I
expected, my nobleman.

“ Be not surprised, Sir Priest,” he began, * be
not surprised at my presence. I have often ob-
served beggarr frequenting thy church and thy
house, I suppose that they come with empti-
ness and that thow fillest them. In my heart,
Sir Priest, there is an emptiness ; can’st thou alse
fill it ?” ‘

“ With the help of the grace of our Lord and
Saviour Jesus Christ,” answered I.

“ Pray listen to me,” began again the noble-
man. * There is a good more delightful than the
face of spring, more magnificent than the moon
and stars in the blue vault of heaven, sweeter
‘than the towrents of delight that flow from a
maiden’s mouth to the lips of youth ; when this
good i3 lost a sorrow fixes itself in the soul,
which weaves like a spider its dark web round
itself, and there crouching down in the midst
seizes on enjoyments, like poor headless flies, and
sucks out: their life; and after it has drunk out
the life of ‘the last enjoyment, it at last swallows
up all other sorrows and then sways and rocks
itself in. the desolate soul. In my desolate soul



diwells such a sorrow-spider-thought, consuming
every thing ; for I once had a good more beauti-
ful than the face of spring, nobler than the moon
and stars in the blue vault of heaven, sweeter
than the torrents of delight that flow from a
maiden’s mouth to the lips of youth—-"

‘ And this good,” said I, interrupting the
nohleman,1 “ this thy greatest good of the world

sn Lo ca Tae 2
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“ Lost ” he exclaimed “ lost lost! The kmg
n'lS taxen it II'OIH e, anu le.b sworn uever to
restore it!  The most magnificent good of the
world lost ! lost ¥’

“ Let me know,” said I, *“ pray let me know
what was this most prized good ? perhaps—~

*“ It is,” interrupted the miserable nobleman,
“1t 1s the swiNESNouUT! the swinesnout in my
noble escutcheon! The cruel king has prohi-
bited me from bearing it in my arms! Priest,
understandest thou my misfortune ?”

“ O all ye saints in paradise,” I answered, it
is 2 misfortune indeed, and I understand it per-
fectly.”

“ As thou understandest it,” continued the
- melancholy nobleman, “ 1 will then ask thee
something. There isin human speech a beauti-
ful, mild, and moving word, and no man utters
ﬂug word so beautifully and movingly as a

priest. Tell me, priest, knowest thou the word
that thou utterest so sweetlv ? knowest thon ﬂ\p
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I know it,” was my answer

“If thou knowest it,” continued he, then will
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heart of my nobleman won’t answer my pur-
pose at all; I therefore %ave my head a most
devout shake and said, “ The compassion which
I know of is not of this world! the compassion
~which I know of goeth over the earth and
gathereth up the lost innocence and the lost
smiles of believing maidens ; the lost enjoyments
and the lost charms of believing women who
have become withered and dried under the burn-
ing sun of love; the lost paradise of all Christ
believing men ! o

“ MyswiNEsNouT!” interrupted the nobleman.

“ And,” continued I, “yonder, in heaven, is
again restored to believing maidens their lost
innocence and their lost smiles; to believin
women who have become withered and dried
under the burning sun of love, their lost enjoy-
ments and their lost charms ; and to all Christ-
believing men their lost paradise! Yonder—”"

“ My swiNEsNoUT !” ejaculated again the no-
bleman.

¢ Yonder,” I continued, * has the mercy of our
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ preserved it to-
gether with the other lost goods of the earth—
yonder shalt thou receive again thy swinesnout
in heavenly glorification from the hands of the
heavenly king, Jesus Christ! The account for
restitution of the swinesnout would stand thus :—

Three guineas daily for two holy masses.

One legacy for the holy church of Christ.

One ditto for the humble servant of Christ.

One Sanbenito* yearly.

# Sanbenito, a yellow shirt figured with flames and
devils for those doomed to death by ¢ The Holy In-
quisition.”
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“ All!” excluimed my nobleman; “all! all !”
Soldier. * Sanbenito ”’ Binner, why mentioned
ou that word? Your sins hear it and take yel-
ow threads and weave and weave. Miserable !
Your death-shirt—your own sanberito will soon
be ready!

Priest. You don’t seem, soldier, to have much
fancy for the priest’s craft. My Fourth Category
of Penitents, comprises three userers whose debtors
died suddenly; wmy fifth, a poor jaundiced hypo-
chondriacal school-director, with Greek and Latin
phrases of the Golden Age; my sizth, a peruke-
maker, who prayed heaven in vain to cure rich
ladies and gentlemen of their sickness—the sick-
ness of having hair on their heads ; my seventh,
twenty thieves and twenty beggars, whom I em-
ployed as spies in my sacred ministry. My last
four categories are extremely interesting. Are
yon willing to hear them, soldier?

Soldier. No!

King. Soldier, you are ambitious. If king-
doms were us plentiful as church-parishes, we
‘would transfer one to you. We are convinced
that our court-dogs, called court-vassals, court-
ministers, court-poets, court-historiographers,
court-prefects, court-spying-police-knaves, court-
sub-prefect P. at B., and court-burgomaster P.
at B.—and our hunting dogs, called executioners
and soldiers, would make good sport for you.
But, however, as we have but one kingdom, and
wish to amuse ourselves, we can only grant you
a pension, which we will, to the amount of three
hundred guineas yearly out of the royal treasury.
We hope that this, our royal favour, will confirm
your loyalty to our royal majesty, which was,
perhaps, somewhat shaken.
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Soldier. I am loyal only to a friend. If you
were not an enemy to mankind I would be your
friend.

King. O, shameless morality!

Soldier. Such shameless morality will bang you.

King. O, if our royal anger were steel, your
heart would be pierced through and through!

Soldier. If my wishes were storms they would
long since have wrecked a ship.

Al (except the King). The soldier either speaks
in parables, or he is getting foolish.

Soldier. How, don’t you know who is that
ship? The king is a ship laden with crimes,
A vile fatal spirit has long piloted it through
waters made of the sweat, tears, and blood of
man. But my wishes are now storms ; they will
ere long wreck this ship on the rocks of men’s
bones, and utterly destroy it. . ,

King. Hell! 1 am beginning to feel uneasy;
the royal guards don’t come. B

Priest. They'll come. I know the minute
they’ll come~to-morrow, about this time.

King. How do you know that?

Priest. 1 dreamt it last night.

King. Dreamt it?

Priest. Your royal majesty may rest content.
My dreams are true. I’ll give you a couple of
examples :—

I was at a wedding. The young bride pleased
me much. The next day I whispered in her ear,
“Come to me to-morrow evening; I will give
thee a tooth of the mother of God, by virtue of
which thou shalt be mistress of thy house.” She
came. I took a tooth which I had torn the night
before from the jaw of my cat, tied a piece of
silk thread to it, and said to the young bride,
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“ Open your bosom, I will hang the tooth of the
mother of God upon it.” 1 trembled all over as
I touched her fair white bosom. ¢ See,” said I,
“how the tooth operates!” and I kissed her
bosom, her knees, Eer feet, and— ** Enough,”
called out the young bride; ‘“ enough!” *The
tooth !” I exclaimed ; ** the all-powerful tooth !”
The sweet creature then tore away the tooth,
threw it into my face, and turned to withdraw.
But I held her. I carried her into an under-
ground apartment. Her first glance fell on a bed
for two which there stood, her second glance fell
ou red and black tapers which there burned, and
her third glance fell on the scratched wall on
which were womens’ names. * Villain, where
am 17" she exclaimed. ‘ Adored Eve,” said I
(Eve was the name of the sweet creature), “ thou
art in a place where death wakes when love
sleeps.” Then she looked at me, and suffered
her neckerchief to fall upon the floor. ¢ Envy
me, Satan,” I exclaimed; *“envy me !"— Eve,
said I, “ it is sweet when a woman comes unso-
licited, invites, strokes the cheek, and plays
with the hair of the head. Do so, Eve.” But
Eve quickly covered her bosom again, and called
out, “ Villain, where am I?” Thou art in a
plase,” said I, ¢ where maids and wives love or
die.” Eve then came nearer to me with suppli-
cating gestures, stroked my cheek, and put ]aer
delicate fingers through the bristly hair of my
head. “ Envy me, Satan,” said I again ; “ envy
me !"—¢“Eve,” said I, ¢ 1t 1s sweet when a woman
puts her foot on one’s knee, and. asks to untie
her shoe-string and garter. Do so, Eve.” But
she thrust me from her, and shrieked a third
time, “ Villain, where am 1?7 “Thou art in a
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place,” said I, ¢ where death drinks the juice
of the bodies of maids and wives, when from
their bodies maids and wives deny to drink
voluptuousness.”  Then Eve approached me
again, put her foot on my knee, and asked me to
untie her shoe-string and garter. * Envy me,
Satan,” I said, a third time ; ‘‘ envy me, Satan!”
—“Eve,” said I,  there isa word which a woman
who loves her husband says to him when she
finds herself alone with him in a cordial even-
ing hour: it is sweet when a woman says it.
Say that word, Eve.”  God! God!” she screamed
the last time, “ where am I?’ I said nothing,
but went to put out the red taper. Then Eve
shook, and out of her mouth came that word—
“ enjoy”—and Satan envied me! Seven and
seventy nights did Satan envy me. At the end
of this time the used engine ot voluptuousness
broke. At the same time Eve’s husband died,
consumed with grief and love. When they died
1 remembered the following dream :— ‘

I dreamt that I was loitering in the desolate
habitation of the sisters Kelalah* and Hataah +,
and that their father Ruah-Rahaf walked in. He
saw me, and thus said : ““Nahasch-hakadmoni§,”
so I was called in the dream, * thou loiterest here,
and on the earth there is a Paradise with happy
man! Go hence, quick, and see what thou canst
do with the Paradise and with happy man!” I
went, found the gates of Paradise open, and slip-

ed in. Sweet was the odour there ; warm was
the breath of the evening zephyr; the ear there
was the mouth of the soul, by which it drank in

# Curse. 1 Sin. 1 Evil-spirit,  § First-serpent.
D
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the Jiquid honey of the nightingale’s song; the
eyc there was a wing that carried the soul over
the heaven of Paradise from joy to joy! There
Adam and Eve were. They slept beneath a tree.
Both were clad only in the tree’s transparent
shadow. Were I a woman I know not which of
the pair would have attracted me most; but I
was not a woman—on Eve alone my eyes feasted.
1 cannot describe herbeauty. She was overflown
with charms and delights as the world is over-
flown with the thoughts and delights of God! 1
bent down, crept up to the shadow that covered
her, and kissed it. I crept to the breath from
her mouth, and swallowed 1t. I crept closer, and
stretched out my lips to kiss the feet of a gold-
fly that was wandering over Eve’s neck and
bosom ; but at that moment she awoke; she
started, then recovered herself, and addressed
me thus :— Crawling serpent, what wouldst
thou ?” I bring thec a fruit,” said 1; “eat 1t,
and thou shalt know what is good and what is
evil. Sweet is the fruit, Eve; sweeter than the
fruit of Paradise!” “ Then give it me to enjoy!”
said Eve. And I touched the beauty—and then
withdrew. Then Eve awaked her companion,
and said to him, “ Adam, I have a fruit; enjoy
it, and thou wilt know what is good and what 1s
evil. Sweet is the fruit, Adam ; sweeter than the
fruit of Paradise!” *Then giveitme toenjoy!”
said Adam. And Eve taught Adam to touch her.—
“ From whom hadst thou this sweet fruit?” asked
Adam. “From the serpent,” replied the beauty;
*“ from the serpent.” Then Adam fell into a sor-
rowful melancholy. Then fell Eve into a sorrow-
ful melancholy. Then both lost Paradise, and
died on the boson of wmelancholy love! Then !
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returned to the drear habitation of the sisters
Kelalah and Hataah, and related to them joy-
ously what had befallen man and his Paradise!
And as I finished my relation I awoke.

That is one true dream. Another time I
dreamt—

King. O, enough of your other dream. Tell
us your dream about our getting at liberty again.

Priest. Your will be done in prison as in your
own palace !
I dreamt that it was a profound, fearful hour of
the night, and that we two wandered about, hither
and thither, over path and bridge. Over path and
bridge we wandered, and we sweated grave-hor-
rors aud unspeakable icy anguish from our bodies.
“ My priest-gown,” said I, “ 1s the cause of this!”
* My king’s-robe,” said you, “is the cause of
it!” We then stood still, and wished to change
garments with the dead there. ““Ha!” exclaimed
a voice behind me; “ha! priest, touch me not!”
‘““Ha!” exclaimed a voice behind you; “ha'
king, touch me not!” We fled away past the
dead. “ Quicker, priest! quicker, king!” ex-
claimed broken voices; *“ quicker, quicker !”
and we heard behind us the cracking of whips.
We fled, and fled the whole night. At length
day broke. But night was still 1n us. Palaces
and churches existed no more. The habitations
of man were shut against us. Only graves and
prisons were open. We then fled into a prison,
and men fastened the door upon us. I looked
the whole day for my Ave-maria-jaws, but they
came not. You looked the whole day for your
royal guards, but they came not.

It was sunset, and we heard some one ask,
outside the prison window, “ Who art thou?’

o2
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And we heard for answer, “I am a Iabourer, and
! am going home with my wages.” We heard
farther, ** When thou art at home, and hast told
to them whose lot is entrusted to thee all that

1. +} 11 thass
thou hast done the day through, then will they

rejoice, and thou wilt rejoice also. But there
were two labourers—one was named ‘King,
the other ‘ Priest.” These two went home at
sunset, and there showed to those whose lot was
entrusted to them all that they had done the day
through, and then their people sighed ; and the
1wo laboutexa, at last, sighed albo. Go, happy
labourer

It was evening, and we heard some one ask,
outside the prison window, “Who art thou?”
And we heard for answer, ““I am a maiden—I
seek my lover.” We heard further, “ When thou
hast found thy Jover, and hast given him to read
by the pale light of the stars the writing of thy
soul, then will his fainting heart be nnde well,
and thy fainting heart will, at Just, be made well
also. But there were two maidens—one was
named ‘ Pcolitics,” the other ‘ Religion.” When
thev, at evening, found their lovers, and gave
them to read by the pale lioht of the stars™ the
writing of their souls, then they died; and the
two maidens, at last, died also. (,no, happy
maiden !’

It was midnight, and we heard some one ask,
outside the prison window, * Who art thou !”
And we heard for answer, “I am a dismissed
sentinel, and I go to rest.” We heard further,
“When thou hast stretched thyself upon thv
bed a sweet slumber will fall upon the eves of
thy soul, and thon wilt rise again refreshed.
But there were two dismizsed wntmo]&—-one was
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named ‘¢ King,” the other ‘ Priest.” When they
stretched themselves upon their beds, wild bloody
dreams fell upon them, rent their souls, and they
rose not again. Go, happy sentinel !”

There was a moument’s silence.— Do you
hear 7’ you asked me, in a whisper—* Do you
hear ¥’ We listened :—

* The labourer hath soothed his child to sleep
in his brawny arms, and laid him again in the
mother’s lap. The maiden hath thrice called her
lover back, and hath thrice said to him the same
words. The dismissed seutinel sleeps softly and
soundly. Come, gather around me now, pierced
and rent shades of men, and hear me :—

By the wolf-eye’s light,
Wedded to darkness wild,—
False oaths have now

Told their dark story.

Now the wolf-eye’s light,
Wedded to darkness wild,
Waiteth for me,

And my dark story.

I come, I come!
With the dark story in my heart.
Thou shalt not wait long for me,
Light of the wolf-eye!

Shades of Bohemians, homeless, restless,
Come with me!

Rest by the wolf-eye’s light,

And hear my dark story!
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The way is long, and who I am
I will tell ye as we go.

I am a wandering conscience !
T am rent, I am broken—like ye—
Poor Bohemian shades!

By the black hound of hell—

By the priest—I was rent;

By the wild beast among men—
By the king—ray body was broken.

‘Both are now, without me,

Like old empty coffins ;

And I—I go round palace and church,
A poor weeping shade.

I weep, I weep!
The old tear on the chieek of man
Is my tear!

But I can tell ye no more now.

By the wolf-eye’s light,
Wedded to darkness wild,
Ye shall hear there

All my dark story !”

We heard this terrible chant. ..

Then you said, “ Serpents have combed my
mother’s hair!”  And 1 said, *“ Yonder my hands
are swimming !—they have drowned five hundred
thousand and three souls in baptismal water!”
Then you, “Star over, star under, and death in
the muddle!” Then I, “ Amen, amen, amen!’
Then you, “ Kiss me not, queen; kiss me not;
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for the devil twists thy lips and thy kisses into
ropes to hang us with, The devil can make
nothing out of the lips and kisses of a whore.
Queen, art thou a whore?”

But here midnight had passed,and we heard :—

“ Moon in the sky, wilt thou tell me what
thou hast seen this night? What hast thou
seen this night? Tell me before the day-light
comes. .

The false day-light. It kisses all the day
long young fair maidens as well as old bloody
murderers! And then no one knows how sweet
or how awful the night hath been!

I saw thee, moon in the sky, increase when
thou passedst fair maidens, and lessen when thou
Kassedst bloody murderers! Tell me, then, what

ast thou seen this night?”

“ Snowy countries I saw, raw and cold. I
know not their names. I saw there red and
bloody snow beginning to whiten,

Over against, in lands where seeds of the
citron cover the earth, I saw troubled streams of
blood and of sweat beginning to drain.

To the right, to the left—in the east, in the
west—murderers washed their hands ; their mad
Bacchanal festival ending.”

“ This I lonied to hear, moon in the sky!
Now I go to take my rest, ere I meet the false
day-light !”

After this you exclaimed, * Ordinance-officer,
ordinance-officer!” And I called out, ‘ Grand-
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mother, grandmother! creep forth from the en-
trails of the worms, and give my weeping mother
the breast to suck!” And you, “ Dog, I don’t
understand you!” And I, “ Dog, what I say is
but a translation of what you say!” And you,
“ Castellan!” And I, “ Gaoler!” And you,
“ What’s that?” And I, A translation!” And
you, “ Priest!” And I, “King!” And you,
“ What's that?’ And 1, *“ A translation!” And
you, “Ha! ha! ha!” And I, “Alas! alas!
alas!” Aund you, “What’s that?” And I, “A
translation!” And you, “Ha! ha! ha! Alas!
alas ! alas !” mixing both exclamations, and finish-
ing with ‘“Curses ! curses! curses!” And Ifinished
with “Amen! amen! amen!”—Then said you,
“ Priest, what do I look like?’” And I said,
“You look like an old broken universal guillo-
tine, to which hungry ravens come no more.
Old women will come by moon-light, and take
away bits of your royal bones for charms against
sickness.—King, what do I look like?’ And
ou said, “ You look like an old extinguished
ell, which woe-consumed ghosts no longer
haunt. Girls will come by moonlight, and take
shreds of your priestly flesh for philters to make
young men like them ! But grey dawn appears.
Hark! what’s that?’—We listened, and heard : —

“ To-day I would ride with the Countess of
Salope. A thousand times I could look at her,
a thousand times I could touch her, a thousand
times I could— But I remembeéred that she
rides no other horse than the Arabian ¢ Misrach’
in the royal stables, which are now closed against
us, as the king is in prison. I swear, then, the
gracious king shall not be in prison !
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I lost last night a thousand guineas, which I—

‘noble son of the king and of the Duchess of
Boubou’s waiting woman—ought to have ma-
naged with, for a week, at least. My servants
are annoying me for money, and the royal trea-~ .
surer won’t pay me in advance, as the king is in
prison. I swear, then, the gracious king shall
not be in prison !

Yesterday my portrait painter painted my nose,
my peruquier cut off my moustaches, and my
dentist drew a couple of my teeth. The king
being in prison, and the peeple giving them-
selves up to all sorts of horrors, 'm afraid my
noble nose, moustaches, and teeth, may fall into
the hands of some fellow of common blood. I
swear, then, the gracious king shall not be in
prison! I, therefore, bring him again the sceptre
of kingly liberty. No, no! the gracious king
shall not be in prison!”

Then, king, you thrust your empty hand
through the barred window of the prison, and
drew 1t back again with your old sceptre in it.
Then we heard another voice :—

“ I stole—I stole three hundred times, and I
murdered, too, a blind cat and a Jew child ; and
the priest forgave me.

I gave him a third of my robberies, and I gave
him all the blood of an infidel; ¢ but,’ he said,
“ this is not aLL that I like! You have forgotten
to bring me rape and adultery !”

Well, I bring thee, priest, robberies; I bring
thee blood of infidels; I bring thee every sin of
voluptuousness ; I bring thee all—there—on this
cross thou wilt find them all !”

E 3
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And 1 thrust my empty hand through the bars
of the prison window, and drew it back again
with my old cross in it.

“ Priest,” said you, “how do I look with my
- sceptre ?”  And 1 said, “ Like a repaired -guillo-
tine '—And how do 1 look now, king, with my
cross 7”7 And you, “ Like a re-lighted hell!”
Then we both exclaimed, ¢ Victory! victory!”
Then came a ray of morning and overpowered
the prison tapers. ‘ Young maidens,” said I,
“shall I say whut you are? Young maidens,
you are rays of the morning! Old women, shall
I say what you are? Old women, you are prison
tapers !” I then extinguished my taper, threw
it away, and kissed the morning ray on the cross.
And you, king, extinguished your taper, threw it
away, and kissed the morning ray on the sceptre.
Then I said, “ King, do you hope soon to see
men crawling like timid dogs at your feet again?”
And you answered, “I do so. The people is a
wonderful bear. T have killed his young in his
cave, led him away in a chain, beat him sore,
and taught him to dance to my music. Suddenly
he ceases to dance to my fiddle, for he begins
to understand my grave music; he looks at his
wounds, for he begins to feel them; he breaks
his chain, for he remiembers he was once free ; he
ceases to cail upon his young ones, for he re-
rmembers 1 killed them in his cave; he howls
terribly at me, hurls me to the ground, and
presses his heavy paws upon my neck. But do
yon think, priest, he will rend me, and again
turn back into the forests where he was once
free? No! you shall see!” 1 said, *“ Amen!”

The door of our prison then opened, and the
timid rascals—the people—led us to trial. The
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people-judges received us—like devouring wolves
they received us. ¢ Death!” howled the men,
* Death to the two monsters! Death to the king
and the priest!” This I expected n moment be-~
fore on the way from the prison to triak, and P
ardently prayed Belzebub that you miglit play
your part well at it—that hie would throw yow
mto such a tragic ecstacy that you shouldn’tlook
to see the effect of your tears on the shaken
eople. Belzebub, awactor who, while he weeps,
ooks to see how his tears move the spectators,
shows to them not that world-ocean in his tears
where joys swim about with pale lips and dimmed
eyes, and whose appearance makes men tremble
and shake, but only an artificial water-conduit
made only to slake his own player-thirst, and for
which he gets the hisses of his spectators! *“ Bel-.
zebub,” I prayed “ shoot for a little while the
pains of the world into the breast of the king, by
which he may, when it is needed, play well his
tragic part before the great onion-and-radish-
stinking pit of the people! Hear my prayer;
Belzebub! Amen!”

And Belzebub did hear my prayer. At the
trial, when they received us with the death-
shout, you shouted with-a still louder voice, ** See,
my children, I will break my sceptre for you, and
if that is not enough, then take and break me
too!” Then the people shouted * Long live the
king !”  But you did not break your sceptre.
Then 1 called out ““ Behold, Christians, T will
break my holy cross for ye, and if that is not
enough, then take and break me too!” Then the
people shouted * Long live the priest!” Butl
did not break my cross. You gave a sign, then,
with the sceptre, and a balance was brouglt to
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you. In onescale you put gold for spies, trai-
tors, robbers, and murderers; in the other you
put murderous steel for innocent mens’ hearts :
and the weights were even, and you rejoiced.
And I gave a sign with the cross, and a balance
was brought to me. In‘one I put a fruit-destroy-
ing herb for pregnant-complying maidens, garters
of Jesus’ purple mantle for complying wives, and
masses and absolutions for thieves and assassins;
in the other I put poison for uncomplying maidens,
some of Jesus’ thorn-crown for uncomplying
wives, and anathemas and inquisition-sentences
for innocent living-men : and the weights were
even, and I rejoiced. And you, king, whispered
something in my ear, and I whispered somethin
in yours. Then the world became dark. An
you, king, laid your sceptre on the darkened
world, and the world began to lament. Then I
laid my cross on the darkened world, and the
world began to crack. And an old beggar-
woman began to laugh. That was hell.—Here,
high and mighty king, ended my dream.

King. Well, your dream pleases me. But if
it’s a true one we shall have to pass another
horrid night here in prison before we again be-
come what we have been.

Priest. Another night yet. Courage, king !

King. Stick to your text, reptile-jaw, and
Ereach cowardice! Ha! to-morrow I shall again

e on the throne of the world! To morrow!
To-morrow !

SINGS —

Something teased me t'other night,
Wet were the eyes of the queen ;—
What was 1t teased me t’other night?
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Oh, nobody knows—it was a flea!
The night it went, and morning came,
Dead on my nail there laid a flea !

All (except the Soldier). Encore! encore !

¥

King. Sings again:— |

Something teazed me t’other night—

Trumpets ! the devil—what’s that?

Soldier. The judges are called together.

King. To-day?

Soldier. To- ay!

King. Hark! They come! The door opens
and officers of justice are coming ! Well, officers,
what do you want ?—what have you to say?

Officers. The king, the priest, and their fellow-
criminals are to follow us.

King. To-day?

Officers. To-day!

King. You cursed priest, your dream is as
counterfeit to me as the coin you give to poor
sinners !

%ﬁcers. Come! Come!

ing. The devil!
Priest. Belzebub! -
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THE LAST JUDGMENT.

Five thousand years after the last judgment
archzologists will describe the sacristy of the
temple of the last judgment, and the sacred gib-
bet-cord of the king and the priest, then pre-
served therein for tw entv -one thousand vears and
one minute, and they will differ as to the nature
of the threads of the cord; one will say, * they
were hairs shom from the heads of Sclavonic
recruits,” another will pronounce that “ they were
the hymens of Chinese virgins;” a third will in-
sist that * thev were the torn heart-strings of
Negro slaves.” Philologists will separate the
lost dialects of the king and of the priest, and
will contend over two or three euphonies of their
death-tones. Zoologists and comparative-anato-
mists will closely describe the monstrous skulls
of the king and the priest with their serpent-
fanged sutmes and they will differ as to whether
the ng and the priest belonged to some extinct
kind of reptile, or to sea-catz. And to Cabalists,
Gnostics, and Poets, the Sar-hapanim¥®, the
Ensoph +, and the Summer-swallow will bring on
their wings wonderful sayings and songs of the
last judgment. For the chronicle of the last
]udfrment will then no longer exist.

Sur-hapanim, Lord of Jehovalh'sface,
+ Lnscpk, The Endless,
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CHRONICLE OF THE LAST JUDGMENT,

As chickens gather themselves together under
the wings of the hens, so did men gather them-
selves, with the criminals of the world, under the
wings of the wisdom of the grey-haired MeEMRA-
DI-BISCHMAJA, to the last judgment.

“ Mourn with me, men, mourn with me!”
exclaimed MEeMRA-DI-BISCHMAJA. We had a
friend—he has for us wept, fought, and suffered.
I sent him against the king’s fangs and the
priest’s talons. The king’s fangs and the priest’s.
talons are now blunted, but our friend comes not
back !

Soldier. Memra-di-bischmaja, and men, your
friend could not blunt the King’s fangs and the
Priest’s talons with the banner of Auman belief.
Almost had they destroyed the body of mankind,
almost indeed were your eyes made wanting to
mourn your friend! Then your friend appeared
in a lang-priestly serpent-shin, subdued the ser-
pent and saved himself and the world! Once
only is the hateful king-priestly serpent-skin
beautiful. The aged contemplate it, and warn
not from it colour-loving youth. Pregunant women
loock at 1t, and are more delighted with it than
with the beautiful rainbow. Once only is the
hateful king-priestly serpent-skin beautiful ; at
the time when it is the death winding-sheet of the
serpent itself. Behold, men, all the hateful king-
priestly armour [ enveloped myself with, behold
it, how beautiful it is! It is the death-winding-
sheet of the serpent! (He casts from him his
soldier’s armour.)

Memra-di-bischmaja. Ecce Homo! Ecce Homo!

Men. Ecce Homo !
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Memra-di-bischmaja. Rejoice, Ecce Homo, that
thine eyes still see! There are two sins in the
world ; one carries a sceptre in its hand, and the
otheracross. Thou wilt soon see them cast down
to be trampled by the feet of men, and shall be-
hold the world free! Come, Ecce Homo, to my
right hand and assist me, for great and heavy 1s
the judgment of the world !

Thus spake Memra-di-bischmaja, and Ecce
Homo took his place.

Why in a summer night is it so still? Mothers
do not let their children weep ; the birds are si-
lent in their nests; the winds breathe and mur-
mur softly and timidly with the woods and streams;
and lovers, who have mueh to say, speak nota
word to each other, but share with each other in
silence their books of love which they lightly and
secretly imprint with their lips.—Why m a sum-
mer night 1s it so still?  Every summer night
is a worldjudgment. The world is silent and ex-
pectant for its Lord and Judge to say to it,
“ World, thou art not damned, arise and live yet
another day?” As in a summer night the world
is silent and expectant for the words of its Lord
and Judge, so men were silent and expectant for
Memra-di-bischmaja to condemn the two sins of
the world.

Memra-di-bischmaja. King and Priest, stand
up! Ye stand accused before the world-judg-
ment of men. Far other is it than was your judg-
ment. Remember, we once stood before your
judgment ; ye then charged upon our guiltless
heads all your own crimes, and condemned us.
We wished to vindicate ourselves, and ye smote
our mouths with your fists. We besought ye to
judge us, and ve slew us. We men will not do
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thus. If we condemn ye, we shall not condemn
ye because your eye-brows are wet with dew-
water, we shall condemn ye because they are wet
with crimes that make the sweat, tears, and blood
of men breathe through every pore of your bodies.
We shall not smite ye on the mouth with fists
when ye vindicate yourselves. We shallnot slay
but judge ye !

Ecce Homo, thou hast the word. Begin.

Ecce Homo. Listen. Already had my soul
worn and cast off thirteen thousand nine hundred
and ninety nine investing bodies, and was wear-
ing her fourteen thousandth when there was in
the world a city named Leipsic. As to who built
this city opinions differed ; some said it was Mi-
nerva, the Goddess of wisdom, others said it was
Mercury, the God of merchants and thieves. 1
know not who were right ; I know only that when
I think of that city, my soul sheds into my eyes
her holy water, as the soul ofa good Jew sheds it
into his eyes when he thinks of Jerusalem. In
this city I was a student. The students there
had a little tavern, which seemed to have been
built by the righteous Moses, after he had built
in the holy land the cities of refuge for innocent
murderers. To this tavern fled every student
who had murdered his gold innocently, and who
was pursued by his creditors. I have often for
this reason fled thither myself. I have also gone
thither when, through the evening redness a loved
maid in the heavens smiled at me while I remained
on earth. I also went thither when sorrowful pre-
sentiments thrust forth their heads from my heart
into the world, like birds who thrust. their heads
from their nests before a tempest. I ever went
thither when I was unhappy. Once when I was
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unhappy I went to the ¢ little cake-garden,’ as the
Leipsic students called their tavern. When 1
reached there day had begun to dawn. A stu-
dent, a true German student, with long dark
hair, with a grey frock, without cap, was sitting
there with a fearful earnestness in his counte-
nance. He was seated in a corner, near a table,
on which were a broken foil, an empty glass, and
a pipe. He is unhappy, thought I, and 1 re-
frained from approaching to salute him.—* Ho,
there!” I called out, “heer and a couple of

glasses!” 1 looked at the student again. The
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countenance. ‘“ Waiter,” said I, *“1 read once
on a beer cask, ‘ where two or three are gathered
together in my name there am I in the midst of
them; why was it not, * where one comes in my
name there am I with him?” ¢ Because,” an-
swered theman,among twoor three drunkards, one
may be stupid enough to believe that it’s right to
pay for getting dronk.” Here I looked at the
student again; his countenaunce was still unaltered.
I filled a glass, and addressing the student, 1
said, ‘I see thou art a philosopher; cheer up,
take a glass, and let us drink to the health of
philosophy !” ¢ Philosophy,” replied the student,
*is no daughter of man, for she has never laughed
and never wept. I drink not to the health of
philosophy !” “¢ Ah! thou art a jurist! Well,
then, we will drink to the health of jurisprudence!”
“ Jurisprudence !” said the student, “ is no at-
tendant on the sick-bed of mankind, for she
willingly sleeps. I drink not to lLer health!”
“Thou art a student of medicine, then; let us
have success to medicine!” * Medicine,” said
he, “ has not read the secret book of nature 5 for
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she cannot free man from the chain-gout. 1
drink not to her!” * Then thou must be a theo-
logian ; come, long live theology.” ¢ No!” ex-
claimed the student, “ death to theology! for,
from the most remote times she has, with priests”
fingers mixed poison, and weaved death-shrouds
for the}human mind !” At these words a cold shud-
der came over me. “ With whom do I speak 7"
I asked, “who art thou?’ <1 am,” I received
for answer, ““ 1 am an Autumn morning! I, and
the pale leaves that are fallen from the trees, and
the cold wind—we come from the fresh graves of -
nations!  Drink, Ecce Homo, to the death
of murderers!” * Who are the murderers?” 1
asked,”— ¢ Hearken,” said he, *“ to the wind :—
I bore twice two words . . . hoo ! through woods.
and through wilds ... hoo! Iheard them whis-
per at the gate of the palace ... hoo! at the
door of the church ... hoo! hoo! sceptre and
coffin-wood ... hoo! cross and gibbet-chips ...
hoo!hoo! He who whispered twice two words.
at the threshold of the palace ... hoo! he who
whispered twice two words at the threshold of the
church ... hoo! hoo! he knows the secret...
hoo! hoo! hoo!”

Then [ left the students’ tavern and the stu-
dents’ city, and sought in the world an old king’s
palace, and an old Christian church. I found
both on the earth of mankind. I forgot not to
whisper at their thresholds the twice two words ;
then the doors opened, and I saw that the kingly
palace and the Christian church were two huge
slaughter-houses for mankind ! and the hands of
the king were spotted with human blood ! and
the hands of the priest were spotted with human
blood! And I saw a shade who laid his right
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hand on the throne and his left on the altar.
« Shade ! who art thou?” I asked. “Iam,” was
the answer, “ I am an autumn-evening! On the
throne and on the altar I cover with my hands
the names of those who will be born to be mur-
dered by the king and the priest!”

Men. Our children, cur children!

Ecce Homo. “ Cover them!” said I 1o the
shade, “ 1 am not yet ready for the horrors of the
future!” ¢ Then vead,” said the shade, “ the
kingly constitution and the hooks of the Evange-
lists. Both are misplaced characters of the names
of already murdered men.” And I read both,
and the characters sweated blood—the blood of
men !

Men. Of our fathers and of our brothers !

Memra-di-bischmaja. King, defend thyself.

King. Mi-mi-mi-nister. ..

Memra-di-bischmaja. The minister has to answer
for his own crimes, and thou for thine. Defend
thyself!

King. I will give you a new constituation.

Memra-di-bischmaja. Defend thyself!

King. A Republican constitution!

Memra-di-bischmaja. Defend thyself!

King. Do you want my life?

FEcce Homo. Ask that of them thou gavest as
food to the ravens on the slaughter-field; ask
them, they will answer thee: or, king, ask here
their fathers, their mothers, their brothers, their
sisters ; they will answer thee for them.

Memra-di-bischmaja. Defend thyself !

King. Will you hear a prayer?

Memra-di-bischmaja. No!

King. 1t's a new prayer of the king and the
priest. Pray hear it.
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Ecce Homo. Memra-di-bischmaja, and men, 1t
is, perhaps, their defence.

Memra-di-bischmaja. Pray, then'!

King. Our people that art on earth, hallowed be
thy name ; thine empire come ; thy will be done on
earth us also in heaven. Give us this day our daily
bread, and forgive us our sins as we forgive them
who sin against us. And lead us not into tempta-
tion, but deliver us from evil. For yours is the
kingdom, the power and the glory, for ever and ever.
Amen.

Ecce Homo. The new prayer of the King and
the Priest is the old ‘¢ Our Father.” Christian
thieves prayed it before they went to rob. Sor-
cerers prayed it before they gave their souls over
to Satan. Inquisition knaves prayed it before
they set fire to faggots to burn unbelievers, The
King and the Priest prayed it. The King and
the Priest prayed “ Our father who art in heaven;
hallowed be thy name,” but they hallowed their
own names; the King and the Priest prayed,
““ thy kingdom come,” but they fixed their own
kingdom; the King and the Priest prayed *“thy will
be done on earih as in heaven,” but in heaven as
on earth their own will has been done ; the King
and the Priest prayed, “ give us this day our daily
bread,” but they took away the daily bread from
man ; the King and the Priest prayed, * and for-
give us our sins as we forgwe them who sin
agaiast us,” but they have forgiven themselves
their own sins ; the King and the Priest prayed,
““and leard us wnot into temptation, but deliver us
from evil,” but they led men into temptation, and
themselves -have created the evils of the world;
the King and the Priest prayed, ** for thine is the
kingdom, the power, and the glory, yor ever and
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ever, Amen,” but they whispered into one anothers
ears; ° for our’s is the kingdom, the pewer and
the glory, for ever and ever. Amen !”

King. People fong;we us our sins as we forgive
them who sin against us ! _

Ecce Homo. Tell us, who are the sinners you
have forgiven !

King. I beg to submit these papers.

Memra-di-bischmaje. Takes the papers and
reads :—

FROM ECCE HOMO’S RED PORTFOLIO.

A. Perfect reconcilement to the sword.

Is it thou, my countryman? the moon and the
stars are pale as anxious maidens—perhaps as |
ant. Is itthou? Yes, it is! Thou hast suffered
me, a timid maid, to wait long here in the cool
night. But this is not the hour to speak of the
cold breath of night, nor of the anguish of the
moon and stars. Help me to ascend the hill. By
the light of the moon [ should like to see again
the cabins of the poor. The sensitive JeWa, ]
have been told, turn thrice daily their faces to-
wards Jerusalem. I know not what Jerusalem is ;
but it seems to me that it must be a place great
and holy when men have not forgotten it i two
thousand years, and are ever looking back to
it as a lover after his beloved, and his Tove never
becoming old.—Jerusalem! Jerusalem !—Ifas
not every one his Jerusalem ?—See, my country-
men, in the valley, the cabins of the poor: these
are my Jerusalem, and to it I'love to turn my face.
My countxymen, be not angry that I speak not
of'love. My love cannot yet utter even its alpha-
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bet, cannot yet write its name. What dost thou,
my countrymen! Kneel not to wme. Peace,
peace! If ever I shall love, of thy brothers I
shall not love thee ; not thee, for thou usest thy-
self to wear a sword. [ am not a she-wolf to be
pleased with the sharp rending teeth of a wolf.
But, however, I have come hither to let thee see
and hear something, thee only, I know not why,
but thee only of thy brothers. Hark !—* God,
man, holy, great, mercy, love, beauty, wonder,
ecstacy, life, life!” My countryman, these are
the words of a dreaming man, who sleeps at the
threshold of his cabin. Hark again!— Satan,
serpent, perjury, poison, torment, hate, night,
hell, misery, death, death!” My countryman,
these are the words of a waking man who comes
out of I know not what accursed wilderness. My
countryman, hearest thou a whistling? The
waking man calls his hounds together. Misery !
The dreaming man sleeps fast, and hears not how
the waking man calls his hounds together! My
countryman, whither wouldst thou ? Stay yet a’
little. Hearest thou the hounds bark? The
waking man takes the bread of the sleeping man
and casts it among his hounds, and everv hound
would devour it himslf. DMisery! The sleeper
sleeps fast and sees not how the hounds devour
his bread! My countryman, whither wouldst
taou? Stay yet a little. Hearest thou the cry
of a child? It is the child of the sleeping man,
which the waking man tears from its cradle.
Misery !'—Ha ! the sleeping man wakes up!
Hearest thou the awakened man?’ He cries,
* My child! wmy child!—ah! I am bound!” My
countryman, whither wouldst thou? Stay yeta
hittle.  Hearest thou the hounds bark again?
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Their master casts the child, before the eyes of
its father to be torn by his hounds. My country-
man, whither wouldst thou? “ Ha! let me go!
None shall pursue with the sword and slay that
bloody man and his hounds but me! None shall
have care of the slain bodies of that bloody man
and his hounds but the hungry ravens! Noue
shall free the poor man from his claims and con-
sole him in his cabin but me! Let me go, loved
one, let me go!” Go, my countryman, go! If
none pursue with the sword and slay that bloody
man and his hounds but thee, if none have care
of the slain bodies of that bloody man and his
hounds but the hungry ravens, if none free the
poor man from his chains and console him in his
cabin but thee—then come back and I shall love
thee! Go, my countryman! But know that the
bloodv man with the hounds is thy king, and the
poor man ou the threshold of the cabin is thy
people! My countryman, shall I love thee?
“Yes!”

B. Distribution of the Earth.

Poor man (I cali thee as the world of criminals
call thee), between ourselves, when in the winter
thou art not called to labour, and thou consumest
the few potatoes thou broughtest home in the
autumn days ; when thy window is broken by the
frost, and thou stoppest up the opening with an
old hat, with straw, or with rags; when thy
naked children go shivering about the house, and
thou seekest out thy old summer-jacket, and
askest thy wife to make with it something warm
to cover them; when thy wife stirrest the moist
wood in the grate and weeps, and thou knowest
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not whether her tears come from the smoke or
from other things—then, poor man, be not
ashamed! The enemies with whom thou fightest
are mightier than the enemies of the king, and
thou yieldest not to thine enemies! Bat when
thou, before a rich man (I call him before whom
thou pullest off thy hat as the world of criminals
call him) takest off thy hat, and sayest to him,
“8ir, 1 ask you for work? (He who says,
“¢ Sir, take away the work from such 2 one, and
give it to me,” may not come into the holy book
of mankind), then blush, poor man, blush! Thou
knowest not what thou art, and what the rich
man is! Who hath told thee, poor man, that he
who hath little is poor, and he who hath much is
“rich? Hell hath told thee that, and hell is a liar !
Who is rich—he who giveth or he who receiveth
most 7 He who giveth most is the rich! Let
the rich man withdraw his hand from the poor
"man, and the poor man, if he do not smite tae
rich man in the face, and take from him avrvL that
he hath given him. will take only a bit of earth,
which belongeth equally to all men, and then he
. will be hungry no more. But let the poor man
withhold his hand from the rich man, and the
palaces of the rich will fall to pieces, their soft
garments beconie tattered, and themselves, unused
to lubour, putrify alive.  Poor man, thou givest
most ; thou art the rich ! If the sun should aban-
don the earth only for one day the world weuld
look frightfully. Tlie goods of the earth come from
the hands of the poor. Poor man, shouldst thou
withhold thy bund from the rich but for one day
unly, the rich would look frightfully. Poor man,
he who taught thee to beseech the heartless rich
no more—taught thee well. Take, poor man, the
¥
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earth, and share it with thy poor brethren; and
when the rich man comes and asks thee for bread
then have compassion on him!

C. Love.

LETTER FROM ATALI TO ECCE HOMO.

I fear for thee Ecce Homo. Thou saidst once
to me, ‘“ Hatred is a wild hungry raven; he sits
on the roofs of those houses, the eyes and hearts
of whose inhabitants he would tear out.” Thou
saidst again to me, ** The majesty of God is nature,
and the majesty of humanity is art.” But the
king, Ecce Homo, was the midwife of humanity
when she gave birth to avt. Wherefore, then,
sits hatred on the roofs of kingly palaces, and
would peck and tear out the eyes and the hearts
of kings? Wherefore, Ecce Homo, wherefore?
When the King himself shall ask thee why thou
hatest him, God, how wilt thou answer him?
Ecce Homo, I am disquieted for thee.

ATALlL

LETTER FROM ECCE HOMO TO ATALIL

Atali, thou hast told me nine times why the
king is worthy of love, and nine times have 1
answered thee—‘ Atali, I love thee!” This is
the tenth time that thou seekest, in favour of the
king, through the world and through history, for
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the shadow of virtue. I would still only have re-
plied, « Atali, I love thee!” but my king-hatred
appears to thine eyes like a nameless hideous
spectre, and thou art disquieted for me ; therefore,
Atali, I resolve, at the tenth time, to say some-
thing more to thee. When the king shall ask me
why I hate him, and he extols his performance of
his midwife-helping art, thus shall I answer him.
“ King, thou hast from the womb of humanity
cut out art, and, for the sake of the child, thou
hast not cared for the mother. Thou hast wrapped
the child in silken swaddling bands, and the feeble
sick mother hast thou bound with iron, Thou hast
built palaces for the child, and for the mother
hast dug a hole in the earth.—I saw a white and a
red flood ; they were the waters of the eyes and
of the hearts of mankind. On these two floods,
King, thy caprices swam slowly like swans,
and art swam after them.” Thus, Atali, shall I
answer the king; and still more shall I answer,
still more. Then I next shall ask the King,
“ King, what doth the old lean cow chew?”
¢“ She chews grass,” will be his answer. “ Thou
liest,” I shall say, “ she chews flesh. Thou,
King, art the old lean Pharaohnite cow, thou
chewest the fat kine-flesh of nations?” 1 shall
ask the King, “ King, drinkest thou water or
wine ¥’ Then will the King be silent, and 1
shall say, “King, sometimes thou takest thy
golden pitcher and drawest from the eye-streams
of mankind water; sometimes thou throwest
bunches of human hearts into thy press and
pressest red wine with which to slake thy thirst!”
I shall ask the King, ** King, what sleepest thou
upon ' Then the King will again be silent, and
1 shall say, ‘*King, thou sleepest upon silken
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beds. Human skeleton-fingers that thou hast
guawed off did spmn and weave them for thee!
King I curse thee, T curse thee, I curse thee!”
Thrice shall I curse the King, and he will not ask
mae, “ Ecce Homo, wher-fore cursest thou me?”
Atali, wy king-hatred is no nameless hideous
spectre, but thy king-love 1s.  Atali, canst thou
the eleventh time sav better why thou lovest the
King? Atali, | am disquieted for thee!

Ecce Howmo.
LETTER FPRGWM ECCE HOMO TO ATALIL,

Atali, destroy my last letter. [ have there
taught thee to hate. O, what have I done? I
hate the kinglv beasts more than men hate poison,
spiders, and scorpions. 1 hate them as God
hates Sman. But there ave sometimes hours
when | am sorrowful. 1 am sorrowful to death,
and pray. * God, "1 pray *let soon the day
come when thoun shalt sav to Satan, ¢ Satan, thou
art an angel, I love thee!? and [ to the King
shall say, “ ng, thoy ait a man, I love thee!”
Dark and horrid s that place in the heart, Atali,
that the finger of love toucheth not! Atal,
Atali, when thon shalt cexse te love the King,
ah! then will it become davk and horrid in th :
heart. Duaik and hornd o thy heart, Atali ! ())'
what bave ! done? 1 pray thee, Atali, destroy
my Lxst citer and read in its stead the following
sayings:

SAYING WERITTEN ON A FIG-LUAF OF PARANISE,

3

God made man out of cotmon earth, anad the
King he formed cut of the exesementum of angels !
~~ligni svit qui mal y pense !
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SAYING WRITTEN ON THE DURA MATER OF
ONE OF THE MUSES.

As the God Saturn grew old, and the day of
his death drew nigh, he hung all his crutches
upon the stars and wrote near them upon the
heavens, ¢ He that is born lame shall inherit my
crutches !” And there came gods, who besought
him for the erutches; * No,” said Saturn, “ ye
were not born lame! ” and there came lame
men, who besought him for the crutches; “ No,”
exclaimed the old God, * ye were not bora lame ¢
And there came lame apes, who besought him for
his crutches! “ No” exclaimed the dying God,
‘ ye were not born lame!” The God died, and
the crutches disappeared. After thirteen thou-
sand years, Kings were seen to go with the
crutches, called ““ by the grace of God!’—Houi
soit qis mal y pense !

SAYING WRITTEN ON THE GARMENTS OF
CHALDEAN MAGI.

Men are the mines of spirits. The souls of
men are the metals of spirite, When men become
sick, the spirits then dig in their mines; when
they die, the spirits then take their metals out of
them. When Metatron, the prince of spirits,
calls out “ to the base-metal mines!” then men
die, and the spirits sing elegies; when he ex-
claims, “ To the gold mines!” then kings die,
and the spirits sing songs of joy '—Honi soit qui
mmal y pense!

Farewell, Atali,
Thine,
Eccr Homo.
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LETTER FROM ECCE HOMO TO ATALI.

Atali, thou hast not answered my last two
letters. O, Atali, as I wrote the former of them
there stood by my side sorrowing angels of man-
kind, and every tear they wept was king-hatred.
As I began to write the last, there came all the
devils of the New Testament and whispered in
my ear, *“ Love! love! love! One seed-corn of
king-hatred in her heart, and thine Atali will
die!” They deceived me, the devils of the New
Testament. They also said once to man, * One
seed-corn of hatred in your hearts and ye will
die!” The man-hating devils of the New Testa-
meut said it, and became kings and priests. Then
men loved kings and priests and every thing
hideous 11 the world, and hatred, which God made
for all that is hateful and inimical, fell upon them-
selves and they destroyed one another; and the
devils of the New Testament laughed ! Atali, when
thou lovest the king then wouldst thou hate and
destroy mankind, myself, and thyself; and the
king will laugh! T will disclose a secret to thee,
Atali: there is no paradise without hell; no God
without satan ; no love without hatred !—paradise
without hell, God without satan, love without
hatred, is a blood-drinking lie. The lie that hath
drunk most of the blood of the world is the book
of love without hatred—the evangely of Jesus
Christ ! Take, Atali, this secret and hang it
next the hearts of thy sex, and I will hang it next
the hearts of my sex. After a thousand vears
mankind will bless us!

Ecce Homo.
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LETTER FROM ATALI TO ECCE HOMO,

Ecce Howo, I told yesterday thy holy secret
to one of my sex, and I have received, to day,
the following letter from her :— Atali, what was
a woman before Ecce Homo ? Before Ecce Homo
lived, a woman was either a smile or a tear on
the face of nature. The smile disappeared, the
tear dried up, and no trace of the woman re-
mained in the world. She came into the world,
kissed a man, and died; or, she came into the
world, wept all she could weep, and died. What
was a woman before Ecce Homo? Before Ecce
Homo lived, 2 woman was either a smile or a tear
on the face of nature, The smile disappeard, the
tear dried up, and no trace of the woman remained
in the world! Atali, thy Ecce Homo came, and
he made of woman a feeling upon which sickened
humanity may repose. The smile may disappear,
the tear may dry up, but woman ceases not to be
the feeling for sickened humanity to repose upon :
for she also is called to wash humanity clean
from the spots of king and priest. Atali, go and
thank Ecce Homo for this in the name of thy
sex.” O, Ecce Homo, she who wrote this seems
to understand thy secret better than I; for I yet
understand nought of thy devils of the New Testa-
ment, in which my father-confessor taught me to
believe. Ecce Homo, I am unhappy about thee.

Thy politics are clear to me, but thy unbelief
makes me fearful.

ATALIL,

“ Atali” was the last word of the writings
which Memra-di-bischmaja took from the hand
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of the king, and read before the world.—* King!”
exclaimed Memra-di-bischmaja, “ King! hell hath
abandoned thee, for thou no more knowest what
thou art nor what thou dost. King, thou standest
before the last judgment, and thou accusest thy-
«olf !—Priest, defend thyself!

PLriest. Do penance, men !

Hern. Satan, no more wilt thou lock up men in
thy hell!

Memra-di-bischmaja. Desend thyself, priest!

Priest. If your sins were red as scarlet, they
shall be made white as snow !

Men. Priest, thou wast our sin. Thou wast
searlet-red with our blood, and wilt become snow-
white with our death-shrouds!

Memra-di-bischmaja. Defend thyself!

friest. 1 have poured the water of salvation
o3 the head of man.

Ecce Homo. The head of manisa beacon. God
.ilumined it with his light, so that men who went
about over .the ocean of the world might see the
racks, and escape from being wrecked and lost.
"Ilien came Satan, the priest, with his curse-water
ol baptism, and poured it on the beacon, and on
God’s light, and from that time there was dark-
ness among men, and men in the ocean of the
world were wrecked on unseen rocks, and were
lost !

Memra-di-bischmaja. Priest, defend thyself!

Priest. Our people that art—

Memra-di-bischmaja. Priest, thou defendest not
thyself'!

Priest. (Handing papers to Memra-di-bisch-
maja) Here, Memra-di-bischmaja, I forgive my
enemies,

Memra-di-bischmaja. (Reads.)
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¥ROM ECCE HOMO’S BLACK PORTI'CLIO.

A.  Dor-Holech to Dor-Bea.*

By day and Dby night 1 come a-toot to see if
thou hast lost what T gave thee at thy birth.
My child lose not the kiss I gave thee at thy
birth!
The wind calls me—
Farewell, my child !

i
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I gave thee, too, at tl 1y birth, what ¥ wish thou
couldst lose. If thou hast not lost the teay I
aave thee at thy birth, give me hack half of it;

perhaps it may cure my wounds!

The wind calls me—
Farewell my child!

Give me hack half of thy tear: it would cure
my heart struck by the iron Cof the king ; it would
cure my head struck by the madness of the priest!

The wind calls me—
Farewell, my child !

With the other half of the tear, wmy child, we
will moisten the flowers when the worms have
eaten the four hands that vest upon the throne
and upon ““ God the son!”

The wind calls me—
Farewell, my child !

—— . R - —

* Dor-holech, and Dor-ba, called the Wandering Jew-
father and the Wandering Jevi-son,
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B. Thirty Autumn-leaves flying about in the
World. 7

First Leaf. Man, if thou wishest to see a holy
burning-stake, make a fire and burn thy belief.

Second Leaf. Man is born without belief.

Third Leaf. Eve believed not, and was not an
unhappy sinoer, until she spake with the serpent ;
and thou, man, didst not believe,and wast not an
unhappy sinner until thou spakest with the ser-
pent.

Tourth Leaf. The priest is the serpent,.

Fifth Leaf. Man, what, then, is thy belief?
Thy belief is the hiss of the serpent in the ear of
thy soul.

Sizth Leuf. Man, why is the voice of the ser-
pent pleasing to thee ?  Because it sounds in the
ear of thy soul like the coong of a dove; and at
one time it is called “The Ever-holy Flame of
Mithra,” at another time * The Self-opening Eye
of Chang-ty,” at another time “ The Evangeiy of
Jesus Christ.”

Seventh Leaf. The ¢ Eye of Chang-ty” is closed,
the * Ever-holy Flame of Mithra” is gone out, and
only the ““ Evangely of Jesus Christ” remains,
with the pravers of the priest, in the world.

Eiohth Leaf. The Evangely of Jesus Christ and
the pravers of the priest, arc a breath of Satau,
which makes dim the mirror of the world.

Ninth Leaf. Man, wipe clean the mirror of the
world from this breath, and thou wilt see God.

Tenth Leaf. A liar hath said * Blessed are they
that see not God and yet believe.” No: blessed
are they that see God and believe not.

Elevent! Leaf. Men, when ye have seen God
there will be a great funeral. All the priests of
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the earth will be buried, and on their graves men
will give their hands to each other, and will re-
cognise each other as brethren. And at the same
place the religions of the world will cast off their
veils from their faces, and men will be struck
with terror and astouishment; and they will say to
one another, “ Behold, they were veiled curses !”

Twelfth Leaf. When ye have seen God, ser-
pents, and tigers, and mad dogs, will weep in a
certain place. Children will tease them, but the
aged will say to them, ¢ Let them weep, they see
putrid kings !”

Thirteenth Leaf. When ye have seen God, ye
will hear in the slumber of the grave the other
dead moan—*¢ After the first kiss that my mother
gave me came a man who threw the dirt of belief
mmto mine eyes and made me blind, and gave a
sign to another man ; and the other man came
and dragged me in chains from the cradle to the
grave : and I have not seen God!” That will ye
hear, and ye will wish to measure the pains of
those poor blind dead, and ye will wish to measure
your joys; and ye will not be able to do either.

Fourteenth Leaf. But, man, is it possible that
thou seest not God? Behold, the world is a
visible music.

Fifteenth Leuf. The visible music of the world
is God.

Sizteenth Leaf. The stars, the ocean, the rain-
drops, are to man the visible tones of the God-
music. :

Seventeenth Leaf. The tones listen to one
another, are astonished at one another, and are
together a boundless enjoyment.

- Fightcenth Leaf. Man and every tone in the
God-music change indeed their visible form, but
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they sound forth eternally and beantifully in the
everlasting God-song of the world.

Ninetecnth Leaf. Other than this, there is no
paradise, and no resurrection of the dead.

T'wentieth Leaf. There are six discords in the
God-music: the liar, the deceiver, the priest;
the thief, the murderer, the king.

Twenty-first Leaf. These also will ever sound
forth : but their sound, separated from the God-
song of the world, will be an ever-lamentable
nroan.

Twenty-second Leaf. Other than this, there is
1o hell and no resurrection of the dead.

Twenty-third Leaf. Yook now, man, and see
what thou art. If thou art a purer tone in the
visible music of the world. then cease to search
for God. The visible music of the world is God,
and thou, a purer tone in the God-music, art
God. If thou art a discord m the visible music
of the world, then cease to search for the fallen
angel—the devil—satan. The visible music of
the world 1s God, and thou, a discord in the God-
nwusic, art a fallen angel—a devil—a satan.

Twemy-fourth Leaf. Other than the tones in
the visible world-song there is no God: other
than the six visible discords in the visible world-
song there is no satan.

Twenty-fifth Leaf. Man, God-tone, God!  The
liur, the deceiver, the priest; the thief, the
annrderer, the king—these God-discords—these
satans, have long deafened and stunned thee;
thon hast long not heard thysell’; thou hast
rought thyself, and hast wvot found thyself.
This, man, was thy misery in the world !

Lwenty-sixth Leaf. 1 was once deafened by
the discords of the world, and 1 sat down by a



THE NEW ECCE HOMO. 133

clear brook. I lcoked at it, I looked long at it.
Man, it was my sister that I looked at. “ Knowest
not thou me ?” said she to me, “ Art not thou my
brother? Art not thou also a clear brook? Bro-
ther, who hath so troubled thee? 'Tell me sisters,
far and near—what drop of water is this that the
brother hath given me ? Grief and burning pangs
ot heart have cooled themselves in it! Brother,
where hast thou been 7’ I bethought me, and 1
remembered that I was for a while in the paradise
of the Christians! I cursed the Paradise and the
belief of the Christians, and I remembered who
God is, and who [ am :—God is the great ocean
of worlds, and I a drop in the ocean.
Twenty-scventh Leaf. Man, cease to do penance.
Be thy penance—TorLrraNCE TO ALL MaN-
KIND. .
Twenth-eighth Leaf. Man, cease to pray. Be
thy prayer—Love 10 arn ManNkiND,
Twenty-winth Leaf. Man, cease to search for
thy paradise. Between the two golden brooks of
TOLERANCE and Lovy lies thy paradise.
Thirtieth Leaf. A serpent will creep again into
thy paradise with a prophecy, with a ecrucifix,
with an evangely. Drive, man, the serpent back
to the dark dwelling from whence he came, and
wash thine eves for that thou hast scen him.

C. Conversion.

LETTER FROM ATALL TO ECCE HOMO.

Feee Howmo, thou art lost! and I, because I
iove thee, am lost with thee! [t it be so, God
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is indeed hard! But I, for my part, submit my
self tothe will of God; but in respect of thee, it is
said that I speak strange words and blasphemies.
I know not why p(ople are sstonished at them.
{magine, my father-confessor lately said to me,
* My child, 1 cannot save thee, in that place
yonder thou wilt become cold,and a compassionate
devil will lead thee to a fire where the greatest
heretic of the world will be burning. Thou wilt
turn alarmedly thine eyes away from the fire, and
another compassionate devil will whisper in thine
ear, < Be not alarmed, Atali, look at the beautiful
fire : that beautiful fire is the fire- -garment of thy
heloved Ecce Howo! 7—Who can hear such
things and say God is just? What shall I now
say To thee, my beloved ? My thoughts begin
to be confused. Farewell!

Thine,

AraLr.

LETTER FROM ECCE HOMO TO ATALIL.

Atali, I rejoice; thou beginnest to be healed
of thy belief. Go, Atali, let thy confessor relate
another story, and the eyes of thy soul will cease
to see the darkness of belief—uwith its devil-snouts.
upon which hang sinning maiden’s lips, with its
fire-streams 1n \\hlch heretic-souls bathe, with
its earthly joys which sinners cast with shovels
into the deep abyss of woes—thou wilt soon cease
to see this darkness of belief'; then wilt thou be
healed of thy belief without lmvmg to take any of
my medicine.

Ecce HomMmo.



THE NEW ECCE HOMO. 135

LETTER FROM ATALI TO ECCE HOMO.

Ah, Ecce Homo, I cannot be healed of my be-
lief. Hell, damnation, God’s injustice surround
it; but still it seems beautiful to me! Bethink
thee, beloved, man went bowed down, bearing a
burthen. The child was asked, ¢ Child, what
bearest thou ?”’ and the child answered, ¢ I bear
sin!” The youth was asked, * Youth, what
bearest thou ;” and the youth answered, ‘I bear
sin!” The old was asked, ‘ Old man, what
bearest thou?” and the old answered, ¢ I bear
sin!”  The child, the youth, the old, were tired
and wept; but no one took from them their
burthen. Then descended, yonder, where the
sun rises, a God, who clothed himself in flesh,.
took the heavy sin from man, turned it into a
cross, and bare it on his own shoulders. But the
sin-cross stiil belouged to the world. “ How
shall I purchuse it?” asked the God-son of the
God-father. * Son, with thy blood!” was the
answer.  And behold, God died for the sin of
man, and man was saved! Beautiful belief.
thou comest from heaven! No, belief, thou art
not beautiful—for thou liest, thou comest from
hell! Thou sayest, “ Jesus Christ hath released
man from sin,” and again thou sayest, * Thy
Ecce Homo is damned !” Hath any one released
man from sin, then how is my Ecce Homo
damned? Is my Ecce Homo damned, then how
is. man released from sin? Go hideous lar, go
belief out of my soul! God, what do I say!
Forgive me God, 1 bhsphemed thy holy belief'!
O my Ecce Homo! No, belief be accursed, that
no soul of man may touch thec! Alas, [ have
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carsed. God, Ecce Homo, is it right—is it
wrong? God assist me! Amen!

Arani.

LETTER FROM ECCE HOMO T0O ATVALL

Atali, thou art almost healed. Read the fol-
lawing lines, Atali, and the pale cheeks of thy
soul wxll again redden. That which thou wilt
read are words which truth hath written with her
“pger on heaven and earth. Here, Atali, are
they :—

* Knowest thou, man, what is belief? Belief
‘< the violation of the soul! Man, canst thou
~emember the time when the Dll(:‘St ﬂl)DE‘dled ab-
surd and hateful to thee? T hat, man, was the
time when thy soul was yet chaste and pure!
Maun, canst thou remember the time when thou
weepedsf over sins that thou knewest not? That,
man, was the time when the Jewd priest beshamed
and spotted thy chuaste and pure soul! Man,
canst thou remember the time when thou w:ped\t
away thy tears, and began to 80 oft to church
and to kiss the priest’s Tiands / That, man, was
the time when thyv soul Jost her nnocence and
became bﬁllevmo‘ Man, a believing soul 1s a
prostituted wmaiden who followeth every where
zhe man who shamed her! - But the better time,
man, will soon come. The bride will say to the
priest, * Priest, thou hast violated the soul of my
bridegroom ; come with me to the judgment!”
The bndedroom will say to the priest, ““ Priest,
thou hast “violated the soul of my bride ; come
with me to the judgment I Fathers, mothers, sis-
1ers, hrothers, will say to the priest, * Pricst, thou
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hast violated the souls of our children, of our
sisters, of our brothers; come with us to the
judgment! The priest will stand before the
judgment, and the judgment will find on the
priest four evangelies—an evangely of the viola-
tion of the soul, an evangely of hatred and discord,
an evangely of murder, and an evangely of do-
minion over mankind! And the judgment will
condemn the priest and curse his memory. After
this time men will hate and murder each other
no more, because there will be no devout priest
and no belief in the merciful son of God, to for-
give hatred and murder. And all the hideous
sins of the world will die of hunger, because there
will be no cross, no grace, to nourish them !”

These, Atali, are words which Truth hath
written with her finger on heaven and earth. Read
them, Atali, and be healed.

Ecce Homo.

LETTER FROM ATALI TO :ECCE HOMO.

Ecce Homo, thy secret “ The lie that hath
drunk most of the blood of the world is the book
of love without hatred—the evangely of Jesus
Christ,” is a secret which, heard in the morning
is not understood until the evening. But when
understood, itis not then known who hath, at the
great death banquet of the world, given the most
toasts to Death, the King or the Priest! and one
trembles alike when a tongue utters the word
* King” and the word “ Priest.”—These are two
terrible words in the language of men! But tell
me, Ecce Homo, through what marvel the two
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world murderers have obtained Qbedience and Be-
lief among men. Tell me, Ecce Homo! 1 wait
anxiously for thy answer.

AtaLl

LETTER FROM ECCE HOMO TO ATALLI.

Atali, T have two songs, one is the song of a
lover whose maiden played with two beautiful
coloured serpents, and wished her lover not to
think that they were poisonous. This song is
as melancholy as the song of the zephyr of the
approaching death of the autumn-leaves. The
other of the two songs is the song of a lover to
whom his maiden said, I will play no more with
the two beautiful-coloured serpents, they smell of
corses I That song is as joyous as the song of
birds when the sun riseth. Atali, I shall some«
time sing both these songs to thee. I have made
them both for ourselves. I shall sometime sing
both to thee, when thou hast nought more to ask
me, and I have nought more to answer thee.

I will tell thee, Atali, through what marvel
the two world-murderers have obtained obedience
and belief among men. Hear, Atali. There was
a king; men harkened not to him, and he hun
himself. There was a priest; men believed him
not, and he hung himself. Then satan took a
drop of blood from the king and a drop of blood
from the priest, mixed them together, and threw
them upon the earth; and out of the earth grew
monsters that bit off the arms and tore out the
eyes of men; and men became obedient and be-
heving. And succeeding kings thanked God,
and succeeding priests thanked God !—God,
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whom the king and the priest thanked, who art
thou? Thou God art a bastard! The whore
Ignorance is thy mother, and thy fathers are they
who thank thee—the king and the priest ! God
of the Zend-avesta, God of the Ebn-abdallah-
book, God of the evangely of Jesus Christ, bas-
tard, all the evils of the world are thine! I curse
thee, God! I curse thee! I curse thee, from
everlasting to everlasting !
\ Ecce Homo.

““ Ecce Homo ” was the last word of the writing
that Memra-di-bischmaja took’ from the hands of
the priest and read before the world. * Priest,”
exclaimed Memra-di-bischmaja. ¢ Priest, hell
hath abandoned thee ; for thou knowest no more
what thou art nor what thou dost. Priest, thou
standest before the last judgment, and thou
accusest thyself! Fellow-crimnals of the king
and of the priest, defend yourselves!

Fellow-criminals. Pardon! pardon! Mercy !
mercy ! :

Memra-di-bischmaja. Is there no one, then,
who defends the king, the priest, and their fellow-
criminals ?

Ecce Homo. No one. The dead are their
accusers ; heaven and earth are their accusers :
who, then, shall come to defend them? Behold,
yonder, that black cloud! heaven hath poured
out their crimes upon it! Behold the earthquake !
the earth will no longer cover the crimes the
have hidden in her bosom! Behold the path
from the living to the dead! There are visible
the black foot-marks of their crimes !—Judge ! I
have looked about me in the world to find a single
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sun-atom which shall come to entreat pardon for
them ; but even the sun-atoms were red, red from
the blood-breath of their crimes! The sentence,
—Judge !

Men. The sentence ! the sentence !

Memra-di-bischmaja. Ecce Homo, bring me my
foster-child. (Ecce Homo places a child in the lap
of Memra-di-bischmaja.) Men, behold, this child
is one day old, his mother died at his birth, and
the earth had covered his father a while before.
Can ye perceive in this child—nation, religion,
s.ches, poverty ?

Men. No!

Memra-di-bischmaja. Men, can ye perceive na-
tion, religion, riches, poverty, among yourselves?

Men. Yes! -

Memra-di-bischmaja. In so perceiving, are ye
happy?

Men. No'!

Memra-di-bischmaja. 'Wherefore not ?

Men. Every nation bare a sword, every religion
bare a sword, every rich man bare a sword, that,
for a long time, was not dry from humau blood.

Memra-di-bischmaja. Who taught ye the un-
happy distinctions of Nation ?

Men. The king.

Memra-di-bischmaja. Who taught ye the un-
happy distinctions of Religion ?

Men. The priest.

Memra-di-bischmaja. Who taught ye the un-
happy distinctions of Riches and Poverty?

Men. The king, the priest, and their fellow-
criminals.

Memra-di-bischmaja. Men, the king, the priest,
and their fellow-criminals have taught ye dis-
tinctions to destroy ye. They were themselves
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your signs and banners with the blood-inscrip-
tions—nation, religion, riches, poverty ! Take,
men, the king, and destroy him ; take, men, the
priest, and destroy him; take, men, their fellow-
criminals, and destroy them ; and become like
this happy child, in whom ye can perceive neither
nation, nor religion, nor riches, nor poverty !

Ecce Homo read the sentence thrice ; once {o
the dead, once to the living, and once to heaven
and earth. :

Ecce Homo. The dead have heard it, the living
have heard 1t, heaven and earth have heard it!

Memra-di-bischmaja. Let, then, the will of the
dead, of the living, of heaven and of earth be
done! Go, men, drown the last crime in the last
criminal, drown the last sin of the world in the
last drop of the blood of the king, of the priest,
and of their fellow-criminals ; drown them, wash
your hands, and solemnize your SELF-REDEMEP-
TION from the sins which bare the sceptre and the
cross in the world! Go, men, and finish your
work !

Men. 1tis finished ! Evil is destroyed ! What
shall we do with the cross and with the scep-
tre?

Ecce Homo. The last atom of evil in the world
must be destroyed! Take the cross, destroy it—
it'is still the priest! Take the sceptre, destroy
it—it is still the king!
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SONG OF THE SUN.

Wandering through the worlds, I saw everyday
upon the earth a woman with the look of a mo-
ther, rocking a child upon her knees.

I have often seen a mild rainbow in the sky
when it rained; I often saw a dark-red rainbow
at the eyes of the woman when she wept.

I knew not why it rained ; I knew not why
the woman upon the earth wept; but I heard
her :—

“ I remember thee—my pod‘r dead child—born
in May, dead in Autumn.

* Nor hound nor jackall have bitten thee ; L kept
thee also from serpents; thou diedst not by the
teeth of wild beasts.

‘“ Thou wast young, my child,indeed very young;
thou diedst, then, not by the almighty weakness
of age; I also kept thee from hunger and cold;
hunger and cold have not killed thee, my poor
child.

“ What mother would keep her child from his
orother? I did not keep thee, my child, from
thy orother.

* Thy brother became blind ! Spectres of mad-
ness brake the windows of his eyes.

““ He became mad ! He looked for—he looked
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for spiders, serpents, and toads; he said he
would kill them.

“Thou, my poor dead child, wast neither spider,
serpent, nor toad, and thy mad brother kiiled
thee.

“ ] remember thee—my poor dead child—born
in May, dead in Autumn.”

Thus sang the woman upon the earth, and gave
suck to her child, and wept and wept.

I wiped her tears dway ; God knows how many
times I wiped her tears away.

But yesterday there was a strange scene ! Hast
thou beheld it, moon in the sky?

The melancholy mother was sitting upon the
earth ; sisters and brothers, then, all her children,
surrounded her.

Every one of them sware in her ear brotherly
love to sister and brother upon the earth.

Then the mother kissed them all and ceased to
weep.

And I asked the star of the morning if it could
tell the names of the mother and children I saw
upon the earth, and from whence they came?

And I heard :—

* The mother is Nature, and her children,in
times past, were mankind-sinners.”




a ey

ON TWO ARTICLES

Devil take me if I can make a Preface to my
book. For ages past a book without a preface
has been considered like the Old Testament
without the Evangely of Jesus Christ—like a pro-
phecy withcut a fulfilment. Indeed I look upon
every book in the world, not tuking into account
the holy halo of belief, as an Old Testament ; and
every preface in the world, not taking into ac-
count paralytic and miracle cured women, as a
New Testament. But every bock in the world
has, like the Old Testament, a beginning and an
end ; and thus, authors had no difficulty in tacking
together a prefoce-cloak for their books after the
fashion that the New Testament was made. But
My Book ! My book is without beginning and
without end. It is only an Arsis and a Thesis—a
hard and a soft svllable out of the book of fate,
which 1 have taken from two different places,
and have put together as fancy prompted, and
have given it to men to read. How, then, is
it possible to make a preface to such a book ? So,
no preface. But somnething on the Arsis and on

the Thests.

On the Arsis of my Dook.

The Arsis 1s taken from a place in the Book of
Fate, which is written with the eve and beart-
fluids of the past and the present.
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Pawnbroker-Jew in Christian German Uni-
versities, who askest, after the expired time, thy
money of a student, and he prolongs the time of
payment with his scorn which thou darest not
answer with thine—with his lies which thou must
regard as an appendix to the six hundred and three
commandments of God—with his riding-whip
which thou, as the pleasant humour of a Christian
against a Jew, darest not complain of,—O, pawn-
broker-Jew, thy sigh is a human sigh ! I have not
forgotten thee in my Assis !/

%rostituted maiden in royal palace-cities, who
for a long time hast carried on a barter with
cheats, and who now, in the hospital, poor in thy
heart, weepest over thy deceit,—O, prostituted
maiden, thy tear is a human tear! 1 have not
forgotten thee in my Arsis!

&ipsey on the high-ways of the world, whom
kingly-civilized man instructs with police law
ouly, in snow, in rain, in cold, in heat, remote
from habitations and compassionate man,—O,
Gipsey, thou art a wandering man-elegy ! T have
not forgotten thee in my Arsis!

All unhappy men, with this name or that, I
have not forgotten ye in my Arsis/

Scarcely had I said ¢ Farewell’ in my Arsis, to
the unhappy men of the world, when [ saw sud-
denly stand before me a being (a hideous spectral
thing) surrounded with many dogs. Itis, thought
I, it 1s the Satan-father out of Hinam. * Logk,”
the hideous spectre growled in my ear, “ these
are excellent beasts! Every one of these dogs”
the devil went on to say, ‘* has his peculiar vir-
tue. Look at this one here, the fair dog, he
looks well but is, notwithstanding, cowardly ;
but I have at length succeeded in bringing him

: &
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to kill the game while asleep : when he has done
his work thou shouldst see how proudly he shows
his bloody teeth. This dog is called « Nicholas,
Ewperor of Russia.” This couple here that have
stretched themselves out at my feet have ex-
tremely fine noses, and bring me, although not
so much, yet the best game to my palate : the
one that I now kick is called ** Frederic, King of
Prussia;” the other one is called “ Ferdinand,

'Pm_nprm' of Austria.” But thedogthatIam nrmld

, that one that’s licking the tail of the ﬁrst has

t of rh’fnuno came into confidence w;th
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him ; he first caresses the game in a friendly sort
of w
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uns spectnw “fneud This 1s called ** Louis

TPhilinneg Kiro of the Feanalh ? That vmanorva dao
ronippe, 1).”.16 O1 til€ riciicn. siai meéagre adg,
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yonder that run to me not long ago as another
uxeu, that uugl shall bllUUL, for he has deceive
me. I thouwht at, ﬁlst that he would become
InV Iavounte (l()g, 10[' l 1ever saw a Deabn Iau on
a herd of wame so furlously, but I soon found
him so outrageously hungry that I got nothing of
his prey. The meagre dog doomed to death is
named ** Ernest, hmg of ﬁanover ” I have not, as
yet, discovered any particular virtues in the
other dogs: they run after the four first-men-
tioned ones, and do as they do. Now thou art
curious, perhaps, to know who I am ; but I cannot
tell thee myv proper name; thus much I can say,
—I am a most ancient Thourrht which from
ceneration to generation takes on new corporeal
vestments. My present vesument IS the flesh of
mo Pope, of the Metropolitan, of Protestant
b hops, of missionaries to heathens, of mission-

f—

aries to Jews, and of all Christian mx(uic More
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must thou not know .. . Ha! ha! ha!ha! ha!”
The spectre disappeared.

0O, Nicholas, Frederic-William, Ferdinand,
Louis-Philippe, Ernest, and the rest, I have not
forgotten you in my Arsis/ -

- O, Pope, Metropolitan, Protestant bishops,
missionaries to heathens, missionaries to Jews,
and the rest, I have not forgotten you in my
Arsis!

ON THE THESIS OF MY BOOK.

The Thesis have I taken from a place in the
Book of Fate written with the smiles of man.

O, pawnbroker-Jew, there have I again thought
on thee! But then men have forgotten thy name
of scorn and have called thee brother !

O, prostituted maiden, there have I again
thought on thee! But then men have forgotten
thy name of shame, and have again restored to
thee thy lost riches of heart ! No one shall de-
ceive thee more, for thou shalt he neither hungry
nor cold !

O, gipsey, there have I again thought on thee!
But then have men forgotten thy name of dis-
grace, and the tables of the laws of human hap-
piness are hung upon thy breast!

0, Nicholas, Frederic-William, Louis-Philippe,
Ernest, and the rest, there have I again thought
on you! But you were then no more, and were
spoken of as men speak of past terrible famines
with their teeth of death!

O, Pope, Metropolitan, protestant bishops,
missionaries to heathens, missionaries to Jews,
and the rest, there have I again thought on you!
But you were then no more, and were spoken of
as men speak of past pestilences!

G 2
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I asked men if they knew anything of a spectre
that wore, from generation to generation, vest-
ments of priest-flesh, and hunted men with dogs.
No one knew. But an old man took my Land,
and led me to a grave, open and empty. “ Seest
thou who lies in this grave ?”” asked the old man.
T answered, * I see nothing!” It is so,” said
the old man, “ NoTHING, FANCY, in the heads
of past men became holy-flesh—hecame priests,
and, with many dogs, spread terror and death
amongst men! NoTHING, FaNcY, lies buried
here !”

After this interpretation of the old man, I
said to my printer, “ My book is ready.” It is
ready——lil}('e the melancholy book of desires—
without beginning, without end, without preface !
When the sons of the Neva, of the Vistula, of
the Seine, of the Thames, the sons of all waters,
shall give their hands to each other as brothers
who recognise each other; when the proud
polished daughter of Golgotha, and the gentle
timid daughter of Zion, shall kiss each other as
sisters who recognise each other; when the na-
tions of this and of every sea shall greet each
other as friends who recognise each other; then
will my book begin! When the men, who shail
then have no particular names, of the Neva, of
the Seine, of the Thames, and of all waters, shall
wash their hands from blood, from the black
blood of their profane and holy tyrants who bare
man-hatred and man-murder in the world, then
will my book end! When happy men shall rack
their brains to find out the meaning of two dis-
covered hievoglvphic words, “subject,” and “ pe-
actent,” then will the preface of my book be
written, and I shall rejoice in my book; but, at
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iresent, I rejoice not in my hook. At present,
ings and priests, the coward dogs, play the
mighty lions, and to be strong, make peace with
one another. At present, the people, mankind,
the mighty lions, play the coward dogs, and to
be weak, hate one another, and they suffer them-
selves to be torn by the coward dogs. At present,
my book is without beginuing, without end,
without preface.....Itis a sound....it is againa
sound....the whole—a terrible-beautiful dream
on the wings of my sighs !



EXPECTATIONS OF THE AUTHOR
OF THE CRITICS

a la LOUIS PHILLIPPE and a la POPE.

A PERSONAIL CHAPTER TO THE TOREGOING

NEW BIBLE OF MANKIND.

THE CRITICS ¢ lu LOUIS PHILIPPE.

In the year 1833 I wrote, in Strasburg a “ vile”
book, under the title of < Perenna, oder die Freifeit
jetzt und einst:” Perenna, or Freedom of the
present and future. Scarcely had this book
appeared when the Prefér made inquiries of my
Maltre d Hotel as to how it fared with my sto-
mach. “ But so-so,” replied my landlord. ¢ Mr.
Blumenfeld eats once a day, alternately, bread,
radishes and potatoes, and drinks twenty times
a day of our Rhine-water.” I thought as much,”
said the Prefét, “ no one could otherwise have
written such an abominable book. T will, how-
ever, take care,” continued the Prefét,  that Mr.
Blumenfeld shall, in future, write something
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better, if he is determined to write. You ought to
know, my friend, what Louis Philippe says on
this subject. It is this, *“ All books come out of
the stomach !  This critical thought 1s so old
and so great that 500 years before the birth of
the mother of God, and 517 years before the
birth of God, it could not enter into the heads of
the 70,003 disciples of the philosopher Kung-Fu-
Dsu! In accordance witl: this great critical
thought 1 have received an order from the King’s
Government to send your lodger, Mr. Blumenfeld,
with the allowance of an Officier en ritraite, into
the interior of France, where he will also have
the offer of a post as Professor of German
Literature.”

As soon as 1 heard ail this T went to the Pre-
i to convinee him that the above critical thought
of Louis Philippe was false, 1 endeavoured,
with ail my philosophy, to beat this critical
thought out of the Prefé’s head, but 1 found
1t impossible.  Louis Philippe’s critical thought
hed fixed itself so firmly to the teeth of the Prefét,
(hat to have dispossessed him of the critical
thought I should have had to pull out all his
teeth. As I could not do this I was obliged to
reconcile myself to go to Beaune with the pay of
an Officier en 1étraite, and, in the college there, to
take the chair of Professor of German Literature.

In the year 1834 1 wrote in Beaune again a
* vile” book, under the title of * Les Soupirs de la
Pologne,” * Polonia’s Seufzer :"—The Sighs of Po-
land.* Scarcely had this little work appeared
when the Sous- Prefét Peau*¥¥ and the Maire

——e

*This work was published in Dijon in the French and
German languages.
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Pou*#** sent for the Director of the College, and
received him with these words,—* Well, another
vile book out of the stomach! Tell us, Monsieur
le Directeur, in God’s name, how does Mr. Blu-
menfeld live?’ ¢ He eats,” replied the Director,
« four times a day, eleven dishes altogether, and
drinks three bottles of wine, a glass and a half
of water, two cups of coffee without milk, and one
glass of wormwood.” * Ha,” exclaimed Peau¥¥**
and Pou*** < a]l these things in a democratic sto-
mach could not but produce such an abominable
book ! Go, Monsieur le Directeur, and tell your
Professor Blumenfeld that we have received an
order from the King's Government to withdraw
from him his officer’s pay, to remove him from
his professorship, and to exile him to England,
where his vile stomach will come in contact with
nothing but fog, air, and Thames-water ; and thus
will he cease to vomit such vile books into the
world.”

I had a good deal, indeed, to say against this,
but I was obliged to give up my pay, and my
%rofessor’s chair, and suffer myself to be sent to
England. :

When T had been in England a couple of years
I wrote again a book, the foregoing < New
Ecce Homo.” ¢ This book,” will exclaim the
Ministers of Louis Philippe in a rage as soon
as they see the title, “is the Ne plus ultra of vile-
ness! O, this * New Ecce Homo,”” will they
continue, * this horrid book comes not from fog,
air, and Thames water! We could swear that
the author’s stomach had come in contact in
England with roast beef and half-and-half, and
thereby has this vilest book in the world. been
generated !”"—I should not answer Louis Phil-

G o
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lippe’s Ministers a word, had I not perceived
that the Ministers of Queen Victoria had recog-
nised, with Louis Phillippe, that every demo-
cratic word comes out of the stomach. The

Ministers of Queen Victoria have recently barred
the entrance to some dozen stomachs on hearino

them utter a few * vile” anti-kingly words. Under
thege ('lrnnmcfanr-nq T know not what demongtra-
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tion will be made with my poor stomach when

they see my Ecce Homo.* Bar, if you like, my

stomach also Ministers, bar my stomach! But
I have to tell you, stomach animals, you know
not whence my, to you | unwelcome, hooks come ;
they come not * out of the stomach,” they come
out of the heart! Out of my heart come the
spectres wiich throw into the ears of kings, to
harrass and vex them, the interrozations and ex-
clamations of suffering and dying “man!  Qut of
my heact come the d‘uk family and Christian
names of kingly crimes! Out of my heart come
all the old and young dead joys of man that point
with their fingers at kings, and say io one
another, * These are our murderers!” Out of
my heart comes this book of the condemnation
of kings! God wrcte this book in my heart!
But ye are hungry hateful worms—come then and

eat my stomach, my brain, my heart—and ye will

# T expect this. Seeing that I must not behold my
Iamer.auu, romnu the LHgHSﬂ Government were s0O
moved with my lot ‘that ev ery week it takes out of the
?nnp]ne nocket ten shillinegs and egives them. out of nure
humanity, to me. I expect now, that the English Go-
vernment will take ten shlhmos every week out of the
peoples’ pocket, and put them, out of pure humanity, into
their own.
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scent still more of human corses, and your scent
will be to ye a still viler book than this, and in
your own scent finally ye will be suffocated !

THE CRITICS ¢ le POPE.

Chinese, Turks, Jews, Burmese, Tartars, and
Ottomaks, when those brigands of souls called
Christian missionaries shall attack you to seize
your belief and murder your reason, and you have
no arms wherewith to resist these brlgmds, then
come to England, see there a ‘ Sunday,” and you
will put these brigands to flicht, and will con-
tinue to be happy Chinese, Turks, Jews, Burmese,
Tartars, and Ottomaks. Bat if England is too
far for you to come to see o ¢ Sund’ly, then will 1
describe one to you :—

This day is there a day of terrific tempest,
On it men’ cease to seek food for their children ;
on it men cease to jest—to laugh—to speak to
each other; on it men are troubled and conceal
themselves; on it Satanic thunder is heard
pealing from church towers and stupifying the
souls of men; on it men ﬂee, madman like, into
the churches where out of jaws * God’s words’
and prayers,—black invisible lightnings,—fall
upon the good thoughts of men and kill them ; ;
on it men come out of .churches so full of < God’
that no room is left in them for human feeling;
and then they slowly go home with their heavy
burthen of ¢ God,’ eat their leg of mutton and their
plum pudding, and go to s]eep

Chinese, Turks, Jews, Burmese, Tartars, and
Ottomaks, when you haveseena‘ Sunday’ in Eng-
land or read this description of it, then will you
not become unhappy Christians, and I, the author
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of this book, shall escape from a great peril. 1
will tell you how. In the good old Christian
times, the Critics & la Pope have, as you know,
poisoned, drowned, or burned such a hereticas I
am. It was then very bad for the heretic’s poor
body, but his heretic soul, at least, remained un-
touched by them. In the present pious Christian
time it is otherwise. The Critics @ la Pope go to
church and pray for a poor heretic such as I am.
This is worse than poisoning, drowning, and
burning. Their prayers are a slow fire into which
every good Christian mercifully casts the heretic
body and the heretic soul ; and ever ever merci-
fully turns both about and about until they are
both slowly entirely consumed. This terrible
effect of pragers takes place so long as one does
not know what priest-prayer is; but as soon as
men know its true nature then is priest-prayer
for the heretic-body and the heretic-soul not a
bit worse than the sneeze of a cat. See then,
what great peril 1 have escaped from by telling
you, Chinese, Turks, Jews, Tartars, Burmese,
Ottomaks, and all readers, in my description of a
¢ Sunday’ in England what priest-prayers are.
And repeating again to all my brethren in the
world that all priest-prayers for heretics and sin-
ners are nothing but a satanically disguised
rebellion against mankind, so I cease to fear
even the most ardent prayers of the Critics a4 la
Pope.

I{)Iy old servant has helped me to an entirely
new idea. I was not aware that in my absence
she read through all the proofs of my Ecce Homo
as the printer sent them to me, with a care equal
to my own. To-day as she brought my breakfast
o me, she hegan to cough. She coughed three
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or four times successively, which I knew to be .
the herald to something the old woman had
to say. I therefore looked at her enquiringly.
The old lady’s object seemed attained, and she
began—* Don’t be offended, Sir, but 1 have read

our book.” ¢ O, 'm not in the least offended,”

replied ; “ but what else have you got to say ?”
“ You have wrote,” said she, ¢ some fine things
for the priests !” ¢ Have I not, old lady,” said I ;
‘¢ the priests will pray fervently for me !” “ Pray?”
exclaimed she, ¢ pray? they’ll tear your eyes
out, and pursue you with the Pope’s slipper into
hell, aucF will so frightfully malign you that
heaven and earth will tremble. Pray for you?
pray? ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!” “How,” I said,
mali$n me and not pray?” ¢ To be sure, to be
sure!” exclaimed she.

O, if I knew this for certain, then would I
strike out all that I have written of the Critics @
la Pope, say not a word about them, and be per-
fectly quiet. 1f the pious Critics d la Pope would
injure me, God grant it may be as my old ser-
vant said, otherwise must I, in my apprehen-
sion of their prayers, let stand my address to
the Chinese, 'lPurks, Jews, Burmese, Tartars, and
Ottomaks !
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FIRST POSTCRIPT.

Patranage.

My, A-posteriori, who is a hair-dresser at the
court and a philosopher, said to me, *Mr.
Blumenfeld, you ought to obtain the patronage
of the Queen-dowaoer, or of Lord Loudonderry,
or of the Duke of W eﬂmotnn for your book.”
“ What do you say, Mr. A-posteriori,” [exclaimed,
“ the patronage of the Queen-dowager, of Lord-
Londonderry, of the Duke of Wellington, for my
book ? Would not the Queen dowager let loose
all her little and great lap-dogs at me? Would
not Lord Londonderry challenge me with his
riding-whip to an affair of honour? Would not
the adored Messias of the Waterloo-world send
against me sixty thounsand merciless angels from
quasxa—-—% soon as they saw my book 77 ** They
would nof see your Look,” said the *hilosopher,
blowing from his sleeve some powder which had
fallen from some court-wig, * they would not see
your book ; they would read your most respectful
request for their gracious patronage, throw your
bookaside,and send you such a note as this:—We

are extremely delighted with your work, and feel
great pleasure in according to it our gracious
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patronage, and we shall be most happy in re-
commending it to the notice of the court, as well
as to the fashionable world!” * But, of what
advantage would such a note be to me?”
“ Much,” replied A-posteriori, *“ very much.
Nobody would open your book, and everybody
would praise it as a master-piece !” ¢ That
~would not be well for my book,” said I, “and I
will tell you-why. More than a thousand years
ago some one, probably a court hair-dresser and
ﬁhilosopher, advised our gracions God to put
imself under the patronage of the Pope. God
did so, and ever since no one sees him, and every
one praises him. But some time back, God said
to the angel Mimili, < The Pope is a rogue, he
has granted me his holy patronage and thrusts
me into the farthermost heaven where nobod
sees me, so that men in their troubles may have
recourse to Aim, Gud’s patron; he allows me in
my invisibility to be well praised, so that e may
escape from being hanged for his rogue’s tricks.
Mimili, it gives me great pain that [ am not seen,
and that [ am praised ” I say to you, Mr.
A-posteriori, what God said to Mimili.” I
trust,” replied the philosopher, ‘that the pa-
tronage of the Queen-dowager, of Lord London-
derry, or of the Duke of Wellington, would be of
more service to you than the patronage of the
avaricious Pope has been to God. [t is true that
your book might be as little seen and as much
praised as God ; but you would get placed upon
the list of the five thousand seven hundred and
fifteen writers who, under high patronage, cast
their good thoughts as dung to obtain golden
fruit. If you will do that, only say the word,
and to-morrow yeur name shall appear gloriously
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in the ¢ Morning Post,” and in the ¢ Times,” and
you will be a celebrated poet!” ¢ But,” I said,
*“ rnust I not first become a court-dog? O ye five
thousand seven hundred and fifteen writers of
the kingdom, come and teach me to become like
yon—to be a dog! Until I have learnt that, my
nook will be, 1in the hands of the Queen-dowager,
or of Lord Londonderry, or of the Duke of Wel-
lington, as misplaced as the name of God in the
mouth of the Pope. Therefore, Mr. A-posteriori,
it only remains for my book to be, without pa-
tronage, read and maligned by the whole court,
which will be as agreeable to me as it will, one
day, be to God, to be blasphemed by the Pope,
when he shall have ceased to be his patron.
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SECOND POSTSCRIPT.

Friendship— Acknowledgments.

I cannot help it, I must begin with the sta-
tistics of the classes of man on the earth, There
are, strictly speaking, but two classes of men on
the earth—oppressors and oppressed. To the former
class belong :—

Czar . . . . 1
Emperors . . . . 4
Kings . . . . 102
Princes . . . 5,003
Those who boast of their pure royal

blood . . . 70,000
Nobles of first rank . e 500,000
Ditto of second rank . . 1,000,003
Ditto of third rank . . . 1,203,000

Noble bastards, and those whose
nobility dated from the time
their teeth begun to tumble out 3,000,019

Rich idlers . . . 23,002,011
Pope . . . . 1
Metropolitans . . . 2
Cardinals . . A 72
Bishops . . . . 464
Monks and nuns . . . 300,003

Priests . . . . 2,800,000
Devout school teachers, pious heroic

poets, biographers of kings and
saints, respectable thieves, and
newspaper writers . . 6,000,000

Total . . 37,880,685
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Which, it may be said, en passant, might all be
hung in a single forest of Poland.

To the second class belong :—
Slavish working men . . 962,183,204

In an old, old war among men, the eunning
priests slipped through the gate of heaven into
the citadel of the reason of the greater part of
mankind, and made themselves masters of it,
and men then became poor working slaves. But
the war hegins again. Already have many out
of the fortress of their reason driven the priests
through the gate of hell to the devil. The ex-
cellent men who have so done, the priests call
“rebels.” With one of these *“ rebels” I have had
the happiness to make acquaintance, it is the
translator of this my book, of whom I must here
speak. Messieurs the bishops, priests, and the
twelve light infantry regiments of missionaries,
who, in their fighting for God, lose not a drop of
blood, who discharge their godly lies like bullets
at men, and receive from them, on their part,
with the same furor solid earthly sovereigns,
and from the wounds of which they live abo-
minably long and well; all these gentlemen, I
say, will, after they have done with me, then
most likely, fall upon the “ rebel,” my friead D.
If they would, Louis-Philippe-like, attack his
stomach, if they should say, * the stomach of
the rebel translator is right sinful; among the
much veal, beef, and pork in his stomach, not a
bit of Jesus-flesh of the holy sacrament enters !”
Or, if they say, “in fast-time when the stomach
of a good Christian should look like the sorrowful
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hut of a poor man, the rebel has hung’in his
stomach, sausages, bacon, and goose livers!” Or,
if they say other things of his stomach; for in-
stance, that “he has put into it pork-chops of

.those swine into which the Lord Jesus drove the
devil, ergo, this translator is a great sinner!” If
they say such like things, then I could not dare,
much as I regard him, to take my friend, with
80 many palpable sins, under my protection.
But I believe that the priests will take occasion
to attack the kead and heart of my friend. As
to his head, they will probably say :—

First. The rebel has not well understood this
vile book. :

Second. He has wrongly translated it.

Third. He has, in translating it, altered many

arts.

P If, sir Priests, ye shall so say, asIlive I must
say ye are hars! For,

Ferst. The “ rebel ” has well understood this
“ vile ” book.

Second. He has rightly translated it.

Third. He has not, in translating it, altered a
single word.

very variation from the original in the trans-

lation comes from me, the author himself. Thus
I have written the first and last chapter for this
“ English edition ;” they are not contained in the
original. All the songs therein which could not be
translated literally, I have recomposed in prose,in-
- troduced new ideas in the place of others,given a
new strophe, and sometimes an entirely new song.
There are also in the prosaic part of the wor
some few alterations introduced. These also are
from myself. The ‘ rebel” has done nothing
more than give back again my thoughts in
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Englisk in a way that a creator and master
of great and new ideas could not better do.
He has translated it with a clear, penetrating,
and poetical spirit, which the work required. So,
holy liars, leave my friend’s head alone! As to
his heart, you will probably say, ¢ the rebel (as it
has been said men formerly did to the devil) sold
himself to the heretic author. If I was the king
of Prussia,and my friend D.wasJacobi*, a certain
Jew, who, with his bag on his back, comes outthe
Prussian king’s house, and calls out in the street,
“ Buy the ¢ Lamentations of a Jew,” and the love
of swine-flesh and Jesus Christ, buy! buy!”
and you were then to speak of the self-selling of
my friend, then would I immediately send you,
for a truth, to the fortress of Glogau for twenty
years. But to say that I have bought a man
with head, hands, and feet, when I am not in a
condition to buy a single ox-tongue, which I am
very fond of, then must I, for a lie, not having a
fortress, send you to all the devils for life !

I knew not Mr. D. Some one gave him my
book ; he read it and translated it. The pub-
lisher of this English edition would pay him for
his arduous lakour, and the latter wished no
money.

Under the melancholy sky of exile, I sought
the habitation of « man, and Mr. D. opened
friendly to me his house.

Every one makes for himself in his dying hour
two little registers in his thought—one of his

# This man was tempted by the King of Prussia’s
Friederichsd’ores to write a book entitled “ The Lamenta-
tions of a Jew,” in which he seeks to convert the Jews to
Christianity,
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" best friends, the other of his worst enemies of
his life; and he holds them fast in his memory.

As yet no dying man has told me wherefore he

does this; but I believe that before a man diesall

the pains and all the joys of his life come from

all parts in garments of his enemies and of
his friends of his whole life, and they place them-

selves near his death-bed ; he then regards them
bitterly and smilingly, and he makes these regis-

ters of his enemies and of his friends, whom he
-will present to God! When I, one day, shall

make my melancholy aud my joyful registers,
then, in that of my worst enemies—the hateful

king and priest—and in that of my best friends,

the estimable D. will indeed. not be wanting. .

J. C. BLUMENFELD.
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NOTE.

When this translation went to press it was
clear to me that a note ought to accompany it
explanatory of the differences which they who
have the original will perceive; but the author
himself has said in his postscript nearly all that
I intended myself. Nevertheless I will observe
that it must occur to many with respect to the
faithfulness of the translation of this ‘¢ gospel,”
that it comes before readers under better cir-
cumstances than other books similarly entitled,
standing as it does singularly exempt from the
stigma of false renderings, interpolations, &c.,
the work having been done under the frequent
superintendence of the author, and the imprimatur
given by himself to the several sheets as they
passed to the printer.

For the style; as simplicity is the charac-
_ teristic of the original, so | sought to make it
that of the translation ; and with this object I
did it/ as far as I could, into simple English. I
trust this simplicity of language may not perplex
some readers more accustomed to long words
signifying nothing than to short words conveying
ideas. [If it, however, is so, by applying to old,
or some of the new, cyclopwedias, compendiums,
and dictionaries, or to those misguided or mis-
guiding brethren who exercise the calling of
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* Gospel-teachers,” or to the Societies for dif-
fusing Christian Knowledge,—these simplicities
may be thereby rendered sufficiently obscure for
their enfeebled comprehension. Having written
this, I said to my friend the author, ““ Alas, how
many will not understand the types of your b ook !”
To which he replied, —

“ I have seen men to whom human sighs are
merry ¢ Strauss-waltzes.” They dance to them,
they laugh at them with their beloved maidens’
and their beloved wives, and they do not even
think of paying the poor musicians, imagining
that sighing men are harps which God plays on
for therwr pleasure !

* One day, however, when men shall cease to
dance and to laugh while hearing the sick and
broken tones of the human heart, and when they
will understand them better, they will then also
cease to think the words of my book incompre-
hensible; for the words therein do but point at
human sighs and human sufferings, which are the
ONLY sins of the world, and from whick the arm
of man is God’s oNLY Redeemer.” :

With this answer of the author, I leave this
book to its destiny.

Tue TRANSLATOR.

FINIS.

H, HETHERINGTON, PRINTER, 126, sTRAND,



