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abit of a 

By EDWARD  RAYMOND TURNER 

HEREVER  primitive society is, discerned, even dimly, 
there is cruelty also. With  primitive people it  lingers 

down to the present  time;  there is torture -or ‘frightful 
vengeance from  the  fury of the African  savage or the island 
chieftain in forgotton  wastes of the sea. Diminishing 
slowly, it accompanies the upward  progress of men. As 
early civilization begins, fearful punishments  remain t o  the 
prerogative of the  ruler or receive sanction of codified law. 
The  penalties meted out by Assyrian  potentates  still start 
from  the  tablets of Koyunjilr and  Nimrud to  affright  the 
curious in museums. In  Italy  the servile  revolts produced 
unnumbered crosses, each with its wretch nailed upon it. 
Along the  Barbary coast Moorish tyrants once impaled 
offenders upon great hooks high up in  the city walls, and a 
certain one has  painted a picture of the  throng who flocked 

.outside  to see the unhappy  miscreants  in  their hopeless 
and lingering  torment. Seldom has  there been a nation 
whose  people did  not  witness and approve  unutterable  hor- 
ror. Civilization striving  to emerge  from the lawless times 
when i t  began, power struggling  to  maintain  itself, gave 
awful  punishments as  warning  to disobedient or  transgres- 
sors. For rebels in  the  east,  let  their  throats be choked up 
with  dust,  let  them be impaled. F o r  those who counter- 
feited  the king’s coin in  the Middle Ages, let  them  die slowly 
in  boiling oil. For women  who murdered their husbands, 
let  them  be  burned alive. For those who cheated the cus- 
toms in  France, let  them  be  broken upon the wheel; when 
the bones of every joint  had been crushed  with  metal  bars, 
let the flesh be beaten  to a pulp with  iron  whips;  let them 
die at  last in thirst  and mad  raving. In England let him 
who  would not  put himself upon the  jury be led away  and 
laid upon the ground  and great  weights be put upon his 
breast,  and  let him a t  last die when he  had been slowly 
crushed  together by the e t  dure. John of Ley- 
den,  who  defied the Bishop of Miinster, was bound to  a col- 
umn, and every part of his body torn  with glowing pincers, 
before a crown of gleaming  iron from  the fire mas put upon 
him. Gerard, who struck down William the Silent,  was 
beaten with metal  rods  and  everywhere  crushed  with  red- 
hot pincers. Damien suffered unspeakable torments be- 
fore  he was torn  apart by horses  in the square of Paris. 
Two centuries  ago  punishment for high  treason was a  ghast- 
ly sight  in England. In 1680, in  the chamber of Peers, 
the  High  Steward spoke to  the aged Lord  Strafford:  “The 
Judgment of the Law is . . . That you go to  the Place 
whence you came; thence you must be drawn upon 
a Hurdle  to  the Place of Execution. come there, 
you must  be hanged up by the Neck, but  not till you are 
dead ; for you must be  cut down alive: Your Privy Members 
must be cut off; and  your Bowels ript up, before  your  Face; 
and  thrown  into  the  Fire:  then  your Head must be severed 
from  your Body, and  your Body divided into  Four Quar- 
ters; and  these  must  be at  the Disposal of the King. And 
God Almighty  be  merciful to  your Soul.” 

In the development of judicial  procedure torture became 
to 
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an  important  instrument of legal inquisition. In early 
times, when there was much crime  and  little means of re- 
pressing  it, when the science of evidence was ill understood, 
and when lying  and  knavery flourished, when simple judges 
desired complete proof and had difficulty in obtaining  any, 
that which was  most  desired in  the case of a person guilty 
or suspect  was confession, vera, the proof of all others 
the best. Of old, to obtain this,  torture was used in  Egypt, 
in  Carthage,  and  Assyria. It was well known in Hellenic 
lands, where  many a slave was taken,  and  where sometimes 
a free citizen was thus  put  to death. I t  was  approved by 
Demosthenes and  Aristotle,  and  made the subject of jest 
by the  master of comic writing. In  Rome the  law of tor- 
ture, developing from  the  time of the Twelve Tables, ex- 
panded with the majesty of Roman law  until .it found place 
in  digest  and code. Condemned by the enlightened Cicero 
and also by Seneca, and  praised faintly by Ulpian, it was yet 
used  upon numberless  slaves and  later upon freemen  and 
Christians.  “Burn  Lygdamus ! The slave! Heat  the metal 
plates  white hot!”-in one of the finest of the poems of ~ 

Propertius. As Rome passed away, she  left  her  heritage 
to  the church, which, borrowing so much else, took also 
the “question” as a thing  that was lawful; and the sombre 
and  fearful tales of the Inquisition,  and the  awful  stories 
in numberless forgotten books and  pamphlets  remain to 
show how much of the  spirit of Nero  and Diocletian was 
carried to  the age of the Reformaticm and the  Wars of Re- 
ligion. 

In Italy, in Spain, in France,  in  Russia,  in Scotland, in 
Germanic and Scandinavian  countries, torture was used 
through long ages, until at last it was  diminished  by the 
humanitarianism of the  eighteenth  century  and ended by 
the  spirit of the French Revolution. It is true  that  there 
was for a while much diminution as compared with  the  time 
when edicts went forth  from Rome Milan, or when pro- 
cedure was directed from Constantinople. In  the  barbarian 
codes there  is less of it  than  in  the Roman law beside which 
they grew;  and  in  the kingdoms  founded upon the  ruins 
of Rome proof was sought  partly  in such devices as  com- 
purgation, ordeal, and trial by combat, in which heaven 
was implored to decide, and which, silly and  absurd  as now 
they seem, had less of cruelty  than proceeding with  torture. 
It is also true  that in mediwal  and early modern times 
one kingdom was an honorable exception in the use of 
torture t o  obtain confession. In  England  peculiarity in 
the spirit of legal development brought i t  about that tor- 
ture was never sanctioned by the common law, something 
of which and Coke both boast. But i t  must be 
said that even here  torture  was employed by those  councib 
and  courts which rose  under the king’s prerogative  outside 
the common law, and  that a multitude of men and women 
were  crushed or racked asunder, especially under the Tu- 
dors  and  Stuarts. 

Ghastly stories  torment  the  fancy of those who have 
read them  in  the records or  tales of the past.  The  foot of 
Esmeralda  was  crushed just a little,  and  she accused her- 
self falsely. And from the pages of another novelist of 
France  still  ring  through  the chambers of the mind the 
shrieks of thosebvho in the darkness of their dungeons lay 
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with  legs so crushed that  the bones within  them  were 
crushed. When Anne Askew was taken from the rack her 
joints were so torn  that  she had to be borne t o  the stake. 
The  frontispiece of an old  book about the persecution of 
the Covenanters shows the boots and the thumbkins  in 
crude  drawings whose crudity reveals but too  well the  fear- 
fu l  and  haggard expression of the sufferers. In  Spain, ter- 
ror of things whispered  about the doings of the Holy Office 
was such that  the  sight of Padre Isla’s impostors disguised 
as  Inquisitors was enough t o  render Samuel Simon helpless. 
In  the galleries of the old world there  are rooms accursed 
with  the presence of pictures by those whose fancy was 
anguished with  these  things ; and  they  affrighted  the 
strange,  sad  intellect of the  greatest of American  writers. 
Some may have opened the dusty,  crackling  pages of a pam- 
phlet  in the  British Museum in which an unknown writer 
tells  to  Englishmen a story of the Inquisition: how the 
victim was  stretched upon the rack  until  pain ruled all of 
his body, and the slightest movement sent exquisite  agony 
throbbing  through  every joint; how a  thick  and  wetted 
cloth was thrust down his  throat so that  air was scarcely 
drawn  through; how a t  last  the cloth was  thick  with  the 
blood  of the sufferer’s throat,  and every breath  was got 
with convulsive effort much like the  struggle of death. 

I1 
There is something worse than all this.  Fearsome things 

irk  the mind with  dreariness  and  horror as thought goes back 
by devious ways to black and  awful  happenings of the past, 
through  tradition and  memorial  leading beyond the horizon 
of world’s history, o r  even through  half-forgotten,  half-re- 
membered reminiscences of childhood or vanished racial 
past. Torture  and death  with  pain have not been  employed 
only to  deter  the vicious from evil or force a confession, o r  
by religious  bigots  with hearts  turned  to stone. Far more 
fearful,  they have been the  sport of those who delighted in 
suffering of others. In some fearful way this  has seemed 
to  characterize debased childhood of peoples and individuals 
-the primitive  years of mankind. At times  there  are 
younger folk who take delight in  crushing bugs, in crip- 
pling animals,  or even in  giving t o  other people pain. Mis- 
sionaries  and  explorers have found this  spirit among savage 
peoples in every quarter of the  earth. They have come 
across it in southeast  Asia  and  in  the  lost parts of the 
tropics.  Few of those who first came to America did not 
chance upon it,  and nothing has done more to cast  about 
the red  Indians an evil renown. That  great collection of 

. the  “Jesuit Relations” stands upon the shelves cf libraries 
enshrouded -with grewsome dread,‘for the volumes contain 
so many things which people might wish not to; think about. 

Refugees  gave an appalling account of the martyrdom 
of Fathers Br6beuf and L‘Alemant. Their  hands  were cut 
off o r  pierced with  sharp awls o r  iron  points;  under  their 
armpits  and under their loins were  put red-hot hatchets, 
while a necklace of heated  hatchets was hung  about the 
neck, so that  in no posture could the sufferers escape tor- 
ment, and  round  them were placed belts of bark filled with 
pitch  and  resin which, set afire, roasted  all of the body. 
Pieces of the  thighs  and of the legs  were  cut  away and 
broiled and eaten, while red-hot irons were  inserted  in  the 
wounds. Of Father Br6beuf the scalp and  the lips were 
torn off and,  the nose cut away. Into  the eyes of Father 
L’Alemant burning coals were set. The one escaped from 
his  misery after while; the  other suffered sixteen  hours. 

According to  narrators of these old accounts, the  great- 
est pleasure of the savages  was to listen  to  the  shrieks of 
their victims, and  they  desired t o  prolong to  the utmost the 
tortures inflicted, which commonly lasted  throughout  an 
entire  night. On one  occasion, when a large number of 
captives had been taken, they were  distributed  through  the 
neighboring villages, so that all might  share  in  the sport. 
A young Algonquin was taken by the Iroquois:  “they  put 
him to  martyrdom  for  three days and  three nights.” Some 
could scarce  wait  until the principal spectacle was ready. 
A prisoner was bidden to  put  his  hands upon the ground. 
One of the captors then pierced his hands  with  a  heated 
iron  and  did  not cease raising and lowering and sliding 
them along the  iron  until  its glow had quenched. 

A captain of the Iroquois was fastened to  a  stake upon 
a  platform  and  tormented according to  the pleasure of 
every one with flames, firebrands,  and glowing irons, “in 
ways cruel beyond all power of description.” His scalp 
was stripped  from  his head. Tearing himself free, he seized 
in the shreds of his  hands  a  firebrand  and  long defended 
himself from  his yelling assailants who  ceased not to show-. 
-er upon him  firebrands  and coals, while the blood streamed 
from  his head over all of his body. At  length a false step, 
and  he  fell ffom  the scaffold; SG his enemies cast  his body 
into a fire. Again  he  rose  bristling  with  cinders, but  with 
burning  brands clutched in  the  remnants OP his hands,  and 
threatening  his enemies so that they  durst  not touch him, 
tottered  forward t o  burn down their village. But. they 
tripped  him up and  cut off his hands  and  feet  and burned 
his body in many fires and thrust it under  a blazing tree- 
trunk overturned, so that all his body was roasted.  By one 
last  effort he  got  free  again and  struggled  towards  his 
foes on elbows and knees.-All this  starts  forth  from  the 
old page like  a  baleful gleam of hell seen long ago in some 
black nightmare of the past. 

I11 
Something of this  spirit came down through the ages of 

mankind. Caligula, Gaius Cssar, Ezzelino, Ivan  the Ter- 
rible  had much delight in cruelty and  torture.  Shortly  after 
the Norman Conquest there dwelt in England  a  certain Rob- 
ert of Belesme,  who had come in  with  the Conqueror and 
long continued to trouble  subjects  and king. Ordericus 
Vitalis writes of him:  “He  thought  little of mutilating men 
by putting  out  their eyes o r  cutting off their  hands or feet, 
but took keenest joy in deep meditation of unheard-of pun- 
ishments in  the  torture of unhappy wretches,  in the manner 
of Phalaris  the Sicilian. Those whom he  kept  in prison for 
some fault  he  tormented unspeakably, more  savage than 
Nero, o r  Decius, or  Diocletian, whereat  he made cachin- 
nation  and  merry joke with  his  parasites. .He boasted of 
his pleasure at  the  tortures which he inflicted upon his 
prisoners ; cruel, he rejoiced in  the blame of men because 
of the excess of his punishments  and  preferred t o  give  tor- 
ments rather  than by redemption of captives t o  gain  in- 
crease of his  treasure.” 
, If it be true,  this is one of the  things which has  cast 
deepest stain upon the memory of James 11 of England. 
Before he came to  the throne, when he was powerful in 
Scotland, i t  was the custom there  that when any one was 
t o  be struck  in  the boots, it should be done in the presence 
of the council; the  sight  was so dreadful that most of the 
lords withdrew, if they could; but  the Duke looked on with 
indifference, or rather  with  attention,  as a t  some curious 
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experiment; which, says  Burnet,  gave men terrible  ideas 
about him. 

people became better,  there  were  fewer who  would 
have  tortured  for  pleashe,  but  many  were  indifferent  to 
pain inflicted, particularly if inflicted upon an  inferior,  and 
others  were  curious  to  see  what  they would themselves not 
have done. “Come,” says  Xanthias  in one of Aristophanes’s 
plays, “1’11 do a very noble thing f o r  you ; take  and  torture 
this slave of mine.” To prove  his own innocence, he care- 
lessly bids  them  hang  the slave  up,  scourge him,  put him 
to  the rack, or pour  vinegar  into  his  nostrils. A  wondrous 
throng flocked out  to see the  burning  entrails  and  reeking 
quarters of the Regicides after Charles I1 returned.  The 
gentle  Evelyn  saw  not the execution, but  he watched the 
mangled parts borne  past in  baskets on the hurdle. Some 
years before, the same  author  tells  us  that  he  went  to  the 
Chbtelet in Paris, where a malefactor  was t o  be  put  to the 
question. The  prisoner  was,  stretched by ropes  and a wood- 
en horse so that  his  joints  were severed in miserable sort. 
Then  confessing  nothing, two buckets of water  were  poured 
down his  throat, which swelled him  in a manner  frightful 
to see. There  was  another to  ba dealt  with,  but Evelyn 
went away. “Have you ever  seen  one put t o  the  torture?” 
asks a character of Racine. “It is always a pastime f o r  an 
hour o r  two.” - 

IV 
The  American people developed under  circumstances  par- 

ticularly  happy.  There  was  freedom  and  opportunity  and 
escape from  the heavy inheritance  that  the old world strug- 
gled with so long. Power of priest,  ancient custom and 
feudal  law, rank  and caste,  scarcely  existed from  the  start. 
Men fondly  imagined at first that  in America  Utopia might 
be such a one as its author  had  dreamed of. There  was 
not t o  be  torture,  and only one instance of it is known nod 
in  the  history of our  court procedure ; where Giles Cory 
was pressed with  the weight at Salem. When a great  nation 
was  formed, the Constitution of the Union and most of the 
Constitutions of the  States  forbade  cruel and  unusual  pun- 
ishments. There was,  then,  no  question in  the prison cham- 
bers, no horror at the  quartering-block  or  the  stake. So 

Into  this  happy land,  among the  other-races who came, 
there  was  brought a black people to  be  held as slaves, and 
thereafter  as  inferiors or outcasts.  They  were  forced to 
labor, they  were sometimes hard  to manage, they  were sav- 
age,  they  were  uncouth,  they  were black, they  were  differ- 
ent.  In  earliest  times  sinister  things took place, which 
boded ill f o r  the  future.  There  was much terror on the 
lonely plantations of the South,  and some negroes accused 
of atrocious  crimes  were  burned  then.  Hector St. John 
CrBvecczur relates  an  awful  and melancholy tale of the 
negro whom he  saw  in a solitary place fastened up in a 
tree, blinded and almost  eaten  alive by  the  insects  and  birds 
of the  air.  In 1831 the wife of Nat  Turner  was  tortured 
for evidence, and  several sIaves were  burned  with  hot  irons. 
In one of his  early speeches Lincoln alludes to  the mulatto 
in St. Louis  who was suspended by a chain  from a tree  and 
slowly roasted alive. An  author who has examined 

and the has collected not a few  instances 
of negroes  burned to  death  in  the period  before the Civil 
War. The violence of reconstruction  brought nmch terror 
and many  illegal  punishments, but little, if any, of torture. 
As the  years  went on, however, there  was  increase  in  the 

. we have  tried t o  believe. Well, let  us see. 

lynching of negroes  and also in  the  inflicting of pain.  Dur- 
ing  the period 1882-1903 more than 3,000 people were 
lynched in  the United  States, of whom 2,500 were put  to 
death in  the South. Of the  total  number, 2,000 were ne- 
groes, nearly all in  the  South. Generally the method was 
hanging o i  shooting, but  the  writer who compiled these 
statistics noticed a considerable  number of instances  where 
the  culprits  were  burned at the  stake  and expressed the 
belief that  as lynching  continued the‘ severity of the pun- 
ishments increased, and  that  the victims  were tortured 
more and  more  before  death came to  relieve them. 

It is not  easy to  get  authentic  information  about  the  tor- 
turing of persons lynched in  the United  States, because of 
the  distant places where the deeds are  done, because of 
local sentiment,  and because of the illegal circumstances 
attending  the deed. It is  certain  that a considerable  num- 
ber of black people have been burned at the stake.  A  man 
and a woman were  burned to death  in Mississippi in 1904. 
After  the commission of a  very  evil  crime, i t  1s said that 
several  negroes were  gashed  in  every  part of their bodies 
with knives, flayed, and  roasted  alive slowly over a platform 
of green  and  smoking wood. In  Pennsylvania a negro 
criminal  already wounded was  brought  forth  from  his con- 
finement, chained to  the bed in which he  was  carried,  and 
burned  in  the  street,  to  the  great  delight of the mob, who 
thrust  him back into  the fire  whenever he  struggled to  rise. 
On one occasion, when pursuers  were  unable  to  capture a 
fugitive,  they  tortured  instead  the black woman who was 
his wife. Some months  ago there was a horrible occurrence 
in Tennessee,  and  almost  yesterday an, equally dreadful one. 
As a rule, the  story of these  things  is  hushed up. If the 
disgrace is felt  at all, it is stifled, and the  infamy  is soon 
forgotten. Occasionally this is not possible, and  then  the 
event  may  be  taken, not because it is much worse than 
others,  but because it  is  better known, to point moral  and 
bring  repentance and  atonement to  our civilization. 

V 
In  the commonwealth of Texas  there is a city called Waco. 

It has 30,000 inhabitants  and is a prosperous place, well 
dowered with schools and colleges, with public  buildings 
and hotels and banks. Near by, the  wife of a small farmer 
was  criminally  assaulted  and murdered.  Suspicion  pointed, 
justly  it would seem, to a sullen, ignorant  negro  youth, who 
may  have been mentally defective. Indignation  was  great, 
and  there was danger of immediate  lynching, but some 
pledged themselves to let the law  take  its  course if the 
criminal waived his legal rights  and  the  authorities  acted 
with promptness. The  trial was held at once, verdict of 
guilty  was  returned,  he  was  to  be  hanged immediately. 
But a great mob had  thronged  round  the  court house and 
pressed  into the place of trial. It is  said  that low politics 
and low-class public officials abetted  the  spirit of vengeance. 
It was  easy to  get  the prisoner. .He was seized and  hur- 
ried away. 
- ~ There  is confused  account of what followed, since there 
are so many  accounts, but  the  important  facts  are  reported 
as beyond doubt. The  negro  was  dragged down the  stairs. 
Shrieking  and  struggling,  his  clothing  was  ripped  apart, 
his  ear slashed off, and the  organs of sex cut away. A  chain 
was fastened  about  the body, which  was  dragged behind 
an automobile to  the place of execution. On the way,  every 
one who could struck at him  with knives, clubs, and  mis- 
siles, until  the body was  red  all  over with  the wounds. Thus 
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at last  he came to a square which is behind the City Hall. 
Nor fa r  away, under the Mayor’s window, at which that 
official is said to have been standing,  there is z tree which 
should be  cut down, lest its memory curse  those who see 
it in  the  future.  There were great masses of people all 
about, there  were women and children, there were little 
children. There was a small boy up in the branches of the 
death  tree,  where  he  stayed until  the fire caused him to 
come  down. At  the base of this  tree  quantities of inflam- 
mable material  were  gathered. Around the neck of the 
negro  not  yet dead was placed a chain, which was then  car- 
ried over one of the branches above and passed t o  the crowd 
beyond. Then he was jerked  aloft  and lowered into the 
waiting pyre. . As the smoke began  to  rise,  applause  went 
up which was heard  far away, for  there were  many  thou- 
sands of people  who  shouted-in the square, on the sward 
by the City Hall, from the windows, from’the tops of build- 
ings,  and from  trees.  The body was  burned  to a crisp and 
left  until  the  fire had smouldered down. Afterward the 
charred  torso  was  dragged  with a rope by a horseman 
through  the  streets of the city. As this was done, the 
limbs dropped off, children played with  the head, and the 
relics were  taken by those who could get  them.  Such  is the 
tale. The  story of a lowly and despised criminal, for whom 
there may not  be much pity,  nor any of the nobility and 
pathos which has enshrined the  martyrs of Fox. It is the 
story of something  sordid and base  and vile, but  it  is also 
the  story of a community casting  its soul away. 

Cruelty is one of the most  dreadful  things,  and love of it 
most terrible of all. One is  at a loss even to explain it. That 
it is associated with  the  primitive or diseased and wicked 
there seems no doubt. Why do savages  delight  in tortur- 
ing, or  some children in  the  tearing of wings  from off 
beetles? Is’ it mere  primitive love of destruction,  out of 
which civilization struggled  through such  arduous  length 
of time? Why  do tyrants sometimes love to flay and  rack 
and  twist? Why did the Inquisitors  divert themselves with 
the invention of new torments?  From love of power, it 
may be, or  through mental  derangement or sexual perver- 
sion. Some have  thought  from  interaction of anger  and 
fear. One may not perhaps, for  there  are  dark re- 
cesses of the mind not yet explored. And so one may not 
know exactly why men in  Pennsylvania or Texas or Ten- 
nessee have done these  things. It would be possible t o  find 
excuse-the spirit of excitement  and the mob ; extreme 
wrath;  the  desire  to  strike  terror; race hatred  and  bitter 
wrong. But may it not also be largely  desire to  have plea- 
sure  in seeing pain? Whatever it is, we have seen much 
of it in Belgium and Servia  and Armenia,  and  nothing can 
explain it away, as nothing can remove the shame  and  dis- 
grace of it. It would seem to  result  from hideous primitive 
instinct once  common to men, and  still  with some  people, it 
may be with all of us, only partly gone. 

Woe to those who permit it in  their  midst! Not only 
shall their  fair name be gone, but they themselves are  in 
danger;  they  must expect to see this hideous thing,  lurking 
darkly in society, plague  them in  the  administration of their 
prisons  and asylums, show  itself in  the  ordinary  life of the 
base  and uncouth whenever they  get power, and sometimes, 
when the madness of men becomes the  lust  and unreason of 
the mob, burst  forth  with all the  frightfulness it had long 
ago  in  ages of the past. 

Blackbird in Early 

By GRACE HARRIET 

I N Shakespeare’s “Midsummer Night’s Dream” there is 
a reference  to 

The  Ousel-cock so of hue 
With  orange-tawny  bill. 

“The  adult male of this  beautiful  and  well-horn bird,” 
says  an  English ornithologist, “scarcely needs any  other 
description than  that of the poet.”  And it sets one to 
musing on that ever fascinating  and vexed question, “What 
is poetry?” when we note that Aristotle, in  the baldest of 
Greek prose, gives the first picture of the in 
European literature  in much the same  terms.  “The he- 
blackbird,” he says, “is black all over, with a bill of 
Phcenician-red.” And Dionysius, adapting Aristotle,  says : 
“There  be  two  kinds ‘of blackbirds, one black all over, the 
other  with a bill like  unto beeswax, and these  latter  birds 
be the best  singers.” 

In every European  country  the merula is found, 
and the wise in philology tell us that  the  Latin the 
Old High German and  the English o r  

are all kin. So that makes and doublets 
in a way, unlike they are in sound. The word “black- 
bird’’ first occurs in English  in Dame Juliana Berners’s 
“Boke of Saint Albans,” published in 1486, in  the chapter 
on hunting-“the blackbride and the thrush.” Cotgrave, in 
his  French-English  Dictionary of 1660, gives as a definition 
of the  French the  three names, “a mearle, owsell, 
blackbird.” It is not, of course, our own beautiful blackbird 
with  the dash of crimson in  its plumage. The ousel does 
not come to us. It ventures  to  the  Atlantic islands  and to 
Barbary,  and even to  the  Arctic regions, but does not  desire 
our citizenship. 

Strangely enough, the blackbird is hardly mentioned in 
Greek literature before the Hellenistic period. Aristo- 
phanes, with all his  bird lore (he names  seventy-eight 
varieties  in the “Birds”),  has only a passing  jest about a 
blackbird, to which he does not  give the  usual Greek name. 
The  nightingale  and  the cicada, “the wayside nightingale,” 
have been known and loved from  the  earliest times,. Homer 
speaks of both, and  the poets after him  never  weary of 
praising them. Hesiod’s delightful lines about the dark- 
winged, shrilling cicada, sitting on its green bough and 
singing of summer,  feeding on dewdrops, its song  never 
ceasing from dawn to  dark  in  the long  summer day, found 
many echoes  down to  Saint Gregory Nazianzen. “Who 
placed the  lyre  in  the  breast of the cicada and taught it all 
those songs and  chirrupings on the boughs, when, stirred by 
the sun,  they  sing  their midday melody, and make the groves 
vocal, and  cheer the passing  traveller on his  way?” (Rogers’s 
translation). And every one knows Sappho’s lovely and 
untranslatable  line  about the nightingale,- 

qpos (iq68v. 

But no poet speaks of the blackbird’s song  before Theo- 
critus. I will here  attempt a  translation of one of his love- 
liest  epigrams,  a little poem that is instinct  with  the  spirit 
of the pastoral : 

At the oak-coppice, goatherd,  leave the lane 
And you shall come  upon an image rude, 




