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Of love

Francis Bacon

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

You may observe, that amongst all the great and worthy persons (where
of the memory remaineth, either ancient or recent) there is not one, that hath
been transported to the mad degree of love: which shows that great spirits, and
great business, do keep out this weak passion. You must except, nevertheless,
Marcus Antonius, the half partner of the empire of Rome, and Appius Claudius,
the decemvir and lawgiver; whereof the formerwas indeed a voluptuous man, and
inordinate; but the latter was an austere and wise man: and therefore it seems
(though rarely) that love can find entrance, not only into an open heart, but also
into a heart well fortified, if watch be not well kept.

It is a poor saying of Epicurus, "Saris magnum alter alteri theatrum sumus".
As if man, made for the contemplation of heaven, and all noble objects, should do
nothing but kneel before a little idol, and make himself a subject, though not of
the mouth (as beasts are), yet of the eye; which was given him for higher purposes.

It is a strange thing, to note the excess of this passion, and how it braves the
nature, and value of things, by this; that the speaking in a perpetual hyperbole,
is comely in nothing but in love. Neither is it merely in the phrase; for whereas it
hath been well said, that the arch-flatterer, with whom all the petty flatterers have
intelligence, is a man's self; certainly the lover is more. For there was never proud
man thought so absurdly well of himself, as the lover doth of the person loved; and
therefore it was well said.

That it is impossible to love, and to be wise. Neither doth this weakness

appear to others only, and not to the party loved; but to the loved most of all,



excepl the love be reciproque. For it is a true rule, that love is ever rewarded,
either with the reciproque, or with an inward and secret contempt.

By how much the more, men ought io beware of this passion, which loseth not
only other things, but itself! As for the other losses, the poet's relation doth well
figure them: thal he that preferred Helena, quitted the gifts of Juno and Pallas.
For whosoever esteemeth too much of amorous affection, quitteth both riches and
wisdom.

I know not how, but martial men are given to love: I think, it is hut as they
are given to wine; for perils commonly ask to be paid in pleasures.

There is in man's nature, a secret inclination and motion, towards love of
others, which if it be not spent upon some one or a few, doth naturally spread
itself towards many, and maketh men become humane and charitable; as it is seen
sometime in friars.

Nuptial love maketh mankind; friendly love perfecteth it; but wanton love

corrupteth, and embaseth it.
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Our love is simple as a song

Rabindranath Tagore

ands cling to hands and eyes linger on eyes: thus begins the record of
Hour hearts.
It is the moonlight night of March; the sweet smell of henna is in the air; my
flute lies on the earth neglected and your garland of flowers is unfinished.
This love between you and me is simple as a song.
Your veil of the saffron colour makes my eyes drunk.
The jasmine wreath that you wove me thrills to my heart like praise.
It is a game of giving and withholding, revealing and screening again; some
smiles and some little shyness, and some sweet useless struggles.
This love between you and me is simple as a song.
No mystery beyond the present; no striving for the impossible; no shadow
behind the charm; no groping in the depth of the dark.
This love between you and me is simple as a song.
We do not stray out of all words into the ever silent; we do not raise our
hands to the void for things beyond hope.
It is enough what we give and we get.
We have not crushed the joy to the utmosi to wring from it the wine of pain.

This love between you and me is simple as a song.
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Childhood

Charlotte Bronte

It was in the cold weather, which follows the shortest day that we first came

lo England. 1 was a little child at the time perhaps four years old, or between
that and {ive. The sea voyage is well remembered by me; the milky greenness of
the waves, the curl of the foam, the dark meeting of December sea and sky, the

glinting sea~hirds and passing ships, made each an imprinl on my vision which |

yel retain worn but not obliterated.

Where did we come? Where had we lived? What occasioned this voyage?
Memory puzzles herself to reply to these questions. She reflects with finger raised
to her lips and eyes bent on the pavement. She turns to her chronicle and searches

its faded pages where the records are so pale, brief, and broken: this is all she

reads we came [rom a place where the buildings were numerous and stately,
where before while house~{ronts there rose here and there trees straight as spires,
where there was one walk broad and endlessly long, down which on certain days
rolled two tides: one of people on foot, brightly clad with shining silks, delicate
bonnets with feathers and roses, scarves fluttering, little parasols gay as tulips;
and the other of carriages rolling along rapid and quiet. Indeed, all was quiet in

this walk

We had lived in a house with slippery floors and no carpets; a house with

it was a mysterious place, full of people bul without noise.

many mirrors and many windows. In this house I know there was a hall with a
door of red and violet glass, glowing brilliant in the shade of that end opposite
the entrance. The bright portal opened into a garden, small but green, where there

was turf, many flowers, and one tree. What chiefly made it green and filled it with

leaf was the curtain of vines concealing the high walls vines I know they were,

because I remember both the grapes and the curled tendrils.

With whom did we live? To this question I can only reply with my father;

and of him I have twenty reminiscences, but they are all scant and fragmentary.



My father

had in those early days. | had an unreasonable wish to be always with him: and

papa, as I called him was the origin of all the punishments |
to this end, whenever the nurse who had charge of me turned her back, | was apt
to escape from the nursery and seek the study. Then I was caught, shaken. and
sometimes whipped, which 1 well deserved.

Whether my father knew how much I prized his presence I cannot pronounce.
He was much engaged all day, frequently out, and when at home other gentlemen
were with him; but it often happened of an evening that he would suddenly enter
the nursery, come up to me as [ sat in my little chair, stand a moment looking
down at me, and as 1 held up my arms, full of pleasure, he would stoop, lifi me,
take me to his heart and say. "Polly may come downstairs now and he papa's little
visitress."

Papa had a wonderfully interesting style of conversation, intelligible to my
childish brain, delightful to my childish heart. He charmed while he 1aught me.
I think he had a quick, fiery temper: his brain was indeed gentle for me, but not
always for others. I remember him both hasty and stern, but never with me. 1
never irritated him, never feared to do so. How | liked 10 stroke his dark face with
my hands, to stand on his knees and comb his hair, to rest my head against his

shoulder and thus fall asleep!
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