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Preface to the Second Ec].i‘cion

When Candide first set forth into the world, in January 1759, he did
not do so under the aegis of M. de Voltaire, the well-known poet,
tragedian, historian, philosopher, and friend of Frederick the Great. As
illegitimate as its hero, the book Candide proposed itself as the work of
“Dr. Ralph”; and if it had not been signed extravagantly between the
lines with another and better-known autograph, would doubtless figure
today only in Barbier and Billard’s labyrinthine listing of anonymous
literature.

The little book made its way, in other words, on its own—was read
because it was amusing, and for that reason alone, and has only lately
started to appear on assigned-reading lists and enumerations of “the
world’s great books.” Now that it is a classic, I suppose the first thing
the startled student must be told is that it is still funny.

The other things about the story, and there are a good many of them,
come a long way after this first article.

Candide is a cruel and destructive book as well as a funny one. Funny
and cruel: the qualities go together more easily perhaps than we like to
think. But they would not suffice for the peculiar vitality of Candide,
unless something else were added. If all it did was demolish a long-
outdated system of German philosophy, its fun might feel as antiquated
and its cruelty as gratuitous as Shakespeare’s puns or Pope’s malignant
hounding after dunces. But Candide’s cruelty is not sour, and its fun
remains modern and relevant. Dozens of heroes in modern fiction are
Candides under one disguise or another, * as our standard heroine is a
reworked Madame Bovary—who herself has more than a touch of Can-
dide in her complexion. Why Voltaire’s little book feels so modern
clearly has something to do with the things it destroys and the way in
which it carries out that work of destruction. But it is neither necessary
nor possible to be peremptory in defining its targets, for satire generally
works more widely than even its creator realizes. There’s something in
it for everyone. So the book’s exact import is evidently up to the decision
of the duly informed and sensitive reader—for whose individual re-
* For example, all the Evelyn Waugh and Aldous  dinous descendants, not to mention the “étranger”

Huxley heroes, as well as Augie March, Holden  of Camus, good soldier Schweik, and an infinity
Caulfield, Huckleberry Finn and all his multitu-  of other battered innocents.
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sponses to the actual work of art there neither is nor can be any substitute.

Though its action scampers dizzily around the perimeter of the civ-
ilized world, Candide is an essentially European book in its passionate
addiction to, and scepticism of, the reasonable life. It could easily have
a number of subtitles other than “Optimism”; one good one would be
“Civilization and Its Discontents.”

The present translation has aimed to be neither literal nor loose, but
to preserve a decent respect for English idiom while rendering a French
intent. It was made from the old standard Morize edition, still a classic
despite its age, and especially useful for the dry, neat erudition of its
notes. But in its late stages, the English text was read against, and
modified to conform with, M. René Pomeau’s 1959 edition, which
introduces a few recent textual modifications. The text of Candide con-
tains little that is problematic; it is clean and clear with only a couple
of unimportant and relatively unsuccessful afterthoughts. When and
where exactly the first printing of the first edition appeared is still doubt-
ful; Voltaire was both a master of publicity and a past master at covering
his tracks. But these fine points are for the difficult determinations of
textual scholars.

As for Voltaire’s prose, it is late in the day to pronounce in its favor;
a translator, however, may speak with special feeling of its lucidity,
lightness, and swiftness of tonal variation. It is a joy to experience.

ROBERT M. ADAMS
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T}le Text of
CANDIDE

or Optimism

translated from the German of Doctor Ralph
with the additions which were found in the Doctor’s pocket
when he died at Minden in the Year of Our Lord 1759

Translated by Robert M. Adams




“Candide” and Mademoiselle “Cunégonde’:
A Note on Their Names

The name of the character Candide comes unchanged from a standard
French adjective, direct counterpart of the English adjective “candid.” Both
words derive from the Latin “candidus,” the primary meaning of which was
white. Snow, swans, and stones were some of the objects to which the
Romans applied the adjective in its primary sense. An extended meaning
came when men standing for public office were expected to wear clean white
togas, hence our modern word candidate. But the word expanded in other
directions too. When applied to people, it took on the extra import of
beautiful; Virgil refers to both Queen Dido and the goddess Maia as candida
(Aeneid 5.70 and 8.138). Another set of Roman meanings grew out of the
concept unspotted, hence honest and fair-minded. Horace refers to Albus
as an unbiased judge of his poems, nostrorum sermonum candide iudex
(Epistles 1.4.1).

Though an English writer as late as Dryden used “candid” in the old
sense of white, it was in a translation from the Latin of Ovid (Metamorphoses
15.60), and the more common usage, both in England and in France,
carried the import of uncorrupted and fair-minded. Pope and Swift use the
word repeatedly in the sense of unbiased; and in disputes over the American
Revolution appeals to “the candid reader” will frequently be found. Quite
a few of these secondary implications of the word cling to Voltaire’s hero;
he is untouched by the smut of the world; he is pure of soul, completely
trusting, and always ready to give the philosophy of Pangloss another trial.
He is such a white innocent that, like Dagwood Bumstead, he never learns
anything and so never grows old.

Mademoiselle Cunégonde—she is always “Mademoiselle” for Voltaire,
being single, as the song has it, “just in the legal sense”—gets her name
from either or both of two high-born Germanic ladies of the eleventh cen-
tury. Kunigunde was the daughter of Siegfried count of Luxembourg; in
1001 she married Henry duke of Bavaria, who the year after was elected
Holy Roman Emperor. With their wedding vows the happy couple seem
to have taken vows of permanent chastity. (Voltaire would have been amused
by the contrast with his much-traveled and vigorously used heroine.) Another
source for the name might have been Kunegonde, sister of Welf or Guelph
I1I, duke of Carinthia; sometime in the first half of the eleventh century,
she married Alberto Azzo II, founder of the Italian house of Este. But in
any event all Voltaire was really interested in was the archaic-sounding
Germanic name.
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Candide

CHAPTER 1

How Candide Was Brought up in a Fine Castle and How He Was
Driven Out of It

There lived in Westphalia,! in the castle of the Baron of Thunder-
Ten-Tronckh, a young man on whom nature had bestowed the perfec-
tion of gentle manners. His features admirably expressed his soul, he
combined an honest mind with great simplicity of heart; and [ think it
was for this reason that they called him Candide. The old servants of
the house suspected that he was the son of the Baron’s sister by a
respectable, honest gentleman of the neighborhood, whom she had
refused to marry because he could prove only seventy-one quarterings,?
the rest of his family tree having been lost in the passage of time.

The Baron was one of the most mighty lords of Westphalia, for his
castle had a door and windows. His great hall was even hung with a
tapestry. The dogs of his courtyard made up a hunting pack on occasion,
with the stableboys as huntsmen; the village priest was his grand almoner.
They all called him “My Lord,” and laughed at his stories.

The Baroness, who weighed in the neighborhood of three hundred
and fifty pounds, was greatly respected for that reason, and did the honors
of the house with a dignity which rendered her even more imposing.
Her daughter Cunégonde,? aged seventeen, was a ruddy-cheeked girl,
fresh, plump, and desirable. The Baron’s son seemed in every way worthy
of his father. The tutor Pangloss was the oracle of the household, and
little Candide listened to his lectures with all the good faith of his age
and character.

Pangloss gave instruction in metaphysico-theologico-cosmoloonigol-
ogy.* He proved admirably that there cannot possibly be an effect without

1. Westphalia is a province of western Germany,
near Holland and the lower Rhineland. Flat,
boggy, and drab, it is noted chiefly for its excellent
ham. In a letter to his niece, written during his
German expedition of 1750, Voltaire described the
“vast, sad, sterile, detestable countryside of
Westphalia.”

2. Quarterings are genealogical divisions of one’s
family tree. Seventy-one of them is a grotesque
number to have, representing something over two

thousand years of uninterrupted aristocracy. Cu-
négonde, who is of flawless nobility, has seventy-
two quarterings.

3. On the names Candide and Cunégonde, sce
page xi. Pangloss gets his name from Greek words
meaning all-tongue.

4. The “looney” I have buried in this burlesque
word corresponds to a buried nigaud—"“booby” in
the French. Christian Wolff, disciple of Leibniz,
invented and popularized the word “cosmology.”
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a cause and that in this best of all possible worlds® the Baron’s castle
was the most beautiful of all castles and his wife the best of all possible
Baronesses.

—It is clear, said he, that things cannot be otherwise than they are,
for since everything is made to serve an end, everything necessarily serves
the best end. Observe: noses were made to support spectacles, hence we
have spectacles. Legs, as anyone can plainly see, were made to be
breeched, and so we have breeches. Stones were made to be shaped and
to build castles with; thus My Lord has a fine castle, for the greatest
Baron in the province should have the finest house; and since pigs were
made to be eaten, we eat pork all year round.¢ Consequently, those who
say everything is well are uttering mere stupidities; they should say
everything is for the best.

Candide listened attentively and believed implicitly; for he found Miss
Cunégonde exceedingly pretty, though he never had the courage to tell
her so. He decided that after the happiness of being born Baron of
Thunder-Ten-Tronckh, the second order of happiness was to be Miss
Cunégonde; the third was seeing her every day, and the fourth was
listening to Master Pangloss, the greatest philosopher in the province
and consequently in the entire world.

One day, while Cunégonde was walking near the castle in the little
woods that they called a park, she saw Dr. Pangloss in the underbrush:;
he was giving a lesson in experimental physics to her mother’s maid, a
very attractive and obedient brunette. As Miss Cunégonde had a natural
bent for the sciences, she watched breathlessly the repeated experiments
which were going on; she saw clearly the doctor’s sufficient reason,
observed both cause and effect, and returned to the house in a distracted
and pensive frame of mind, yearning for knowledge and dreaming that
she might be the sufficient reason of young Candide—who might also
be hers.

As she was returning to the castle, she met Candide, and blushed;
Candide blushed too. She greeted him in a faltering tone of voice; and
Candide talked to her without knowing what he was saying. Next day,
as everyone was rising from the dinner table, Cunégonde and Candide
found themselves behind a screen; Cunégonde dropped her handker-
chief, Candide picked it up; she held his hand quite innocently, he
kissed her hand quite innocently with remarkable vivacity, grace, and
emotion; their lips met, their eyes lit up, their knees trembled, their
hands wandered. The Baron of Thunder-Ten-Tronckh passed by the

5. These catch phrases, echoed by popularizers of
Leibniz, make reference to the determinism of his
system, its linking of cause with effect, and its
optimism. As his correspondence indicates, Vol-
taire habitually thought of Leibniz’s philosophy
(which, having been published in definitive form
as early as 1710, had been in the air for a long
time) in terms of these catch phrases.

6. The argument from design supposes that every-
thing in this world exists for a specific reason; Vol-
taire objects not to the argument as a whole, but
to the abuse of it. Noses, he would say, were not
designed to support spectacles, but spectacles were
adapted to the pre-existing fact of noses. His full
view finds expression in the article on “causes fi-
nales” in the Philosophical Dictionary
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screen and, taking note of this cause and this effect, drove Candide out
of the castle by kicking him vigorously on the backside. Cunégonde
fainted; as soon as she recovered, the Baroness slapped her face; and
everything was confusion in the most beautiful and agreeable of all
possible castles.

CHAPTER 2

What Happened to Candide Among the Bulgars’

Candide, ejected from the earthly paradise, wandered for a long time
without knowing where he was going, weeping, raising his eyes to
heaven, and gazing back frequently on the most beautiful of castles
which contained the most beautiful of Baron’s daughters. He slept with-
out eating, in a furrow of a plowed field, while the snow drifted over
him; next morning, numb with cold, he dragged himself into the neigh-
boring village, which was called Waldberghofftrarbk-dikdorff; he was
penniless, famished, and exhausted. At the door of a tavern he paused
forlornly. Two men dressed in blue® took note of him:

—Look, chum, said one of them, there’s a likely young fellow of just
about the right size.

They approached Candide and invited him very politely to dine with
them.

—Gentlemen, Candide replied with charming modesty, I'm honored
by your invitation, but I really don’t have enough money to pay my
share.

—My dear sir, said one of the blues, people of your appearance and
your merit don’t have to pay; aren’t you five feet five inches tall?

—7Yes, gentlemen, that is indeed my stature, said he, making a bow.

—Then, sir, you must be seated at once; not only will we pay your
bill this time, we will never allow a man like you to be short of money;
for men were made only to render one another mutual aid.

—7You are quite right, said Candide; it is just as Dr. Pangloss always
told me, and [ see clearly that everything is for the best.

They beg him to accept a couple of crowns, he takes them, and offers
an [.O.U.; they won't hear of it, and all sit down at table together.

—Don’t you love dearly . . . ?

—I do indeed, says he, I dearly love Miss Cunégonde.

—No, no, says one of the gentlemen, we are asking if you don’t love
dearly the King of the Bulgars.

7. Voltaire chose this name to represent the Prus- 8. The recruiting officers of Frederick the Great,
sian troops of Frederick the Great because he  much feared in eighteenth-century Europe, wore
wanted to make an insinuation of pederasty against  blue uniforms. Frederick had a passion for sorting
both the soldiers and their master. Cf. French  out his soldiers by size; several of his regiments

bougre, English “bugger.” would accept only six-footers
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—Not in the least, says he, I never laid eyes on him.

—What's that you say? He’s the most charming of kings, and we must
drink his health.

—Oh, gladly, gentlemen; and he drinks.

—That will do, they tell him; you are now the bulwark, the support,
the defender, the hero of the Bulgars; your fortune is made and your
future assured.

Promptly they slip irons on his legs and lead him to the regiment.
There they cause him to right face, left face, present arms, order arms,
aim, fire, doubletime, and they give him thirty strokes of the rod. Next
day he does the drill a little less awkwardly and gets only twenty strokes;
the third day, they give him only ten, and he is regarded by his comrades
as a prodigy.

Candide, quite thunderstruck, did not yet understand very clearly how
he was a hero. One fine spring morning he took it into his head to go
for a walk, stepping straight out as if it were a privilege of the human
race, as of animals in general, to use his legs as he chose. He had
scarcely covered two leagues when four other heroes, each six feet tall,
overtook him, bound him, and threw him into a dungeon. At the court-
martial they asked which he preferred, to be flogged thirty-six times by
the entire regiment or to receive summarily a dozen bullets in the brain.
In vain did he argue that the human will is free and insist that he
preferred neither alternative; he had to choose; by virtue of the divine
gift called “liberty” he decided to run the gauntlet thirty-six times, and
actually endured two floggings. The regiment was composed of two
thousand men. That made four thousand strokes, which laid open every
muscle and nerve from his nape to his butt. As they were preparing for
the third beating, Candide, who could endure no more, begged as a
special favor that they would have the goodness to smash his head. His
plea was granted; they bandaged his eyes and made him kneel down.
The King of the Bulgars, passing by at this moment, was told of the
culprit’s crime; and as this king had a rare genius, he understood, from
everything they told him of Candide, that this was a young metaphy-
sician, extremely ignorant of the ways of the world, so he granted his
royal pardon, with a generosity which will be praised in every newspaper
in every age. A worthy surgeon cured Candide in three weeks with the
ointments described by Dioscorides.! He already had a bit of skin back

9. This episode was suggested by the experience
of a Frenchman named Courtilz, who had deserted

to desert. “The argument of the grenadier,” who
was said to have pleaded pre-established harmony

from the Prussian army and been bastinadoed for
it. Voltaire intervened with Frederick to gain his
release. But it also reflects the story that Wolff,
Leibniz’s disciple, got into trouble with Frederick’s
father when someone reported that his doctrine
denying free will had encouraged several soldiers

to justify his desertion, so infuriated the king that
he had Wolff expelled from the country.

1. Dioscorides’ treatise on materia medica, dating
from the first century A.p., was not the most up
to date.
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and was able to walk when the King of the Bulgars went to war with
the King of the Abares.?

CHAPTER 3

How Candide Escaped from the Bulgars, and What Became of Him

Nothing could have been so fine, so brisk, so brilliant, so well-drilled
as the two armies. The trumpets, the fifes, the oboes, the drums, and
the cannon produced such a harmony as was never heard in hell. First
the cannons battered down about six thousand men on each side; then
volleys of musket fire removed from the best of worlds about nine or
ten thousand rascals who were cluttering up its surface. The bayonet
was a sufficient reason for the demise of several thousand others. Total
casualties might well amount to thirty thousand men or so. Candide,
who was trembling like a philosopher, hid himself as best he could while
this heroic butchery was going on.

Finally, while the two kings in their respective camps celebrated the
victory by having Te Deums sung,*> Candide undertook to do his rea-
soning of cause and effect somewhere else. Passing by mounds of the
dead and dying, he came to a nearby village which had been burnt to
the ground. It was an Abare village, which the Bulgars had burned, in
strict accordance with the laws of war. Here old men, stunned from
beatings, watched the last agonies of their butchered wives, who still
clutched their infants to their bleeding breasts; there, disemboweled girls,
who had first satisfied the natural needs of various heroes, breathed their
last; others, half-scorched in the flames, begged for their death stroke.
Scattered brains and severed limbs littered the ground.

Candide fled as fast as he could to another village; this one belonged
to the Bulgars, and the heroes of the Abare cause had given it the same
treatment. Climbing over ruins and stumbling over twitching torsos,
Candide finally made his way out of the war area, carrying a little food
in his knapsack and never ceasing to dream of Miss Cunégonde. His
supplies gave out when he reached Holland; but having heard that
everyone in that country was rich and a Christian, he felt confident of
being treated as well as he had been in the castle of the Baron before
he was kicked out for the love of Miss Cunégonde.

He asked alms of several grave personages, who all told him that if

2. The name “Abares” actually designates a tribe
of semicivilized Scythians, who might be supposed
at war with the Bulgars; allegorically, the Abares
are the French, who opposed the Prussians in the
conflict known to hindsight history as the Seven
Years’ War (1756-63). For Voltaire, at the mo-
ment of writing Candide, it was simply the current
war. One notes that according to the title page of

1761, “Doctor Ralph,” the dummy author of Can-
dide, himself perished at the battle of Minden
(Westphalia) in 1759.

3. Te Deums are hymns sung to give thanks for a
victory; having both sides sing at the same time is
obviously ridiculous. After hideous casualties, the
war actually ended in stalemate, so neither side
was entitled to a triumph.
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he continued to beg, he would be shut up in a house of correction and
set to hard labor.

Finally he approached a man who had just been talking to a large
crowd for an hour on end; the topic was charity. Looking doubtfully at
him, the orator demanded:

—What are you doing here? Are you here to serve the good cause?

—There is no effect without a cause, said Candide modestly; all events
are linked by the chain of necessity and arranged for the best. I had to
be driven away from Miss Cunégonde, I had to run the gauntlet, I have
to beg my bread until I can earn it; none of this could have happened
otherwise.

—Look here, friend, said the orator, do you think the Pope is
Antichrist?*

—1I haven’t considered the matter, said Candide; but whether he is
or not, I'm in need of bread.

—You don’t deserve any, said the other; away with you, you rascal,
you rogue, never come near me as long as you live.

Meanwhile, the orator’s wife had put her head out of the window,
and, seeing a man who was not sure the Pope was Antichrist, emptied
over his head a pot full of Scandalous! The excesses into which
women are led by religious zeal!

A man who had never been baptized, a good Anabaptist named
Jacques, saw this cruel and heartless treatment being inflicted on one
of his fellow creatures, a featherless biped possessing a soul’; he took
Candide home with him, washed him off, gave him bread and beer,
presented him with two florins, and even undertook to give him a job
in his Persian-rug factory—for these items are widely manufactured in
Holland. Candide, in an ecstasy of gratitude, cried out:

—Master Pangloss was right indeed when he told me everything is
for the best in this world; for I am touched by your kindness far more
than by the harshness of that black-coated gentleman and his wife.

Next day, while taking a stroll about town, he met a beggar who was
covered with pustules, his eyes were sunken, the end of his nose rotted
off, his mouth twisted, his teeth black, he had a croaking voice and a
hacking cough, and spat a tooth every time he tried to speak.

4. Voltaire is satirizing extreme Protestant sects
that have sometimes seemed to make hatred of

burghers. Since this behavior confirmed some of
Voltaire’s major prejudices, he had a high opinion

Rome the sum and substance of their creed. Hol-
land, as the home of religious liberty, had offered
asylum to the Anabaptists, whose radical views on
property and religious discipline had made them
unpopular during the sixteenth century. Granted
tolerance, they settled down into respectable

of contemporary Anabaptists.

5. Plato’s famous minimal definition of a man,
which he corrected by the addition of a soul to
distinguish man from a plucked chicken. The
point is that the Anabaptist sympathizes with men
simply because they are human
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CHAPTER 4

How Candide Met His Old Philosophy Tutor, Doctor Pangloss, and
What Came of It

Candide, more touched by compassion even than by horror, gave this
ghastly beggar the two florins that he himself had received from his
honest Anabaptist friend Jacques. The phantom stared at him, burst into
tears, and fell on his neck. Candide drew back in terror.

—Alas, said one wretch to the other, don’t you recognize your dear
Pangloss any more?

—What are you saying? You, my dear master! you, in this horrible
condition? What misfortune has befallen you? Why are you no longer
in the most beautiful of castles? What has happened to Miss Cunégonde,
that pearl among young ladies, that masterpiece of Nature?

—1I am perishing, said Pangloss.

—Candide promptly led him into the Anabaptist’s stable, where he
gave him a crust of bread, and when he had recovered: —Well, said
he, Cunégonde?

—Dead, said the other.

Candide fainted. His friend brought him around with a bit of sour
vinegar which happened to be in the stable. Candide opened his eyes.

—Cunégonde, dead! Ah, best of worlds, what’s become of you now?
But how did she die? It wasn’t of grief at seeing me kicked out of her
noble father’s elegant castle?

—Not at all, said Pangloss; she was disemboweled by the Bulgar
soldiers, after having been raped to the absolute limit of human en-
durance; they smashed the Baron’s head when he tried to defend her,
cut the Baroness to bits, and treated my poor pupil exactly like his sister. ©
As for the castle, not one stone was left on another, not a shed, not a
sheep, not a duck, not a tree; but we had the satisfaction of revenge,
for the Abares did exactly the same thing to a nearby barony belonging
to a Bulgar nobleman.

At this tale Candide fainted again; but having returned to his senses
and said everything appropriate to the occasion, he asked about the cause
and effect, the sufficient reason, which had reduced Pangloss to his
present pitiful state.

—Alas, said he, it was love; love, the consolation of the human race,
the preservative of the universe, the soul of all sensitive beings, love,
gentle love.

—Unhappy man, said Candide, I too have had some experience of
this love, the sovereign of hearts, the soul of our souls; and it never got

6. The theme of homosexuality that attaches to  in this lunatic war are scrambled; though Candide
Cunégonde’s brother seems to have no general sa- s fighting for the Bulgars, they loot his home; but
tiric point, but its presence is unmistakable. See  he gets “revenge” when the Abares also loot a Bul-
chapters 14, 15, and 28. Note also that the sides gar castle.



8 CANDIDE

me anything but a single kiss and twenty kicks in the rear. How could
this lovely cause produce in you such a disgusting effect?

Pangloss replied as follows: —My dear Candide! you knew Paquette,
that pretty maidservant to our august Baroness. In her arms I tasted the
delights of paradise, which directly caused these torments of hell, from
which I am now suffering. She was infected with the disease, and has
perhaps died of it. Paquette received this present from an erudite Fran-
ciscan, who took the pains to trace it back to its source; for he had it
from an elderly countess, who picked it up from a captain of cavalry,
who acquired it from a marquise, who caught it from a page, who had
received it from a Jesuit, who during his novitiate got it directly from
one of the companions of Christopher Columbus.” As for me, I shall
not give it to anyone, for I am a dying man.

—Oh, Pangloss, cried Candide, that’s a very strange genealogy. Isn’t
the devil at the root of the whole thing?

—Not at all, replied that great man; it's an indispensable part of the
best of worlds, a necessary ingredient; if Columbus had not caught, on
an American island, this sickness which attacks the source of generation
and sometimes prevents generation entirely—which thus strikes at and
defeats the greatest end of Nature herself—we should have neither choc-
olate nor cochineal.® It must also be noted that until the present time
this malady, like religious controversy, has been wholly confined to the
continent of Europe. Turks, Indians, Persians, Chinese, Siamese, and
Japanese know nothing of it as yet; but there is a sufficient reason for
which they in turn will make its acquaintance in a couple of centuries.
Meanwhile, it has made splendid progress among us, especially among
those big armies of honest, well-trained mercenaries who decide the
destinies of nations. You can be sure that when thirty thousand men
fight a pitched battle against the same number of the enemy, there will
be about twenty thousand with the pox on either side.

—Remarkable indeed, said Candide, but we must see about curing
you.

—And how can I do that, said Pangloss, seeing I don’t have a cent
to my name? There’s not a doctor in the whole world who will let your
blood or give you an enema without demanding a fee. If you can’t pay
yourself, you must find someone to pay for you.

These last words decided Candide; he hastened to implore the help
of his charitable Anabaptist, Jacques, and painted such a moving picture
of his friend’s wretched state that the good man did not hesitate to take
in Pangloss and have him cured at his own expense. In the course of
the cure, Pangloss lost only an eye and an ear. Since he wrote a fine

7. Syphilis was the first contribution of the New 8. Cochineal was a scarlet dye prepared from in-
World to the happiness of the Old. Voltaire’s in-  sects living exclusively in Mexico and Peru. Choc-
formation comes from Astruc, Traité des maladies  olate, prepared from the cacao bean, was perhaps
vénériennes (1734). a greater gift from the Americas to the world.



