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A Meditation Upon A Broomstick

According to the Style and Manner of the Hon. Robert Boyle’s
Meditations

This single stick, which you now behold ingloriously lying in that
neglected corner, I once knew in a flourishing state in a forest. It was
full of sap, full of leaves, and full of boughs; but now in vain does
the busy art of man pretend to vie with nature, by tying that withered
bundle of twigs to its sapless trunk; it is now at best but the reverse of
what it was, a tree turned upside—down, the branches on the earth,
and the root in the air; it is now handled by every dirty wench, con-
demned to do her drudgery, and, by a capricious kind of fate, des—
tined to make other things clean, and be nasty itself; at length, worn
to the stumps in the service of the maids, it is either thrown out of
doors or condemned to the last use—of kindling a fire. When I beheld
this I sighed, and said within myself, “ Surely mortal man is a
broomstick!” Nature sent him into the world strong and lusty, in a

thriving condition, wearing his own hair on his head, the proper

branches of this reasoning vegetable, till the axe of intemperance has
lopped off his green boughs, and left him a withered trunk; he then
flies to art, and puts on a periwig, valuing himself upon an unnatural

bundle of hairs, all covered with powder, that never grew on his head;

but now should this our broomstick pretend to enter the scene, proud
of those birchen spoils it never bore, and all covered with dust,

through the sweepings of the finest lady’s chamber, we should be apt to
ridicule and despise its vanity. Partial judges that we are of our own ex—

cellencies, and other men’s defaults!
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But a broomstick, perhaps you will say, is an emblem of a tree standing on its
head; and pray what is a man but a topsyturvy creature, his animal faculties perpetu—
ally mounted on his rational, his head where his heels should be, grovelling on the
earth ? And yet, with all his faults, he sets up to be a universal reformer and corrector

of abuses, a remover of grievances, rakes into every slut’s corner of nature, bringing

hidden corruptions to the light and raises a mighty dust where there was none before,
sharing deeply all the while in the very same pollutions he pretends to sweep away. His
last days are spent in slavery to women, and generally the least deserving; till, worn
to the stumps, like his brother besom, he is either kicked out of doors, or made use of

to kindle flames for others to warm themselves by.
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The Ephemera
—An Emblem of Human Life

You may remember, my dear friend(D , that when we

lately spent that happy day in the delightful garden and sweet society of the Moulin Joly
, I stoppecl a litile in one of our walks, and stayed some time behind the company.

We had been shown numberless skeletons of a kind of little fly, called an ephemera,
whose successive generations, we were told, were bred and expired within the day. I
happened to see a living company of them on a leaf, who appeared to be engaged in
conversation. You know I understand all the inferior animal tongues. My too great appli-
cation to the study of them is the best excuse I can give for the little progress I have
made in your charming 1anguage®. I listened through curiosity to the discourse of these
little creatures; but as they, in their national vivacity, spoke three or four together, I
could make but little of their conversation. I found, however, by some broken expres—
sions that I heard now and then, they were disputing warmly on the merit of two foreign
musicians, one a cousin, the other a moscheto; in which dispute they spent their
time, seemingly as regardless of the shortness of life as if they had been sure of living a
month. Happy people! thought I; you are certainly under a wise, just, and mild gov-
ernment, since you have no public grievances to complain of, nor any subject of con—
tention but the perfections and imperfections of foreign music. I turned my head from
them to an old gray-headed one, who was single on another leaf, and talking to him-
self. Being amused with his soliloquy, I put it down in writing, in hopes it will likewise
amuse her to whom I am so much indebted for the most pleasing of all amusements, her
delicious company and heavenly harmony.

“It was,” said he, “the opinion of learned philosophers of our race, who lived
and flourished long before my time, that this vast world, the Moulin Joly, could not it—
self subsist more than eighteen hours; and I think there was some foundation for that
opinion, since, by the apparent motion of the great luminary that gives life to all na-

£
Wrstonn THorsicns {f“’! 6



 RFBMMK, ERAEATI 24T R 2 IR R, ﬁmﬁﬁmmmoﬁ%aﬁ%
B, BSHEMRRBL L, TRAIPEIEE, RIVEBOP MR, RY SR b
BT— &%Eigfﬁoﬁﬂ%@Eﬁﬁ%ﬁ%%%Pw~ﬁ@%%M%§ﬁ~%m
maa——ﬁAﬁ%amgT maﬁﬁtm&%ﬁ&ﬁ,w%KW;$$ Eﬂmﬁ
R R T, RFVZIE, FEEL, £ HRW L, ﬁ%?ﬁﬁ&&ﬁfﬁzﬁ,
TP A AT —— R R BB R 0. RAVIEE R 4 ,
R R AL RSN %ﬂﬂ%ﬁaaﬁmwvﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁmﬁm@
WET o BAEXMDBERITIOE, REFLY, $ﬁ$$ﬁ£mwf 
ENMLHK, FRO%K, MRk, @ﬂ%%ﬁ%@ﬁyﬁ
TWE—W@ IR T EAE AR YR LA 5 3¢9 25—

. BB SRR 2 A, ”ﬁM?ﬁﬂT“ﬂé”%ﬁﬁ %&&%&
ﬁﬁu%ﬁwAﬁﬁmoﬁm&ﬁﬁw RELM, HIIMB—ERBVIAE, R
R, ITRAERATR, ORI S, AT AR SR B it 6
SEE RIS . REERLK, BRI — %ﬁ%tﬁ~¢mﬁ%ﬁ%,%A%mE§n
amanﬁm%m,mme%ﬁ?%;§' '

ﬁfﬁ?@é’i&

Wﬂ‘-#ﬁ"ti‘ﬁﬁo ,
%@%ﬁﬁﬁ



ture, and which in my time has evidently declined considerably towards the ocean at
the end of our earth, it must then finish its course, be extinguished in the waters that
surround us, and leave the world in cold and darkness, necessarily producing universal
death and destruction. I have lived seven of those hours, a great age, being no less
than four hundred and twenty minutes of time. How very few of us continue so long! I
have seen generations born, flourish, and expire. My present friends are the children
and grandchildren of the friends of my youth, who are now, alas, no more! And I
must soon follow them; for, by the course of nature, though still in health, I cannot
expect to live above seven or eight minutes longer. What now avails all my toil and labor
in amassing honeydew on this leaf, which I cannot live to enjoy! What political strug—
gles I have been engaged in for the good of my compatriot inhabitants of this bush of my
philosophical studies for the benefit of our race in general! For in politics what can laws
do without morals? Our present race of ephemerce will in a course of minutes become
corrupt, like those of other and older bushes, and consequently as wretched. And in
philosophy how small our progress! Alas! art is long, and life is short! My friends
would comfort me with the idea of a name they say I shall leave behind me; and they
tell me I have lived long enough to nature and to glory. But what will fame be to an
ephemera who no longer exists? And what will become of all history in the eighteenth
hour, when the world itself, even the whole Moulin Joly, shall come to an end, and
be buried in universal ruin?”

To me, after all my eager pursuits, no solid pleasures now remain, but the reflec—
tion of a long life spent in meaning well, the sensible conversation of a few good lady

ephemerae, and now and then a kind smile and a tune from the ever amiable Brillante.
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