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"
E caddi come l'uome cui sonno piglia.—Dante.

A GOOD many years ago, a young man, student in Paris, I
was informally associated with the great Corot, and eye-
witnessed by his side several of those cases of mind-
malady, in the analysis of which he was a past master. I
remember one little girl of the Marais, who, till the age of
nine, in no way seemed to differ from her playmates. But
one night, lying a-bed, she whispered into her mother's ear:
"Maman, can you not hear the sound of the world?" It
appears that her recently-bcgun study of geography had
taught her that the earth flies, with an enormous velocity,
on an orbit about the sun; and that sound of the world to
which she referred was a faint (quite subjective) musical
humming, like a shell-murmur, heard in the silence of night,
and attributed by her fancy to the song of this high motion.
Within six months the excess of lunacy possessed her.

I mentioned the incident to my friend, Haco Harfager,
then occupying with me the solitude of an old place in S.
Germain, shut in by a shrubbery and high wall from the
street. He listened with singular interest, and for a day
seemed wrapped in gloom.

Another case which I detailed produced a profound
impression upon my friend. A young man, a toy-maker of S.
Antoine, suffering from chronic congenital phthisis, attained
in the ordinary way his twenty-fifth year. He was frugal,
industrious, self-involved. On a winter's evening, returning
to his lonely garret, he happened to purchase one of those
vehemently factious sheets which circulate by night, like



things of darkness, over the Boulevards. This simple act was
the herald of his doom. He lay a-bed, and perused the
feuille. He had never been a reader; knew little of the
greater world, and the deep hum of its travail. But the next
night he bought another leaf.

Gradually he acquired interest in politics, the large
movements, the roar of life. And this interest grew
absorbing. Till late into the night, and every night, he lay
poring over the furious mendacity, the turbulent wind, the
printed passion. He would awake tired, spitting blood, but
intense in spirit—and straightway purchased a morning leaf.
His being lent itself to a retrograde evolution. The more his
teeth gnashed, the less they ate. He became sloven,
irregular at work, turning on his bed through the day. Rage
overtook him. As the greater interest, and the vaster tumult,
possessed his frail soul, so every lesser interest, tumult,
died to him. There came an early day when he no longer
cared for his own life; and another day, when his maniac
fingers rent the hairs from his head.

As to this man, the great Corot said to me:
"Really, one does not know whether to laugh or weep

over such a business. Observe, for one thing, how diversely
men are made! Their are minds precisely so sensitive as a
cupful of melted silver; every breath will roughen and
darken them: and what of the simoon, tornado? And that is
not a metaphor but a simile. For such, this earth—I had
almost said this universe—is clearly no fit habitation, but a
Machine of Death, a baleful Vast. Too horrible to many is the
running shriek of Being—they cannot bear the world. Let
each look well to his own little whisk of life, say I, and leave


