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whether out of tune (as they generally are or not. Tew
people know the agony which these tormenting instruments
cause to men whose brains are working beyond their proper

pitch. Heart disease, arising from nervous excatability,

attacked poor Leech. Still he worked on ; for the income |

he derived from his labors depended mainly upon his
weekly exertions. He never took rest, but died working.
His last drawing in Punch appeared on the day of his
funeral.”#

The poets Keats and Shelley suffered from the literary
diseases. While Keats was writing Endynion, he said to
a friend : ¥ went day by day at my poem for a month, at
the end of which time, the other day, I found my brain sp
overwrought that I had neither rhyme nor reason in it, so
I was obliged to give up for a few days. . . . Instead of
poetry I have a swimming in my head, and feel all the effects
of a mental debauch, lowness of spirits, and anxiety to
go on, without the power to do ,-:n.* Shelley was also
subject to extreme morbid sensitiveness, aggravated by
excessive tea-drinking, while composing his Prometheus
Unbound. Writing to a friend he said: “ My feelings at
intervals are of a deadly and torpid kind, or awakened to
such a state of unnatural and lkeen excitement that, only to
instance the organ of sight, I find the blades of grass and
the boughs of distant trees present themselves to me with
microscopic distinctness. Towards evening I sink into a
state of ln-r]umf\' and inanimation, and often remain for
hours on the sofa between sleep and w .\!.]\]11” a prey to the
most 1: ainful irritability of thought.’

* Though Leech died at fifty-s e.f\n of '{mwur Pectoris, the root
of his malady was probably in the brain, as in the cases of John
Hunter, Sir Charles Bell, Dr. Arnold, Dr. Croly, Douglas Jerrold,
Lord M'a.mnh\', and the Rev. F. Robertson, who died of the same
disease.

I Lord Houghton, Life of Keats (edition 1867), .

t Mrs. \iullo» Note on Prometheus Unbound,’ Pmterftf Works
of Shelley , Svo. (edition 1839), P, 125,
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Fernel, the: French physician, said: “A capite fluit
omne malum.” Great works are for the most part the
issue of a determination of blood to the head. Metastasio
oceasionally felt a rushing of blood to his head when he set
himself down to write. “1I grow as red in the face asa
drunkard,” he said, “and am obliged to quit my work.”
When the brain is in this high state of tension, the
slightest extra strain may produce the most serious results.
Malebranche was seized with a violent palpitation on first
reading Descartes’ work on Man, The poet Santeuil was
so overjoyed at finding a phrase of which he had long been
in search, that his reason was at once upset. Shenstone
wrote to a friend : “I suppose youhave been informed that
my fever is in a great measure hypochondriacal, and left
my nerves so extremely sensible that even on no very in-
teresting subjects I could readily think myself into a yer-
tigo—I had almost said an apoplexy ; for surely I was
oftentimes near it.” Swift was for the greater part of his
life subject to the literary disease, resulting in giddiness,
vertigo, buzzing in the ears, tremblings in the limbs, and
achings in the head, always accompanied by indigestion.
Swift fully described his symptoms in his letters and
journals, and Dr. Wilde speaks of his case as « one of the best
described, and certainly the very longest instance of cere-
bral disease which he had ever met with, extending as it
did over a period of fifty-one years.” *

Thomas Hood was subject to his severest attacks of ill-
ness immediately preceding the publication of one of his
works. Thus doubt, anxiety, and pain darken the brightest
hours of genius. ¢ The pitcher,” it is said, “goes often
to the well, but it is broken at last.” Dur. Elliott, Hood’s
attendant, in describing his case to Mrs. Hood, said: “His
diseases have been greatly aggravated of late years by the

* W. R. Wilde, F. R. C By Tke Closuzrf Ym;s of Dﬂfm éwzﬂ.’
Life (edition 1849), p. b,
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nature of his pursuits—by the necessity which, 1 under-
stand, has existed, that he should at all times continue his
literary labors, being under engagements to complete cer-
tain works within a stated period. The great and con-
tinued excitement attendant on such compulsory efforts,
the privation of sleep and rest thereby entailed on him,

and the ‘consequent anxiety, depression, and exhaustion,

have had a most injurious effect on these diseases, bringing

on renewed attacks, and reducing him to such a state that
he has been rendered utterly incapable of mental effort.
The conviction that literary effort is necessary and urgent
renders the effort fruitless. You must have remarked how
generally these dangerous attacks have commenced at a
period preceding the publication of his books; you have
seen him break down under the struggle, and reduced to
the brink of the grave by repeated attacks of hemorrhage
from the lungs, attended by palpitation of the heart.”

Beattie, author of the Essay on Truth, said he never
dared to read the work after it had been printed. One of
his friends read and corrected the proofs. “These studies,”
said Beattie, ¢ came in time to have dreadful effects upon
my nervous system, and I cannot read what I then wrote
without some degree of pain, because it recalls tomy mind
the horror that I have sometimes felt after passing a long
evening in those severe studies.” But without citing in-
numerahle other cases,* it may be sufficient to mention the
case of Sir Walter Scott, who towards the end of his life,
was the vietim of Morbus Eruditorem.

Scott was naturally of a healthy constitution. Though
Jame, and of sedentary pursuits through his occupation as
a solicitor, he fortified his health by many suburban walks
round Edinburgh and occasional excursions into the High-

# Mr, Isaac Disraeli ias mentioned many cases in his Literary
Character, under the heading of ** The Enthusiasm of Genius,”’
¢ The Rapture of Deep Study,” *“ Tllusions of the Mind of Genins,”
ete., in his Miscellanies of Literature.
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lands. His first poetical efforts were sources of pleasure
rather than of profit. It was not until the publication of
TWaverley, in his forty-third year, that he devoted himself
more especially to literature. Had he confined himself to
literature, he would probably have survived to an advanced
age, and certainly lived a much happier life. But he un-
fortunately became a partner in the printing-house of Bal-
Jantyne and Company, Edinburgh, which led him into all
manner of diffieulties.

The success of Wawerley was such that he proceeded to
turn out his novels with wonderful rapidity. Gy Man-
nering, The Antiquary, and Tales of my Landlord, ap-
peared in rapid succession ; until, in his forty-sixth year,
he was suddenly pulled up by a severe attack of cramp in
the stomach, The disease yielded to severe treatment—
bleeding, blisters, and opium—but he remained excessively
weak. He could neither “stir for weakness and giddiness,
nor read for dazzling in his eyes, nor listen for a whizzing
sound in his ears, nor even think for the lack of power of
arranging his ideas.”

Qo soon as he was able, he proceeded with Rob Loy,
which he wrote under constant pain. The building of
Abbotsford had been begun, and money must needs be
rised The Heart of Midlothian was written, and he was
proceeding with The Bride of Lammermoor, when he was
again interrupted with the recurrence of cramp in the
stomach, which culminated in an attaclk of jaundice. Never-
theless, he finished Z%e Bride of Lamnermoor, and wrote
nearly the whole of that novel—one of the finest of his
works—as well as The Legend of Montrose and fvanhoe,
ander the influence of opinm and hyoscyamus—a most de-
pressing drug. He continued to turn out about twelve
volumes yearly ; but no human constitution -could stand
such an amount of brain-pressure. When Dr. Abercromby
expostulated with him as to his enormous amount of brain-
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work, and said : ¢ Really, Sir Walter, you must not worl,”
Scott’s answer was—“ T tell you what it is, doctor: Molly,
when she puts the kettle on, might just as well say,
kettle, kettle, don’t boil!”

Yet Scott continued as hopeful and cheerful as ever;
though the end was coming, and he was the first to feel it.
At the age of fifty-four, he wrote in his Diary, as if in an-
ticipation of an early brealcup : “ Square the odds, and
good-night, Sir Walter, about sixty. I care not, if I leave
my name unstained, and my family properly settled. Sat
est vimisse.” A little later, he owned to a touch of the
literary disease, though it had long been giving its warn-
ings. He thus described it: “A touch of the Morbus
Fruditorem, to which I am as little subject as most folls,
and have it less now than when younger. Itis a tremor
of the head, the pulsation of which becomes painfully
sensible—a disposition to causeless alarm—inuch lassitude
—and decay of vigor and activity of intellect. The veins
feel weary aud painful, and the mind is apt to receive and
encourage gloomy apprehensions. Fighting with this fiend
is not the best way to conquer him. I have found exercise
and the open air better than reasoning.”

Three weeks later, Scott made the following entry in his
Diary : “Much alarmed. T had walked till twelve with
Skene and Russell, and then sat down to my work [ WWood-
stock]. To my horror and surprise, I could neither write
nor spell, but put down one word for another, and wrote
nonsense. L was much overpowered at the same time, and
could not conceive the reason; . . . obliged to give up
writing to-day; read Pepys instea:d.” Scott was not
satisfied with writing his Woodstock, but must write an
article on Pepys’s Diary for the Quarterly. And thus he
went on, writing and correcting. Constable and DBal-
lantyne failed; their bills were of no more use than so

much waste paper; and Scott endeavored to recover and
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pay off his debts, by writing the Zife of Nupoleon Buona-
parte.

Neither liver complaint, nor heart-flutterings, not sleep-
lessness, nor hysteria, nor depression of spirit could stop
him. “TI know mnot,” he said, “if my imagination has
flagged—probably it has; but at least my powers of labor

.

have not diminished during the last melancholy weel.
These battles have been the death of many a man—TI thinl
they will be mine. Well, but it clears to windward; so we
will fag on. . . . I am sensible that if T were in solitary
confinement, without either the power of taking exercise
or employing myself in study, six months would make me
a madman or an idiot.”

At length Scott tried travelling; but it did him no
good ; his brain still went on grinding. In his fifty-ninth
year, he had his first paralytic seizure; but the warning
was unavailing ; and no sooner had he recovered than he
went on with his Zetiers on Demonology and his Tales
of a Grandfather. His physicians earnestly advised that
he should cease working his brain; but the warning
proved of no use. In the following year, he had his
second attack of paralysis, which was more severe than the
first ; yet he had scarcely recovered from it, than he pro-
ceeded with his Count Robert off Paris—only to exhibit
the last painful flickerings of an expiring genius. After
the Roxburghshire election, when he was mobbed and
hooted at Jedburgh because he was “a Tory,” he had his
third attacle of paralysis; * yet, immediately on Tecovering

his speech, his cry was “to work.” “I must home to

1 Napoleon, having a great fear of paralysis, asked his physician
Covvisart his opinion of the disease. ‘f ’* replied Corvisart,
¢ paralysis is always dangerous, bul it, gives warning. It rarely
strikes its vietim withount notice. The first attack, almost always
slight, is (to use a legal phrase) a swumons without costs ; the
second is a summons with costs ; and the third is an arrest (pries
de corps). The death of Corvisart verified the truth of his own
decsription.
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work,” he said, “while it-is day, for the night cometh
when no man can work. T put that text many a year ago
on my "dial-stone, but it often preached to me in vain”
Trom this time his mind gradually decayed : he was taken
abroad, almost helpless. At Naples, “the ruling passion
strong in Death,” he actually began a new novel, but it
was never published.  On his way home another attack pros-
trated him, yet he retained strength enough to enable him
to reach home and die.

His son-indaw, Lockhart, died of the same disease, and
from the same cause—over brain-worlk. While editing the
Quarterly Leview he undertook to prepare the Life of Sir
Walter Scott—one of the finest biographies ever written.
But the labor was too great for him. IHe contrived, how-
ever, to finish the ],-f_'/?_: in seven volumes : it was a matter
of honor and affection for him, and nothing more; for he
deprived no pecuniary advantage from the work. Then he
gave up the editorship of the Quarterly, and went to Ttaly.
_”1\. 1'!,!{'[11‘1Lv.11 from ]‘u'\llt'" to ‘Uaf\.il:‘«fol'tl; ‘.!:nl died in a small
room adjoining that in which Sir Walter Scott had breathed
his last.

Southey was another victim of brain disease. Ie was
one of the most industrious and continuous of literary
Jaborers. As a reviewer of his life has said: “ Noartisan
in his workshop, no peasant in the field, no handicraftsman
at his beneh, ever went so young to his apprenticeship, or
wrought so unremittingly through life for a bare livelihood
as Robert Southey.” As in the case of Scott, work became
his habit ; he could not refrainfromit. Dr. A rnold observed
of him, that he even worked as he wallced —for exercise it
could not b called: he was then reading and annotating.
e derived little advantame from his poetry and histories;
he maintained himself principally by his contributions to
the Quarterly. Dy the aze

man, Ilis memory beg:

e was already an old
melancholy had him
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for her own; he sank into second childhood ; his mind be-
came quite a blank ; and he died of mental alienation af
sixty-nine.

John Galt was at the same time a remarkable instance of
Morbus Eruditorumn and of extraordinary tenacity of life.
He was one of the most industrious writers, in history,
political economy, and fiction. He first broke down while
editing the Cowrier ; a stroke of paralysis having fora time
interrupted his labors. He recovered, and went again to
his newspaper work. His enemy returned again and again ;
he continued to write as long as he could hold his pen, and
long after he had lost the use of every limb of his body, he
went on dictating to an amanuensis. Corvisart’s remark to
Napoleon, asto the third attack of paralysisbeing a prise de
corps, did not apply to Galt; for it was not until he had
suffered his fourteenth strole of paralysis that hesank under
its attacks in his sixtieth year.

The poet Heine was suddenly arrested in his labors by
nervous discase; yet it took eight years to kill him, during

which time he lost the use of his limbs, and be¢ame wasted
to the proportions of a child. Yet he preserved his gayety
through all his sufferings, and went on composing to the
end. While the Paris Exhibition of 1855 was afoot, a friend
asked him about the state of his health, to which he replied :
“ My nerves are in such a remarkable condition, that I am
convinced they would get the grand medal for pain and
misery, if T could but show them at the Exhibition.” He
read all the medical books which treated of his complaint:
“But what good this reading will do me,” he said, “ I don’t
know, except that it will qualify me to give lectures in
heaven on the ignorance of doctors on earth about diseases
of the spinal marrow.”

The case of the Rev. F. Robertson of Brighton was an
excessively painful one, especially towards the close of his
career, He was nervous in temperament, and exceedingly

<
b
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sensitive; he studied and preached .11_\' turns 5 not writing
his sermons, but trusting to the excitement ot 11.115 moment
for the words in which toclothe his ideas, :m:.l uirm{ for the
ideas themselves. The result was intense brain "')fiin.ftmc:l:t
after every extempore sermon: rlll.‘i_'glll}r«rill-v:%.\'. 'lzmn 111 1.1v,
head, “as if an eagle were rending 1t \\?lh‘ his jmlnn.\. |
and confusion of thought.

b3

and consequent loss of memory, Mg
i ret wotke Jecasionally he hac
He llln:__’;l",l for rest, yet wotlked on. Qccas : S
qualms as to the wisdom ot the course he was purs ]\l, :
i ¢ oninion.” he said, “that no duty what-

T am becoming of opinion, he said, “that ne A

: an
: : 0 e S
ever has a rizht to interfere with a human existence.” B

1 - t ) Y
the calls upon him were great, and he yielded to them. He

‘ ure ftor his lecture on Words-
not only preached but lectur d. After hislectu

1 L WTOLE a fri el
cworth at the Brichton Athengum, he wrote to a frie
«The room was a perfect cram, and hundreds went away ;

- - L 3 £ i . 1 1 t 3 i T |r
but T have been suffering from severe painsin the head eve
and sudden that I can

since—shooting thrills so sharp ‘
A few days after, he

scarcely forbear an exclamation. e
; : - . o 3 ‘; . k' y -
fainted in the streetand was carried into a druggist's shop
b 1 : s We to fulfil an
but he had no seoner recovered than he went to [uhl

The pains in the head continued: “Every

1
encagement ! . : i
o ¢and every line I write or read

thought I thinlk,” he said, ¢ o
. i 3 times dull, of brain.’
("Lll<i1]"‘|):!i‘.l 'a-unu’hmr-.\'m‘uto:l:ills:;lm‘ mes , 01D

causing 1S ! : .
Robertson then went to consult the London doctors.
3 o AL - -'ni “ 3 7l '\!‘1

They proseribed many medicines 3 but after taking ﬂl_n
he felt no better. He next consulted a homeeopathist,

i i es of aconite fourth
who recommended microscopic doses ol aconite. Afo )

: e e
the wisest of all, refused to prescribe anything save ent 11
e ) : 1 y 11 B S 3 Al
and total cessation from the pulpit for life.t Dut the ¢
L i rorking on as
vice was rejected, and Robertson continued working on as

sedulously as ever. His condition gradually grew Wwors

x Thr; Rev. S. A. Brooke, Robertson's Life and Letters, (edition
365), ii. p. 161. : e ! e
: £ The s‘:l'ulm advice was given to the late Dr. ('lfl?:ic“’:ld(:r‘ficit\l\"lﬁ

v - somewhat similar circumstances; and thes :
purgh, under somewhat smn_ial ci ; d the
followed. Hence his useful life was prolonged for many §
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Oune of the members of his congregation undertook to pre-

scribe for him ; and, thinking that galvanism would do
him good, sent an electric shock through his brain! ¢ In-
stantly,” he says, “a crashing pain shot throngh as if my
skull was stove in, and a bolt of fire were burning through
and through.” He was for some time wild with pain;
the wonder is that he was not killed on the spot. Yet he
recovered from the shock, and still went on working. At
length he became paralyzed, and at last passed away to his
welcome rest in his thirty-seventh year. It was a short
but beautiful life, full of quick enjoyment, though sadly
checkered by suffering and pain. Had Robertson, amidst
all his knowledge, known something of the conditions of
pliysical and mental health, his moral suicide might never
have happened.

The lives of literary men are full of warnings as to the
dangers arising from over brain-work. Sir Walter Scotb
used to say that he regarded literature as a staff rather
than a crntch. But the time arrived when he came to re-
gard it as both staff and crutch. “Woe to him,” said
Madame de Tencin, # who depends for his subsistence up-
on his pen! The shoemaker is secure of his wages; the
bookmalker is not secure of anything.” Coleridge, in his
Biograplia Litteria, said : “Never pursue literature as a
trade: with the exception of one extraordinary man, I
have never known an individual healthy or happy without
a profession,—that is, some regular employment, which
does not depend on the will of the moment. . . . Money
and immediate reputation from only an arbitrary and ac-
cidental end of literary labor. The hope of increasing
them by any given exertion will often prove a stimulant
to industry ; but the necessity of acquiring them will, in
all works of genius, convert the stimulant into a narcotic.

. . . If facts are required to prove the possibility of com-
bining weighty performances in literature with full and
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all. I leave work discontented with myself, and therefore
with everything else.” * Disraeli the elder was subject to
the same literary malady—*“a failing of nervous energy,
occasioned by study and too sedentary habits, early and
habitual reverie, and restle

ss and indefinable purpose.”
Yet by careful regimen, abstinence from excitement, and

regular exercise, he contrived to live and labor to a ripe
old age.t Professor Wilson, like Secott, suffered from
Morbus Eruditorum, he had an attack of paralysis—his
first warning. Ile went on as usual, and had another
attack, which carried him off. The pitcher went once too
often to the well, and came back broken at last.f

Men of exalted intellect, said Pinel, perish by theirbrains ;
such is the end of those whose genius procures the immor-
tality which so many of them ardently desire. Heavy, indeed,
are the penalties which men have to pay for distinetion. It
is born of labor and brain-work, and is reached through
self-sacrifice, unrest, and often suffering. Genius, thougha
possession of glory, is often found one of sorrow.
great men,”

“Poor
says Saint Beuve, in his Memoir of Ballancle,
“so infirm in your greatness ; great because you are infirm,
and infirm because you are great! Philosophers or poets,
thinkers or singers, do not set the one above the other, do
not except yourselves, do not boast. . .. Bleeding fibres
were the origin of the first chords of the lyre: they will also

# De Tocqueville, Memoirs and Remains, ii. p. 435,

1t Curiosities of Literature, (edition 1564). Memoir by Lord
Beaconsfield, p. xxi.

+ A list of the victims of paralysis and apoplexy, the result of
over brain-work, would be a long one; but a few of the more illus-
trious may be given; Copernicus, Malphigi, Linnzus, Cheselden,
Spallanzani, Cabanis, Corvisart, Dupuytren, La Bruyére, Dauben-
ton, Marmontel, Monge, Cuvier, Fourcroy, Handel, Gliick, Hobbes,
Dugald Stewart, Monboddo, De Foe, Swedenborg, Richardson,
Dollond, Dalton, Wollaston, St. Frances de Sales, Petrarch, Beattie,
Tom Moore, Mendelssohn, Heine, Porson, Curran, Garrick, Sir
H. Davy, Sir W. Scott, Lockhart, Wilson, Tegner, Sir W. Hamil-

ton (Edin.) Seme of these men, however, lived to an advanced
age.
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broken, that it gave forth its musical sounds at the rising of
the sun.”*

Everything, it is true, is shortlived. Life passes swiftly,
and death comes surely and quickly. And for what is lit-
erary instruction desived ? Glory and fame ? A slight noise
in a little corner of the earth—*a splashin the great pool of
oblivion,” an imagined existence in the breath of others.”
What is beauty 2 A rose that lastsbut fora day. Health?
A blessing which youmay lose at any moment. Youth and
vigor ? Treasures which time every day devours. Sensi-
tive minds cannot help reflecting on the fleetingness of all
human enjoyments. Thereisan intellectual sadness which
overcasts the best and brightest—the thought of man’s ut-

vificance in the immensity of the creation amidst

which he lives ; the merest fraction of time which his life

oceupies in the boundlessness of eternity ; and the extremely
little that he does know or can know compared with the vast
domain of lnowledge and science that must ever remain
altogether unknown.
At the same time, men and women are bound to enlti-
vate the faculties with which they have been entrusted :—
‘ What is a man,

If his chief good, and market of his time,

Be but to sleep and feed ?—a beast, no more.

Sure He that made us with such large discourse

Looking before and after, gave us not

That capability and godlike reason

To fust in us unused.”

Every function should be duly and properly exercised—
of mind as well as body. We ought at all events to know
something of the ordinary conditions of life. A little un-
prejudiced observation and some knowledge of physiology
would enable the thinker—poet, author or philosepher—to
do his work with comfort as well as impunity. Pinel held
that the study of the exact sciences, in moderation, fortified

#Saint Beuve, Portraits Conlemporains, i. p. 301
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the mind and preserved it against derangement. Iis opin-
ion is justified by the statisties of longevity, Moderation
in everything is to be observed: the aurea mediocritas
much extolled by Horace. Good temper, too, is almost as
requisite as moderation. Thus life may be utilized and
prolonged.

Magistrates (who are usually of assured income), clergy
men, and philosophers,® are the longest lived ; then mer-
chants and gardeners; then surgeonsf and butchers. The
shortest lives are those of millers, bakers, stone-cutters, and
licensed victuallers. Dr. Guy read a paper at a recent
meeting of the Statistical Society, in which he stated that
the average age of nine of the chief Latin poets was fifty-
three, and that of nine of the chief English poets was forty-
two. In general, women (not being bread-winners nor
troubled with business worry) live longer than men ;and
married men longer than bachelors. Length of days are
usually secured by leading a virtuouslife; in fact, physical
and moral health are as nearly related as body and soul;
and longevity bears an intimate relationship o human
comfort and happiness.

The evils of mental excitement and over brain-work have
of late years been much increased by over-pressure in
schools. “How many have I seenin my time,” said
Montaigne, ¢ totally brutified by an immoderate thirst after
knowledge. 7% The ery of the present day is “Education
but it is education in books, and books only. “Read, read,
read ! 7 asif God had not given us bodies as well as brains
to be cared for and cultivated. Boys and girls are pressed

At a recent meeting of the London Linuwan Society,the death
of sixteen Fellows were reported, whose average age was seventy-
three.—Journal of Statistical Society, 1859.

$Voltaire remarked that among centenarians, not one was from
the faculty of medicine. The king of France, he said had interred
forty of his physicians. 5 ; :

i Montaigne's Essays : “Of the Education of Children,” book i

chap. XXV.




