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neurologic mechanisms. Berlioz was not a
great student during his boyhood and youth,
but when he came to studying medicine, writ-
ing music, and composing newspaper articles
his troubles began; they increased up to the
end of his life. Omitting the larger number
as repetitive and wearying, I choose a few ci-
tations to illustrate the general fact of his per-
sistent and increasing suffering:

Berlioz was born in 1803*. In his twenty-
fourth year he was already afflicted with in-
somnia, and Chopin and lLiszt once spent a
whole night hunting for him in the fields,
about Paris.

“In his youth he sometimes amused himself
by deliberately starving, in order to know what
evil genius could surmount; later on his stom-
ach had to pay for these expensive fantasies”
(Bertrand). Another equally silly philosophy
of his disease is made by his biographer, Boult,
who says of Berlioz: “He passes lightly over
the privations and semistarvation that un-
doubtedly laid the foundations of that internal
disease which embittered his later years.”

Yesterday I was so ill that I could not crawl. (26.)

Suffering from your teeth; if it is likely to be any
consolation to you, I can tell you that I am very
nearly in the same state, and last month I suffered
from the agonies of the damned! I tried several
spiritous waters. (27).

Alas! I have another ill of which, apparently,
nothing will cure me except a specific against life.

(27.)

*The numbers following the excerpts indicate his
age at the time they were written,
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num which were futile and only productive of fa-
tiguing dreams, prevented me. (63.)

I can only write a line. I took a dose of lauda-
num last night, and have not had time to go to sleep
quietly. (64.)

[ wanted to reply at once, but my tortures, medi-
cal stupidity, doses of laudanum (all useless and
productive only of evil dreams), prevented me. (64.)

In all the reports of cases similar to that of
Berlioz we have abundant evidences of the
close connection between literary labor and
suffering. The story repeats itself here, even
in the detail so frequently found of inability
to focus the attention, as well as the eyes, of
blankness and “stupidity” when attempting to
write. At times this inhibition is only over-
come by intense excitement, “working at white
heat,” etc.

It is an effort to me to write prose, and about the
tenth line or so I get up, walk about the room, look
out into the street, take up a book, and strive by
any means to overcome the weariness and fatigue
which instantly overpower me. I have to return to
the charge eight or ten times before I can finish an
article for the “Journal des Debats,” and it takes
me quite two days to write one, even when I like the
subject, and am interested by it. And then, what
erasures, and what scrawls! (24.)

A martyr to insomnia, I lost all elasticity of
brain, all concentration, all taste for my best loved
studies, and I wandered aimlessly about the Paris
streets and through the country round. (24.)

I once remained shut up in my room for three
whole days, trying to write a feuilleton on the Opéra
Comique, and not able even to begin it. I do not
recollect the name of the work of which T had to
speak (a week after its first representation [ had
forgotten it forever), but the tortures I went
through during those three days before finding the
first three lines of my article, those indeed I can re-
call. My brain seemed ready to burst; my veins
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And yet what was this anguish, compared to the
torture I have endured since, which go on increas-
ing day by day? .

I do not know how to convey any adequate con-
ception of this unutterable anguish. (29.)

A feeling of intense sadness, an infinite yearning
for another ,state of existence,an intense disgust with
the present; in fact, a regular attack of “blue devils”
and a longing for suicide. (29.)

There are, moreover, two kinds of spleen—one
ironical, scoffing, passionate, violent, and malignant;
the other taciturn, and gloomy, requiring rest, si-
lence, solicitude, and sleep. Those. who are pos-
sessed by this become utterly indifferent to every-
thing, and would look unmoved on the ruin of the
world. (29.)

In the profound state of melancholy into which I
had fallen. (35.)

I am so constituted that I sometimes suffer with-
out any apparent reason. (39.)

The horrible moments of disgust with which my
illness inspires me, during which I find everything I
have written cold, dull, stupid and tasteless; I have
a great mind to burn it all. (53.)

I live in an absolute isolation of soul; I do nothin
but suffer eight or nine hours a day, without hope o
any kind, wanting only to sleep, and appreciating.
the truth of the Chinese proverb—it is better to be
sitting than standing, lying than sitting, asleep than
awake, and dead than asleep. (53.)

I am ill and sad at heart. (55.)

To physicians, at least, if not to others, the
attitude of the medical profession to this pa-
tient and to many such patients, is not without
interest. Young Berlioz was the son of a phy-
sician, and against his will he had been bribed
by his father to study medicine. One’s curi-
osity is keenly aroused by the following ex-
cerpts from the autobiography :*

*There is a deal of doubt about the oft-bespoken
“Inheritance of Disease,” but there is none whatever

as to the inheritance of organs,—optically imperfect
eyes, for instance.
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out for himself the new forms that might reasonably
have been expected from him by those who had fol-
lowed his career from the first . . . . Nothing in him
comes to full fruition. Each branch is lopped off al-
most as soon as it leaves the trunk. He is a pathe-
tic monument of incompleteness. His disease and
the ignorant public between them slew his art!

The conclusion draws itself. But one
should add that the medical profession of con-
tinental Kurope, and most of that of the rest
of the world, is as incapable today of prevent-
ing these tragedies as it was fifty or one hun-
dred years ago. In addition to the incapacity
of ignorance 1t has now added the sin of wil-
ful negligence and lazy prejudice. The pre-
sent-day Berliozes, Taines,Balzacs, Nietzsches,
Wagners, etc., are crippled with the same mys-
terious, relentless disease, ‘‘the nature of
which”, as Osler erroneously says, “is un-
known,” and civilization still watches the
wreckage of thousands of precious lives, and
the stifling or morbidizing of the creations of
their genius. When the literary, artistic, and
scientific worlds once thoroughly realize how
so many of their members have had their lives
made tragical by the fault of still recklessly
living medical prejudice, it will rise in unfor-
giving wrath against us. Civilization itself,
indeed, should be mightily concerned in the
matter. The millions of cases of equally great
personal tragedies of school children, students,
sewing women, clerks, workmen and work-
women, and handicraftsmen, who have suc-
cumbed to a similar fate, but “all unknown of
fame”, add their silent reproaches.




