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[2 PALISSY THE POTTER.

upon vineyards, and the oil extracted from its nuts. Its
truffles were then, as now,an appreciated luxury ; and
perhaps the notion of combining with these dainties in a
pie the excellent pheasants which are fattened in the
truffle-yielding woods, had already dawned upon men as
the great idea which was hereafter to make Perigord
illustrious.

Over the vast heaths, and through the woods, and by
the numerous river-torrents which the mountains pour
upon the province, walked a free-hearted, clever, lively
race of men. Hard and energetic as their dialect was
their war-loving character, and good recruits were yielded
from their number to the many armies called for in that
period of troubles. Many armies had been marching into
and out of France, hither and thither, during the period
preceding the birth of Palissy ; moreover, since the con-
solidation of the monarchy, neglect had been suffered by
districts distant tfrom the central power—by Perigord and
and its neighbours amongst the rest. Therefore, in the
beginning of the sixteenth century traces of former culti-
vation were already beginning to be effaced, and the
internal wealth of Perigord was rapidly decreasing.

Through Chapelle Biron flows the river Lade, a little
tributary to the Lot ; the waters of the Lot flow into the
Garonne, By these rivers the Agenois, the district sub-
mitted to the diocese of Agen, is made fertile. Physically,
the Agenois differs only from its northern neighbour,
Perigord, in having larger rivers, more vines, fewer hills,
and a soil more uniformly generous. The barren tract
about Chapelle Biron is not a characteristic of the Age-
nois, but, as before said, of Perigord. If, therefore, it was
in Chapelle Biron that Palissy was born, it would please
the fanciful to show how well he had been fitted with a
birthpiace. The variety of scene, the combinations ot
fertility and barrenness, would make a scrap of Perigord
poetically fit to be the birthplace of a man who lived
through scenes of intense contrast ; who was free-hearted,
clever, lively as men are who play upon the heaths when
they are children ; who was grandly energetic, and if not
delighting in war with men, warred against difficulties in
the way of knowledge with a heroism that communicates

even to the baldest records of his life the colour of
romance,
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They were born to the right of talking big and eating
little. They received a birthright, and paid for it with
their potage. For the benefit of such men, or rather for
the benefit of the order to which they belonged, and to pre-
vent these ragged nobles from breaking down the platform
which elevates men noble by their birth above men noble
by their honesty, it was from early times thought prudent
to honour one or two trades, by allowing noblemen to get
their bread in them without a loss of dignity. Thus glass
and glory came to be akin. I mean, of course, the glory
which consists in a nobility by right of calfskin, as sepa-
rated from and lifted over a nobility by right of soul
Some satirists, no doubt, suggested glass as a fit substance
to be paired with glory of this kind, since both were blown
after the fashion of a bubble, both could be seen through
by a man with healthy eyes, and both required forbear-
ance in the handling.

The infusion of nobility into the glass trade led to a
belief, which has been to this day maintained in many
places, that nobles only were permitted to engage in this
employment ; that they transmitted the trade to their
children, and allowed no new business to be opened by a
stranger unless he produced his patents of nobility. By
law this never was the fact ; by custom it appears to have
been the case, however, in a few districts, while in others
glass-working was practised by men who had not the
immunities of the noble class, and certainly did not acquire
them by virtue of their occupation. The practice of
Verrerie was in fact honourable ; it might be practised by a
noble without loss of caste, although it did not elevate men
out of lower classes, otherwisc than by associating them
with what was thought to be a gentlemanly occupation.

Poor nobles, labouring for food as glass-workers, taught
the trade to their sons ; and as few who laboured would
be willing to communicate their secrets to strangers, in
whom they had not the interest of near relationship, it
will be more especially true of glass-workers, as it was
true very generally of most trades formerly, and is true
rather generally now, that the occupation of the father
comes to be the occupation of the son. Bernard Palissy
we know to have been born poor, and to have received in
his childhood no more than a peasant’s education, except
that he learned to draw and paint on glass. We cannot
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leaves, after evaporation, a distinct trace of nothing but
the fact that the glass-workers were miserably poor.

The furnaces and hamlets of these people were generally
to be found in the recesses of a forest, and fqr the choice
of a situation of this kind good reasons existed. At a
period when domestic buildings were much more combus-
tible than they now are, the existence of glass furnaces
within a town was a decided source of risk. It was the
banishment of glass-huts from the town itself, in the year
1291, which caused the establishment near Venice of the
famous glass-works of Murano. (Glass had been made in
Gaul from the remote time of the elder Pliny, and the
French did not neglect those measures of precaution
which were thought requisite in other countries, and of
which we find records at a later period in London also.
Moreover, to the glass-workers themselves, when wood
was their fuel, and the ashes of certain twigs, and of fern,
were used as an ingredient in their manufacture, it was
more convenient to build their workshops in the wood,
where articles of which they were in daily want surrounded
them, and they were saved much loss of time, or much
expense of carriage. For this reason, either scattered or
singly, or collected with the dwellings of their owners into
little woodland hamlets, the fires of the French glass-
workers were lighted, in the days of Palissy, most fre-
quently in the recesses of a forest.

Very reasonably, therefore, we may suppose that in a
hamlet of the kind thus indicated Palissy was born ; that
as a child he rolled upon the moss and ripened with the
chesnuts.  Bits of coloured glass held a high place, no
doubt, among his early toys, and some of his first lessons
must have been those which taught him to distinguish
between certain minerals, by the burning of which upon
its surface glass was coloured. Of the learning of his day
none was communicated to the child. The invention of
printing had revived letters, and created with the power
the desire to read. Italy excepted, little literature had
been then added by Europe to the stores of history, philo-
sophy, and poetry bequeathed to us by ancient Greece
and Rome. Whatever folly may attach in our own day
to an exclusive study of the ancients, borrowed from our
forefathers, to the neglect of better things, that folly is not
to be ascribed to our forefathers themselves. Before they
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An unconquerable spirit of inquiry, and a determined
freedom in obeying its dictates, were inborn elements
which would display their rule over the child’s mind as
clearly as they asserted afterwards their sway over the
man. We use our fancies very little if we picture the
boy Bernard fingering his father’s drugs, and asking
questions concerning them, which since his father can-
not give sufficient answers, he walked out into the wood
to think over, or ask again of Nature, in whose language
(richer than the Greek or Latin) he was then beginning
to be versed. Digging, to ascertain what minerals his
native earth can yield, combining, roasting, and expe-
rimenting, we may fancy the boy happy; and we cannot
reasonably think that he omitted such amusements.
Again, the business of the glass-painter requires that
he should paint from certain patterns placed under the
glass, or work according to a given plan, unless he should
himself be able to originate designs. However the case
may have been with Palissy the father, Palissy the son
was not content to copy plans and drawings, without
labouring on so that he might become himself an artist.
The diligence with which young Bernard practised draw-
ing during these first years had a marked influence
over his career in after-life, Nature supplied him with
his copies : the trees of his own wood, adjacent rocks,
the birds, the lizards, or his mother’s face, were at the
same time the most convenient and the most welcome
objects to a draughtsman whose appointed volumes were
the works of Nature, and whose chief delight was a
minute observation of her ways.

Thus, then, it came to pass that Bernard Palissy, by
the time he had grown lusty, and acquired a down upon
his chin, was qualified not only to assist his father in
the henourable trade of Verrerie, but was at the same
time skilful to gratify the vanity or affection of his neigh-
bours, by painting images of them, or of their houses,
or whatever other things they loved, on sheets of paper.
But the trade of glass-painting, which had borne good
fruit not long before, was at that time falling rapidly
into the yellow leaf.  The son, upon the boundaries of
manhood, with the hopes of life before him, capable of
independent toil, was out of place as partner with his
father, in a business that provided to a single household






CHAPTER IIL
THE GREAT WORKSHOP: ITS WARS.

WATCHFUL of lizards, a warm friend to trees, a studious
traveller in stony places, which to his eye were not
barren ; contemplative, cheerful, simple-hearted, Bernard
Palissy passed out of the cover of his native wood,
loitering to examine nettles by the wayside, or to put
some oddly-fashioned stone into his wallet. It was the
time when the ambition of two princes, whom it 1s
customary to call great— Francis I of France, and
Charles V. of Spain—had led to the tumult of an idle
conflict, in which one half of Europe was involved. Two
hundred thousand lives destroyed, and the ruin of a
million of families, left to these two great men, when
their rivalry was over, no gain but repentance. So
Bernard, stout and vigorous, entered a world in which
there was provided ample field for military glory.

I think it necessary to a proper understanding of the
character of Palissy that the story of his life should be
connected with some recollection of the age for which
he worked, He was before his time, how much so they
only can perceive who know how men were accustomed
to think, speak, and act during the sixteenth century,
and have acquired this knowledge from a little study of
contemporary records. Bernard Palissy, as we shall
hereafter find, was influenced by all that he saw, in
harmony with all that he thought true, and at active war
with all that he thought false. Though often labouring
uncomprehended and alone, far in advance of all his
neighbours, he being truly a great man, could only feel
and act as one of a community. It is impossible, there-
fore, to have more than a very vague notion of the true
worth and significance of what he did, if we abstract
him from the world in which he laboured. We must
see him in the place he occupied among the men by

whom he was surrounded, and so fairly mcasure his
work against theirs,
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Blaise de Montluc, for example, was, in accordance
with the spirit of his day, a perfect soldier ; he was
nothing else. To him a day of peace brought more
vexation than a year of trouble. Strife was his rest ;
and his religion—for in his military way he was very
religious—was the notion that he had a God, whose
business it was, if paid sufficient wages in the way of
vows, to help him in the day of battle. At the age of
seventy-five, compelled to superannuate himself, lame, as
he says, in almost every limb with pike-wounds and the
wounds of shot, the old man closed his life with the
recital of his history. The face that bent over his paper
was made ugly by a harquebuss, whose shot had left in
it a running sore, apparently incurable. The stump of
the man of battles, li‘fw.'.ring thus, at the age of seventy-
five, superannuated itself, dictated or wrote the story
of its past life, and has left complete those * Com-
mentaries of Montluc,” which Henri IV. styled “ The
Scldier’s Bible.”

Montluc was, by eight or ten years, older than Palissy
and had been at work in the great world, seeking joy
and profit in its ferment, while Palissy yet dwelt as a
child in the seclusion of the forest. Of the court politics
Montluc knew little, Palissy much less ; nor is it requisite
that we should place ourselves at any distance from their
point of view, in looking at the turmoils of society. The
mean and wretched selfishness of kings in those old
times concerns us only here in its effects. The royal
motives, and the royal glories or disgraces, may be found
by reference to any history of France. When Palissy
sat down to gossip with the crippled soldier in his cottage
or trudged with him upon the road for company, so far
as their two ways were one, what sort of narratives in-
structed him in the world’s doings at that time and for
the few preceding years? Montluc returned among the
cripples, and what his tale would have been we know;
therefore we need feign nothing, but soberly relate
Montluc’s view of the world, which Palissy had come
forth to encounter.

Montluc was, in 1528, a young soldier, aged perhaps
about twenty-seven. His house was noble but im-
poverished. Bred as a page in the house of the Duke
Antoine de Lorraine, he become, in the next place,
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archer of the duke’s company, having M. de Bayard for
his lieutenant. Rumour, however, brought him tidings of
the noble deeds that formed the daily run of military
life in Italy, and Montluc had a mania for laurels. He
went, therefore, to Gascony, and obtained equipment
from his father, with a little money and a Spanish horse,
on which he galloped forth in search of fortune. He
had not travelled a day’s journey from his father’s house
before he met the Sieur de Castelnau, an old gentleman
entitled by experience to give him copious information
on Italian matters, and communicative as old gentlemen
are apt to be. Montluc spurred on and crossed the
mountains, hurrying to Milan. He was then seventeen,
and had his career before him ; as now at the same age
Bernard Palissy is entering on his.

Two uncles by the mother’s side, named Stillac, wel-
comed young Montluc; and one of these two uncles
serving M. de Lescun, who was brother to M. de Lautrec,
marshal of France, Blaise de Montluc was entered as an
archer in his company. Among these common archers
there were not a few born gentlemen. The war on this
occasion lasted twenty-two months, and young Blaise,
who knew it was necessary for a soldier to display as
soon as possible his quality of stomach, fought so dili-
gently that five horses were killed under him 1n ten days,
besides that he was once made a prisoner and ransomed
by his comrades. Montluc was in the battle of Bicoque,
where he saw M. de Montmorenci, with whom afterwards,
when constable of France, Palissy became acquainted,
struggling on foot.

After the loss of Milan, Montluc returned to France as
man-at-arms and archer in the army of Lautrec. The
Spaniards soon formed a party for him, and Montluc’s
next day of pleasure was a battle at Saint Jean de Luz.
In that battle, among others who were struck down was
M. de la Faye, of Saintonge, afterwards a friend to
Palissy. The French had very much the worst of the
entertainment at Saint Jean de Luz ; they were routed,
and would have suffered most severely from the Spanish
cavalry if Montluc had not, in the teeth of cautious
counsel, inspired a hundred cross-bowmen on foot with
readiness to follow him and check the fatal movement.
These hundred men took cross-bows ; for at that time (in
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kind who were too poor to provide ransom, to quit the
camp and find his way to France. .

How King Francis went as prisoner to Madrid, what
he did there, and how he came to France again, are ques-
tions in which we are not concerned, except so far as to
state that when he did get home, Montluc was soon
emancipated from the bonds of peace. Being required
to raise a troop of foot in Gascony, he marched at the
head of eight hundred men for Italy, having among his
troop four or five hundred harquebusses, though there
were still scarcely any of those weapons used in France.
The old man, when memoir writing, wipes his ulcerated
face with a stump of a hand, and abuses harquebusses
heartily. The young man, having got to Italy, was soon
shot in the leg; and being lamed for a season, was not
at the siege of Pavia. He followed the camp on a litter.
His Gascons had been divided, and he himself left com-
mander of four hundred. Being recovered from his lame-
ness, on a certain occasion the French came before a
small town named Capistrano, situated on a mountain.
Two breaches had been made in its walls, each of them
only large enough for the admission of a single man.
Montluc was ordered with his troop to force the town.

This happened about a year before the date of Palissy’s
first march into the world. Although very much con-
densing Montluc’s story, I will, nevertheless, leave it to
be told in the first person.

“ Count Pedro of Navarre bade us to storm the town.
I had long panted for the day when I might be the first
to enter by a breach. The time was come. I shouted to
my men to follow closely, and rushed through the wall,
with a coat of mail upon my body, such as the Germans
wear, a sword in hand, a buckler on my left arm, and a
morion on my head. The breach made entry into a
house, and the enemy had torn up a number of the planks
iust overhead, and piled a mass of stones upon the upper
floor. [ leapt in quickly, but as my lieutenant followed,
the stones were shot down, hurting some men and partly
closing up the entrance. None could follow ; but I did
not notice this,as I ran on to the door leading to the
street. That was defended by the enemy, and while I
fought them, the men from above fired down upon me
through the reft in the ceiling with their harquebusses. A






26 PALISSY THE POTTER.

citizens and the brother of my host were taken as hostages,
with a promise that they should be hung if I was not
made comfortable. Certainly it was not their fault that,
from lying on my back so long the flesh all rotted from

1y backbone.
B Nevertheless, for my comfort, Count Pedro de Navarre
assigned to me a handsome portion of the enemy’s land,
which had been confiscated. I had the Tower de la
Nuncide, the first barony of Naples, with twelve hundred
ducats of income. A notable prize that would have been,
if we had held our ground in Italy. They were endeavour-
ing to subdue Naples by famine, but our galleys failed us,
and the sea was open to the Neapolitans. Then came
the Prince of Navarre, and from the time of his landing
all good luck deserted us. By that time I was able to get
about with my arm in a sling, and do some service with
my men. By chance I saw a body of Italians stealing
from the town-gate, to surprise the prince when he was
disembarking. 1 succeeded in conveying warning, and a
vessel coasted on to overlook the road and act on my
intelligence ; but the men in the vessel no sooner caught
sight of my troop of harquebuss men, than they took for
granted we were enemies, and opened fire upon us with
their cannon. Two men were shot down close beside
me. Of one man, whose head was split open, the brains
were dashed into my face.

“ To save ourselves from our friends we took shelter in
a trench, and presently the enemy defiled along the road
before us. We fired upon them, and effected a diversion.
The Prince of Navarre, having landed, scampered for his
life to reach the camp, whither I and my men retreated,
and, entrenched behind the wall on each side of the camp-
gate, we defended the position for a terrible half-hour,
At last the enemy retired ; and I, who had been able only
to instruct my men, too weak for fighting, was leaning
exhausted against a bank, when I heard the high officers
talking as they pointed to me, and saying that they owed
much to the young man with the crippled arm, and those
who had come newly to the camp inquired about me,
That was my reward.

“ But the Prince of Navarre brought us bad luck. Mis-
fortune followed on misfortune. We lost our best men,

M. de Lautrec among others ; and I travelled home to






CHAPTER IIL

THE GREAT WORKSHOP: ITS HOMES.

IT was well for Bernard that he had not to depend on
glass-painting alone for a subsistence. Work at a church-
window was not to be found in every town ; and although
there were few noble houses at that time in France which
were not decorated with a rather free display of coloured
glass, yet, unluckily, the noble tenants were beginning to
discover that their painted windows were domestic miseries.
They had been, of late years, greatly in fashion. The
works of Jean de Bruges, Michael Angelo, Raphael, and
Giulio Romano, had been assiduously translated into glass,
for satisfaction to the luxury of wealthy men. Even in our
own days, any mania for painted windows in a dwelling-
house would have within itself the elements of speedy cure ;
what it implied, however, in the sixteenth century will soon
be seen. Palissy, therefore, setting out into the world as
glass-painter in a year that was on the wrong side of the
climax in the public taste, found it not very easy to ex-
change his painted glass for bread.

Palissy wandered on. What tales the soldier had to
tell of foreign warfare we have seen. If he spoke to a
tradesman he would hear about home miseries, and learn
what was the meaning of that constant sound of the wood-
cutter’s axe and crash of fallen trees which filled most of
the forests across which he had to journey. This, for
example, is part of the narrative put into a Draper’s mouth
by a contemporary writer, Regnier de la Planche. I cite
only such matter as directly illustrates certain opinions
expressed very earnestly by Bernard in his later years ;
opinions that must have been based mainly upon the
experience acquired by travel.

" Monseigneur the Cardinal de Guise—you cannot walk
far without stumbling on a benefice of his. ~ He setsa bright
example to the Church. There was no need of it. Round
Paris, where I live, the woods are swept away so thoroughly
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not appertain. If they belong, then, to the crown domain,
alas ! gentlemen-peers of France, where is the oath you
made, and swore so solemnly on the altar at the consecra-
tion and the crowning of the king, to preserve and main-
tain his domains ?>—where is that which you swore should
not be alienated ? If you do not fear God by whom you
swore, nor love the king to whom your vow was pledged,
at least say why you have abandoned fear of shame,
and the reproach of man. It will descend upon your
tombs.”

One spoke thus who had seen much of France, and knew
these things. But if these things were so, the peace of
nature was not in the hearts of men. There were wide
clearances in almost all the woods, and to the mind of
Palissy—born lover of the fields—the fallen bodies of the
trees which strewed the ground must have been a sight
far more pitiful than to Montluc’s eyes were the human
bodies on a field of battle.

“1 have seen much of France and know these men,”
the trader said. “ My business has carried me abroad,
especially to Germany. I was long in Lorraine ; I have
seen Irance; and as for the affairs of my own town,
I have studied them. Our state of trade gives us a great
intercourse with people of all classes. No others have
equal means of residence and traffic among foreigners ;
can win so well the attachment of foreign kings and
princes ; know the news of foreign courts, their enterprises,
and their tempers. Our experience causes us to be sought
even by statesmen, and our traffic is a noble occupation,
for we succour our own land with the blessings which
were given to another. That way our gold and silver
comes, we make none poor for the increase of our houses.
What man is there who acquires wealth better or more
honourably than we traders do, whose profit comes through
the convenience of all, by our own industry and labour ?
The soldier risks his life ; we trade through war and peril
risking not only life, but also wealth.” s
= 1:]?“5?5’: as ?dglass-wﬂrker, followed a noble trade, but
:0 the ree mind of the Draper, trade appeared as noble
in all honest forms,

“Trade in itself is noble,” said the Draper. “The
wisest men, and the men most celebrated for their virtue,
have been traders. Thales, the first of the Seven Sages,
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« But,” says the Draper, “ you will find all things written
in books. With a book we travel for nothing throughout
all the regions of the world; we mount with faith to
heaven, and descend with security into the abysses ; we
dive into the whirlpools of the sea, plunge into the midst of
battles, capture towns, engage with brigands, and do
anything, in short, without lifting a foot. That which
long age, hard toil, and heavy experience formerly brought
to a man only at the hour of death, our children (so to
speak) may suck from the teats of their mothers and their
nurses.”

And yet men knew little more of a rock than that it was
stone, and that it was there because it was placed there
in the beginning. Such was the talk of the day among
merchants and men of the middle class when Palissy went
out and saw the world of France. If he was invited as a
glass-painter to exercise his art upon the windows of
a country mansion, in what sort of home did he find its
possessor living ? His commonest experiences would have
been of this kind.

First he had to cross the stagnant moat, which coiled
like a green snake about the mansion. Chamber-windows
opened over it, and sleepers breathed its exhalations.
Within the circle of the moat rose an unwieldy mass of
scattered towers, round and square, connected, without
any reference to symmetry, by massive walls. The thick-
ness of the walls was visible in the deep setting of their
eyes, their little windows and large windows. nearly all of
which wanted the brightness proper to clear glass, and
had that dull fishy look peculiar to painted windows seen
from the outside.

If then admitted to the lord or lady of the house, he was
led over cheerless floors, through thick walls and massive
doorways, along passages but dimly lighted. Men were
not then distant from the day when right hands—weapon-
hands—were grasped ungauntleted, in sign of friendship
and assurance that the friendship was sincere; an act
that is in our day reduced to the polite form of a punctilious
pulling-off of gloves. Architecture, also, had not then
escaped the influence of monkish tutelage ; and the man-
sions of noblemen, whether their town-houses or their
country-houses, were buildings of the character here
indicated. They consisted of strong towers, with high-






CHAPTER IV,

THE GREAT WORKSHOP: ITS PHILOSOPHERS.

WANT of the necessary knowledge renders it impossible
for us to trace year by year the path of Palissy, during
the nine or ten years of wandering which followed his first
departure out of home into the world. It was to him a
period of education. The frequent reference to the
Ardennes throughout his works shows that he must have
spent some time in that corner of France most remote
from the Pyrenees ; while in the upper Pyreneces, at Tar-
bes, he tells us that he spent some years. From Antwerp,
in the east, to Brest in the most westerly parts of Brittany ;
from Brittany to the Pyrenees, along the southern coast,
through Montpellier and Nismes (both of which towns he
mentions) ; across France between these extreme points,
and through Limousin, Perigord, Auvergne, Berri, Bur-
gundy, Champagne, the extent of the travels of Palissy
may be traced without difficulty in his writings. He
watched the vapours in the Ardennes, noticed the petri-
factions there, and made observations of the soil, which
led him to believe that mineral springs might be found in
those mountains, similar to those which he had seen at
Spa, and in many villages of the district of Liege. He
noticed the corroded surface of glass used in the churches
of Poitou and Brittany. In a little town of Poitou he
seems to have spent some time. While at Tarbes he
observed the fever that attacked all strangers who came
into the district of Bigorre. He took note of the marble
in the Pyrenees, and there also watched the phenomena
that attended the rising and condensing of vapours and
the formation of snow. He found crystal on the moun-
tains of Auvergne. He qualified himself to describe the
change of vegetation that is to be observed on traversin

France from Paris northward or southward. “I under-
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quity, he visited the laboratories of Touraine, Poitou, and
Anjou ; his curiosity for truth was universal.

His study of Nature must be dwelt upon hereafter when
we count its fruits ; but there are external influences in
society which act upon a character, as_sun, and soil, and
wind act on a tree, determining on which side there shall
be most growth, and what shall be the prevalent direction
of its branches. Since Bernard Palissy was one of those
unwearied, nimble-minded men who have thoughts of
their own, and thoughts of value, scattered about more
fields than one of human intellect, in following his course
we have to keep our own eyes busy. We cannot, there-
fore, pass over his first years of observation in the world
without connecting fragments of experience notably di-
verse, and vet all-important to the full perception of his
character.

Philosophers, of course, were to be questioned. Palissy
aspired to know what could be taught by men wise in his
own day about the rocks and woods ; his early familiarity
with chemical substances used in the art of glass-painting,
and the changes which they underwent when subjected to
fire, had excited in his mind especial curiosity for know-
ledge that might be communicated by the chemists.

Philosophy, in France, was then ill represented. But
during the same years which were spent by Bernard as a
traveller over the face of France, another wanderer was
shifting restlessly from town to town among the German
states. That wanderer was Paracelsus, a man wiser in
science than his generation. By dwelling briefly on the
memory of this teacher’s career, we shall recal sufficiently
well to our minds the position of philosophy in Europe at
the time when Palissy was seeking information in the
workshop of the alchemist. We shall, at the same time,
make acquaintance with a teacher of whom Palissy
heard much, and whom afterwards he only mentioned
with respect.

The Greeks and Latins supplied knowledge to that age,
and even from the teaching of the Greeks and Latins
many sound doctrines had been lost. In the beginning
of the sixteenth century Aristotle was to the learned in
Europe all in all. Pliny was then the leading naturalist,
with a knowledge in advance of his successors ; Celsus
was a text-book to physicians. Bombast von Hohenheim.
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But there was at Basle a certain canon named Cor-
nelius von Lichtenfels, who was afflicted with the stomach-
ache ; and the stomach-ache of Cornelius von Lichtenfels
ruined the worldly prospects of a great philosopher. For
the afflicted canon, who no longer dined canonically, had
sought ease of the physicians of the town, and swallowed,
as good patients ever ought to swallow, many quarts of
potion. Then he applied to Paracelsus, who bargained to
afford ease for the price of a hundred florins. The canon,
having agreed to this, received three little pills containing
opium. His pain departed ; but since he was a man
devoted to the ancient customs of the world, and had
expected (as to this day patients often still expect) to get
the value of his hundred florins in six hundred draughts
and many mixtures, the canon, who desired to be elabo-
rately, orthodoxly cured, refused to pay for three small
pills—not even boluses—so large a sum of money as had
been agreed. Paracelsus then sued for his fee before the
arbiters of law, and was informed by them that he could
not lawfully claim payment of the canon, except according
to the custom of the town, by charging for his medicine ;
and it was well known that one florin would have beena high
price for three pills. Thereupon Paracelsus, moved—as
he was too often moved—to wrath, informed the judges
so emphatically of his opinion of their sense, that, to avoid
the consequences of his great contempt of court, he was
obliged to quit the town. This was in July, 1528 ; the
wanderings of Paracelsus then began in the same year to
which we have referred the commencement of the wander-
ings of Palissy.

Everywhere testifying his great skill and genius, every-
where at war with men of science, who were too blind to
perceive his truths, and too proud to endure his temper,
fulminating manifestoes nIP incompetence against the
followers he left at Basle, and his disciples elsewhere—
right enough, no doubt, in fact, though wrong in feeling—
Paracelsus buffeted his way through Germany from town
tﬂifown. “Have no heed,” he writes, truthfully, bitterly
—*“have no heed of my wretchedness, thou reader ; let
me bear my ills myself. I have two sins upon me—my
poverty and my piety. Poverty was reproached against
me by a burgomaster, who, no doubt, had seen at Innspruck
the doctors in silk clothes at the prince’s courts, not in
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own ample mind. Accordingly, while Bernard Palissy,
a youth, was visiting the alchemists, and penetrating their
delusions with the clear light of his own home-bred reason,
Paracelsus was at Augsburg, publishing an astrological
prediction—a prophecy for the years 1530 to 1534, entitled
“ Practica D. Theophrasti Paracelsi.” The hieroglyphic
on the title-page represented a military man, with a drawn
sword in one hand, and a large buckler in the other, who
stands on his head in a blaze of fireworks. He balances
himself upon clouds, a great star blazes on his body, and
light streams out of his mouth, irradiating a group of
warriors of all nations, who stand below. A dead king,
~ stretched upon a bier, is master of the foreground. The
prophecy of Paracelsus boded a struggle between two
mighty lords, with profit to neither—no very bold thing to
foretel, considering the movements caused by the struggle
between Charles and Francis, who were quarrelling and
fighting like two angry boys, the misfortune added, that they
happened to be kings, with nations to be torn instead of
pinafores. “Trade,” says Paracelsus, “ will suffer ruin ;
no man will regard other than his own gain, and honour
will be held in small esteem.” One might question whether
Paracelsus went the whole way to the stars for that dis-
covery ; but if he did, it is unhappily most certain that he
might have spared himself so far a journey. Deaths of
potentates, and other matters prophesied, did not take
place. On the foundation of a false science, it mattered
not how great might be the genius of the builder ; in the
world of shadows, as we were told, long ago, by Mycilus
the Cobbler, “ there is no distinguishing the brown from
the fair, for all is of one colour ; and who can see a dif-
ference between these rags and those robes worn by a
monarch ?”  The cobbler would paint quite as well as
Zeuxis on a cloud, or raise as fine a work as Phidias upon
a quicksand. There are, however, phrases in the * Prac-
tica™ of Paracelsus which one might gladly wrest into the
service of a modern meaning. Forgetting macrocosm
and microcosm, one might apply to a new thought the
sentence of Paracelsus, that, ““ those who would understand
the course of the heaven above must not omit to recognise
the heaven in man.” We may take also a disjointed sen-
tence from the Augsburg prophecy, and fix it as a motto
to the scientific spirit of its age ; “ In the concealed lies






42 PALISSY THE POTTER.

property of gold communicated to man’s body, but also
for transmuting into gold all metals. _ £

“Give thanks,” one of the great alchemists said, “ to
Almighty God, who, taking pity on human calamities,
has at last revealed this inestimable treasure, and made
it known for the common benefit of all.” He was one
of those who claimed to be an adept