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c A N D I D E 
OR 

ALL FOR THE BEST 

PAR ~r I. 

C H A P. I. 

How Candide was brought up in a fine castle, and how he was 
expelled from thence. 

THERE lived in W estphalia, in the castle of my Lord the Baron 
of Thunder-ten-tronckh, a young man, on whom nature had 
bestowed the most agreeable manners. His face was the index 
of his mind. He had an upright heart, with an easy frankness; 
which, I believe, was the reason he got the name of Candide. He 
was suspected, by the old servants of the family, to be the son of 
my Lord the Baron's sister, by a good honest gentleman of the 
neighbourhood, whom that young lady declined to marry, be
cause he could only produce seventyone armorial quarterings, 
the rest of his genealogical tree having been destroyed through 
the injuries of time. 

The Baron was one of the most powerful lords in W estphalia; 
for his castle had both a gate and windows; and his great hall 
was even adorned with tapestry. The dogs of his outer yard com
posed his pack upon occasion; his grooms were his huntsmen; 
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and the vicar of the parish was his great almoner. He was called 

by every body, My Lord; and every one would lau~h when he 

told his story. 
My Lady the Baroness, who weighed about three hundred and 

fifty pounds, attracted by that means very great regard, and did 

the honours of the house with a dignity that rendered her still 

more respectable. Her daughter Cunegonda, aged about seven

teen years, was of a high complexion, fresh, plun1p, and the object 

of desire. The Baron's son appeared to be in every respect worthy 

of his father. The preceptor, Pangloss, was the oracle of the house, 

and little Candide listened to his lectures with all the simplicity 

that was suitable to his age and his character. 

Pan gloss taught m eta ph ysico-theologo-cosmolonigology. He 

proved most admirably, that there could not be an effect without 

a cause; that, in this best of possible worlds, my Lord the Baron's 

castle was the most magnificent of castles, and my Lady the hest 

of baronesses that possibly could be. 
"lt is demonstrable," said he, "that things cannot be otherwise 

than they are: for all things having been made for some end, they 

must necessarily be intended for the best end. Observe well, that 

the nose has been made for carrying spectacles, therefore we have 

spectacles. The legs are visibly designed for stockings, and there

fore we have stockings. Stones have been formed to be hewn, anJ 

to make castles; therefore my Lord has a very fine castle; and 

the greatest baron of the province ought to be the best lodged. 

Swine were made to be eat;thereforeweeatporkalltheyearround: 

consequently, those who have asserted, that all is good, have said 

a foolish thing; they should have said, that all is for the best.'' 

[8] 
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Candide listened attentively, and believed implicitly; for he 
thought Miss Cunegonda extremely handsome, though he never 
had the courage to tell her so. He concluded, that next to the good 
fortune of being born Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh, the second 
degree of happiness was that of being Miss Cunegonda, the third 
to see her every day, and the fourth to hear Master Pangloss, the 
greatest philosopher of the province, and consequently of the 
whole world. 

One Jay Cunegonda having taken a walk hard by the castle, in 
a little wood, which they called the park, espied among the bushes 
Doctor Pangloss giving a lecture in experimental philosophy to 
her mother's chambermaid, a little brown wench, very handsome, 
and very tractable. As Miss Cunegonda had a strong inclination 
for the sciences, she observed, without making any noise, the 
experiments repeated before her eyes; she saw very clearly the 
sufficient reason of the Doctor, the effects and the causes: and she 
returned greatly flurried, quite pensive, and full of desire to be 
learned; imagining, that she might be a sufficient reason for 
young Candide, as he also Inight be the same to her. 
In her return to the castle she n1et Candide, and blushed; Candide 
also blushed: she wished hin1 good morrow with a faltering voice; 
and Candide made answer, without knowing what he said. The 
next day, after dinner, as they rose from table, Cunegonda and 
Candide happened to get behind the screen. Cunegonda dropt 
her handkerchief, and Candide took it up; she, not thinking any 
harm, took hold of his hand; and the young man, not thinking 
any harm neither, kissed the hand of the young lady, with an 
eagerness, a sensibility, and grace, wholly singular; their mouths 

[g] 
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met, their eyes sparkled, their knees trembled, their hands 

strayed.-- The Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh happening to 

pass close by the screen, and observing this cause and effect, 

kicked Candide out of the castle, with lusty blows on the back

side. Cunegonda fell into a swoon; and as soon as she came to 

herself, was heartily cuffed on the ear by my Lady the Baroness. 

Thus all was thrown into confusion in the finest and most agree-

able castle possible. 

C H A P. 11. 

What became of Candide among the Bulgarians. 

CA~DIDE being expelled the terrestrial paradise, rambled a long 

time without knowing where, in tears, lifting up his eyes to 

heaven, and sometimes turning them towards the finest of castles, 

which contained the handsomest of baronesses. He laid himself 

down, without his supper, in the open fields, between two furrows, 

while the snow fell in great flakes. Candide, almost frozen to 

death, crawled, next morning, to the neighbouring village, which 

is called Waldberghoff-trarbk-dikdorff. Having no money, and 

dying with hunger and fatigue, he stopped in a dejected posture, 

before the gate of an inn. Two men dressed in blue observing him 

in such a situation, "Brother," says one of them to the other, 

"there is a young fellow well built, and of a proper height.'' They 

accosted Candide, and invited him very civilly to dinner. "Gent

lemen," replied Candide with an agreeable n1odesty, "you do 

me much honour, but I have no money to pay for my shot." 

[1o] 
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"0 Sir," said one of the blues, "persons of your appearance and 

merit never pay any thing: are you non five feetfiveincheshigh ?" 

"Yes,Gentleme;n, that is my height," returned he, making a bow. 

"Con1e, Sir, sit down at table: we will not only treat ou, but 

we will never let such a man as you want money: men are made 

to assist one another." "You are in the right," said Candide; 

"that is what Pangloss always told me, and I see plainly that 

every thing is for the best." They in treat him to take a few 

crowns; which he accepts of, and would have given them his note, 

but they refused it, and sat down to table. "Do not you love ten

derly---?" "0 yes," replied he, "I love tenderly Miss Cune

gonda. "No," said one of the gentlemen; "we ask you if you do 

not love tenderly the King of the Bulgarians?" "Not at all," said 

he, "for I never saw him." "How! he is the most charn1ing of 

kings, and you must drink his health." "0, with all my heart, 

Gentlemen," and drinks. "That is enough," said they to him; 

"you are now the bulwark, the support, the defender, the hero of 

the Bulgarians; your fortune is made, and you are certain of 

glory." Instantly they clap him in irons, and carry hirn to the 

regiment. He is made to turn about to the right and to the left, 

to draw the ramn1er, to return the rammer, to present, to fire, to 

double; and they give him thirty blows with a cudgel. The next 

day he performs his exercise not quite so bad, and receives but 

twenty blows; the third day the blows are restricted to ten, and 

he is looked upon by his fellow-soldiers as a kind of prodigy. 

Candide quite stupified, could not yet well conceive how he had 

become a hero. One fine day in the spring it came into his head 

to take a walk, going straight forward, imagining that the human, 

[11] 
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as well as the animal species, were intitled to make whatever use 

they pleased of their limbs. He had not travelled two leagues, 

when four other heroes, six feet high, came up to him, bound 

him, and put him into a dungeon. He is asked by a court-mar

tial, whether he chuses to be whipped six and thirty times through 

the whole regiment, or receive at once twelve bullets through the 

forehead? He in vain argued that the will is free, and that he 

chose neither the one nor the other; he was obliged to make a 
choice: he therefore resolved, in virtue of God's gift, called fi·ee
will, to run the gauntlet six and thirty times. He underwent this 

discipline twice. The regiment being composed of two thousand 

men, he received four thousand lashes, which laid open all his 

muscles and nerves, fron1 the nape of the neck to the posteriors. 

As they were proceeding to a third operation, Candide being 

quite spent, begged as a favour, that they would be so kind as to 

shoot him: he obtained his request; they hoodwink him, and 

make him kneel: the King of the Bulgarians passing by, inquired 

into the crime of the delinquent; and as this prince was a person 

of great penetration, he discovered from what he heard of Can

dide, that he was a young metaphysician, entirely ignorant of 

the things of this world; and he granted him his pardon, with a 

clemency which will be extolled in all histories, and throughout 

all ages. An experienced surgeon cured Candide in three weeks, 

with emollients prescribed by no less a master than Dioscorides. 

He had now acquired some skin, and was able to walk, whep. the 

King of the Bulgarians gave battle to the King of the A bares. 
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C H A P. Ill. 

How Candide made his escape from the Bulgarians, and what 
afterwards bejel him. 

NoTHING could be so fine, so neat, so brilliant, so well disposed, 
as the two armies. The trumpets, fifes, hautboys, drums, and 
the cannon, forn1ed an harmony superior to what hell could 
invent. The cannon swept off at first about six thousand men on 
~ach side; afterwards the musketry carried away from the best of 
worlds, about nine or ten thousand rascals that infected its surface. 
The bayonet was likewise the sufficient reason of the death of 
some thousands of men. The whole number n1ight amount to 
about thirty thousand souls. Candide, who tren1bled like a phi
losopher, hid himself as well as he could during this heroic but
chery. 

In short, while each of the two Kings were causing Te Deum to 
be sung in their respective can1ps, he resolved to go somewhere 
else, to reason upon the effects and causes. He walked over heaps 
of the dead and dying: he came at first to a neighbouring village 
belonging to the Abares, but found it in ashes; for it had been 
burnt by the Bulgarians, according to the law of nations. Here 
were to be seen old men full of wounds, casting their eyes on the~r 
murdered wives, who were holding their infants to their bloody 
breasts. You n1ight see in another' place, virgins having their 
bellies ripped up, after they had satisfied the natural desires of 
some of those heroes, breathing out their last sighs. Others half-

[I3] 
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burnt prayed earnestly for instant death. The whole field was 

covered with brains, and with legs and arms lopped off. 

Candide hetook himself with full speed to another village. It 

belonged to the Bulgarians, and had met with the same treatment 

from the Aharian heroes. Candide, walking still forward over 

quivering limbs, or through rubbish of houses, got at last out of 

the theatre of war, having some small quantity of provisions in 

his knapsack, and never forgetting Miss Cunegonda. His provi

sions failed him when he arrived in Holland; hut having heard 

that every one was rich in that country, and that they were 

Christians, he did not doubt but he should he as well treated 

there as he had been in my Lord the Baron's castle, before 

he had been expelled thence on account of Miss Cunegonda' s 

sparkling eyes. 
He asked alms from several grave-looking persons; who all 

replied, that if he continued that trade, they would confine 

him in a house of correction, where he should learn to get his 

bread. 
He applied himself afterwards to a man, who for a whole hour 

had been discoursing on the subject of charity, before a large 

assembly. This orator looking on him askance, said to him, 

''"\tVhat are you doing here? are you for the good cause?'' ''There 

is no effect without a cause," replied Candide modestly; "all is 

necessarily linked, and ordered for the best. A necessity banished 

me from Cunegonda; a necessity forced me to run the gauntlet; 

and another necessity makes me beg for my bread, till I can fall 

on a business to earn it. All this could not be otherwise." "My 
friend," said the orator to him, "do you believe that the Pope is 
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Antichris~?" "I never have heard whether he is or not," replied 
Candide; "but whether he is, or is not, I want bread."."You do 
not deserve to eat any," said the other; "get you gone, you rogue, 
get you gone, you wretch; never in thy life come near me again." 
The orator's wife, having popped her head out of the window, 
and seeing a man who doubted whether the Pope was Antichrist, 
poured on his head a full--- 0 heavens! to what excess does 
religious zeal transport the fair sex ! 
A man who had not been baptized, a good Anabaptist, named 
James, saw the barbarous and ignominious manner with which 
they treated one of his brethren, a being with two feet, un
feathered, and endowed with a rational soul. He took him home 
with him, cleaned him, gave him bread and beer, made him a 
present of two florins, and offered to teach him the method of 
working in his manufactories of Persian stuffs, which are fabri
cated in Holland. Candide prostrating himself almost at his 
knees, cried out, "Mr. Pangloss argued well when he said, that 
every thing is for the best in this world; for I am infinitely more 
affected with your very great generosity, than by the hard
heartedness of that gentleman with the black cloak, and the lady 
his wife.'' 

Next day, as he was taking a walk, he met a beggar all covered 
over with sores, his eyes dead, the tip of his nose ate off, his mouth 
turned to one side of his face, his teeth black, speaking through 
his throat, tormented with a violent cough, and spitting a tooth 
at every attempt to draw his breath. 
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C H A P. IV. 

How Candide met his old master of philosophy, Dr Pangloss, 

and what happened to them. 

CANDIDE, n1oved more with compassion than horror, gave this 

frightful mendicant the two florins which he had received of his 

honest Anabaptist James. The spectre fixed his eyes attentively 

upon hin1, dropt some tears, and was going to fall upon his neck. 

Candide affrighted, drew back. "Alas!'' said the one wretch to 

the other, "don't you any longer know your dear Pangloss?" 

"What do I hear! Is it you, my dear master! you in this dreadful 

condition! What misfortune has befallen you? Why are you no 

longer in the most magnificent of castles? What is become of 

Miss Cunegonda, the nonpareil of the fair sex, the masterpiece of 

nature?" "I have no more strength," said Pangloss. Candide 

in1mediately carried hin1 to the Anabaptist's stable, where he 

gave him a little bread to eat. When Pangloss was refreshed a 

little, "Well," said Candide, "what is become of Cunegonda ?" 

"She is dead," replied the other. Candide fainted away at this 

word: but his friend recovered his senses, with a little bad vinegar 

which he found by chance in the stable. Candide opening his 

eyes, cried out, "Cunegonda is dead! Ah, best ofworlds, where 

art thou? But of what distemper did she die? Was not this the 

cause, her seeing me driven out of the castle by my Lord, her 

father, with great kicks on the breech?" "No," said Pangloss, 

"she was gutted by s01ne Bulgarian soldiers, after having been 

[x6] 
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barbarously ravished: they knocked my Lord the Baron on the 
head, for attemping to protect her; my Lady the Baroness was 
cut in pieces; my poor pupil was treated precisely like his sister; 
and as for the castle, there is not one stone left upon another, nor 

a barn, nor a sheep, nor a duck, n~r a tree. But we have been 
sufficiently revenged; for the Abarians have done the very same 
thing to a neighbouring barony, which belonged to a Bulgarian 
lord." 

At this discourse Candide fainted away a second time: but coming 
to himself, and having said all that he ought to say, he inquired 
into the cause and the effect, and into the sufficient reason that 
had reduced Pangloss to so deplorable a condition. "Alas," said 
the other, "it was love; love, the comforter of the human race, 
the preserver of the universe, the soul of all sensible beings, tender 
love." "Alas!" said Candide, "I know this love, the sovereign of 
hearts, the soul of our soul; yet it never cost me more than a kiss, 
and twenty kicks on the breech. But how could this charming 
cause produce in you so abominable an effect?" 

Pangloss made answer as follows. "0 my dear Candide, you 
knew Paquetta, that pretty attendant on our Noble Baroness: I 
tasted in her arms the delights of paradise, which produced those 
torments of hell with which you see me devoured. She was infected, 
and perhaps she is dead. Paquetta received this present from a 
learned cordelier, who had traced it to the source: for he had it 
from an old countess, who had received it from a captain ofhorse, 
who was indebted for it to a marchioness, who got it from a page, 
who had received it from a Jesuit, who in his noviciate had it 
in a direct line from one of the companions of Christopher 
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Columbus. For my part, I will give it to nobody, for I am 

dying.'' 
•'0 Pang loss!" cried Candide, "what a strange genealogy! Has 

not the devil given rise to it?" "Not at all," replied this great 

man; "it was a thing indispensable, a ~ecessary ingredient, in 

the best of worlds: for if Columbus had not catched, in an island 

of America, this distemper, which poisons the source of genera

tion, frequently hinders generation, and is evidently opposite to 

the great design of nature, we should have had neither chocolate 

nor cochineal. It may also be observed, that to this day, upon our 

continent, this malady, like a point of controversy, is peculiar to 

us. The Turks, the Indians, the Persians, the Chinese, the Siamese~ 

and the Japanese, know nothing of it yet. But there is a sufficient 

reason why they, in their turn, should become acquainted with 

it, a few centuries hence. In the mean time, it has made a mar

vellous progress among us, and especially in those great armies 

composed of honest hirelings well disciplined, who decide the fate 

of states; for one may he assured, that when thirty thousand _men 

in a pitched battle fight against troops equal to them in number, 

there are about twenty thousand of them poxed on each side." 

"That is surprising," said Candide; "but you must be cured." 

"Ah! how can I?" said Pangloss; "I have not a penny, my friend; 

and, throughout the whole extent of this globe, one cannot be let 

blood, nor get a glister, without paying for it, or some other per

son doing that office for us." 

This last speech determined Candide. He went to throw himself 

at the feet of his charitable Anabaptist James; and gave him so 

striking a description of the state his friend was reduced to, that 
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the good man did not hesitate to enterlain Dr Pan gloss; and he 
had him cured at his own expense. During the cure, Pangloss 
lost only an eye and an ear. As he wrote weH, and understood 
arithmetic perfectly, the Anabaptist .Tames made him his book
keeper. At the end of two months, being obliged to go to Lisbon 
about the affairs of his trade, he took the two philosophers with 
him in his ship. Pangloss explained to him how every thing was 
such as it could not be better . .Tames was not of this sentiment. 
"Mankind," said he, "must have a little corrupted their nature; 
for they were not born wolves, and yet they are become wolves: 
God has given them neither cannon of twenty-four pounds, nor 
bayonets; and yet they have made cannon and bayonets to destroy 
one another. I might throw into the account bankrupts; and the 
law, w hi eh seizes on the effects ofbankrupts, only to bilk the credit
ors." "AH this was indispensable," replied the one-eyed doctor, 
"and private misfortunes constitute the general good; so that the 
more private misfortunes there are, the whole is the hetter.n 

While he was reasoning, the air grew dark, the winds blew from 
the four quarters of the world, and the ship was attacked by a 
most dreadful storm, within sight of the harbour of Lisbon. 

C HA P. V. 

Tempest, shipwreck, earthquake, and what became of Dr Pan
gloss, Candide, and James the Anabaptist. 

ONE half of the passengers being weakened, and ready to breathe 
their last, with the inconceivable anguish which the ro1ling of the 
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ship conveyed through the nerves and all the humours of the body, 

which were quite disordered, were not capable of being alarmed 

at the danger they were in. The other half uttered cries and made 

prayers; the sails were rent, the masts broken, and the ship be

came leaky. Every one worked that was able; no body regarded 

any thing, and no order was kept. The Anabaptist contributed 

his assistance to work the ship. As he was upon deck, a furious 

sailor rudely struck him, and laid him sprawling on the planks; 

but with the blow he gave him, he himself was so violently jolted, 

that he tumbled overboard with his head foremost, and remained 

suspended by a piece of a broken mast. Honest James runs to his 

assistance, and helps him to get up again; but in the attempt is 

thrown into the sea, in the sight of the sailor, who suffered him to 

perish without deigning to look upon him. Candide draws near, 

and sees his benefactor one moment emerging, and the next swal

lowed up for ever. He was just going to throw himself into the 

sea after him, when the philosopher Pangloss hindered him, by 

demonstrating to him, that the road of Lisbon had been made on 

purpose for this Anabaptist to be drowned there. While he was 

proving this a priori, the vessel foundered, and all perished 

except Pangloss, Candide, and this brute of a sailor, who drowned 

the virtuous Anabaptist. The villain luckily swam ashore, whither 

Pangloss and Candide were carried on a plank. 

When they had recovered themselves a little, they walked towards 

Lisbon. They had some money left, with which they hoped to save 

themselves from hunger, after having escaped from the storn1. 

Scarce had they set foot in the city, bewailing the death of their 

benefactor, when they perceived the earth to tremble under their 
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• feet, and saw the sea swell and foam in the harbour, and dash to 
pieces the ships that were at anchor. The whirling flames and 
ashes covered the streets and public places, the houses tottered, 
and their roofs fell under the foundations, and the foundations 
were scattered; thirty thousand inhabitants of all ages and sexes 
were crushed to death in the ruins. The sailor whistling, and 
swearing, said, "There is some booty to be got here." "What can 
be the sufficient reason of this phrenomenon ?'' said Pangloss. 
"This is certainly the last day of the world," cried Candide. The 
sailor ran immediately into the midst of the ruins, encountered 
death to find money, found it, laid hold of it, got drunk, and 
having slept himself sober, purchased the favours of the first good
natured girl he met with, upon the ruins of the demolished houses, 
and in the midst of the dying and the dead. In the mean time, 
Pangloss pulled him by the sleeve: "My friend," said he, "this 
is not right; you trespass against universal reason, you improve 
your time badly." "Brains and blood!" answered the other; "I 
am a sailor, and was born at Batavia; four times I have trampled 
upon the crucifix in four voyages to Japan; thou mayst go seek 
for thy man with thy universal reason." · 

Some pieces of stone having wounded Candide, he lay stretched 
in the street, and covered with rubbish. "Alas l" said he to Pan~ 
gloss, "get me a little wine and oil, I am a-dying." "This trem
bling of the earth is no new thing," answered Pangloss. "The 
city of Lima, in America, experienced the same concussions 
last year; the same cause has the same effects; there is certainly a 
train of sulphur under the earth fron1 Lima to Lisbon." "Nothing 
is more probable," said Candide; "hut, for God's sake, a little 
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oil and wine." "How probabler' replied the philosopher; "I 

maintain that the point is demonstrable." Candide lost all sense; 

and Pangloss brought him a little water from a neighbouring 

fountain. 
The day following, having found some provisions in rummaging 

through the rubbish, they recruited their strength a little. After

wards they employed themselves, like others, in administering 

relief to the inhabitants that had escaped from death. Some ci

tizens that had been relieved by them, gave them as good a dinner 

as could be expected amidst such a disaster. It is tr~e, that the 

repast was mournful, and the guests watered their bread with 

their tears. But Pangloss consoled them, by affirming that things 

could not be otherwise: "For," said he, "if an universe exist, that 

universe must necessarily be the best. Now, in the best of worlds, 

all is good, all is well, all is for the best: comfort yourselves, be 

n1erry, and let us take a glass.'' A little man clad in black, who 

belonged to the inquisition, and sat at his side, took him up very 

politely, and said, "In all appearance, the gentleman does not 

believe original sin; for if all is for the best, then there has been 

neither fall nor punishn1ent.'' 
"l most humbly ask your Excellency's pardon," answered Pan

gloss still more politely; "for the fall of man and the curse neces

sarily entered into the best of worlds possible." "Then the 

gentleman does not believe there is liberty,'' said the inquisitor. 

"Your Excellency will excuse me," said Pan gloss; "liberty can 

consist with absolute necessity; for it was necessary we should be 

free; because, in short, the determinate will--" 

Pangloss was in the middle of his proposition, when the inquisitor 
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made a signal with the head to his footman who waited upon him, 

to bring him a glass of port wine. 

C H A P. VI. 

How a fine auto-da-fe was celebrated, to prevent earthquakes; 

and how Candide was whipped. 

AFTER the earthquake, which had destroyed three fourths of 

Lisbon, the sages of the country could not find any means more 

effectual to prevent a total destruction, than to give the people 

a splendid auto-da-fe. It had been decided hy the university of 

Coimhra, that the spectacle of some persons burnt hy a slow fire, 

with great ceremony, was an infallible nostrum to hinder the 

earth from quaking. 

In consequence of this resolution, they had seized a Biscayner, 

convicted of having married his godmother, and two Portuguese, 

who, in eating a pullet, had stripped off the lard. After dinner 

they came and secured Dr Pangloss, and his disciple Candide, 

the one for having spoke too freely, and the other for having 

heard with an air of approbation. They were both conducted to 

separate apartments, extremely fresh, and never incommoded 

with the sun. Eight days after, they were both clothed with a 

sanbenito, and had their heads adorned with paper mitres. Can

dide' s mitre and sanhenito were painted with inverted flames, , 

and with devils that. had neither tails nor claws: hut Pan gloss's 

devils had claws and tails, and the flames were pointed upwards. 

Being thus dressed, they marched in procession, and heard a very 
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pathetic sermon, followed with fine music on a squeaking organ. 

Candide was whipped in cadence, while they were singing; the 

Biscayner, and the two men who would not eat lard, were burnt; 

and Pangloss, though it was contrary to custom, was hanged. The 

same day the earth shook anew with a most dreadful noise. 

Candide, affrighted, interdicted, astonished, all bloody, all pant

ing, said to himself, "If this is the best of possible worlds, what 

then are the rest? Supposing I had not been whipped, I have been 

among the Bulgarians: but, 0 my dear Pangloss! thou greatest 

of philosophers, that it should be my fate to see you hanged wit

hout knowing for what! 0 my dear Anabaptist! thou best of men,. 

that it should be thy fate to be drowned in the harbour! 0 Miss 

Cunegonda! the jewel of ladies, that it should be thy fate to have 

thy belly ript up!" 
He returned, with difficulty supporting himself, after being lec

tured, whipped, absolved, and blessed, when an old woman 

accosted him, and said, "Child, take courage, and follow me.''" 

C H A P. VII. 

How an old woman took care of Candide, and how he found 

the object he loved. 

CANDIDE did not take courage, but followed the old woman into 

a ruinated house. She gave him a pot of pomatun1 to anoint 

himself, left him something to eat and drink, and shewed him a 

very neat little bed, near which was a complete suit of cloaths. 

"Eat, drink, and sleep," said she to him, "and may our Lady of 
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Mocha, our Lord St Antony of Padua, and our Lord St James. 
of Compostella, take care of you. I will be back to-morrow." 
Candide astonished at all he had seen, at all he had suffered, and 
still more at the charity of the old woman, offered to kiss her 
hand. "You n1ust not kiss my hand," said the old woman; "I will 
be back to-morrow. Rub yourself with the pomatum, eat, and 
take rest." 

Candide, notwithstanding so many misfortunes, ate, and went to 
sleep. Next morning the old woman brought him his breakfast, 
looked at his back, and rubbed it herself with another ointment: 
she afterwards brought him his dinner; and she returned at night, 
and brought him his supper. The day following she performed 
the same ceremonies." Who are you?" would Candide always say 
to her: "Who has inspired you with so much goodness? 'Vhat 
thanks can I render you?" The good woman made him no an-. 
swer; she returned in the evening, but brought him no supper. 
"Come along with me," said she, "and say nota word." She took 
him by the arm, and walked with him into the country about a 
quarter of a mile: they arrived at a house that stood by itself, 
surrounded with gardens and canals. The old woman knocked at 
a little door; which being opened, she conducted Candide by a 
private stair-case into a gilded closet, and leaving him on a bro
cade couch, shut the door, and went her way. Candide thought 
he was in a revery, and looked upon all his life as an unlucky 
dream, hut on the present moment as an agreeable dream. 
The old woman returned very soon, supporting with difficulty a 
woman trembling, of a majestic port, glittering with jewels, and 
covered with a veil. "Take off that veil," said the old woman to 
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Candide. The young man approaches, and takes off the veil with 

a trembling hand. What joy! what surprise! he thought he saw 

~Iiss Cunegonda; he saw her indeed, it was she herself. His 

strength fails him, he cannot utter a word, but falls down at her 

feet. Cunegonda falls upon the carpet. The old woman applies 

aromatic waters; they recover their senses, and speak to one an

other. At first their words were imperfect, their questions and 

answers were carried on cross-wise, with sighs, tears, and cries. 

The old woman recon1mended to them to make less noise, and 

then left them to themselves. "How! it is you!" said Candide to 

her: "Are you still alive? do I find you again in Portugal? was 

you not ravished then? was not your belly ripped up, as the phi

losopher Pangloss assured me?" "Yes, the case was so," said the 

lovely Cunegonda; "but death does not always follow from these 

two accidents." "But your father and mother! were not they 

killed?" "lt is hut too true," answered Cunegonda, weeping.· 

"And your brother?" "My brother was killed too." "And why 

are you in Portugal? and how did you know that I was here? and 

by what strange adventure did you contrive to bring me to this 

house?" "I will tell you all that," replied the lady: "but first you 

must inform me of all that has happened to you since the harm· 

less kiss you gave me, and the rude kicking which you received." 

Candide obeyed her with the n1ost profound respect; and though 

he was forbidden to speak, though his voice was weak and falter

ing, and though his back still pained him, yet he related to her, 

in the most genuine manner; every thing that had befallen him 

since the moment of their separation. Cunegonda lifted up her 

eyes to heaven; she shed tears at the death of the good Anabap-
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tist, and of Pan gloss; after which she spoke in the following terms 
to Candide, who lost not a word, but dwelt upon her eyes as if 
he would devour them. 

C H A P. VIII. 

The history of Cunegonda. 

"I was in my bed and fast asleep, when it pleased Heaven to send 
the Bulgarians to our fine castle of Thunder-ten-tronckh: they 
murdered my father and my brother, and cut my mother in pie
ces. A huge Bulgarian, six feet high, perceiving the sight had 
deprived me of my senses, set himself to ravish me. This abuse 
made me come to myself; I recovered my senses, I cried, I strug
gled, I bit, I scratched, I wanted to tear out the huge Bulgarian's 
eyes, not considering that what had happened in my father's 
castle was a common thing in war. The brute gave me a cut with 
his hanger in the left flank, the mark of which I still hear about 
me. "Ah! I hope I shall see it," said the simple Candide. "You 
shalJ," answered Cunegonda; "hut let us continue." "Do so," 
replied Candide. 

She then resumed the thread of her story in this manner. "A 
Bulgarian captain came in, and saw me bleeding; hut the soldier 
was not at all disconcerted. The captain flew into a passion at the 
little respect the brute shewed him, and killed him upon my body. 
He then caused me to be dressed, and carried me as a prisoner 
of war to his own quarters. I washed the little linen he had, and 
{lresscd his victuals. He found me very pretty, I must say it; and 
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I cannot deny but ht was well shaped, and that he had a white, 

soft skin; but otherwise he had little sense or philosophy; one 

might evidently see that he was not bred under Dr Pangloss. At 

the end of three months having lost all his money, and being 

grown out of conceit with me, he sold me to a Jew, named Don 
Issachar, who tradec to Holland and Portugal, and who had a 

most violent passion for women. This Jew laid close siege to my 

person, but could not triumph over me: I have resisted him better 

than I did the Bulgaian soldier. A woman of honour may be 

ravished once, but he~ virtue gathers strength from such rudeness. 

The Jew, in order to render me more tractable, brought me to 

this country-house tltat you see. I always in1agined hitherto, that 

no place on earth was so fine as the castle ofThunder-ten-tronckh: 

but I am now undeceived. 

The grand inquisitor observing me one day at mass, ogled me 

pretty much, and got notice sent me that he wanted to speak 

with me upon private business. Being conducted to his palace, I 

informed him of my birth; upon which he represented to me, 

how much it was bdow my family to belong to an Israelite. A 

proposal was then m1de by him to Don Issachar, to yield me up 

to my Lord. But Don Issachar, who is the court-banker, and a 

man of credit, would not come into his measures. The inquisitor 

threatened hin1 with <tn auto-da-fe. At last my Jew, being affright

ed, concluded a bart:ain, by which the house and n1yself should 

belong to them both in common; that the Jew should have M on

day, Friday, and Samrday, and the inquisitor the other days of 

the week. This agreement has now subsisted six months. It has 

not however been without quarrels; for it has been often disputed 
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whether Saturday night or Sunday belonged to the old, or to the 
new law. For my part, I have hitherto resirted them both; and I 
believe that this is the reason I am still belcved by them. 
At length, to avert the scourge of earthqua(es, and to intimidate 
Don Issachar, it pleased his Lordship the lnquisitor to celebrate 
an auto-da-fe. He did me the honour to hvite me to it. I got a 
very fine seat; and the ladies were served vith refreshments be
tween the mass and the execution. I was really seized with horror 
at seeing them burn the two Jews, and the 1onest Biscayner who 
married his godmother: but how great vas my surprise, my 
consternation, my anguish, when I saw in~ sanbenito and mitre 
a person that somewhat resembled Panglo1s! I rubbed my eyes, 
I looked upon him very attentively, and I snv him hanged: I fell 
into a swoon; and scarce had I recovered ny senses, when I saw 
you stripped stark naked; this was the heip)1t of horror, conster
nation, grief, and despair. I will frankly own to you, that your 
skin is still whiter, and of a better complex:ion than that of my 
Bulgarian captain. This sight increased a.l the sensations that 
oppressed and distracted my soul. I cried ott, I was going to say, 
Stop, barbarians; but my voice failed me,and my cries would 
have been to no purpose. "Vhen you had been severely whipped, 
How is it possible, said I, that the charmi1g Candide, and the 
sage Pangloss, should both be at Lisbon, the one to receive a 
hundred lashes, and the other to be hanged by order of my Lord 
the Inquisitor, by whom I am greatly belovel? Pangloss certainly 
deceived me most cruelly, when he told, tlat every thing is for 
the best in the world. 
Being agitated, astonished, sometimes besi~e myself, and some-
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times ready to die with weakness, I had my head filled with the 

massacre of my father, my mother, and my brother; the insolence 

of the vile Bulgarian soldier, the stab he gave n1e with his hang

er; my abject servitude, and acting as cook to the Bulgarian cap

tain; the rascal Don Issachar, my abominable inquisitor, the 

execution of Dr Pangloss, the grand Miserere on the organ while 

you was whipped, and especially the kiss I gave you behind the 

screen, the last day I saw you. I praised the Lord for having restor

ed you to me after so many trials. I charged my old woman to 

take care of you, and to bring you hither as soon as she could. 

She has executed her commission very well; I have tasted the 

inexpressible pleasure of seeing you, hearing you, and speaking 

to you. You must have a revenous appetite by this time; I am 

hungry myself too; let us therefore sit down to supper." 

On this they both sat down to table; and after supper they seated 

then1selves on the fine couch which was mentioned before. They 

were there when Signor Don Issachar, one of the masters of the 

house, came thither. It was his sabbath-day; and he came to enjoy 

his right, and to express his tender love. 

C H A P IX. 

What happened to Cunegonda, Candide, the grand inquisitor, 

and the Jew. 

THIS Issachar was the most choleric Hebrew that had been seen 

in Israel since the captivity in Babylon. "What," says he, "you 

bitch of a Galilean, is it not enough to take in Master Inquisitor? 
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but must this varlet also share with me?" 'Vhen he had thus 
spoke, he drew out a long poniard, which he always carried 
about him, and not suspecting that his antagonist had any arn1s, 
fell upon Candide; but our honest \-V estphalian had received a 
fine sword from the old woman, along with his full suit. He drew 
his rapier, and though he had the most agreeable temper, he laid 
the Israelite dead upon the spot, at the feet of Cunegonda. 
"Holy Virgin!" cried she; "what will become of us? a man mur
dered in my apartment! 1f the peace-officer come, we are ruined.'' 
"If Pangloss had not been hanged," said Candide, "he would 
have given us excellent advice in this emergency; for he was a 
great philosopher. In this extremity let us consult the old wo
man."-- She was a very prudent woman, and began to give 
her advice, when another little door opened. It was now about 
one o'clock in the n1orning, and consequently the beginning of 
Sunday. This day was allotted to my Lord the Inquisitor. Enter
ing, he saw the whipped Candide with a sword in his hand, a 
dead body stretched out on the floor, Cunegonda in a mighty 
fright, and the old woman giving advice. 
See now what passed in Candide's mind at this instant, and how 
he reasoned. "If this holy man calls in assistance, he will infallibly 
have me burnt; he may treat Cunegonda in the same manner; 
he has caused me he whipped without mercy; he is my rival; I 
am in the way of killing, there is no time to hesitate." This rea
soning was clear and precipitate; and, without giving time to the 
inquisitor to recover from his surprise, he run him through the 
body, and laid him by the side of the Jew. "Behold, here is a 
second killed," said Cunegonda; "there is no pardon for us; we 
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are excommunicated, our last hour is come. How could you, that 

was born so gentle, kill in two minutes time a Jew and a prelate?" 

"lVIy fair Lady," answered Candide, "when one is in love, jealous, 

and whipped by the inquisition, one does not know what one does.'' 

The old woman then put in her word, and said, "There are three 

Andalusian horses in the stable, with their saddles and bridles, 

which the gallant Candide may get ready; Madam has some 

moidores and jewels; let us get on horseback without delay, though 

I cannot sit but on one buttock; and let us go to Cadiz: it is the 

finest tin1e in the world, and very pleasant it is to travel in the 

cool of the night.'' 

Candide in1mediately saddled the three horses. Cunegonda, the 

old woman, and he, travelled thirty miles on a stretch. While 

they were making the best of their way, the holy Hermandad 

came to the house; they buried my Lord in a magnificent church, 

and threw Issachar upon a lay-stall. 

Candide, Cunegonda, and the old woman, had now got to the 

little town of A vacena, in the middle of the mountains of Sierra 

Morena; and spoke as follows in an inn. 

C HA P. X. 

In what distress Candide, Cunegonda, and the old woman arriv

ed at Cadiz, and of their imbarkation. 

"WHO could have rohbed me of my pistoles and my jewels?" 

said Cunegonda, with tears in her eyes: "what shall we live on? 

what shall we do? where shall I find inquisitors and Jews to give 
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me more?" "Alas," said the old woman, "I strongly suspect a 
Rev. Father Cordelier, who lay yesterday in the same inn with 
us at Badajos. God preserve me from judging rashly, but he came 
twice into our chan1ber, and went away a long time before us." 
"Ah!" said Candide, "the good Panglosshasoftenden1onstrated 
to me, that the goods of the earth are common to all n1en, and 
that every one has an equal right to them. According to these 
principles, the Cordelier ought to have left us enough to carry us 

• to our journey's end. Have you nothing at all left then, my pretty 
Cunegonda ?" "Not a farthing," said she. ""\\That course shall 
we take?" said Candide. ''Let us sell one of the horses," said the 
old woman; I will1nount behind Miss, though I can hold myself 
only on one buttock, and we shall reach Cadiz." 

In the same inn was a Benedictine prior, who bought the horse 
very cheap. Candide, Cunegonda, and the old woman, passed 
through Lucena, Chillas, and Lebrixa, and arrived at length at 

Cadiz. They were fitting out a fleet, and assembling troops, for 
bringing to reason the Rev. fathers the Jesuits of Paraguay, who 
were accused of having excited one of their hordes, near the city 
of St Sacrarnent, to revolt from their allegiance to the Kings of 
Spain and Portugal. Candide having served an1ong the Bulga
rians, perforn1ed the exercise of that nation, before the commander 
of this little army, with so much grace, celerity, address, dex
terity, and agility, that he gave him the comn1and of a company 
of infantry. Being now n1ade a captain, he imbarked with Miss 
Cunegonda, the old woman, two valets, and the two Andalusian 
horses, which had belonged to his Lordship the grand inquisitor 
of Portugal. 
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During the whole voyage, they argued a great deal on the philo

sophy of poor Pangloss. "'V e are going to another world," said 

Candide; "it is there without doubt that every thing is best. For 

it must be confessed, that one has reason to be a little uneasy at 

what passeth in our world, with respect both to physics and 

ethics." "I love you with all my heart," said Cunegonda; "but 

my mind is still terrified at what I have seen and experienced." 

"All will be welJ," replied Candide; "the sea of the new world is 

already preferable to those of our Europe; it is more calm, and 

the winds are more constant. Certainly the new world is the best 

of all possible worlds. " "God grant it," said Cunegonda; "hut 

I have been so terribly unfortunate in mine, that my heart is 

almost shut against hope. " "You complain indeed," said the old 

woman to them; "alas! you have not met with such misfortunes 

as I have." 

Cunegonda was almost ready to fall a-laughing, and thought the 

old woman very comical, for pretending to be more unfortunate 

than herself. "Alas! my good dame," said Cunegonda, "unless 

you had heen ravished by two Bulgarians, had received two cuts 

with a hanger in your belly, had had two castles demolished, had 

had two fathers and two mothers murdered, and had seen two 

lovers whipped at an auto-da-fe, I cannot see how you could have 

the advantage of me. Add to this, that I was born a baroness 

with seventy-two armorial quarterings, and that I have been a 

cook-maid." "My Lady," answered the old woman, "you know 

nothing of my extraction; and were I to show you my backside, 

you would not talk as you do, hut would suspend your judg

ment." This discourse having raised an insatiable curiosity in the 
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minds of Cunegonda and Candide, the old woman related her 
story in the following terms. 

C H A P. XI. 

The historr of the old woman. 

I had not always eyes bleared, and bordered with red; n1y nose 
has not always touched n1y chin; nor have I been always a ser
vant. I an1 the daughter of Pope Urban X. and of the Princess of 
Palestrina. I was 'brought up till I was fourteen, in a palace to 
which all the castles of your German barons would not have 
served for stables; and one of my robes cost more than all the 
magnificence in 'V estphalia. I increased in beauty, in charn1s, 
and in fine accon1plishn1ents, in the very centre of pleasures, of 
hon1ag·es, and of high expectations. I now began to captivate 
every heart. My neck was so formed, and what a neck! white, 
firn1, and shaped like that of the Venus of Medicis. And what 
eyes! what eyelids! what fine black eyebrows! what flames spark
led from my eyeballs, and, as the poets of our country told me, 
eclipsed the twinkling of the stars! The maids who dressed and 
undressed n1e, fell into an ecstasy when they viewed n1e before 
and behind, and all the men would have been glad to have been 
in their places. 

I was betrothed to a prince, the sovereign of Massa Carara. What 
a prince! as handson1e as m:yself, Inade up of sweetness and 
charms, of a witty mind, and burning with love. I loved him, as 
one uses to do for the first time, with idolatry, with transport. 
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Preparations were made for our nuptials. The pon1p and magni

ficence were inconceivable; nothing but continual feasts, carou

sals, and operas; and all Italy made sonnets upon 1ne, of which 

there was scarce one tolerable. I was just on the point of reaching 

the summit of happiness, when an old n1archioness, who had 

been mistress to my prince, invited hitn to drink chocolate at her 

house. He died there in less than two hours time in terrible con

vulsions. But this is only a n1ere trifle. My mother in despair, 

and yet less afflicted than me, resolved to retreat for some time 

from so n1ournful a place. She had a very fine seat near Gaietta. 

"\tV e imharked on board a galley of the country, gilt like the altar 

of St. Peter's at Rome. "\Ve were scarce out at sea, when a corsair 

of Sallee fell upon us, and boarded us. Our soldiers defended 

themselves like those of the Pope; they all fell down upon their 

knees, after throwing away their arms, and asked absolution in 

articulo mortis of the corsair. 

They instantly stripped us as naked as monkeys; rny mother, 

our maids of honour, and n1yself too, 1neeting with no better 

usage. It is a very surprising thing with what expedition these 

gentry undress people. Bqt what surprised me n1ost was, that they 

should put their fingers into a place, into which we women seldom 

suffer any thing to enter but pipes. This ceremony appeared very 

strange to me~ but so we judge of every thing that is not produced 

in our own country. I soon learned, however, that it was to search 

whether we had not concealed some of our jewels there. It is a 

custom established tin1e out of mind among civilized nations 

that scour the sea. I know that the gentlemen the religious knights 

of Malta never omit to practise it, when they take Turks of 
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either sex. It is one of the laws of nations, from which they never 
deviate. 

I need not tell you how great a hardship it is for a young princess 
and her mother to be carrie~ slaves to Morocco. You may easily 
form a notion of all that We must suffer on board the vessel of the 
corsair. My mother was still very handsome; our maids ofhonour, 
nay our plain chambermaids, had more charms than are to be 
found throughout all Africa. As for myself, I was all attraction, 
I was all beauty, and all charms, nay more, I was a virgin. How
ever, I was not one long : this flower, which had been reserved 
for the accomplished Prince of Massa Carara, was taken from 
me by the captain of the corsair. He was an ugly negro, but fan
cied he did me a great deal of honour. Indeed her Highness the 
Princess of Palestrina and myself must have been very strong to 
resist all the violence we met with till our arrival at Morocco. But 
let me pass over that: these are such common things, that they 
are scarce worth the mentioning. 

Morocco was overflowed with blood when we arrived there. Fifty 
sons of the Emperor Muley Ismael had each their adherents: this 
produced in effect fifty civil wars, of blacks against blacks, of 
blacks against tawnies, of tawnies against tawnies, and of mulat
toes against mulattoes. In a word, there was one continued carnage 
all over the empire. 

No sooner were we landed, than the blacks of a party adversaries 
to that of my corsair made an atten1pt to rob him of his booty. 
Next to the jewels and the gold, we were the most valuable things 
he had. I was here witness to such a battle as you never saw in 
your European climates. The people of the north have not so 
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much fire in their blood; nor have they that raging passion for 

women that is so common in Africa. One would think that you 

Europeans had nothing but milk in your veins; hut it is vitriol 

and fire that runs in those of the inhabitants of l\1ount Atlas, and 

the neighbouring countries. They fought with the fury of lions, 

tygers, and serpents of the country, to know who should have us. 

A moor seized my mother by the right arm, while my captain's 

lieutenant held her by the left; a moorish soldier then took hold 

of her by one leg, and our pirates held her hy the other. All our 

women found themselves almost in a moment seized thus by four 

soldiers. My captain kept me concealed at his hack. He had a 

scimitar in his hand, and killed every one that opposed his fury. 

In short, I saw all our Italian wmnen, and my mother, torn in 

pieces, hacked, and mangled by the brutes that fought for them. 

My fellow-prisoners, those who had taken them, soldiers, sailors, 

blacks, whites, mulattoes, and lastly my captain himself, were all 

killed; and I remained expiring upon a heap of dead bodies. 

These barbarous scenes extended, as every one knows, over more 

than three hundred leagues, without ever omiting the five prayers 

a-day ordained hy Mahomet. 

I disengaged n1yself with great difficulty from the weight of so 

many bloody carcases heaped upon me, and made a shift to crawl 

to a large orange-tree on the bank of a neighbouring rivulet; 

where I fell down oppressed with fear, fatigue, horror, despair, 

and hunger. Soon after, my senses being overpowered, were 

locked up in a sleep, which resembled a fit rather than sleep. I 

was in this state of weakness and insensibility, between death and 

life, when I felt n1yself pressed by something that moved upon 
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my body. I opened my eyes, and saw a white man, of a very good 
aspect, who sighed, and muttered these words between his teeth, 
0 che sciagura d' essere senza coglioni! i. e. "0 this misfortune 
.of being deprived of testicles!" 

C H A P. XII. 

The sequel of the old woman's adventures. 

AsTO~ISHED and transported to hear my own country-language, 
and not less surprised at the words uttered by the man, I made 
answer, that there might be far greater misfortunes than those he 
complained of. I then gave him a short hint of the horrid scenes 
I had undergone, and relapsed again into a swoon. He carried 
me to a neighbouring house, caused me he put to bed, gave me 
something to eat, waited upon me, comforted and flattered me, 
and said, that he had never seen any one so handson1e as me, and .. 
that he never regretted so much the loss of what no one could 
restore to him. "I was born at Naples," said he, "where they 
,castrate two or three thousand children every year; some die of 
the operation, others acquire a finer voice than that of any woman, 
and others become sovereigns of states. This operation was per
formed on me with great success, and I became a singer in the 
chapel of her Highness the Princess of Palestrina." "Of my 
mother!" cried I. "Of your n1other !" cried he again, shedding 
tears. "vVhat! are you that young princess, whom I had the care 
of bringing up till she was six years old, and who promised even 
then to be as handsome as you are now?" "lt is I myself: my 
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mother lies about four hundred paces from hence, cut into four 

quarters, under a heap of dead bodies.'' 

I related to him all that had befallen me : he likewise told me his 

adventures; and inforn1ed me, that he was sent to the King of 

Morocco, by a Christian power, to conclude a treaty with that 

monarch, by which he was to furnish him with ammunition, 

artillery, and ships, to enable him entirely to destroy the com

merce of other Christians. "My commission is fulfilled," said the 

honest eunuch to me; "I am going to imbark at Ceuta, and will 

carry you to Italy. But 0 my n1isfortune in wanting testicles!" 

I thanked him with the tears of gratitude; but instead of conduct

ing me to Italy, he carried me to Algiers, and sold me to the Dey 

of that province. Scarce was I sold, when the plague, which had 

made the tour of Africa, Asia, and Europe, broke out at Algiers 

with great fury. You have seen earthquakes; but pray, Miss, have 

you ever had the plague? "Never," replied the Baroness. 

If you had had it, replied the old woman, you would confess that 

it is far more terrible than an earthquake. It is very con1mon in 

Africa; I was seized with it. Figure to yourself the situation of a 

Pope's daughter, about fifteen years of age, who, in the space of 

three months, had undergone poverty and slavery, had been 

ravished almost every day, had seen her mother cut into four 

quarters, had experienced both famine and war, and was dying 

of the plague at Algiers. I did not die for all that. But my eunuch, 

and the Dey, and almost all the seraglio at Algiers, perished. 

When the first ravages of this dreadful pestilence were over, they 

sold the slaves belonging to the Dey. A merchant purchased me, 

and carried me to Tunis. There he sold n1e to another merchant, 
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who sold me again at Tripoli; from Tripoli I was sold again at 
Alexandria; from Alexandria I was sold again at Smyrna; and 
from Smyrna at Constantinople. At last I became the property 
of an aga of the Janisaries; who was soon after ordered to go to 
the defence of Asoph, then besieged by the Russians. 

The aga, who was a man of great gallantry, took all his seraglio 
along with him, and lodged us in a small fort on the Pal us l\tlreo
tis, under the guard of two black eunuchs and twenty soldiers. 
\Ve killed a great number of the Russians, who returned the 
compliment with interest. Asoph was put to fire and sword, and 
no regard was paid to age or sex. There re1nained only our little 
fort; which the enen1y resolved to reduce by famine. The twenty 
janisaries had sworn, that they would never surrender. The ex
tremities of famine to which they were reduced, obliged them to 
eat our two eunuchs, for fear of violating their oath; and a few 
days after they resolved to devour the women. 
\Ve had an lman, a very religious and humane man. He preached 
an excellent sermon to them, in which he dissuaded them from 
killing us all at once. "Cut off only one of the buttocks of these 
ladies," said he, "and you will fare extremely well: if you must 
come to it again, you will have the same entertainment a few days 
hence: Heaven will bless you for so charitable an action, and you 
will find relief.'' 

As he had an eloquent tongue, he easily persuaded them. This 
horrible operation was performed upon us; and the Iman applied 
the same balsam to us that is applied to children after they are 
circumcised. We were all ready to die. 
The janisaries had scarce finished the repast with which we had 
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supplied them, when the Russians came in flat-hotton1ed boats; 

and not a single janisary escaped. The Russians shewed no con

cern about the condition we were in. As there are French surgeons 

in every country, one of them who was a person of very great 

skill, took us under his care, and cured us; and I will remember 

it all my life, that when my wounds were pretty well healed, he 

made me amorous proposals. To he short, he bid us all comfort 

ourselves; and assured us, that the like misfortune had happened 

in several sieges, and that it was the law of war. 

As soon as my companions were able to walk, they were obliged 

to go to Moscow. I fell to the lot of a Boyard, who made n1e his 

gardener, and gave me twenty lashes with his whip every day. 

But my Lord having been broke on the wheel, within two years 

after, along with thirty more Boyards, on account of some bustle 

at court, I availed myself of this event, and made my escape. 

After traversing all Russia, I was a long time servant to an inn

keeper at Riga, afterwards at Rostock, Wismar, Leipsic, Cassel, 

Utrecht, Leyden, the Hague, and Rotterdam. I grew old in misery 

and disgrace, having only one half of n1y posteriors, but still 

remembering that I was a Pope's daughter. A hundred times 

have I had thoughts of killing myself; but still I was fond of life. 

This ridiculous weakness is perhaps one of our most melancholy 

foibles. For can any thing be more stupid, than to be desirous of 

continually carrying a burden, which one has a mind to throw 

down on the ground? to dread existence, and yet preserve it? in 

a word, to caress the serpent that devours us, till he has gnawed 

our very heart? 

In the countries through which it has been my fate to travel, and 
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in the inns where I have been a servant, I have seen a prodigious 
number of people who looked upon their own existence as a curse; 
but I never knew of more than eight who voluntarily put an end 
to their misery, viz. three negroes, four Englishmen, and a Ger
man professor, named Robeck. My last service was with Don 
Issachar the Jew, who placed me near your person, my fair Lady. 
I am resolved to share your fate; and I have been more affected 
with your misfortunes than my own. I should never have spoke 
of my sufferings, if you had not vexed me a little, and if it had 
not been customary on board a ship to tell stories, hy way of 
amusen1ent. In short, Miss, I have a good deal of experience, and 
I have known the world. Divert yourself, and prevail upon each 
passenger to tell you his story; and if there is one found who has 
not frequently cursed his life, and has not as often said to himself, 
that he was the unhappiest of mortals, I will give you leave to 
throw me into the sea, with my head foren1ost. 

C H A P. XIII. 

How Candide was obliged to part from the fair Cunegonda and 
the old woman. 

THE beautiful Cunegonda having heard the old woman's story, 
paid her all the civilities that were due to a person of her rank 
and merit. She approved of her proposal; and engaged all the 
passengers, one after another, to relate their adventures: and then 
both Candide and she confessed, that the old woman was in the 
right. "It is a great pity,'' said Candide, "that the sage Pangloss 
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was hanged, contrary to custom, at the auto-da-fe; for he would 

tell us most surprising things concerning the physical and moral 

evil which cover both land and sea; and I should be bold enough, 

with due respect, to propose son1e objections." 

'Vhile each passenger was relating his story, the ship advanced 

in her voyage. They landed at Buenos-Ayres. Cunegonda, Capt. 

Candide, and the old woman, waited on the governor, Don Fer

nandes d 'Iharaa, y Figueora, y Mascarenes, y Lampourdos, y 

Souza. This nobleman was possessed of pride suitable to a person 

dignified with so many titles. He spoke to other people with so 

noble a disdain, carried his nose so high, raised his voice so in

tolerably, assumed so imperious an air, and affected so lofty a gait, 

that all those who saluted him were tempted to beat him. He was 

an excessive lover of the fair sex. Cunegonda appeared to him 

the prettiest woman he had ever seen. The first thing he did, was 

to ask whether she was not the Captain's wife? The n1anner in 

which he proposed the question alarmed Candide. He durst not 

say that she was his wife, because in reality she was not; he durst 

not tell him that she was his sister, because she was not that 

neither: and though this officious lie might have been of service 

to him, yet his soul was too refined to betray the truth. "Miss 

Cunegonda," said he, "intends me the honour of marrying me, 

and we beseech your Excellency to grace our nuptials with your 

presence." 

Don Fernandes d'lbaraa, y Figueora, y Mascarenes, y Lampour

dos, y Souza, turning up his mustaches, forced a grim smile, and 

ordered Capt. Candide to go and review his company. Candide 

obeyed, and the Governor remained alone with Miss Cuneg·onda~ 
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He declared his passion, protested that he would marry her the 
next day in the face of the church, or otherwise, as it should be 
agreeable to a person of her charms. Cunegonda desired a quarter 
of an hour to consider of the proposal, to consult with the old 
woman, and to take her resolution. 

Says the old woman to Cunegonda: "Miss, you can reckon up 
seventy-two descents in your fan1ily, and not one farthing in your 
pocket. It is now in your power to be wise to the greatest lord in 
South America, who has very pretty whiskers; and what occasion 
have you to piq~e yourself upon inviolable fidelity? You have 

been ravished by the Bulgarians; a Jew and an inquisitor have 
been in your good graces. Misfortunes have no law on their side. 
I confess, were I in your place, I should have no scruple to marry 
the governor, and to make my Lord Capt. Candide's fortune.'' 
While the old woman was thus speaking, with all the prudence 
which age and experience dictated, they descried a small vessel 
entering the port, which had on board an alcaid and alguazils. 
The occasion of their voya§e was this. 

The old woman had shrewdly guessed, that it was a cordelier 
with a great sleeve that stole the n1oney and jewels from Cune
gonda in the city of Badajox, when she and Candide were 
n1aking their escape. The friar havjng offered to sell some of the 
diamonds to a jeweller, he knew them to be the inquisitor's. The 

cordelier, before he was hang·ed, confessed he had stole then1. He 
described the persons he had stole them fron1, and told the route 
they had taken. The flight of Cunegonda and Candide being by 
this n1eans discovered, they were traced to Cadiz; where a vessel 
was immediately sent in pursuit of them; andnowthevessel was 
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in the port of Buenos Ayres. A report was spread, that an alcaid 

was going to lanJ, and that he was in pursuit of the murderers of 

my Lord the grand inquisitor. The old woman saw in a moment 

what was to be done. "You cannot run away,'' said she to Cune

gonda, "and you have nothing to fear; it was not you that killed 

my Lord; and besides, the governor, who is in love with you, 

will not suffer you to be ill treated: therefore stay here.'' She then 

ran to Candide: "Fly,'' said she, "or in an hour you will he burnt 

alive." He had not a n1oment to lose: but how coulJ he part from 

Cunegonda, and where could he fly for shelter? 

C H A P. XIV. 

How Candide and Cacambo were received br the Jesuits of 

Paraguay. 

CANDIDE had brought such a valet with him from Cadiz, as one 

often meets with in abundance on the coasts of Spain, and in 

the colonies. He was a fourth part a Spaniard, born of a mongrel 

in Tucuman; and had been a singing-boy, a sexton, a sailor, a 

monk, a factor, a soldier, and a lacquey. His name was Cacmnbo, 

and he had an entire regard to his 1naster, because his master was 

a very good sort of man. Having saddled the two Andalusian 

horses with all expedition: "Let us go, Master, let us follow the 

old woman's advice, let us set off, and run without looking behind 

us." Candide dropped some tears: "0 my dear Cunegonda," says 

he, "must I leave you just at a tin1e when the governor is going 

to see us married! Cunegonda, when you are brought so far, what 
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will become of you?" "She will do as well as she can," said 
Cacambo; "women are never at a loss; God will provide for her; 
let us run." "'Vhither art thou carrying me?" said Candide: 
"where are we going? what shall we do without Cunegonda ?" 

"By St. James of Compostella," said Cacambo, "you was going 
to fight against the Jesuits; now let us go and fight for them. I 
know the road perfectly well; I will conduct you to their kingdom; 
they will be charmed to have a captain that knows the Bulgarian 
exercise; you will make a prodigious fortune; though one cannot 
find his account in one world, he may in another. It is a great 

pleasure to see variety of objects, and to perform new exploits." 

"Have you then been at Paraguay?" said Candide. "Yes, in truth, 
I have," said Cacambo: "I was usher to the college of Assump

tion, and am acquainted with the government of the good fathers, 
as well as I am with the streets of Cadiz. It is an admirable sort 
of government. The kingdom is upwards of three hundred 

leagues in diameter, and divided into thirty provinces. The 
fathers there are n1asters of every thing, and the people have 
nothing. It is the masterpiece of reason and justice. Fort my part, 
I see nothing so divine as the good fathers, who wage war here 
against the Kings of Spain and Portugal, and in Europe are their 
confessors; who in this country kill Spaniards, and at Madrid 
send them to heaven. This transports me: let us therefore push 

forward; you are going to be the happiest of mortals. 'Vhat pleas
ure will it be to those fathers, when they know that a captain 
who understands the Bulgarian exercise, comes to offer them 
his service!" 

As soon as they reached the first pass, Cacambo told the advanced 
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guard, that a captain ~esired to speak with my Lord the com

mandant. They went to inform the main guard of it. A Para

guayan officer ran on foot to the con1mandant, to impart the 

news to him. Candideand Cacambo were at first disarmed, and 

their two Andalusian lorses seized. The two strangers were intro

duced between two files of musketeers: the commandant was at 

the further end, with a three-cornered cap on his head, his gown 

tucked up, a sword by his side, and a spontoon in his hand. He 

n1ade a signal, and straightway four ant twenty soldiers sur

rounded the new corners. A setjeant told them they must wait; 

that the commandant could not speak to them; that the Rev. 

Father Provincial does not permit any Spaniard to open his 

mouth hut in his prese11ce, or to stay above three hours in the prov

ince. "And where is the Rev. Father Provincial?" said Cacambo. 

"He is upon the parale, after saying mass," answered the ser

jeant; "and you cannot kiss his spurs in less than three hours." 

"But," said Cacan1bo, "my master, the Captain, who is ready 

to die for hunger as well as myself, is not a Spaniard, hut a Ger

man: cannot we have ;omething for breakfast, while we wait for 

his Reverence?'' 

The serjeant went thlt instant, to give an account of this dis

course to the commandant. "God be praised," said the Rev. Com

mandant; "since he is a German, I may speak with him; bring 

him into my arbour.'' Candide was in1mediately conducted into 

a green pavilion, decorated with a very handsome hallustrade of 

green and gold n1arhe, with intertextures of vines, containing 

parrots, humming-bitds, fly-birds, Guiney-hens, and all other 

sorts of rare birds. An excellent breakfast was provided in vessels 
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of gold; and while the Paraguayans wete eating Indian corn out 
of wooden dishes, in the open fields, e~osed to the sultry heat 
of the sun, the Rev. Father Con1manda11t retired to his arbour. 
He was a very handsome young n1an, '~ith a full face, tolerably 
fair, fresh coloured, his eyebrows were a1ched, his eye full of fire, 
his ear red, his lips like vermilion; his tir was somewhat fierce, 
but of a fierceness which differed botl fr01n that of a Span
iard and a Jesuit. They now returned Candide and Cacan1bo 
their arms, which had been taken fran them, together with 
the two Andalusian horses; which Ca~ambo took the liberty 
to feed near the arbour, keeping his eyeupon them, for fear of a 
surpnse. 

Candide imn1ediately kissed the hem ofthe commandant's gar
ment; after which they both, by his 01dcr, sat down to table. 
"You are a German then?" said the Jtsuit to him, in that lan
guage. "Yes, my Reverend Father," sail Candide. In pronoun
cing these words, they looked on eaclJ other with an extreme 
surprise, which they were not able to acc(!Ullt for." And what part 
of Germany do you belong to?" said the Jesuit. "To the lower 
part of 'V estphalia," said Candide: "I vas born in the castle of 
Thunder-ten-tronckh." "Heavens! is it Jossible !"cried the conl
mandant. "'Yhat a miracle is this!" crie:l Candide. "Is it you?" 
said the comn1andant. "'Tis impossible f' said Candide. On this 

they both fell backwards; but getting tp again, embraced each 
other, and shed tears. "'Vhat! is it yot\ 1ny Reverend Father! 
you! the brother of the fair Cunegond:.i! you, that was slain by 
the Bulgarians! you, the Baron's son! 're you a Jesuit at Para
guay! I n1ust confess, that this is a stnnge world indeed! Ali 
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Pan gloss! Pan gloss! how glad would you have been, if you had 

not been hanged!" 

The commandant ordered the negro slaves, and the Paraguayans, 

that poured out their liquor in cups of rock crystal, to retire. He 

thanked God, and St. Ignatius, a thousand times; folded Candide 

in his arms; their faces being all the while bathed in tears. "You 

will be more astonished, more affected, more out of your wits," 

~aid Candide, "when I tell you that Miss Cunegonda, your sister, 

who you thought was ripped up, is as well as I am." "Where!" "In 

your neighbour hood, at the houseofthegovernorofBuenos-Ayres; 

and I was coming to fight against you." Every word they spoke 

in this long conversation, heaped surprise upon surprise. Their 

souls dwelt upon their tongues, listened in their ears, and sparkled 

in their eyes. As they were Germans, they made a long meal, 

(according to custon1 ), waiting for the Reverend Father the Prov

incial; when the commandant thus addressed his dear Candide. 

CHAP. XV. 

How Candide killed the brother of his dear Cunegonda. 

"I shall ever have present to my memory that horrible day where

in I saw my father and mother killed, and my sister ravished. 

When the Bulgarians were gone, my sweet sister was no where 

to be found; and I, together with my father and mother, two 

maids, and three little lads that were murdered, were slung into 

a cart, in order to be buried in a chapel, which belonged to the 

Jesuits, about two leagues distant from our family-castle. A Jesuit 
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sprinkled us ·with holy water, which being very salt, and some 

drops falling into my eyes, the Father could perceive my eyeballs 

move; on which he put his hand upon n1y side, and felt n1y heart 

beat: I was taken care of; and in about three weeks time, no one 

would have thought that any thing had ailed me. You know very 

well, my dear Candide, I was very handsome, but I grew rnore 

so: on which account the Reverend Father Didrius, superior of 

the house, conceived a very great affection for me; gave me the 

habit of a novice; and son1e time after, sent me to Rome. The 

superior was then looking out for a recruit of young Jesuits from 

Germany. For the rulers of Paraguay take as few Spanish Jesuits 

as they can; but chuse foreigners, hecause they think they can 

tyrannize over them as they please. I was therefore made choice 

of by the Reverend Father-General, as a proper person to go to 

work in this vineyard. I set sail in company with a Polander, and 

a Tirolesian. On my arrival I was honoure~ with a sub-deaconry 

and a lieutenancy. At present I am a colonel and a priest. \V e 

shall give the King of Spain's army a warm reception; I can 

assure you that they will be excommunicated, and beaten. Prov

idence has sent you hither to assist us. But is it true, that my 

dear sister Cunegonda is in our neighbourhood, at the governor 

of Buenos-Ayres's house?" Candide swore that it was as true as 

the gospel. On this their tears gushed out afresh. 

The Baron could not refrain embracing Candide, whom he called 

his brother and his protector. "Ah, perhaps," said he, "we two 

may enter the city in triumph, and recover my sister Cunegonda. '' 

"There is nothing I could wish for more," said Candide; "for I 

expected to be married to her before to-morrow,andihavesome 
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hopes I shall yet.'' "The insolence of the fellow!'' replied the Ba

ron; "would you have the impudence to marry my sister, who 

can shew seventy-two quarterings in her coat of arms?'' Candide 

being quite thunderstruck at this, made him the following reply: 

"My Reverend Father, all the quarterings in the world do not 

signify a farthing. I have delivered your sister from the hand of 

a Jew, and an inquisitor; she lies under a great many obligations 

to me; and is willing to marry n1e. Master Pangloss always told 

me that all men are equal. I am sure I shall have her." "'V e will 

see whether you shall or no, you villain!" said the Jesuit Baron 

of Thunder-ten-tronckh; and at the same time gave him a blow 

on the face with the flat part of his sword. Candide drew his im

mediately,and plunged it up to the hilt in the Baron's body; but 

drawing it out again, and looking upon it as it reeked, he cried 

out, "0God! I have killed n1y old master, my friend, my brother

in-law. I am one of the hest-natured men in the world, yeti have 

killed three men, and of the three, there were two of them priests.'' 

Cacan1bo, who stood sentry at the door of the arbour, and who 

heard the noise, ran in. "We have nothing now to do but to sell 

our lives as dear as we can," said his n1aster to him; "and if they 

should force their way into the arbour, let us at least die with our 

arms in our hands:' 

Cacamho, who had been in circun1stances of a similar nature, did 

not stand to rack his brains for an expedient; hut took the Jesuit's 

dress, which the Baron wore, put it upon Candide, gave him the 

dead n1an's cap, and made him n1ount his horse. All this was done 

in the twinkling of an eye. "Let us gallop away, Master," says 

he; "every body will take you for some Jesuit that is going express, 
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and we shall get to the frontiers before they can overtake us." 
He fled like lightning, before these words were quite out of his 
mouth, crying out in Spanish, "Make way, make way for the 
Reverend Father, the Colonel." 

C H A P. XVI. 

What passed between our two travellers, and two girls, two 
monkeys, and the savages called Oreillons. 

CANDIDE and his valet had got beyond the pass, before any person 
in the camp knew a syllable of the death of the German Jesuit. 
The provident Cacambo had taken care to fill his wallet with 
bread, chocolate, hams, and some bottles of wine. They pushed 
with their Andalusian horses into a strange country, where they 
could not discover any path or road. At last a pleasant meadow, 
which was divided by a river, presented itself to their eyes. Our 
two travellers turned their horses a-grazing. And Cacambo made 
a proposal to his master to eat a bit, and at the same time set him 
the example. ''Do you think," said Candide, "that I can feast 
upon ham, when I have killed the Baron's son, and find myself 
under a 1?-ecessity never to see Cunegonda again, as long as I live? 
"That signifies it to prolong my days in misery, since I must drag 
them far from her, a prey to remorse and despair? and what will 
the Journal of Trevoux say of me?" 

Having thus spoke, he refused to eat a n1orsel. The sun was now 
set; when our two wanderers, to their very great surprise, heard a 
faint cry, which seemed to come fron1 son1e women. It was not 
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easy to determine whether it was occasioned by distress or mirth; 

they rose in1mediately with all the anxiety and apprehension to 

which people are subject in a strange place. The noise was made 

by two girls that ran stark naked on the banks of the n1eadow, 

pursued by two large n1onkeys that bit their backsides. Candide 

was moved with pity; and as he had learned to shoot among the 

Bulgarians, and was so good a marksman, that he would hit a nut 

in a bush without touching the leaves, he took up his Spanish 

fuzee, which was double-charged, and killed the two monkeys. 

"God be praised, my dear Cacambo," said he, "I have delivered 

the two poor girls from this great danger; however, if I have been 

guilty of a sin in killing the inquisitor, I have now n1ade ample 

amends for it by saving the lives of the two girls. They may chance 

to prove a couple ofladies of rank; and who knows hut this adven

ture may do us son1e service in this country?" 

He was going on at this rate, thinking that he had done a great 

feat; hut how great was his surprise, when, instead of rejoicing, 

he saw the two girls embracing the monkeys with all the marks 

of the most tender affection! they bathed their bodies with tears, 

and filled the air with shrieks that testified the deepest distress. 

"I could never have expected to have seen so much as this," said 

he to Cacambo; who replied, "You have done a fine piece of work 

indeed, Sir, you have killed the ladies two sweethearts." "Their 

sweethearts! is it possible! you are in jest sure, Cacambo: who 

the duce could believe you to he in earnest?" "My dear Sir," 

replied Cacamho, "you are always for n1aking nlotmtainsofmole

hills; why should you think it incredible, that there are some 

countries where monkeys enjoy the favours of the ladies? why, 
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they are got by human creatures, in the same manner as I was 

got by a Spaniard." " Ay," replied Candide, "now I recollect, 

Mr. Pangloss has told me, that there may be many an instance 

of this kind, and that these n1ixtures gave birth to the Egipans, 

Fauns, and Satyrs ; that a great many of the an~ients had seen 

then1 with their own eyes; but I always looked upon it as a mere 

romance. " " You ought, at present, to see your mistake," said 

Cacan1bo, "and own that the Doctor was in the right. And you 

may see what influence the prejudice of education has upon the 

understanding. All I am afraid of is, that these ladies will play us 

some unlucky trick." 

These wise reflections induced Candide to quit the meadow, and 

take to a wood; where he and Cacamho supped together : and, 

after heartily cursing the Portuguese inquisitor, the gov~rnor of 

Buenos-Ayres, and the Baron, they fell asleep. 

On their waking, they found that they could not stir: for the 

Oreillons, the inhabitants of the country, whom the two lasses 

had informed of their ad venture, had bound them in the night

tilne, with cords made of the bark of a tree. They were surrounded 

by a body of fifty Oreillons, stark naked, armed with arrows, 

clubs, and hatchets made of flint: some of them were making a 

great cauldron boil, others preparing spits; and all of them crying 

out, "He's a Jesuit, he's a Jesuit; we will make him pay sauce 

for it, we will pick his bones for him; let us eat the Jesuit, let us 

eat the Jesuit. " 
"You may remember I told you, my dearn1aster," cried Cacambo 

in a lan1entable tone, "that those two lasses would play us some 

ugly trick. ' ' 
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Cacambo, who was never at a loss for an invention: "Never des

pair," said he to the disconsolate Candide. "I understand the 

jargon of these people a little, and am going to speak to them." 

"Don't fail," said Candide, "to represent to them the inhumanity 

of dressing men for meat, and set forth what an unchristian prac

tise it is .. , 

"Gentlen1en,'' says Cacan1bo, "you fancy that you shall feast on 

a Jesuit to-day; a very good dish, l make no doubt, nor is there 

any thing 1nore just than to serve one's enen1ies so. In effect, the 

law of nature teaches us to kill our neighbour, and it is a principle 

which is put in practise all over the globe. If we do not make use 

of the right of eating hin1, it is because we have plenty of victuals 

without it; but as you have not that advantage, it n1ust certainly 

be better for you to eat your enemies, than fling away the fruit 

of your victories as a feast to crows and ravens. But, Gentlemen, 

l suppose you would not be for eating your friends. You fancy 

you are going to spit a Jesuit; but, believe me, I assure you it is 

your defender, it is the enemy of your enemies that you are going 

to roast. As for my part, I was born among you. The gentleman 

you see here, is my master, and so far from being a Jesuit, he 

has just now killed a Jesuit, and he is only dressed in his spoils; 

which is the cause of your mistake. In order to confirn1 n1y asser

tion, let one of you take his gown off, carry it to the first pass of 

the government of the fathers, and inform himself whether my 

master has not killed a Jesuit-officer. It is an affair that won't 

take up much time; and you n1ay always have it in your power 

to eat us, if you catch me in a lie. Bu~ if I have told you the 

truth, and nothing but the truth, you are too well acquainted 
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with the principles of natural right, morality, and law, not to shew 
us some fi'.tvour." 

The Oreillons were so fully convinced of the reasonableness of 

his proposal, that they deputed two of their chiefs to go and 

inform themselves of the truth of what he had told them. The 

two deputies acquitted themselves of their charge like men of 

sense, and returned soon with a favourable account. The Oreillons 

then unbound their prisoners, shewed therrt a thousand civilities, 

offered them women, gave then1 something to refresh thetn, and 

conducted them back again to the confines of their state, crying 

all the while, like madn1en, "He is no Jesuit, he is no Jesuit." 

Candide could not help admiring the subject of his deliverance. 

"What a people!'' said he; "'Vhat men! what manners! If I had 

not had the good I uck to whip Miss Cunegonda 's brother through 

the lungs, I should inevitably have been eaten up. But, after all, 

the dictates of pure nature are always best, since this people, in

stead of e(\ting me, shewed me a thousand civilities as soon as they 

knew that I was not a Jesuit." 

CHAP. XVII. 

The arrival of Candide and his man at the country of Eldorado, 

and what they saw there. 

\VHEN they had reached the frontiers of the Oreillons, "You see 

now," said Cacambo to Candide, "that this part of the world is 

not one pin better than the other. Take a fool's advice for once, 

and let us return to Europe, as fast as ever we can." "How is that 
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possible?" said Candide: "And pray what part of it would you 

have us go to? Shall I go into my own country? the Bulgarians 

and Abarians kill all they meet with there; if I return to Portugal, 

I am sure I shall be burnt alive; if we stay in this country, we 

run the hazard of being roasted every n1oment. AnJ again, how 

can I think of leaving that part of the globe where l\1iss Cune

gonda lives?" 
"'Vhy then, let us take our course towards Cayenne," said 

Cacambo; "we shall meet with some Frenclnnen there, for you 

know they are to be 1net with all over the globe; perhaps they 

will give us some relief, and God may have pity upon us." 

It was no easy matter for them to go to Cayenne, as they did not 

know whereabouts it lay; besides, mountains, rivers, precipices, 

banditti, and savages, were difficulties they were sure to encounter 

with in their journey. Their horses died with fatigue, and their 

provisions were soon consumed. After having lived a whole n1onth 

on the wild fruits, they found themselves on the banks of a small 

river, which was bordered by cocoa trees, which at once preserved 

their lives, and kept up their hopes. 

Cacan1bo, who was on all occasions as good a councellor as the 

old woman, said to Candide, ""\tV e can hold out no longer; we 

have walked enough already, and here's an empty canoe upon 

the shore, let's fill it with cocoa, then get on hoard, and let it drive 

with the stream: a river always carries one to some inhabited 

place. If we don't meet with what we like, we are sure to meet with 

something new." "'Vhy, what you say is very right, e'en let us 

go," said Candide, "and recommend ourselves to the careofProv

idence." 
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They rowed son1e leagues between the two banks, which were 

enamelled with flowers in some places, in others barren, in some 

parts level, and in others very steep. The river grew broader as 

they proceeded, and, at last, lost itself in a spacious horizon, that 

was bounded by some frightful rocks, which reached as high as 

the clouds. Our two travellers had the courage to trust then1selves 

to the strean1. The river being very narrow in this place, drove 

then1 along with such a rapidity and noise as filled them with the 

utmost horror. In about four and twenty hours they got sight of 

day-light again, but their canoe was dashed in pieces against the 

breakers. They were obliged to crawl from one rock to another 

for a whole league; after which they got sight of a spacious plain, 

bounded with inaccessible mountains. The country was cultivated 

both for pleasure and profit; which latter was always mixed with 

the agreeable. The roads were covered, or, more properly speak

ing, were adorned with carriages, whose figure and materials 

were very brilliant; they were full of men and woman,ofan extra

ordinary beauty, and dra·wn with great swiftness, by large red 

sheep, which for fleetness surpassed the finest horses of Andalusia, 

Tetuan, or Mequinez. 

"This certainly," said Candide, "is a better country than 'Vest

phalia.'' l-Ie and Cacan1bo got on shore near the first village they 

can1e to. The very children of the village were dressed in gold 

brocades, all tattered, playing at quoits at the entrance of the town. 

Our two travellers fron1 the other world amused themselves with 

looking at then1. The quoits were made of large round pieces, 

yellow, red, and green, and cast a surprising light. Our travellers 

hands itched prodigiously to be fingering some of them: for they 
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were almost certain, that they were either gold, emeralds, or 

rubies, the least of which would have been no small ornament to 

the throne of the Great Mogul. "To be sure," said Caca1nbo, 

"these must be the children of the king of the country, diverting 

themselves at quoits.'' The master of the village coming at that 

instant to call them to school: "That's the preceptor to the Royal 

family,'' cried Candide. 

The little brats in1mediately quitted their play, leaving their 

quoits and other playthings behind them. Candide picked them 

up, run to the schoolmaster, and presented them to him with a 

great deal ofhumility, acquainting him,by signs, that their Royal 

flighnesses had forgot their gold and jewels. The rnaster of the 

village smiled, and flung them upon the ground; and having 

stared at Candide with some degree of surprise, walked off. 

Our travellers did not fail immediately to pick up the gold, 

rubies, and en1eralds. "Where are we got to now?" cried Candide. 

"The princes of the blood must certainly be well educated here, 

since they are taught to make so light of gold and jewels." 

Cacambo was as much surprised as Candide. At length they 

drew near to the first house in the village, which was built like 

one of our European palaces. There was a vast crowd of people at 

the door, and still a greater within. They heard very good music, 

and their nostrils were saluted by a n1ost refreshing smell from 

the kitchen. 

Cacambo went up to the door, and heard they were speaking the 

Peru vi an language, which was his mother-tongue; for every one 

knows that Cacambo was born at Tucuman, in a village where 

they make use of no other language. "I'll be your interpreter, 
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master, rnaster,, cries Cacamho, in the greatest raptures, "this is 

an inn; in with you, in with you." 

lmn1ediately two waiters and two maids that belonged to the 

house, dressed in cloaths of gold tissue, and having their hair tied 

back with ribands, invited them to sit down to table with the 

landlord. They served up four soups, each garnished with two 

parroquets, a large dish of bouille, that weighed aJJout two hun

dred weight; two apes roasted, of an excellent taste, three hundred 

humn1ing-birds in one plate, and six hundred fly-birds in another; 

together with exquisite ragouts, and the most delicious tarts, all 

upon plates of a species of rock-crystal. After which the lads and 

maids served them with a great variety of liquors made from the 

sugar-canes. 

The guests were mostly tradesmen and carriers, all extren1ely 

polite; who asked some questions of Cacambo with the greatest 

discretion and circumspection, and received as satisfactory ans

wers. 

\Vhen the repast was ended, Cacambo thought, as well as Can

dide, to discharge their reckoning, by putting down two of the 

large pieces of gold which they had picked up. But the landlord 

and landlady burst out into a prodigious fit of laughing, and 

could not restrain it for some tin1e. Recovering themselves at last: 

"Gentlen1en," says the landlord "we can see pretty well that you 

are strangers; we are not much used to such guests here. Pardon 

us, if we fell a-laughing, when you offered us the stones of our 

highways in discharge of your reckoning. It is plain you have 

got none of the n1oney of this kingdon1; hut there is no occasion 

for it, in order to dine here. All the inns, which are established 
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for the convcniency of trade, are maintained by the government. 

You have had hut sorry entertainment here, because this is but a 

poor village; but any where else you will be sure to he received 

in a manner suitable to your merit.'' 

Cacan1bo explained the host's speech to Candide, who heard it 

with as much astonishn1ent and wonder as his friend Cacambo 

interpreted it. "\Yhat country can this be," said they to each 

other, "which is unknown to the rest of the earth, and of so diffe

rent a nature fron1 ours? It is probably that country where every 

thing is right; for it is necessary that there should be one of that 

sort. And for all Doctor Pangloss has said, I could not help taking 

notice many a tin1e that things were very bad in W estphalia." 

C H A P. XVIII. 

What they saw in the country of Eldorado. 

CACAMBO could not conceal his curiosity from his landlord. "For 

my part," said the landlord to him, "I am very ignorant, but 

not the worse on that account: hut we have an old man here,. 

who has retired from court, and is reckoned both the wisest and 

the most communicative person in the kingdom." And saying 

this, without any more ado, he conducted Cacambo to the old 

man's house. Candide acted now only a second character in the 

play, and followed his servant. They entered into a very plain 

house; for the door was nothing hut silver, and the ceilings 

nothing but gold, but finished with so much taste, that the richest 

ceilings of Europe could not surpass them. The anti chamber was 
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indeed only covered with rubies and emeralds, hut the order in 

which every thing was arranged, made amends for this great 

simplicity. 

The old gentleman received the two strangers on a sopha stuffed 

with the feathers of hun1ming-birds, and ordered them to be 

served with liquors in vessels of dian1ond; after which he satisfied 

their curiosity in the following manner. 

"I am now in my hundredth and seventy-second year; and I 
have heard my deceased father, who was groom to his Majesty, 

mention the surprising revolutions of Peru, of which he was an 

eye-witness. The kingdom we are in at present, in the ancient 

country of the lncas, who left it very indiscreetly in order to 

conquer one part of the world; instead ofwhich, they themselves 

were all destroyed by the Spaniards. 

The princes of their family who ren1ained in tlieir native country, 

were more wise; they made a law, by the unanin1ous consent of 

the whole nation, that none of our inhabitants should ever go 

out of our little kingdom; and it is owing to this, that we have 

preserved both our innocence and our happiness. The Spaniards 

have had son1e confused idea of this country, and have called it 

El Dorado; and an Englishn1an, named Sir Wafter Raleigh, has 

likewise been on our coasts above a hundred years ago: but as 

we are surrounded by inaccessible rocks and precipices, we have 

always been hitherto sheltered fron1 the rapacity of the European 

nations, who are inspired with an inconceivable rage for the stones 

and dirt of our land, and who, to possess themselves of then1, 

\Vould n1urder us all, to the very last man." 

Their conference was pretty long, and turned upon the form 
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of their government, their manners, their women, their public 

shews, and their arts. At last Candide, who had always a taste for 

n1etaphysics, hid Cacambo ask, if there was any religion in that 

country? 

The old gentleman reddening a little, "How is it possible," saiJ 

he, "that you should question it? Do you take us for ungrateful 

wretches?" Cacambo then humbly asked him, what the religion 

of Eldorado was? This n1ade the old gentleman redden again. 

"Can there be n1ore religions than one?" said he: "\V e profess, 

I believe, the religion of the whole world; we worship the Deity 

from evening to morning.'' "Do you worship but one God?'' said 

Cacambo,'' who still acted as interpreter in representing Candide 's 

doubts. "You may be sure we do," said the old man; ~'since it is 

evident there can be neither two, nor three, nor four. I must con

fess, that the people of your world propose very odd questions." 

Candide was not yet wearied in interrogating the good old man: 

he wanted to know how they prayed to God in Eldorado. ""\Ve 

never pray at all," said the good respectable sage; "we have 

nothing to ask of him; he has given us all we need, and we inces

santly return him thanks." 

Candide had a curiosity to see their priests, and bid Cacambo ask, 

where they were. This made the old gentleman smile. "My 

friends," said he, "we are all of us priests; the King, and the 

heads of every family, sing their solemn songs of thanksgiving 

every morning, accompanied by five or six thousand musicians." 

"What!" said Cacambo, "have you no monks to preach, to dis

pute, to tyrannise, to set people together by the ears, and get those 

burnt who are not of the same sentiments as themselves?" "\Ye 
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must be very fools indeed if we had,'' said the old gentleman; 

"we are all of us of the san1e opmion here, and we don't under

stand what you mean by your monks." 

Candide was in an ecstasy during all this discourse, and said to 

himself, "This place is vastly different from \V estphalia, and my 

Lord the Baron's castle. If our friend Pangloss had seen Eldo

rado, he would never have maintained, that nothing upon earth 

could surpass the castle ofThunder-ten-tronckh. It is plain every 

body should travel." 

After this long conversation was finished, the good old n1an 

ordered a coach and SIX ::;heep to be got ready, and twelve of his 

domestics to conduct the travellers to the court. "Excuse me," 

says he to them, "if my age deprives me of the honour of attending 

you. The King will receive you in a manner that you will not be 

displeased with; and you will, I doubt not, make allowance for 

the customs of the country, if you should meet with any thing 

that you disapprove of." 

Candide and Cacambo got into the coach; the six sheep flew, and 

in less than four hours they reached the King's palace, which 

was situated at one end of the metropolis. The gate was two hun

dred and twenty feet high, and one hundred broad; it is impos

sible to describe the materials it was composed of. But one may 

easily guess, that it must have prodigiously surpassed those stones 

and the sand which we call gold and jewels. 

Candide and Cacambo, on their alighting from the coach, were 

received bytwentymaids ofhonour,ofan exquisite beauty, who 

conducted them to the baths, and presented then1 with robes 

made of the down of the humming-birds; after which the great 
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officers and their ladies introd~ced thenl into his Majesty's apart

ment, between two rows of musicians, consisting of a thousand in 

each, according to the custom of the country. 

\Yhen they approached the foot of the throne, Cacan1bo asked 

one of the great officers, in what manner they were to behave 

when they went to pay their respects to his Majesty, whether 

they were to fall down on their knees or their bellies; whet her 

they were to put their hands upon their heads or upon their back

sides; whether they were to lick up the dust of the roon1; and, in a 

word, what the ceremony was? "The custom is," said the great 

officer, "to embrace the King, and kiss him on "both sides." 

Candide and Cacambo accordingly clasped his Majesty round 

the neck, who received them in the most polite manner inlagin

able, and very genteelJy invited then1.to sup with him. 

In the interim, they shewed then1 the city, the public edifices, 

that reach almost as high as the clouds, the market-places enlbel

lished with a thousand columns; fountains of pure water, besides 

others of rose-water, and the liquors that are extracted fron1 the 

sugar-canes, which played incessantly in the squares, which were 

paved with a kind of precious stones, that diffused a fragrance 

like that of cloves or cinnamon. Candide asking them to shew 

then1 one of their courts of justice, and their parliament-house; 

they told him they had none, and that they were strangers to 

law-suits. He then inquired if they had any prisons, and was told 

they had not. What surprised him most, and gave him the great

est pleasure, was the palace of sciences, in which he saw a gallery 

of two thousand paces, full of instruments for n1aking experiments 

in philosophy. 
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After having gone over about a thousandth part of the city in the 

afternoon, they were reconducted to the palace. Candide seated 

himself at table with his Majesty, his valet Cacan1bo, and a great 

many ladies. Never was there a better entertainment seen; and 

never was more wit shewn at table, than what his Majesty dis

played. Cacambo interpreted the King's repartees to Candide; 

and though they were translated, they appeared repartees still; a 

thing which surprised Candide more than any thing else. 

They spent a whole month in this hospitable manner. Candide 

was continually saying to Cacambo, "I must say it again and 

again, my friend, that the castle where I was born was nothing in 

comparison of this country where we are now; but yet Miss 

Cunegonda is not here; and, without doubt, you have left a 

sweetheart behind you in Europe. If we stay where we are, we 

shall be looked upon only like other folks; whereas if we return 

to our own world only with twelve sheep loaded with the pebbles 

of Eldorado, we shall be richer than all the kings put together; 

we shall have no need to be afraid of the inquisitors; and we may 

easily recover Miss Cunegonda." 

This proposal was extren1ely agreeable to Cacambo; so fond are 

we of running about, of making a figure among our countrymen, 

and of making orations on what we have seen in our travels, that 

these two really happy men resolved to be no longer so, and ac

cordingly asked his Majesty's leave to depart. 

"You are guilty of a very great weakness," said his Majesty to 

them: "I an1 not ignorant that my country is a trifling place; but 

providing it be but passable, you had better stay in it. I must 

indeed confess, that I have no right to detain people of another 
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nation; it is a degree of tyranny inconsistent with our customs 

and laws; all men are free; you may go when you please; but you 

ought first to be informed, that you cannotlea ve us without some 

difficulty. It is impossible to go against the current up the rapid 

river which runs under the rocks; your passage hither was a kind 

of miracle. The mountains which surround my kingdom are a 

thousand feet high, and as steep as a wall; they are at least ten 

leag·ues over, and their descent is nothing hut precipices. How

ever, since you seen1 determined to leave us, I will give orders 

i1nmediately to the constructors of my n1achines, to contrive one 

to transport you with the greatest ease. When they have conveyed 

you to the other side of the mountains, no one rnust attend you; 

because my subjets have made a vow never to pass beyond them, 

and they are too wise to break it. There is nothing else you can 

ask of me, which shall not be granted." "'Veask your Majesty," 

said Cacan1bo, very eagerly, "only a few sheep loaded with pro

visions, together with some of the common stones and dirt of 

your country." 

The King sn1iled heartily: ") cannot," said he, "conceive what 

pleasure you Europeans find in our yellow clay; but you are 

welcome to take as much of it as you please, and much good may 

it do you." 

He gave immediate orders to his engineers to construct a machine 

to hoist up a~d transport these two extraordinary persons out of 

his kingdom. Three thousand able mechanics set to work; and 

in a fortnight's time the machine was completed, which cost no 

more than twenty millions Sterling of their currency. 

Candide and Cacambo were both placed in the machine, together 
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with two large red sheep bridled and saddled for them to ride 

on, when they were got clear of the mountains; twenty sheep of 

burden loaded with provisions; thirty with the greatest curiosities 

of the country, by way of present; and fifty with gold, precious 

stones, and diamonds. The King took his leave of our two vaga

bonds, with the greatest marks of affection. 

It was a very fine sight to see them depart, and the ingenious 

manner in which they and the sheep were slung over the moun

tains. The philosophers took their leave of them, after having got 

them safe over; and now Candide had no other desire, no other 

aim, than to go to present his sheep to Miss Cunegonda. "'Ve 

have now got enough," said he, "to pay for the ransom of Miss 

Cunegonda, if the governor of Buenos-Ayres will but part with 

her. Let us march towards Cayenne, there take shipping, and then 

we will look out for some snug kingdom to make a purchase of." 

C H A P. XIX. 

lf/ hat happened to them at Surinam, and how Candide got 

acquainted witlt Martin. 

THE first day's journey of our two travellers was very agreeable, 

being elated with the idea of finding then1selves masters of more 

treasure than Asia, Europe, or Africa could scrape together. Can

dide was so transported, that he cut out the name of Cunegonda 

upon almost every tree that he came to. The second day two of 

their sheep sunk in a morass, and were lost with all that they car

ried: two others died of fatigue a few days after; seven or eight 
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died at once for want in a desert; and some few days after, some 

others fell down a precipice. To be short, after a march of one 

hundred days, their whole stock amounted to no n1ore than two 

sheep. 
Says CandiJe, then, to Cacambo, "My friend, you see how 

perishable the riches of this world are; there is nothing durable, 

nothing to be depended on but virtue, and the happiness of once 

more seeing Miss Cunegonda." "I grant it," said Cacambo; but 

we have still two sheep left, besides more treasure than ever the 

King of Spain was master of; and I see a town a good way off that 

I take to be Surinam, belonging to the Dutch. We are at the. end 

of our troubles, and at the beginning of our happiness." 

As they drew nigh to the city, they saw a negro stretched on the 

ground, with only one half of his habit, that is to say, having only 

a pair of drawers of blue cloth; the poor fellow had lost his left 

leg and his right hand. "Good God!" said Candide to him in 

Dutch, "friend, what do you do here, in this terrible condition?" 

<'I am waiting for my master Mynheer Vanderdendur, the great 

merchant," replied the negro. "And was it Mynheer Vanderden

dur that used you in this manner?" said Candide. "Yes, Sir," 

said the negro, "it is the custom of the country. They give us a 

pair of linen drawers for our whole cloathing twice a-year. If we 

should chance to have one of our fingers caught in the mill, as 

we are working in the sugar houses, they cut off our hand; if we 

offer to run away, they cut off one of our legs; and I have had 

the n1isfortune to be found guilty of both these charges. Such are 

the conditions on which you eat sugar in Europe! Yet, when my 

n1other sold me for ten crowns of Patagon on the coast of Guinea, 
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she said to me, My dear boy, bless our benefactors, he always 

very dutiful to them, they will make you live happily: you have 

the honour to he a slave to our lords the whites, and will by that 

means be in a way of making the fortunes both of your father 

and mother. Alas! I do not know whether I have made their for

tunes, hut I am sure they have not made rrtine. The dogs, mon

keys, and parrots, are a thousand times less wretched than we. 

The Dutch missionaries who converted me, told me every Sun

day, that we all are sons of Adan1, both blacks and whites. I am 

not a genealogist myself; but if these preachers speak the truth, 

we are all cousin-germans; and then you must own, that it is a 

shocking thing for them to use their relations in this barbarous 

" manner. 
"Ah! Pangloss," cried Candide, "you never dreamed of such an 

abominable piece of vilJany! there is an end of the matter; I see 

1 must at last renounce your optimism." "What do you mean 

by optin1ism ?" said Caca1nho. ""Vhy," said Candide, "it i~ the 

£oll of maintaining that every thing is right, when it is wrong." 

He then looked upon the negro, with tears in his eyes, and in that 

condition entered into Surinam. 

The first thing they did here was, to inquire whether there was 

any vessel in the harbour that might be hired for Buenos-Ayres. 

The person they applied themselves to was no other than a Span

ish commander, who offered to n1ake an honourable bargain 

with them. He appointed to n1eet them at an inn, whither Can

dide and the faithful Cacambo went to wait for him with their 

two sheep. 
Candide, who had his mind in his tongue, told the Spaniard all 
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his adventures, and confessed to him that he was determined to 

run away with Miss Cunegonda. "I shall take care how I carry 

you to Buenos-Ayres, if that is the case," said the captain; "for l 

would be hanged, and so would you. The fair Cunegonda is n1y 

Lord's favourite mistress.'' 

This was a thunder-clap to Candide; he wept a long time; but at 

last, drawing Cacambo aside, "I will tell you, my dear friend," 

says he, "wat I would have you do. 'Ve have each of us about 

five or six millions of diamonds in our pockets; and as you are a 

much cleverer fellow than I am, I would have you go and fetch 

Miss Cunegonda from Buenos-Ayres. If the Governor should 

make any difficulties, give him a million of them; if that do not 

succeed, give him two. As you did not murder the inquisitor, 

they will have no suspicion of you: in the n1ean time, I will fit 

out another vessel, and go and wait for you at V en ice; that is a 

safe place, and I need not be afraid there of Bulgarians, Abares, 

Jews, or inquisitors. " Cacambo cried up the wisdom of this pro

posal. He was indeed under great concern to leave so good a 

master, who used hin1like a familiar friend; but-the pleasure of 

being serviceable to him soon got the better of the sorrow he felt 

in parting with him. 

They took leave of each other with tears; Candide reconunending 

to him at the sa1ne tin1e not to forget their good old woman. 

The san1e day Cacambo set sail. This Cacan1bo was a very honest 

fellow. 

Candide staid some time at Surinam, waiting for another vessel 

to carry hin1 and the two sheep which remained to Italy. He hired 

servants, and purchased every thing necessary for a long voyage; 
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at last, M ynheer V anderdendur, the n1aster of a large vessel, can1e 

and offered his service. "What will you have," said he to our 

Dutchman, "for carrying me, rny fan1ily, goods, and thee two 

sheep you see here, directly to Venice?" The master ofthevesse] 

asking ten thousand piastres, Candide Inade no words. 

"Oh, oh," said the crafty Vanderdendur to himself, after he had 

left him, "if this stranger can give six thousand piastres, without 

making any words, he must be in1mensely rich." Returning a 

few Ininutes after, he let him know, that he could not go for less 

than twenty thousand. "WeH, you shall have them then," said 

Candide. 

"0dso !" said the captain with a low voice, "this man makes no 

more of twenty thousand piastres than he did of ten!" He then 

returned a second time, and said that he could not carry him to 

Venice for less than thirty thousand piastres. "You shall have 

thirty thousand then," replied Candid e. 

"Oh, oh," said the Dutch trader again to himself, "this man 

makes nothing of thirty thousand piastres, no doubt but the two 

sheep are loaded with imn1ense treasures; let us stand out no 

longer; let us however finger the thirty thousand piastres first, 

and then we shall see." 

Candide sold two small diamonds, the least of which was worth 

more than what the Captain had asked. He advanced him the 

n1oney. The two sheep were put on board the vessel. Candide 

followed in a sn1all wherry, intending to join the vessel in the 

road. But the Captain catched his opportunity, unfurled his sails, 

unn1oored, and n1et with a favourable gale. Candide, distracted 

and out of his wits, soon lost sight of hin1. "Ah !" cried he, "this 
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is a trick worthy of the old world." lie returned on shore over

whelmed with sorrow; for he had certainly lost more than would 

set up a score of kings. 

He ran immediately to the Dutch judge; and as he was not quite 

master of himself, knocked very loud at the door; he went in, 

told his case, and raised his voice a little louder than became him. 

The judge began with making him pay ten thousand piastres for 

the noise he had made. After which he heard him very patiently, 

and promised to exan1ine into the affair as soon as ever the trader 

should return, at the same time making him pay ten thousand 

piastres as the expense of the hearing. 

This proceeding made Candide stark mad. He had indeed ex

perienced misfortunes a thousand times more affecting; but the 

coolness of the judge, and the knavish trick of the master of the 

vessel who had robbed hi1n, fired his spirits, and plunged him 

into a profound melancholy. The villany ofrnankind presented 

itself to his mind in all its deformity, and he dwelt upon nothing 

but the n1ost dismal ideas. At last, a French vessel being ready 

to sail for Bourdeaux, as he had no sheep loatled with diamonds 

to carry with him, he paid the com1non price as a cabin-passenger, 

and ordered the crier to give notice alJ over the city, that he would 

pay for the passage and diet of any honest 1nan that would go 
the voyage with him, and he would give him two thousand 

piastres besides; on condition that he would make it appear, that 

he was the most dissatisfied with his circumstances, and the most 

unfortunate person in that province. 

A vast multitude of candidates presented themselves, enoug·h to 

have n1anned a fleet. Candide, desirous to pick fron1 among the 
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best, marked out twenty, who seemed to him to have the best 

pretensions, and to be the most sociable. But as every one of them 

thought the preference due to himself, he invited them all to his 

inn, and gave them a supper, on condition that each of them 

.should take an oath, that he would relate his adventures faith

fully, promising to chuse that person who seemed to be the grea

test object of pity, and had the greatest reason to be dissatisfied 

with his lot, and to give a small present to the rest, as a gratifi

cation for their trouble. 

The assembly continued till four the next morning. As Candide 

was employed in hearing their adventures, he could not help 

recollecting what the old woman had told him in their voyage 

towards Buenos-Ayres, and the bargain she had made in case he 

n1et with a single person in the ship, that did not esteem himself 

most miserable. He thought upon Pangloss at every incident that 

was related. "That Pangloss," said he, "would be hard put to it to 

defend this system. I wish he was but here. Indeed, if every thing 

is ordered for the best, it must be at Eldorado, but no where else 

on earth." At last, he detern1ined in favour of a poor scholar, 

who had wrote ten years for the booksellers at Amsterdam. For 

he thought there could not be a more disagreeable employment 

on the face of the earth. 
This scholar, though in other respects a good sort of a man, had 

been robbed by his wife, beat by his son, abandoned by his 

daughter, who got a Portuguese to run away with her; had been 

stripped of a small employment, which was all he had to subsist 

Qn; and was presecuted by the priests at Surinam, because they 

took him for a Socinian. 
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It must indeed be confessed, that son1e oftheothercandidateswere 

at least as unhappy as he; but he met with a preference, because 

Candide thought that a scholar would be the most proper person to 

divert him during the voyage. All his competitors thought that 

Candide did them a great piece of injustice; but he soon convinced 

them to the contrary, by giving them a hundred piastres apiece_ 

C H A P. XX. 

What happened at sea to Candide and Martin. 

THE old scholar, who was named Martin, imbarkeJ for Bour

deaux along with Candide. They hat both of then1 seen and 

suffered a great deal; and if the vessel had been to sail from 

Surinam to Japan, by the way of the Cape of Good Hope, they 

would have found enough to have entertained them on the sub-· 

ject of physical and n1oral evil during the whole voyage. 

Candide, however, had one great advantage over Martin, which 

was, that he still hoped to see Miss Cunegonda again; but as for 

Martin, he had nothing to hope for: to which we may add, that 

Candide had both gold and diamonds: and though he had lost a 

hundred large red sheep loaded with the greatest treasure that 

the earth could produce, though the knavery of the Dutch cap

tain was always uppern1ost in his thoughts; yet when he reflected 

upon what he had left in his pockets, and when he talked about 

Cunegonda, especially towards the latter end of a hearty n1eal, 

he inclined to Pan gloss's hypothesis. 

"But you, Mr Martin," said he to the scholar, "what is your 
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opinion? what is your notion of moral and physical evil?" "Sir," 

replied Martin, "the priests have accused me of being a Socinian; 

hut the truth is, I am a Manichean." "You are in jest sure," said 

Candide; "there is not one Manichean in the world!" "I atn 

one though," said Martin; "I cannot well account for it, but yet 

I am not able to think otherwise." The de vi] must he in you 

then," said Candide. "He concerns hi1nself so much in the affairs 

of this world," said Martin, "that he may possibly be in 1ne, as 

well as any where else; but I must profess, that when I cast my 

eyes upon this globe, or rather upon the globule, I cannot help 

thinking, that the Deity has abandoned it to some malignant 

being: I always except Eldorado. I never met with a city that did 

not wish the destruction of its neighbourcity, nor one family that 

did not desire to exterminate another family. All over the world 

the poor curse the rich, to whom they are obliged to cringe; and 

the rich treat them like so many sheep, whose wool and flesh is 

sold to the best bidder. A thousand assassins formed into regi

ments, running about from one extremity of Europe to another, 

practise murder and rapine according to discipline for their bread, 

because it is the most honourable profession in the world; and in 

those cities which seem to enjoy the sweets of peace, and where 

the arts are cultivated, mankind are devoured with greater envy, 

cares, and disquietudes, than a city meets with troubles when it 

is besieged. Private torments are still more insupportable than 

public calamities. In a wo\'d, I have seen and experienced so much, 

that I am become a Manichean." 

"There's some good for all that," replied Candide. "That may 

be," said Martin, "but I do not know where to find it." 
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In the middle of this dispute, they heard the report of cannon. 

The noise increasing every moment, each person took out his 

glass. By this means they espied two vessels engaging each other, 

about three miles distant. The wind brought the con1batants so 

near the French vessel, that they had the pleasure of seeing the 

fight very easily. At length, one of the vessels gave the other a 

broadside between wind and water, which sunk it to the bottom. 

Candide and Martin plainly perceived about a hundred men 

upon the deck of the ship which was sinking, lifting up their 

hands towards heaven, and making the most dismal lamenta

tions; and in an instant they were all swallowed up by the sea. 

"Well," said Martin, "see how mankind treat one another." "lt 

is true," said Candide, "there's something diabolical in it." As he 

was saying so, he perceived something red and glittering swim

ming near his ship. They immediately sent the longboat to see 

what it could be; when it proved to be one of his sheep. Candide 

felt more joy at the recovery of this sheep than he had trouble at 

the loss of a hundred loaded with the large diamonds ofEldorado. 

The French captain soon found, that the captain of the conquer

ing vessel was a Spaniard, and that the con1mander of the vessel 

which was sunk was a Dutch pirate, and the very same who had 

robbed Candide. The immense riches which the villain had amas

sed, were buried in the sea along with him, and there was only a 

single sheep saved. 
"You see," said Candide to Martin, "that wickedness sometimes 

meets with condign punishment: that rascal, the Dutch com

mander, has met with the fate n1erited." "Yes,'' said Martin; 

"but why should the passengers on board his ship also perish 
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together with him? God indeed has punished the villain, hut the 

devil has drowned the rest.'' 

ln the mean tin1e, the Frenchman and the Spaniard continued 

their course, and Candide his dehates with Martin. 'fhey disputed 

fifteen days without intermission; and at the end of the fifteen 

days, they were no farther advanced than when they began. But 

they chatted, they communicated their ideas to each other, and 

comforted each other reciprocally. Can<lide caressing his sheep, 

"Since I haYe found you," said he, "I have son1e hopes of recov

ering Cunegonda." 

CHAP. XXJ. 

Candide and Martin draw near to the coast of France, and 

dispute. 

AT length they descried the coast ofFrance. "Have you ever been 

in France, Mr Martin?" said Candide. '~Yes," said Martin, "I have 

run over several of its provinces. In some, one half of the inhabi

tants are mere fools; in others they are too cunning; in others 

either very good natured or very brutish; in others they affect to 

he wits; and in all of them, their ruling passion is love, the next 

lying, and the third to talk nonsense." "But, Mr Martin, have 

you ever been at Paris?" "Yes, I have been at Paris: there are all 

these sorts there; it is a mere chaos; a crmvd in which every one 

is in search after pleasure, but no one finds it, as far as I have 

been able to discover. I spent a few days there; and, at my arrival, 

was robbed of all I had by some sharpers, at the fair of St. Ger-
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main. Nay, I myself was taken up for a robber, and was eight 

days in prison; after which I turned corrector of the press, to get a 

small matter to carry n1e on foot to Holland. I know the whole 

tribe of scribblers, with malecontents, and fanatics. They say the 

people are very polite in that city; I wish I could believe then1." 

"For my part, I have no curiosity to see France," said Candide; 

"you may easily fancy, that when a person has once spent a 

n1onth at Eldorado, he is very indifferent whether he sees any 

thing else upon earth, except Miss Cunegonda. I an1 going to 

wait for her at V en ice; we will go through France in our way 

towards Italy. Won't you bear n1e company?" "\Vith all my 

heart," said Martin: they say that V en ice is not fit for any but 

the Nob le V enetians; but, for all that, they receive strangers very 

well, provided they have a good deal of money. I have none; you 

have; therefore I'll follow you all the world over." "Now I think 

of it," said Candide, "do you imagine that the earth was originally 

nothing but water, as is asserted in the great book belonging to 

the Captain?" "I don't believe a word of it," said Martin, "no 

more than I do of all the reveries that have been published for 

some time." "But for what end was the world created then?" said 

Candide. "To make one mad," replied Martin. "\Vas not you 

vastly surprised," continued Candide, "at the passion which the 

two girls in the country of the Oreillons had for those two apes, 

whose story I related to you?" "Not at all," said Martin; '~I see 

nothing strange in that passion; for I have seen so n1any strange 

things already, that I can look upon nothing as extraordinary. 

"Do you believe," said Candide, "that n1imkind always cut one 

another's throats; that they were always liars, knaves, treacherous, 
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and ungrateful; always thieves, sharpers, highwaymen, lazy, 

envious, and gluttons; always drunkards, n1iscrs, ambitious, and 

bloodthirsty; al·ways backbiters, dehauchees, fanatics, hypocrites, 

and fools?" "Do you not believe," said Martin, "that hawks have 

always preyed upon pigeons, when they could light upon then1 ?" 

Certainly,'' said Candide. "'V ell then,'' said l\lartin, "if the hawks 

have always had the same nature, what reason can you give why 

mankind should have changed theirs?" "Aye," said Candide, 

"there is a great deal of difference, because free-will * * * * * * * 
In the midst of this dispute, they arrived at Bourdeaux. 

C H A P. XXII. 

ffThat happened in France to Candide and Martin. 

CANDIDE staid no longer at Bourdeaux than till he could dispose 

of some of the pebbles of Eldorado, and furnish himself with a 

post-chaise large enough to hold two persons; for he could not 

· part with his philosopher Martin. He was indeed very sorry to 

part with his sheep, which he left at the academy of sciences at 

Bourdeaux; who proposed for the subject of this year's prize, the 

reason why this sheep's wool was red; and the prize was adjudged 

to a learned man in the North, who demonstrated, by A plus B 

minus C divided by Z, that the sheep must be red, and die of 

the rot. 
In the mean time, all the travellers whom Candide met in the 

inns on the road, telling him they were going to Paris, this ge

neral eagerness to see the capital, inspired him at lenght with the 
£ 
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same desire, as it was not nuch out of the way in his journey 

towards Venice. 

He entered Paris by the sulnrb of St Mar~eau, and fancied him

self to be in the dirtiest villa~e in W estphalia. 

Candide was scarce got to hs inn, when he was seized by a slight 

indisposition, caused by hisfatigues. As he had a very large dia

mond on his finger, and tl:e people had taken notice of a pretty 

heavy box among his baggage, in a moment's time he had no 

less than two physicians to attend hin1, who did not stay to be 

sent for; a few intimate frimds, that never left him, sat up with 

him, together with a couph of female friends that took care to 

have his broths warmed. Smd Martin, "I remember that when I 

was sick at Paris, in my fi1st journey, I was very low in pocket, 

and could meet neither witlt friends, nurses, nor physicians; but 

I recovered.'' 

In the mean while, what b~ medicines and bleedings, Candide's 

disorder beginning to grow a serious affair, the clerk of the parish 

came, with great modesty, .o ask a bill for the other world, pay

able to the bearer. Candid~ refusing to accept it, the nurses as

sured him that it was a new fashion. Candide replied, that he was 

resolved not to follow the f$hion. Martin was going to throw the 

priest out of the window. 'The clerk swore, that Candide should 

not be buried. Martin swo~e that he would bury the clerk, if he 

continued to be troublesorre. The quarrel grew high, and Martin 

took the priest by the shodders, and pushed him out of doors. 

This occasioning a great leal of scandal, an action was com-

menced against hin1. 
Candide recovered; and a~ the while he was upon the mending 
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hand, had the best of company to sup with him. They gamed 

high; and Candide was very much mrprised that he never could 

throw an ace; but Martin was not suprised at all. 

Among those who did him the horours of the town, was a little 

abbe of Perigord, one of those peoplt that are always busy, always 

alert, always ready to do one servi<e, forward, fawning, and ac

commodating the1nselves to every me's humour; who watch for 

strangers on their journey, tell then the scandalous history of the 

town, and offer them pleasures at all prices. This man carried 

Candide and Martin to the playhotse, where a new tragedy was 

to be acted. Candide found himself seated near some critics; but 

this did not keep him from crying tt some scenes that were well 

acted. One of these critics, who stwd at his elbow, said to him, 

between one of the acts, "You wa~ in the wrong to shed tears; 

that's a shocking actress, the actor who plays with her is worse 

than she, and the piece is still worse than the actors. The author 

does not understand a single word of Arabic, and yet the scene 

lies in Arabia: but besides, he is a nan who does not believe that 

our ideas are innate; I'll bring you twenty pamphlets against him 

by tomorrow morning.'' "Sir," sail the abbe ofPerigord, "did 

you take notice of that young n1a1 with the lively countenance 

and fine shape? he will not cost !OU more than ten thousand 

francs per month, and fifty thousmd crowns in diamonds." "I 

have not above a day or two to spar~," replied Candide, "because 

I have one to meet at Venice, whid hurries me." 

I the evening, after supper was ove:, the insinuating Perigourdin 

redoubled his compliments of service, and his officiousness. "You 

are then, Sir," said he, "under an mgagement to go to Venice?" 
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"Yes, Mr Abbe," said Candide, "lam under a necessity to go to 

meet Miss Cunegonda." Being then invited with the pleasure of 

speaking about the object he loved, he related, according to cus

tom, a part of his adventures with that illustrious W estphalian. 

"I fancy," said the Abbe, "that Miss Cunegondaisaladyofvery 

great parts, and that she writes charming letters?" ''l never re

ceived any from her," said Candide: "for figure to yourself, that 

being driven out of the castle on account of my passion for her, 

I could not write to her; that soon after I heard she was dead; 

that afterwards I found her, and lost her; and that I have now 

sent an express to her about two thousand five hundred leagues 

from hence, and wait for an answer." 

The Abbe heard him with great attention, and appeared to be a 

little thoughtfuL He soon took leave of the two strangers, after a 

most affectionate embrace. The next day, as soon as Candide 

awaked, he received a letter, couched in the following terms. 

"Sir, my dearest love, I have been ill these eight days in this 

town, and have learned that you are here. I would fly to your 

arms, if I were able to stir. I knew of your passage to Bourdeaux, 

where I have left the faithful Cacambo and the old woman, who 

are to follow me very soon. The governor of Buenos-Ayres has 

taken all from me, but your heart is still left me. Come and see 

me; for your presence will either restore me to life, or kill me with 

pleasure.'' 

This channing, this unexpected letter, transported Candide with 

an inexpressible joy; and the indisposition of his dear Cunegonda 

overwhelmed him with sorrow. Distracted between these two 

passions, he took his gold and diamonds, and got somebody to 
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conduct him and Martin to the house where Miss Cunegonda 

was lodged. 

On his entrance he trembled in every limb, his heart beat quick, 

and his voice was choked up with sighs; he was going to open 

the curtains of the bed, and bid then1 bring him a light. "Take 

care, Sir," said the nurse, "she can't bear light for the world, it 

would overpower her;" and immediately she drew the curtains 

close again. "My dear Cunegonda," said Candide, dissolved in 

tears, "how do you find yourself? though you can't see n1e, you 

may speak to me at least." "She can't speak," said the maid. 

The lady then put a plun1p hand out of the bed, which Candide 

for some time bathed with his tears, and afterwards filled with 

diamonds, leaving a bag full of gold upon the easy chair. 

In the middle of his transports, came in a lifeguardn1an, followed 

by the Abbe Perigourdin and a file of soldiers. "They," said he, 

"are the two suspected foreigners." He caused them be immedi

ately seized, and ordered his men to drag them to prison. "It is 

not thus they treat travellers at Eldorado," said Candide. "lam 

more a Manichean than ever," said Martin. "But, pray, Sir, 

where are you going to carry us?" said Candide. "To a hole in 

the dungeon," said the lifeguardman. 

Martin now finding his blood grow so mew hat cool, fancied that 

the lass who pretented to be Cunegonda, was a cheat; that the 

Abbe Perigourdin was a sharper, who had taken advantage of 

Candide's simplicity; and that the lifeguardman was another 

sharper, whom they might easily get clear of. 

Rather than expose himself before a court of justice, Candide, 

swayed by his advice, and besides very in1patient to see the real 
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Cunegonda, offered the lifeguard man three small diamonds 

worth about 3ooo pistoles each. "Ah, Sir," said the man with 

the ivory baton, '~though you had committed all the crin.es that 

can he imagined, this would make me think you are the honestest 

gentleman in the world! Three diamonds! worth 3ooo pistoles 

apiece! Sir, instead of putting you in a dungeon, 1 would lose my 

life for you: all strangers are arrested here, but let me alone for 

that; I have a brother at Dieppe in Nonnandy; I'll conduct you 

thither; and if you have any diamond to give hin1, he will take 

as much care of you, as I myself." 

"And why do they put all strangers under arrest?" said Candide. 

The Abbe Perigourdin then put in his word: "Because," said he, 

"a beggar of Atrebatia listened to some foolish stories, which 

n1ade him guilty of a parricide, not like that in May I 61 o, but 

like that in December I 5g4; and just like those that a great many 

other beggars have been guilty of, tn other months and other 

years, after listening to foolish stories.'' 

The lifeguardtnan then gave him a more particular account of 

their crimes. "Oh the n1onsters !" cried Candide; are there then 

such terrible crimes among people that can dance and sing? Can I 

not imn1ediately get out of this country, where n1onkeys provoke 

tygers? I have seen hears in my own country, but I never n1etwith 

men except at Eldorado. In the name of God, Mr Officer, conduct 

me to Venice, where I am to wait for Miss Cunegonda." "I can 

conduct you nowhere except to Lower Normandy,'' said our mock 

officer. Immediately he ordered his irons to be struck off, said he 

was under a mistake, discharged his men, conducted Candide and 

Martin to Dieppe, and left them in the hands of his brother. 
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There was then a small Holland trader in the harbour. The Nor

man, by means of three more diamonds, become the most service

able n1an in the world, put Candide and his attendants safe on 

board the vessel, which was ready to sail for Portsn1outh in England. 

This was not indeed the way to V en ice; but Candide thought he 

had escaped from hell, and resolved to resume his voyage towards 

Venice the first opportunity that offered. 

C H A P. XXIII. 

Candide and Martin go to the English coast, and what they 

saw there. 

"AH! Pang loss! Pangloss! ah! Martin! Martin! ah! my dear 

Cunegonda! what a world is this!" said Candide on board the 

Dutch ship. "A very foolish and abominable one indeed,'' replied 

Martin. "You are acquainted with England," said Candide to 

him; "are they as great fools as the French?" "They have a dif

ferent kind of folly," said Martin; "you know, that these two 

nations are at war about a few acres of snow towards Canada, 

and that they have spent a great deal more upon this fine war, 

than all Canada is worth. To tell you with precision whether 

there are more people fit to send to a madhouse in one country 

than in the other, is more than my weak capacity is able to per

form. I only know in general, that the people we are going to see 

are very melancholic." 

As they were talking in this 1nanner, they arrived at Portsmouth. 

The shore was covered with a multitude of people, who were 
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looking very attentively at a pretty lusty man who was kneeling, 

with something tied before his eyes, on the deck of one of the 

men of war; four soldiers, that were placed opposite to him, 

lodged three balls apiece in his head, with the greatest coolness 

imaginable, and the whole assembly went away very well satis

fied. ,What is the meaning of this?" said Candide; "and what 

demon is it that exercises his dominion all over the globe?'' 

He inquired who the lusty gentleman was that was killed with 

so much ceremony. "He is an admiral*," replied some of them. 

"And why was this admiral killed?" "Because," said they, "he 

did not kill men enough himself. He engaged the French admiral, 

and was found guilty of not being nea·r enough to him." "But 

then," said Candide, "was not the French admiral as far off from 

the English admiral, as he was fron1 him?" "That is what cannot 

be doubted," replied they. "But in this country it is of very great 

service to execute an admiral now and then, in order to make the 

rest fight the better." 

Candide was so astonished and shocked at what he had seen and 

.heard, that he would not set foot on shore, but agreed with the 

master of the Dutch vessel (though he was sure to be robbed by 

him, as well as by his countryman at Surinam) to carry him di

rectly to Venice. 
The master was ready in two days. They coasted it all along 

France. Passing within sight of Lisbon, Candide gave a very 

deep groan. They passed the Streights, made the l\1editerranean, 

and at last arrived at Venice. 

• The author alludes to the case of Adm. Byng, who was shot en board the Monarque 

man of war at Portsmouth, March 14. 17S7. 
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"The Lord be praised," said Candide, embracing Martin, "it is 

here that I shall see the fair Cunegonda again ! I have as good an 

opinion of Cacambo, as of myself. Every thing is right, every 

thing goes well; every thing is the best that it can possibly be." 

CHAP. XXIV. 

Concerning Paquetta, and Father Girojjlee. 

As soon as they arrived at Venice, he caused search for Cacambo 

in all the inns, in all the coffeehouses, and among all the ladies 

of pleasure, but could not find him. He sent every day to all the 

ships and barques that arrived; hut no news ofCacambo. "Well!" 

said he to Martin, "I have had tirne enough to go from Surinam 

to Bourdeaux, from Bourdeaux to Paris, from Paris to Dieppe, 

from Dieppe to Portsmouth; after that I have coasted along Por

tugal and Spain, and traversed the Mediterranean, and have now 

been some months at Venice, and yet, for all that, the lovely 

Cunegonda is not come. Instead of her, I have only tnet with a 

bite, and an abbe of Perigord. Cunegonda is certainly dead; and 

I have no more to do but to die too. Ah! it would have been far 

better for n1e to have staid in that paradise, Dorado, than to have 

returned again to this cursed Europe. You are certainly right, 

my dear Martin; all is ullusion and misery here." 

He fell into a deep melancholy; and never frequented the opera, 

or the other diversions of the carnival; nay be was proof against 

all the charn1s of the fair sex. Martin said to him, "You are very 

simple indeed, to fancy that a mongrel Yalet, with five or six 
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millions in his pocket, would go to the end of the world in quest 

of your mistress, and bring her to Venice. Ifhe meets with her, 

he'll keep her for himself: if he cannot find her, he'll get some

body else. Let me advise you to forget both your valet Cacambo, 

and your mistress Cunegonda.'' Martin was a n1ost wretched 

comforter. The melancholy of Candide increased; and Martin 

never ceased preaching that there was but very little virkle and 

as little happiness to he found on earth, excepting, perhaps, at 

Eldorado, where it was aln1ost in1possible for any one to go. 

As they were disputing on this important subject, and waiting for 

Cunegonda, Candide perceived a young Theatin * in the place** 

of St Mark, holding a girl under his arm. The Theatin friar 

looked fresh, plump, and full of vigour; his eyes were sparkling, 

his air hold, his mien lofty, and his gait firm. This girl was tole

rably handsome, and was singing a song: she ogled her Theatin 

friar with a great deal of passion, and now and then would give 

his fat cheeks a pinch. 

"At least you will grant me," said Candide to Martin, "that these 

folks are happy. I have never found any hut unhappy wretches 

till now all over this habitable globe, excepting at Eldorado; but 

as for the girl and the Theatin, I will lay any wager that they are 

as happy as happy can be." "I will lay they are not," said Martin. 

"Only let us invite then1 to dinner," said Candide, "and then 

you shall see if I am mistaken or not.'' 

He immediately accosted them, made them a bow, and invited 

them to his inn to eat macaroni, partridges of Lombardy, and 

• An order of religious. •• Place is the same as our square·. 
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caviare, and to drink n1ontepulciano, lachryma Christi, Cyprus, 

and Samos wine. The girl blushed; the Theatin accepted of the 

invitation, and the girl followed hi1n, looking at Candide with 

eyes of surprise and confusion, from which the tears trickled. 

Scarce was she entered into Candide's room, when she said to 

him, "'Vhat! does not Mr Candide know his old friend Paquetta 

again?" At these words, Candide, who had not yet looked at her 

with any degree of attention, because Cunegonda ingrosse~ all 

his thoughts, said to her," Ah! my poor girl, is it you who reduced 

Dr Pangloss to the fine plight in which I saw him?" 

"A, Sir! 'tis I 1nyself," said Paquetta; "I find you know the 

whole story; and I have been informed of all the terrible disasters 

which have happened to the family of my Lady the Baroness, 

and the fair Cunegonda. My fate, I assure you, has not been less 

melancholy. I was very innocent when you knew me. A cordelier, 

who was my confessor, easily seduced me. The effects of it were 

terrible: I was obliged to leave the castle some time after the Baron 

kicked your backside out of the door. If a celebrated quack had 

not taken pity on me, I should have perished. I was the quack's 

mistress for some time, byway ofrecompense. His wife, who was 

as jealous as the devil, heat me every day most unmercifu]) y; she 

was a very fiend of hell. The Doctor was one of the ug1iest fellows 

I ever saw in my life, and I one of the most wretched creatures 

that ever existed, to be beat every day for the sake of a man 

whom I hated. You know how dangerous it isforascoldingwoman 

to be married to a doctor. Being quite exasperated with his wife's 

behaviour, he gave her one day so efficacious a remedy to cure 

her of a slight cold she had, that she died two hours after in the 
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most horrid convulsions. My mistress's relations entered a crimi

nal action against my master; le took to his heels, and I was 

carried to jail. My innocence woud never have saved me, if I had 

not been pretty handsome. The jtdge acquitted me, on condition 

of his succeeding the Doctor. I "as soon afterwards supplanted 

by a rival, driven out of doors without any recompense, and 

obliged to continue this abominc:ble occupation, which appears 

so pleasant to you men, while it i; to us won1en the very abyss of 

misery. I am come to practise m~ profession at Venice. Ah, Sir, 

if you could imagine what it is to le obliged to caress indifferently 

an old merchant, a councellor, a rronk, a gondolier, or an abbe; to 

be exposed to all sorts of insults a1d outrages; to be often reduced 

to borrow a petticoat, to have it H'ted up by a disagreeable rascal; 

to he robbed by one gallant of vhat one has got by another; to 

he ransomed by the peace-offictr, and to have nothing else in 

prospect but a frightful old age,an hospital, or a dunghill; you 

would confess that I am one of tle most unfortunate creatures of 

the world." 

Paquetta opened her mind in ths manner to the good Candide, 

in his closet, in the presence ofMartin; who said to Candide: 

"You see I have won one half of1he wager already." 

Brother Girofflee waited in the tining-room, and drank a glass 

or two while he was waiting for linner. "But," said Candide to 

Paquetta, "you had an air so gay, so content, when I first met 

you, you sung, and caressed the fheatin with so much warmth, 

that you seemed to me as hap~y then as you pretend to be 

miserable now." "Ah, Sir," repled Paquetta, "this is one of the 

miseries of the trade. Yesterday [ was robbed and beaten by an 
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officer, and to-day I am obliged to appear in good humour to 

please a monk." Candide wanted no more, to be satisfied, and 

owned that Martin was in the right. They sat down to table with 

Paquetta and the Theatin; the repast was very entertaining, and, 

towards the end, they began to speak to each other with some 

degree of confidence. "My father," said Candide to the monk, 

"you seem to enjoy a state that all the world might look on with 

envy. The flower of health blossoms on your countenance, and 

your physiognomy speaks nothing but happiness; you have a 

very pretty girl to divert you, and you seem to be well satisfied 

with your station as a Theatin monk." 

"'Faith, Sir," said Brother Girofflee, "I wish that all the Theatins 

were at the bottorn of the sea. I have been tempted an hundred 

times to set fire to the convent, and to go and turn Turk. My 

parents forced me, at the age of fifteen, to put on this cursed 

habit, to increase the fortune of an elder brother of mine, whom 

God confound. Jealousy, discord, and fury, reside in the convent. 

lt is true indeed, l have preached a few paltry sermons, which 

brought n1e in a little money; one part of which the prior robs 

me of, the remainder serves n1e to spend upon the ladies; but 

every evening, when I enter the monastery, I am ready to dash 

out my brains against the wall of the dormitory; and all the 

brotherhood are in the same case." 

Martin turning towards Candide, with his usual coolness, "WelJ," 

said he to him, ''have not I won thew hole wager now?'' Candide 

gave two thousand piastres to Paquetta, and one thousand to 

Brother Girofflee. "I'll answer for it," said he, "this will make 

them happy." "l don't believe a word of it," said Martin; "you 
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may perhaps make them a great deal more miserable by your 

piastres." "Be that as it may," said Candide: "hut one thing 

comforts me, I see that one often finds those persons whom one 

never expected to find any more; and as I have found my red 

sheep and Paquetta again, it may be I may find Cunegonda again 

too." "I wish," said Martin, "that she may one day make you 

happy; but it is what I very much question.'' ,·,You are very incre

dulous," said Candide. "That is what 1 always was," said Martin. 

"But only look on those gondoliers," said Candide; "are they 

not perpetually singing?" "You don't see them at home, with their 

wives, and their monkeys of children," said Martin. "The Doge 

has his inquietudes, and the gondoliers have theirs. Indeed, gene

rally speaking, the condition of a gondolier is preferable to that 

of a doge; hut I believe that the difference is so small, that it is 

not worth the trouble of examing into." 

"People speak," said Candide, "ofSeignior Pococurante, who lives 

in that fine palace upon the Brenta; and who entertains strangers 

in the most polite manner. They pretend that this man never felt 

any uneasiness." "I should be glad to see so extraordinary a phre

nonlenon," said Martin. On which Candide instantly sent to Sei

gnior Pococurante, to get permission to pay him a visitthenextday. 

CHAP. XXV. 

The visit to Seignior Pococurante, the Noble J7 enetian. 

Candide and Martin went in a gondola on the Brenta, and arrived 

at the palace of the Noble Pococurante. His gardens were very 
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spacious, and ornamented with fine statues of n1arble, and the 

palace itself was a piece of excellent architecture. The master of 

the house, a very rich man, about threescore, received our two 

inquisitives very politely, but with very little heartiness; which, 

though it confused Candide, did not give the least uneasiness to 

Martin. 
At first two young girls, handsome, and very neatly dressed, 

served them with chocolate, which was frothed extremely well. 

Candide could not help dropping them a compliment on their 

beauty, their politeness, and their address." "The creatures are 

well enough," said the senator Pococurante; "I sometimes make 

them lie in my bed, for I am quite tired of the girls of the town, 

of their coquetry, their jealousies, quarrels, hun1ours, monkey

tricks, pride, follies, and the sonnets one is obliged to make, or 

hire others to make for them; but, after all, these two girls begin 

to grow tiresome to me.'' 

After breakfast, Candide taking a walk in his long gallery, was 

charmed with the beauty of the pictures. He asked hywhat n1aster 

were the two first. "They are by Raphael," said the Senator; "I 

bought the1n at a very high price, merely out of vanity, some 

years ago. They are said to be the finest paintings in Italy: but 

they do not please n1e at all; the colours are dead, the figures not 

finished, and do not appear with relief enough; the drapery is 

very bad. In short, let people say what they will, I do not find 

there a true imitation of nature. I do not like a piece unless it 

n1akes n1e think I see nature itself; but there are no such pieces 

to be n1et with. I have, indeed, a great many pictures, but I do 

not value them at all." 
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While they were waiting for dinner, Pococurante entertained 

them with a concert; Candide was quite charmed with the music. 

"This noise," said Pococurante, ''might divert one for half an 

hour, or so; but if it were to last any longer, it would grow tire

some to every body, though no soul durst own it. Music is, now

a-days, nothing else hut the ar1 of executing difficulties; and 

what has nothing but difficulty t1) recommend it, does not please 

a.t the longrun. 
I might perhaps take more pleasure in the opera, if they had not 

found out the secret to make su~h a monster of it as shocks n1e. 

Let those go that will to see wretch.ed tragedies set to music, where 

the scenes are composed for no other end than to lug in by the 

head and ears two or three ridiculous songs, in order to set off 

the pipe of an actress. Let who will, or who can, die away with 

pleasure, at hearing a eunuch t1illing out the part of Cresar and 

Cato, and strutting upon the sta&e with a ridiculous and affected 

air. For my part, l have long ago bid adieu to those paltry enter

tainments, which constitute the t~lory of Italy, and are purchased 

by crowned heads so extravaganJy dear." Candide disputed the 

point a little, but with great disc1etion. Martin was entirely of the 

same sentin1ents wiLh the Senator. They sat down to table, and, 

after an excellent dinner, went irto the library. Candide casting 

his eyes upon a Homer very handsomely hound, praised his High 

Mightiness for the goodness of :1is taste. "There," said he, "is a 

book that was the favourite of the great Pangloss, the best philo

sopher in Germany." "lt is none of mine," said Pococurante, 

with great indifference; "I was made to believe formerly that l 

took a pleasure in reading him. But that continued repetition of 
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battles that resemble eaclt other; his gods, who are always very 

busy without bringing any thing to a decision; his Helen, who is 

the subject of the war, anl has scarce any thing to do in the whole 

piece; that Troy, which .s besieged, but never taken; I say, all 

these defects give me th~ greatest disgust. I have asked son1e 

learned men, if they permed him with as little pleasure as I did? 

Those who were ingenucus professed to me, that they could not 

keep the book in their hands; but that they were obliged to give 

it a place in their libraries, as a monument of antiquity, and as 

they do old rusty medals: which are of no use in comn1erce." 

"Your Excellence does net entertain the same opinion ofVirgil ?'' 
said Candide. "I confess," replied Pococurante, "that the second, 

the fourth, and the sixth book of his 1Eneid are excellent; but as 

for his pious .£neas, his 1rave Cloanthus, his friend Achates, the 

little Ascanius, the infirm King Latin us, the burgess Amata, and 

the insipid Lavinia, I do 10t think any thing can be more frigid, 

or more disagreeable. I prefer Tasso, and Ariosto's soporiferous 

tales far before hin1." 

"Shall I presume to ask you, Sir," said Candide, "whether you 

do not enjoy a great deal cf pleasure in perusing Horace ?"'~There 

are smne maxims," said Pococurante, "which may be of some 

service to a man who k1ows the world, and being delivered in 

expressive numbers are inprinted more easily on the men1ory. 

But I have little value for his voyage to Brundusiun1, his de
scription of his bad din ne~, and the Billingsgate squabble between 

one Pupillus, whose spetch he said was full of filthy stuff, and 

another whose words wete as sharp as vinegar. I never could read 

without great disgust hi1 indelicate lines against the old woman 
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and witches; and 1 cannot see any n1erit in his telling his friend 

Mrecenas, that if he should be ranked by hin1 an1ongst the lyric 

poets, he would knock the stars with his lofty hrow. Some fools 

adn1ire every thing in an author of reputation; for my part, I read 

only for n1yself; I approve nothing but what suits my own taste." 

Candide, having been taught to judge of nothing for himself, was 

very much surprised at what he heard; but Martin looked upon 

the sentiment of Pococnrante as very rational. 

"Oh, here's a Cicero," said Candide, "here is the great n1an whom 

1 fancy you are never tired of reading." "I never read him at all," 

replied the Venetian. "What is it to me, whether he pleads for 

Uabirius or Cluentius? I have trials enow of my own. I might 

indeed have been a greater friend to his philosophical works, but 

when I found he doubted of every thing, I concluded I knew as 

much as he, and that I had no need of a tutor to learn ignorance. 

"Well! here are four and twenty Yolumes of the academy of 

sciences," cried Martin; "it is possible there n1ay be son1ething 

valuable in then1." "There Inight," said Pococurante, "if but one 

of the authors of this hodge-podge had been only the inventor of 

the art of making pins; but there is nothing in all those volumes 

but chin1erical systems, and scarce a single article of real use." 

"What a prodigious number of theatrical pieces you have got 

here," said Candide, "in Italian, Spanish, and French!" "Yes," 

said the Senator, "there are about three thousand, and not three 

dozen good ones among them all. As for that collection of sern1ons, 

which all together are not worth one page of Seneca, and all those 

huge volumes of divinity, you n1ust think that they are never 

opened either by n1e or any body else." 
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Martin perceiving some of the shelves filled with English hooks; 

"I fancy," said he, "a republican, as you are, must generally be 

pleased with con1positions that are writ with so great a degree of 

freedon1." ''Yes,'' said Pococurante, "it is commendable to write 

what one thinks; it is the privilege of man. But all over our Italy 

they write nothing hut what they don't think. Those who now 

inhabit the country of the Cresars and Antonines, dare not have 

a single idea, without taking out a licence from a Jacobin. I 

should be very well satisfied with the freedmn that breathes in the 

English writers, if passion and the spirit of party did not corrupt 

all that was valuable in it.'' 

Candide discovering a Milton, asked him, ifhe did not look upon 

that author as a great genius? "What!" said Pococurante, "that 

blockhead, that has made a long con1mentary in ten books, of 

rough verse, on the first chapter of Genesis; that gross imitator 

of the Greeks, who has disfigured the creation, and who, when 

Moses had represented the Eternal producing the world by a word, 

makes the Messiah take a large pair of compasses fr01n the arm

ory of God, to 1nark out his work. How can I have any esteem 

for one who has spoiled the hell and devils of Tasso; who turns 

Lucifer sometimes into a toad, and sometitnes into a pigmy; 

makes him deliver the same speech a hundred tin1es over; repre

sents him disputing in divinity; and who, hy a serious imitation 

of Ariosto's comic invention of fire-arn1s, represents the devils 

letting off their cannon in heaven? Neither I, nor any one else in 

Italy, has it in his power to be pleased at these outrages against 

comtnon sense: but the marriage of Sin and Death, and the snakes 

that proceed fron1 her won1b, are enough to make every person 
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of the least delicacy of taste vomit. This obscure, fantastical, and 

disgusting poem was despised at its first publication: and I only 

treat the author now in the same manner as he was treated in his 

own country by his contemporaries. By the by, I speak what I 

think; and I give myself no uneasiness, whether or not other 

people think as I do." 

Candide was vexed at this discourse; for he respected Homer, and 

was fond of Milton. "Ah!" said he, whispering to Martin, "lam 

very much afraid, that this man here has a sovereign contempt 

for our German poets.'' "There would be no great harm in that,'' 

said Martin. "Oh what an extraordinary n1an !" said Candide, 

muttering to hin1self: "what a great genius is this Pococurante! 

nothing can please him." 

After having thus taken a view of all the books, they went down 

into the garden. Candide expatiated upon all its beauties. "I never 

knew any thing laid out in so had a taste," said the master; "we 

have nothing hut trifles here: but, a day or two hence, I shall 

have one laid out upon a more noble plan.'' 

When our two inquisitives had taken their leave of his Excel

lency, "Now, sure," said Candide to Martin, "you will confess 

that he is one of the happiest men upon earth, for he is above 

every thing that he has." "Do not you see," said Martin, "that 

he is disgusted with every thing that he has? Plato has said a long 

time ago, that the best stomachs are not those which cast up all 

sorts of victuals." "But," said Candide, "is not there a pleasure 

in criticising upon every thing? in perceiving defects where other 

people fancy they see beauties?" "That is as much as to say," 

replied Martin, "that there is a great pleasure in having no 
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pleasure." "If that is the case," said Candide, "no person will be 

so happy as myself, when I see Miss Cunegonda again." "We 

should always hope for the best," said Martin. 

In the mean time Jays and weeks passed away; but no Cacambo 

was to be found. And Candide was so immersed in grief, that he 

did not recollect, that Paquetta and brother Girofflee never so 

much as once came to return him thanks. 

C H A P. XXVI. 

Of Candide and Martin's supping with six strangers, and who 

they were. 

ONE night as Candide, followed by Martin, was going to seat 

himself at table with some strangers who lodged in the same inn, 

a man of a complexion as black as soot, came behind him, and 

taking hin1 by the ann, says to him, "Get yourself ready to go 

along with us; don't fail!" He turned his head, and saw Cacambo. 

Nothing but the sight of Cunegonda could have surprised or 

pleased him more. He was just ready to run mad for joy. Em

bracing his dear friend, "Cunegonda is here," said he, "without 

doubt; where is she? Carry me to her, that I n1ay die with joy in 

her company!" "Cunegonda is not here," said Cacan1bo, "she is 

at Constantinople." "0 heavens! at Constantinople? But, if she 

was at China, I would fly thither; let us be gone." "We will go 

after supper," replied Cacambo; I can tell you no n1ore: I am a 

slave; my master expects me, andin1ustgoand waitattable;say 

not a word; go to supper, and hold yourself in readiness." 
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Candide, distracted between joy and grief, charmed at having 

seen his trusty agent, astonished at beholding him a slave, full 

of the idea of finding his n1istress again, his heart palpitating, 

and his understanding confused, set himself down at the table 

with Martin, who saw all these scenes without the least emotion, 

together with six strangers that were con1e to spend the carnival 

at Venice. 

Cacambo, who poured out wine for one of the six strangers, drew 

near to his master, towards the end of the repast, and whispered 

him in the ear, "Sire, your Majesty may set out when you think 

proper, the ship is ready." On saying these words, he went out. 

The guests surprised, looked at each other, without speaking a 

word; when another servant approaching his n1aster, said to him, 

"Sire, your Majesty's chaise is at Padua, and the yacht is ready." 

The master gave a nod, and the domestic retired. All the guests 

stared at one another again, and their common surprise was in

creased. A third servant approaching likewise the third stranger, 

said to him, "Sire, believe me, your lVIajesty must not stay here 

any longer; I am going to get every thing ready;" and imme

diately he disappeared. 

Candide and Martin began by this time to make no doubt but 

that this was a n1asquerade of the carnival. A fourth don1estic said 

to the fourth master, "Your Majesty n1ay depart whenever you 

please;" and went out as the others had done. The fifth servant 

expressed himself in terms to the same effect as the fourth: but 

the sixth servant spoke in a different manner to the sixth stranger, 

who sat near Candide: "'Faith, Sir," said he, "no one will trust 

your Majesty any longer, nor myself neither; and we may both 
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be sent to jail this very night, I shall however take care of 1nyself. 

Adieu." 

All the domestics having disappeared, the six strangers, with 

Candide and l\1artin, remained in a profound silence. At last 

Candide broke it: "Gentlemen," said he, "this is son1ethiug very 

droll; hut why should you be all of you Kings? For n1y part, .I 

own to you, that neither I nor Martin are." 

Cacamho's master then answered very gravely in Italian, saying, 

"l assure you I a1u not in jest; I am Achn1et Ill. I was Grand 

Sultan for several years; I dethroned my brother; my nephew 

dethroned me; my vizirs were beheaded: I finish my days in the 

old seraglio. My nephew, the Grand Sultan Mahmoud, permits 

me to take a voyage sometimes for the sake of my health, and I 

am come to pass the carnival at Venice." 

A young man, who sat near Achn1et, spoke next, and said, "My 

name is Juan; I was Emperor of all the Russias, I was dethroned 

in my cradle, n1y f.1.ther and mother were confined; I was brought 

up in prison. I have sometimes the pern1ission to travel, accom

panied with two persons as guan.ls; I am also come to pass the 

carnival at Venice.)! 

The third said, "I am Charles Ed ward, King of England; my 

father has ceded his rights to the throne to me. I have fought to 

support them; eig·ht hundred of my adherents have had their 

hearts taken out alive, and their heads struck off. I nryself have 

been in prison: I an1 going to Rome, to pay a visit to n1y father, 

who has been dethroned as weH as myself and n1y grandfather; 

and am come to V en ice to celebrate the carnival." 

The fourth then said, "I am King of Poland; the fortune of war 
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has deprived me of my hereditary don1inions; n1y father exper

ienced the san1e reverse; I resign myself to Providence, like the 

Sultan Ach1net, the Emperor I van, and Charles Edward, whom 

God long preserve; and I am come to pass the carnival at Venice.'' 

The fifth said, "I am likewise the King of Poland; I lost my 

kingdom twice; but Providence has given me another govern

ment, in which I have done more good, than all the Kings of the 

Sarmatians, put together, have been able to do on the banks of 

the Vistula. I resign myself likewise to Providence, and am come 

to pass the carnival at Venice.'' 

It now was the sixth monarch's turn to speak. "Gentlemen.'' said 

he, "I am not so great a prince as any of you: but for all that I 

have been a King as well as the best of you. I am Theodore; I was 

elected King of Corsica; I was once called Your Majesty, but at 

present am scarce allowed the title of Sir. I have caused money to 

be coined, but am not n1aster at present of a farthing. I have had 

two secretaries of state, but now have scarce a single servant. I 

have seen myself on a throne, and have for some time lain upon 

straw in a common jail in London. I have been vastly afraid of 

meeting with the same treatn1ent here, though 1 am come, like 

your Majesties, to pass the carnival at Venice." 

The five other kings heard this speech with a noble compassion. 

Each of them gave King Theodore twenty sequins to buy hin1 

some cloaths and shirts, and Candide made him a present of a 

diamond worth two thousand sequins more. "\Vho," said the five 

kings, "can this private person be, who is both able to give, and 

really has given an hundred times as much as either of us?'' 

At the very instant they rose from table, can1e into the same inn 
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four Serene Highnesses, who had likewise lost their dominions 

by the fortune of war, and were come to pass the carnival at 

Venice: but Candide took no notice of those new-comers, his 

thoughts being taken up with nothing but going in search of his 

dear Cunegonda at Constantinople. 

C H A P. XXVII. 

Candide's voyage to Constantinople. 

THE faithful Cacambo had already prevailed on the Turkish 

captain, that was going to carry Sultan Achmet back again to 

Constantinople, to receive Candide and Martin on board. They 

both of them imbarked, after they had prostrated themselves 

before his miserable Highness. As Candide was on his way, he 

said to Martin, "There were six dethroned kings that we supped 

with; and, what is still more, among these six kings there was 

one that I gave alms to. Perhaps there may be a great many 

other princes more unfortunate still. For my part, I have lost only 

one hundred sheep, and am going to fly into the arms of Cune

gonda. My dear Martin, I must yet say, Pangloss was in the right; 

all things are for the best." "l wish they were," said Martin. 

"But," said Candide, "the adventure we met with at Venice is 

somewhat romantic. Such a thing was never heard of, that six 

dethroned kings should sup together at a common inn." "This 

is not n1ore extraordinary," replied Martin, "than the most of 

the things that have happened to us. It is a common thing for 

kings to be dethroned, and with respect to the honour that we 
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had of supping with them, it is a trifle that does not merit our 

attention." 

Scarce had Candide got on board, when he leaped on the neck 

of his old servant and friend Cacambo. "'Veil," said he, "what 

news of Cunegonda? is she still a miracle of beauty? does she 

love me stil1? how does she do? No doubt but you have bought 

a palace for her at Constantinople?" 

"My dear mister," replied Cacambo, "Cunegonda washes dishes 

on the banks of the Propontis, in the house of a prince who has 

very few to wash; she is a slave in the house of an ancient sove

reign, named Ragotsky, to whom the Grand Turk allows three 

crowns a-day to support him in his asylum; hut, what is worse 

than all, she has lost her beauty, and is become shocking! y ugly." 

"Well, handsome or ugly," replied Candide, "I am a man of 

honour, and it is my duty to love her still. But how came she to 

be reduced to so abject a condition, with the five or six millions 

that you carried her?" "And well," said Cacambo, "was not I to 

give two millions to Signior Don Fernandes d_'Ibaraa, y Figueora, 

y Mascarenes, y Lampourdos, y Souza, the governor of Buenos

A yres, for the permission of taking Miss Cunegonda hack again? 

and did not a pirate bravely roh us of all the rest? Did not this 

pirate carry us to Cape Matapan, to Milo, to Nicaria, to Samos, 

to Dardanelles, to Marmora, to Scutari? Cunegonda and the old 

woman are servants to the prince I told you of, and I am a slave 

of the dethroned Sultan."" \Yhat a chain of shocking calamities!" 

said Candide. "But, after all, I have son1e dian1onds, I shall easily 

purchase Cunegonda's liherty. It is pity that she is grown so 

ugly.'' 
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Then turning himself to Martin, "Who do you think," says he, 

"is 1nost to be pitied, the Sultan Achmet, the Emperor I van, King 

Charles Edward, or myself?" "I cannot tell," said Martin, "I 
must see into your hearts to be able to tell."" A h !"said Candide, 

"if Pangloss were here, he would know and te1l us." "l know 

not," replied Martin, "in what sort of scales your Pangloss would 

weigh the misfortunes of mankind, and appraise their sorrows. 

All that I can venture to say is, that there are miJlions of men 

upon earth a hundred tin1es more to be pitied than King Charles 

Edward, the Emperor Ivan, or Sultan Achmet." "That is pos

sible," said Candide. 

In a few days they reached the Black sea. Candide began with 

ranson1ing Cacambo at an extravagant price; and, without loss 

of time, he got into a galley with his companions, to go to the 

banks of the Propontis, in search ofCunegonda, notwithstanding 

herr loss of beauty. 

Among the crew there were two slaves that rowed very ill, to 

whose bare shoulders the Levant trader would now and then apply 

a few strokes with a hull's pizzle. Candide, by a natural sympathy, 

looked at them. more attentively than at the rest of the galley

slaves, and went up to them with an heart full of pity. Some 

features of their faces, though very much disfigured, seemed to bear 

some resen1hlance to those ofPangloss, and the unfortunate Jesuit 

the Baron, the brother of Miss Cunegonda. This fancy affected 

hin1, and n1ade him very dull. He looked at them again n1ore 

attentively. "Really," said he to Cacan1bo, "iflhadnotseenMr. 

Pangloss hanged, and had not had the misfortune to kill the Baron 

myself, I should think it was they that are rowing in this galley." 
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At the names of the Baron and Pangloss, the two galley-slaves 

gave a loud shriek, held fast by the seat, and let their oars drop. 

The master of the Levanter ran up to them, and redoubled the 

lashes of the bnll's pizzle upon them. "Hold! hold! Signior,'' 

cried Candide, "I will give you what money you please." "Lord! 

it is Candide !" said one of the galley-slaves; "Oh! it is Candide !" 

said the other. "Do I dream?" said Candide; "am I awake? am 

I in this galley? is that Master Baron whom I killed? is that Master 

Pan gloss whom I saw hanged?" 

"Yes, it is we! it is we!" replied they. "What! is that the great 

philosopher!" said Martin. "Harkee, Master Levant Captain," 

said Candide, "what will you take for the ranson1 of Master 

Thunder-ten-tronckh, one of the firstBaronsoftheempire, togeth

er with Master Pangloss, the most profound metaphysician of 

Gern1any?" "You Christian dog,'' said the Levant captain, "since 

these two dogs of Christian slaves are barons and metaphysicians, 

which, without doubt, is a great degree of dignity in their own 

country, you shall give me fifty thousand sequins." "You shall 

have them Sir; carry n1e back again, like lightning, to Constan

tinople, and you shall be paid directly. But stop, carry me to Miss 

Cunegonda first." The Levant captain, on the first offer of Can

dide, had turned the head of the vessel towards the city, and 

made the slaves row faster than a bird cleaves the air. 

Candide embraced the Baron and Pangloss a hundred times. 

"How happened it, that I did not kill you, n1y dear Baron? and 

n1y dear Pangloss, how came you to life again,afterbeinghanged? 

and how came you, both of you, to be galleyslaves in Turkey?" 

"Is it true that my dear sister is in this country?" said the Baron. 
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"Yes," replied Cacambo. "Then I see my dear Candide once 
more," said Pangloss. 

Candide presented Martin and Cacambo to them; they en1hraced 
each other, and spoke all at the same time. The gaiiey flew like 
lightning, and they were already in the port. A Jew was sent for, 
to whom Candidesold a diamondforfiftythousandsequins, which 
was worth a hundred thousand; who, notwithstanding, swore by 
Abraham, that he could not give any more. He immediately paid 
the ransom of the Baron and Pang loss. The latter threw hin1self 
at the feet of his deliverer, and bathed then1 with his tears; as for 

the other, he thanked him with a nod, and promised to repay hint 
the money the first opportunity. "But is it possible that my 
sister is in Turkey?" said he. "Nothing is more possible," replied 
Cacambo; "for she scours the dishes in the house of a prince of 
Transylvania !" Two more Jews were instantly fetched, to whon1 
Candide sold some n1ore diamonds; and they set out again all 
together in another galley, in order to deliver Cunegonda. 

C II A P. XXVIII. 

What happened to Candide, Cunegonda, Pangloss, Martin, &c. 

"I ask your pardon once more," said Candide to the Baron "I 
ask pardon, my Reverend Father, for having given you a thrust 
with a sword through the body." "Don't let us say any more 
about it," said the Baron; "I was a little too hasty, I n1ust confess. 
But since you desire to know by what fatality I came to he a gal
ley-slave, I will inform you. After I was cured of my wound by 
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a brother, who was apothecary to the co1lege, I was attacked and 

carried off by a party of Spaniards, who confined me in prison 

at Buenos-A yres, at the very tin1e my sister was setting out from 

thence. I demanded leave to return to Rome to the Fathergeneral. 

I was nominated to go as alrnoner to Constantinople with the 

French an1bassador. I had not been eight days engaged in this 

employment, when one evening I met with a young well-made 

icoglan. It was then very hot; the young 1nan went to bathe him

self, imd I took this opportunity to bathe myself too. I did not 

know that it was a capital crime for a Christian to be found naked 

with a young mussulman. A cadi offered n1e to receive a hundred 

strokes of the bastinado on the soles of n1y feet, and condemned 

me to the galleys. I do not think there ever was a greater act of 

injustice. But I should be glad to know, how it comes about, that 

my sister is dish-washer in the kitchen of a Transylvanian prince, 

who is a refugee among the Turks." 

"But you, n1y dear Pan gloss, how came I ever to set eyes on you 

again?" "It is true indeed," said Pang loss, "that you saw me 

hanged; I ought naturally to have been burnt; hut you may re

n1en1ber, that it rained prodigiously when they were going to roast 

n1e: the storm was so violent, that they despaired of lighting the 

fire. I was therefore hanged, because they could do no better. A 

surgeon bought my body, carried it home with him, and dissected 

n1e. He first made a crucial incision on me from the umbilicus to 

the clavicula. No one could have been n1ore slovenly hanged than 

I was. The executioner of the holy inquisition, who was a sub

deacon besides, burnt people indeed to a miracle, but was not used 

to hanging. The cord being wet, did not slip properly, and the 
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noose was badly tied: in short, I still drew n1y breath. The crucial 
incision made n1e give such a dreadful shriek, that n1y surgeon 
fell down backwards, and fancying he was dissecting the devil, 
he run away, ready to die v.:ith the fright, and fell down a second 
time on the stair-case, as he was making off. His wife run out of 
an adjacent closet, on hearing the noise, saw n1e extended on the 
table with nry crucial incision, and being more frightened than 
her husband, fled also, and tun1hled over hi1n. 'Vhen they were 
con1e to themselves a little, I heard thesurg·eon's wife say to him: 

My dear, how come you to he so weak as to venture to dissect an 
heretic? Don't you know that the devil always takes possession of 

the bodies of those people? I will go im1nediately and fetch a priest 
to exorcise him. I shuddered at this proposal, and mustered up 
what little strength I had left to cry out, Oh! have pity upon me! 
At length the Portuguese barber took courage, sewed up my skin, 
and his wife nursed rne so well, that I was upon n1y feet again in 
about fifteen days. The barber got 1ne a place, to be footman to 

a knight of l\1alta, who was going to Venice; but my master not 

being able to pay me my wages, I engaged in the service of a 
Venetian merchant, and went along with him to Constantinople. 
One Jay the maggot took me to go into a mos(1ue. There was no 
body there but an old iman and a young devotee, very handsome, 
saying her prayers. Her breast was uncovered; she had ill her 

boson1 a beautiful nosegay of tulips, roses, anemones, ranuncu
luses, hyacinths, and auriculas; she let her nosegay fall; I took it 
up, and presented it to her with the most profound reverence. 
However, I was so long in giving it to her again, that the iman 
fell in a passion, and seeing I was a Christian, called out for help. 
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They carried n1e before the cadi, who ordered me to receive a 

hundred bastinadoes, and to be sent to the galleys. 1 was chained 

to the very same galley and the san1e bench with the Baron. There 

were on board this galley four young men from Marseilles, five 

Neapolitan priests, and two n1onks of Curfu, who told us, that the 

like adventures happened every day. The Baron pretended, that 

he had suffered more injustice than I; and I insisted, that it was 

far more innocent to put a nosegay into a woman's bosom, than 

to he found stark naked with an icoglan. 'V e were perpetually 

disputing, and we received twenty lashes every day with a hull's 

pizzle, when the concatenation of events of this world brought you 

to our galley, and you ransomed us." 

""Tell, my dear Pangloss," said Candide to him, "when you was 

hanged, dissected, severely beaten, and tugging at the oar in the 

galley, did you always think, that things in this world were for 

the best?" "I am still of n1y first opinion," answered Pangloss; 

"for as I am a philosopher, it would be inconsistent with my 

character to contradict myself; especially as Leibnitz could not be 

in the wrong; and his pre-established harmony is certainly the 

finest system in the world, as well as his plenum and subtile 

matter." 

C HA P. XXIX. 

How Candide.found Cunegonda and the old woman again. 

WHILE Candide, the Baron, Pangloss, Martin, and Cacambo, 

were relating their ad ventures to each other, and disputing about 
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the contingent and non-contingent events of this world, and while 
they were arguing upon effects and causes, moral and physical 
evil, on liberty and necessity, and the comforts a person may ex
perience in the galleys in Turkey, they arrived on the banks of the 
Propontis, at the house of the Prince of Transylvania. The first 
objects which presented themselves were Cunegonda and the old 
wmuan, hanging out son1e table-linen on the lines to dry. 
The Baron grew pale at this sight. Even Candide, the affectionate 
lover, upon seeing his fair Cunegonda prodigiously tanned, with 
her eyelids reversed, her neck withered, her cheeks wrinkled, her 
arn1s red and full of scales, seized with horror, jumped near three 
yards backwards, but afterwards advanced to heroutofgoodtnan
ners. She embraced Candide and her brother, who, each of them, 
embraced the old woman, and Candide ransomed them both. 
There was a little farm in the neighbourhood, which the old 
won1an advised Candide to hire, till they could meet with better 
accomn1odations for their whole company. As Cunegonda did not 
know that she was grown ugly, no body having told her of it; she 
put Candide in n1ind of his promise, in so peremptory a manner, 
that the good man durst not refuse her. He then intin1ated to the 
Baron, that he intended to n1arry his sister. "I wi1l never suffer,'' 
said the Baron. "such meanness on her side, nor such insolence 
on yours. 'Vith this infamy I never will be reproached. The child
ren of n1y sister can never be inrolled in the chapters of Germany. 
No; my sister shall never marry any butaBaronofthcempire." 
Cunegonda threw herself at his feet, and bathed them with her 
tears; but he remained insensible. "You foolish puppy you,'' said 
Candide to hin1, "I have delivered you from the galleys; I have 
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paid your ransom; I have also paid that of your sister; she was a 

scullion here, and is very ugly; I have the goodness to make her 

my wife, and you pretend still to oppose it: I should kill you 

again, if I should consult my passion." "You may indeed kill me 

again," said the Baron; "but you shall never marry n1y sister, 

while I have breath." 

C H A P. XXX. 

The conclusion. 

CANDIDE had no great desire, at the hottOin of his heart, to marry 

Cunegonda. But the extreme i1npertinence of the Baron deter

mined him to conclude the match, and Cunegonda pressed it 

so earnestly, that he could not retract. He advised with Pang loss, 

Martin, and the trusty Cacan1bo. Pangloss drew up an exceJ1ent 

n1emoir, in which he proved, that the Baron had no right over 

his sister, and that she n1ight, according to all the laws of the 

·ernpire, espouse Candide with her left hand. Martin was for 

throwing the Baron into the sea: Cacambo was of opinion, that it 

would he best to send hitn back again to the Levant captain, and 

make him work at the g·alleys; after which they n1ight send hin1 

to Rome to the Father-general, by the first ship. This advice was 

thought good; the old woman approved it; and nothing was said 

to his sister about it. The schen1e was put in execution for a little 

money; and so they had the pleasure of outwitting a Jesuit, and 

punishing the pride of a Gern1an Baron. 

It is natural to imagine, that, after so many disasters, Candide 
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n1arried to his sweetheart, and living with the philosopher Pan
gloss, the philosopher Martin, the discreet Cacan1bo, and the old 
won1an, and especially as he had brought so many J iamonds from 
the country of the ancient lncas, must live the n1ost agreeable 

life of any n1an upon earth. But he was duped so often by the 
Jews, that he had nothing left but the sn1a1l farm; and his wife 
growing still more ugly, turned peevish and insupportable. The 
old wmnan was very in firm, and worse humoured than Cune
gonda herself. Cacambo, who worked in the garden, and went 
to Constantinople to sell its productions, was worn out with labour, 

and cursed his fate. Pangloss was ready to despair, hecause he did 
not shine at the head of son1e university in Germany. As for 
Martin, as he was firn1ly persuaded that all was equally had 
throughout, he therefore bore things with patience. Candide, 
Martin, and Pang loss disputed sometirnes about metaphysics and 
ethics. They often saw passing under the windows of the farnl
house hoats full of effendis, bashaws, and cad is, who were going 

into banishment to Len1nos, Mitylene, and Erzerun1. They 
ohserved, that other cadis, other bashaws, and other effendis, 
succeeded in the posts of those who were exiled, and that they 
then1selves were banished in their turns. They saw heads decently 
in1paled, which were to be presented to the Sublin1e Porte. These 
spectacles increased the nun1her of their disputations; and when 

they did not dispute, they were so prodigiously uneasy and un
quiet in then1selves, that the old woman took the liberty to say to 
thc1n, "I want to know which is the worst, to be ravished an hun
<lred times by negro pirates, to have a buttock cut off, to run the 
gauntlet anwng the Bulgarians, to be whipped and hanged at an 
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auto-da-fe, to be dissected, to row in the galleys; in one word, to 

have suffered all the miseres we have undergone, or to stay here, 

without doing any thing?" "That is a question not easily to be 

determined,'' said Candide. 

This discourse gave rise to new reflections, and ~1artin concluded, 

upon the whole, that mankind are born to live either in the distrac

tions of inquietude, or in the lethargy of disgust. Candide did not 

agree to that opinion, but remained in a state of suspense. Pan gloss 

confessed, that he had undergone terrible trials; but having once 

maintained, that all things went wonderfully well, he still kept 

firm to his hypothesis, though quiteoppositetohisrealsentiments. 

\Vhat contributed to confirm Martin in his shocking principles, 

to make Candide stagger more than ever, and to in1barrass Pan

gloss, was, that one day they saw Paquetta and Brother Girofflee, 

who were in the greatest distress, at their farm. They soon squan

dered away their three thousand piastres, had parted, were recon

ciled, quarrelled again, had been confined in prison, had n1ade 

their escape, and Father Girofflee had at length turned Turk. 

Paquetta continued her trade, where-ever she went, but n1ade 

nothing by it. "I could easily foresee," said Martin to Candide, 

"that your presents would soon be squandered away, and would 

render them more miserable. You and Cacambo have swallowed 

millions of piastres and are not a bit happier than Brother Girof

flee and Paquetta." "Ha! ha!" said Pangloss to Paquetta, "has 

Providence then brought you among·st us again, my poor child! 

Do you know that you have costmethetipofmynose,one eye, and 

one of my ears, as you may see you have ?What a world is this!" 

This new adventure set them a-philosophising more than ever. 
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· There lived in the neighbourhood a very famous dervise, who 
passed for the greatest philosopher in Turkey. They went to consult 
him. Pangloss was chosen speaker, and said to him, "Master, we 
are come to desire you would tell us, why so strange an anin1al 
as man was created.'' 

""Vhat's that to you?" said the dervise; "it is any business of 
thine?" "But, my Reverend Father," said Candide, "there is a 
shocking sight of evil upon earth." "'Vhat signifies," said the 
dervise, "whether there be good or evil? "\Yhen his Sublime 
Highness sends a vessel to Egypt, does it trouble him whether the 
mice on board are at their ease or not?" "'Vhat would you have 
one do then?'' said Pangloss. "Hold your tongue,'' said thedervise. 
"l promised n1yself the pleasure," said Pangloss, "of reasoning 
with you upon effects and causes, the best of possible worlds, the 
origin of evil, the nature of the pre-established harmony.'' -The 
dervise, at these words, shut the door against then1. 

During this conference, news was brought that two vizirs and a 
musti were strangled at Constantinople, and a great n1any of their 
friends in1paled. This catastrophe made a great noise for some 
hours. Pangloss, Candide, and lVIartin, in their return to the little 
farnl, met a good-looking old man, taking the air, at his door, 
under an arbour of orange-trees. Pangloss, who had as much 
curiosity as philosophy, asked him the name of the musti, who 
was lately strangled. "I know nothing at all about it," said the 
good man; "and what's more, I never knew the nameofasingle 
musti, or a single vizir, in my life. I am an entire stranger to the 
story you mention; and presume, that, generally speaking, they 
who trouble their heads with state-affairs, sometimes die shocking 
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deaths, not without deserving it: but I never trouble my head 

about what is doing at Constantinople ; I content myself with 

sending my fruits thither, the produce of my garden, which I 

cultivate with my own hands!" Having said these words, he 

introduced the strangers into his house: his two daughters and 

two sons served them with several kinds of sherbet, which they 

made themselves, besides cay1nac, enriched with the peels of can

died citrons, oranges, len1ons, ananas, pistachio nuts, and Mocao 

coffee, unadulterated with the bad coffee of Batavia and the isles. 

After which, the two daughters of this good mussulman perfumed 

the beards of Candide, Pang loss, and Martin. 

"You must certainly," said Candide to the Turk, "have a very 

large and very opulent estate!" "I have only twenty acres," said 

the Turk; "which I, with my children, cultivate. Labour keeps us 

free from three of the greatest evils, tiresomeness, vice, and want." 

As Candide returned towards his farn1, he n1ade deep reflections 

on the discourse of the Turk. Said he to Pangloss and Martin, 

"The condition of this good old man seems to me preferable to 

that of the six Kings with w horn we had the honour to sup. ' ' "The 

grandeurs of royalty," said Pangloss, "are very precarious, in the 

opinion of all philosophers. For, in short, Eglon, King of the 

~1oabites, was assassinated by Ehud; Absalmu was hung by the 

hair of his head, and pierced through with three darts; King Nadab, 

the son of Jeroboam, was killed by Baasha; Ring E1ah by Zimri; 

Ahaziah by Jehu; Athaliah by Jehoiadah; the Kings Joachim, 

Jechonias, and Zedekias, were carried into captivity. You know 

the fates of Crresus, Astyages, Darius, Dionysius of Syracuse, 

Pyrrhus, Perseus, Hannibal, Jugurtha, Ariovistus, Cresar, Pom-
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pey, Nero, Otho, Vitellius, Domitian, Richard 11. Edward ll. 
Henry VI. Richard Ill. Mary Stuart, and Charles I. of England, 
the three Henrys of France, and the Emperor Henry IV. You 
know-" "I know very well," said Candide, "that we ought to 
look after our garden." "You are in the right, " said Pang loss: 
for when man was placed in the garden of Eden, he was placed 
there, ut operaretur eum, to cultivate it; which proves that man
kind are not created to be idle." "Let us work," said Martin, with
out disputing; "it is the only way to render life supportable." 
All their little society entered into this laudable design, according 
to their different abilities. Their little piece of ground produced a 
plentiful crop. Cunegonda indeed was very ugly, but she turned 
out an excellent pastry-cook. Paquetta worked at embroidery ,and 
the old woman took care of the linen. There was no idle person 
in the company, not excepting even Brother Girofflee; he made 
a very good carpenter, and became too a very honest man. 
Pan gloss would son1etimes say to Candide: "All events are linked 
together in this best of all possible worlds. For if you had not been 
driven with great blows on the backside out of a very fine castle, 
on account of your passion for Miss Cunegonda; if you had not 
been thrown into the inquisition; if you had not rambled through 
An1erica on foot; if you had not given the Baron a hearty blow 
with your sword; if you had not lost all the sheep that you brought 
from that good country Eldorado; you would not have eat here 
preserved citrons and pistachio nuts." "That is well said," ·said 
Candide; "hut let us cultivate our garden." 

The End of the FIRST PAnT. 
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PART 11. 

C H A P. I. 

How Candide parted from his company, and what resulted 

from it. 

MAN soon grows weary of every thing in life; riches are a hurthen 
to the possessor; an1bition, when sated, leaves regrets; the sweets 

of love lose their delight; and Candide, born to experience a1l 

the vicissitudes of fortune, at last was tired of cultivatinG his gar
den. Master Pangloss, said he, if we are in the best of possible 
wol'lds, you must confess at least that I do not enjoy a suitable 
proportion of possible happiness, since I live unknown in a small 
corner of the Propontis, having no other support than thatofmy 
hands, which n1ay soon lose their strength; no other pleasure than 
that which I have fron11\liss Cunegonda, who is very ugly, and, 
what is worst of all, she is my wife; no other company than yours, 

which often tires me; or that of Martin, which makes n1e dull; or 
that of Girofflee, who lately has turned good; or that ofPaquette, 
which, you know, is very dangerous; or that of tbe old woman 
with one buttock, who tells me a parcel of long-spun stories. 
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Then Pan gloss replied; Philosophy teaches us, that the mon

ades, infinitely divisible, arrange themselves with a wonderful 

intelligence to forn1 the different bodies that we remark in nature. 

The heavenly bodies are what they ought to he; they are placed 

where they ought to be placed; they describe the circles that they 

ought to describe; man follows the inclination that he ought to 

follow, he is what he ought to be, he does what he ought to do. 

You are cast down and complain, 0 Candide, because the n1onade 

of your soul is weary; but this weariness in a modification of the 

soul, and is no argument against every thing being for the best 

with respect to yourself and others. 'Yhen you saw me over-run 

with ulcers, I stood firm to my opinion: for if Nfiss Paquette had 

not given 1ne a relish for the pleasures of love, and its poison, I 

should not have n1et with you in Holland; I should not have 

giYen an occasion to Jan1es the Anabaptist to do a meritorious 

action; I should not have been hanged at Li bon for the edifica

tion of our neighbour; I hould not he here to comfort you with 

111 y ad vices, to live and die in the opinion of Leibnit::. Yes! my 

dear Candide! the whole is a concatenation, every thing is neces

sary in the best of possible worlds. There is an ab olute necessity 

for the burges of ~lontauban to in truct kings, and the worm of 

(.. ui1nper-Corentin to critici e, critici -e, critici ' e. The in1peacher 

of philo -opher i · nece itated to be crucified in "t Den is ·s ·treet; 

and the a1ne nece ity obliges the flogging pedant of the Recollets 

and the ar -hdean of ..,t ~lalo to di til gall and calumn: from 

their ~hri~tian JournaL·. Philo oph ·lies under the nece ' 'ity to 

be impeached at the tribunal of~ elpon1ene. Philo,opher- are 

obliged to continue to enlighten n1ankind. n twith 'tanding the 
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snarling envious brutes that grovel in the n1ud ofliterature. And 
were you to be kicked from the finest of castles, and under the 
necessity of] earning again the Bulgarian exercise,run the gauntlet, 
suffer once more the effects of a Dutch frow, and be sent back 

to Lisbon to be cruelly scourged by order of the holy inquisition, 
to undergo the same dangers among the PADRES, the 0REILLONS, 
and the FRENCH; if you were, in short, to hear all possible cala
Inities, and though you did not understand Leibnitz better than 
I do myself, you would always maintain that every thing is right, 
and fort the best; that the plenwn, and the materia subtilis, the 
pre-established lwrmony, and the monades, are the prettiest 
things in the world; and that Leibnitz is a great man, even to 
those who do not understand him. 

To this fine discourse, Candide, the mildest of all the beings 
of nature, though indeed he had killed three man, two of 
whom were priests, did not give an answer; hut being weary 
of the Doctor and his company, he set out, the next n1orning 
hy break of day, with a white stick in his hand, not knowing 
whither he was going, in search of a place devoid of weariness, 
and ·where men should not be n1en, as in the good country of 
Eldorado. 

Candide, less unhappy since he no longer was in love with Miss 
Cunegonda, got his subsistence fron1 the liberality of different 
people, who were not Christians, but were charitable. He arrived 
after a very tedious and painful march, at Tauris, a city on the 
frontiers of Persia, famous for the cruelties exercised there alter
nately by Turks and Persians. 

Candide being quite spent with fatigue, having scarcely as many 
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cloaths as could cover the distinguishing mark of man, and what 

man calls his shame, was beginning to doubt whether he should 

believe Pangloss, when a Persian 1nade up to hin1 in a very po

lite n1anner, and in treated hii:J-1 to ennob!e his house by his pres

ence. You joke, surely, said Candide; I an1 a poor devil, who 

have left a wretched habitation that I had at the Propontis, be

cause I married Miss Cunegonda, who is becon1e very ugly, and 

because I was weary. I am not indeed fit to ennoble any one's 

house. I an1 not noble myself, thanks he to God; if I had the 

honour to be so, the Honourable Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh 

should have paid very dearly for the kicks on the breech he 

thought proper to give me, or I should have died for shame, 

which would have been too philosophical. Besides, I was scourg·ed 

very ignon1iniously by the executioners of the hory inquisition, 

and by two thousand heroes, whose pay is three farthings a-day. 

Give 1ne whatever you please, hut Jo not insult n1e in my distress 

by banters that would depreciate the n1erit of your favours. ~1y 

Lord, replied the Persian, you may be a beggar, and that is pretty 

visible you are so; but n1y religion obliges n1e to he hospitable. 

You are a fellow-creature, and in want, therefore the apple of my 

eye shall he your path. Deign to ennoble n1y house by your 

radiant presence. l shall do as you please, replied Candide. Step 

in, said the Persian. They walk in; and Candide, fi1ll of admira

tion, was quite astonished at the respect that his landlord shewetl 

him. The slaves anticipated all his desires. The whole house 

seemed intent to procure hin1 full satisfaction. Provided this conti

nues, said Candide, n1atters are not so bad in this country. 

Three days had elapsed, and the Persian generosity still lasts as 
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usual. Candide begins to exclaim, 0 Master Pang loss, I suspected 
always that you \Vas in the right; for you are a great philosopher! 

C H A P. 11. 

What happened to Candide in this house, and how he left it. 

CANDIDE well fed, well clothed, and in high spirits, soon becan1e 

again as ruddy, as fresh, and as pretty, as when he was in 'Vest

phalia. This change gave no small pleasure to Ishmael Rahab, his 

landlord. This man, who was six feet high, had two s1nall red 

sparkling eyes; and his pimp led nose, of a pretty large size, was 
a sufficient indication that he infringed the law of Mahmnet. His 

whiskers were renowned in the province, and mothers were earn

estly praying that their sons might have the like mustaches. Rahab 

had wives, because he was rich; but he was of an opinion that 

prevails but too commonly in the East, and in some colleg·es of 

Europe. Your excellence is more beautiful than the stars, said the 

artful Persian, one day, to our unsuspecting hero, gently stroking 

hin1 under the chin; your charms 1nust have captivated many 

hearts; you were bont to give and to enjoy happiness. Alas! replied 

Candide, I was hut half happy behind the screen, for I was far 

from being at my ease. Cunegonda was then handsome- Cune

gonda, poor innocent! Follow n1e, n1y Lord, said the Persian; and 

Candide followed him. 

They came to a most in chanting inclosure at the bottom of a wood, 
where silence and voluptuousness seen1ed to reign. There lshmael 

Rahab, tenderly embracing Candide, in few words declared a 
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passion for him, like that which the beautiful Alexis so feelingly 

describes in the Bucolics of V irgil. Candide was unable to recover 

from his astonishment. No, cried he, I will never submit to such 

infamy! "V hat a strange cause, and what a shocking effect! I had 

rather suffer death. Thou shalt die then, said the furious Ishmael. 

How! Christian dog, because I very politely meant to give thee 

pleasure- Resolve to satisfy me, or to endure the most cruel 

death. Candide did not long hesitate. The Persian's powerful 

arguments were sufficient to n1ake him tremble; hu he feared 

death like a philosopher. 

Custom soon reconciles us to any thing. O:tndide, well fed, well 

instructed, though confined, was not absolutely dissatisfied with 

his situation. Good living, and the various entertainments exhib

ited hy the slaves ofishmael, gave some intermission to his griefs; 

he was unhappy only when he reflected; and so are the greatest 

part of mankind. 

About this time one of the chief supports of the church milit

ant of Persia, the most learned of all the Mahometan doctors, 

who understood Arabic at his fingers ends, and even the Greek 

which is at this day spoken in the country of Den1osthenes and 

Sophocles, the Rev. Ed-Ivan-Baal-Denk returned from Con

stantinople, where he had been disputing with the Rev. Manloud

Abram, on a very delicate point of doctrine, nan1ely, Whether 

the prophet had plucked the quill with which he wrote the 

Alcoran, out of the wing of the angel Gabriel, or whether Gabriel 

had presented it to him? They had disputed, during three days 

and three nights, with a zeal worthy of the ages most renowned 

for controversy, when the Doctor returned persuaded, like all 
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the disciples of Ali, that Mahomet had plucked the quill; and 
Mamoud-Abram remained convinced, like the rest of the sect of 
Omar, that the prophet was incapable of such a piece of rudeness, 
and that the angel presented it to him with the most becon1ing 
grace imaginable. 

It was reported, that there had been, at Constantinople, a kind of 
free-thinker, who had insinuated, that it was proper to inquire 
into the truth of the Alcoran' shaving been actually written with 
a quill taken fron1 the angel Gabriel; but he was stoned. 

Candide's arrival made a great noise in Tauris; several persons 
who had heard of contingent effects, and effects not contingent, 
began to doubt of his being a philosopher. They mentioned it to 
the Rev. Ed-Ivan-Baal-Denk; he was curious to see him; and 
Rahab, who could not refuse a person of his consideration, ordered 
Candide into his presence. He seemed entirely satisfied with Can
dide's manner of reasoning on physical and moral evil, on things 
active and passive. I understand you are a philosopher, and that 
is sufficient, said the venerable Cenobite: it is very improper that 
so great a man as you are should be treated unworthily, which I 
am informed is the case. You are a stranger, Ishmael Rahab has 
no right over you. I wiJl take you to court, where you will meet 
with a favourable reception: the Sop hi is fond of the sciences. 
Ishmael, deliver this young philosopher into my hands, or you 
will incur the displeasure of your prince, and draw upon you the 
vengeance of heaven, but more especially of its ministers. These 
last words terrified the intrepid Persian; he consented to every 
thing; and Candide, blessing heaven and the priesthood, set out 
from Tauris that very day with the Mahometan doctor. They took 
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the road to Ispahan, where they arrived an1idst the blessings and 

acclamations of the people. 

C H A P. Ill. 

Candide's reception at court, and what followed. 

THE Rev. Ed-Ivan-Baal-Denk made no delay in presenting Can

dide to the King. His Majesty took a singular pleasure in listening 

to his discourse, and placed him among the learned men of his 

court; but these learned rrmn treated hin1 as an ignorant fool, and 

an idiot, which very much contributed to persuade his Majesty 

that he was a great man. Because, said he to them, you cannot 

con1prehend Candide's arguments, you affront him; but, for my 

part, though I understand them no better than you, I assure you 

that he is a great philosopher; I swear it by n1y whiskers, These 

words imposed silence on the learned. 

Candide was lodged in the palace, and allowed slaves for his serv

ice; he was clothed in a magnificent suit, and the Sop hi com

manded, that, let him say what he would, no one should dare to 

prove him in the wrong. His Majesty did not stop here. The vener

able priest ceased not to importune him in favour of Candide; 

and he resolved, at last, to rank him with his most intimate 

favourites. 

God be praised and our holy prophet, said the hnan, addressing 

Candide, Ihavebrought you a most agreeable piece of intelligence. 

IIow happy are you, my dear Candide! How will you be envied! 

You will swim in opulence; you may aspire to the most illustrious 

[x3o] 



ALL FOR THE BEST. 

employments of the en1pire. Forget me not, however, n1y dear 
friend; ren1ember that you are obliged to n1e for the favours with 
which you will soon be honoured. The King will bestow upon you 
a kindness which is greatly esteen1ed, and you will shortly exhibit 
an entertainment which the court has not enjoyed this two years. 
And pray, what are the honours designed me by the prince? said 
Candide. This very day, replied the priest, quite delighted, you 
will receive fifLy strokes upon the soles of your feet, with a hull's 
pizzle, in the presence to his Majesty. The eunuchs, who are to 
perfun1e you, will be here i1nn1ediately; prepare to support, with 
becon1ing resolution, this little trial, and make yourself worthy 
of the king of kings. Let the king of kings keep his favours, cried 
Candide, if, to deserve them, I must receive fifty strokes with a 
hull's pizzle. It is his cust01n, replied the Doctor coldly, with 
those on whom he would bestow his favours. I esteen1 you too 
much to report your reluctance, and I will make you happy in 
spite of yourself. 

They had scarce done speaking when the eunuchs entered, pre
ceded by the executor of his Majesty's rninute pleasures, who 
was one of the ta1lest and most robust lords of the court. Candide 
would rather have been excused; but, in spite of all he could say 
or do, they perfumed his legs and feet according to custom. Four 
eunuchs conducted him to the place appointed for the ceremony, 
in the midst of a double rank of soldiers, to the sound of musical 
instrurnents, cannon, and the ringing of bells. The Sophi was 
already there, attended by .his principal officers, and the most 
intelligent of his courtiers. Candide was stretched in a mon1ent 
on a gilded bench, and the executor of the Ininute pleasures was 
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preparing to enter upon his office. 0 Pang loss, Pangloss, if you 

were here! - said Candide, crying and weeping with all his 

might; which would have been thought very indecent, if the 

priest had not asserted, that his favourite behaved in this manner 

only to give his Majesty more entertainment. In truth, this great 

king laughed most immoderately; he was so pleased with the 

sight, that, when the fifty strokes were given, he ordered fifty 

more. But his prin1e minister having represented, with uncom

mon boldness, that this favour, conferred on a stranger, might 

alienate the hearts of his subjects, he revoked his order, and 

Candide was remanded back to his apartment. 

They put him to bed, having bathed his feet with vinegar. The 

nobility came, one after another, to congratulate him; even the 

Sop hi honoured him with his presence; he not only suffered him 

to kiss his hand, but gave him a devilish drive in the chaps with 

his fist. The politicians thence conjectured that his fortune was 

made; and, what is more extraordinary, though politicians, they 

were not mistaken. 

C H A P. IV. 

Can.dide receives new favours. His elevation. 

OuR hero was no sooner recovered, than he was presented to the 

King, in order to express his gratitude for the favours with 

which he had been honoured. The monarch received him gra

ciously; moreover, he deigned to give him two or three slaps in 

the face during the conversation; and when he took his leave, 
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condescended to kick his a-- as he went along, even as far as 
the guardroom: the courtiers were all ready to die with envy. 
Since the time his Majesty had first begun to bruise his special 
favourites, no one had ever had the honour to be so thoroughly 
bruised as Candide. 

Three days after this audience, our philosopher, who was ready 
to go mad at the favours he had received, and began to think that 
things went very ill, was named governor of Chusistan, with des
potic power. He was decorated with a fur cap, which in Persia is 
a mark of high distinction. Having taken leave of the Sop hi, who 
honoured him with the repetition of some favours, he set out for 
Sus, the capital of the province. From the mon1ent Candide had 
appeared at court, the grandees of the empire conspired his des
truction. The excessive favours which the Sophi had so lavishly 
bestowed on him,servedonly toincreasethestorm which was ready 
to burst over his head. Nevertheless, he rejoicedinhisgoodfortune, 
and especially in his remote situation: his ideas anticipated the 
pleasures of supremacy, and he said from the bottom of his heart, 

Thrice happy they who from their sovereign dwell 
Far distant!---

Scarce had he travelled twenty miles from lspahan, when, on a 
sudden, a body of five hundred cavalry saluted him with a furious 
discharge of their carbines. Candide thought at first it was intend
ed as a compliment; hut a ball which shattered his leg to pieces, 
soon convinced him of his n1istake. His people threw down their 
arms, and Candide, almost dead, was carried to a desolate castle. 
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His baggage, his camels, his slaves, his white eunuchs, his black 

eunuchs, and thirty-six wives which the Sop hi had giYen him for 

his own use, all became the spoil of the conquerors. They cut off 

the leg of our hero to prevent a n1ortification, and endeavoured 

t~ preserve his life to the intent that he might suffer a more cruel 

death. 
0 Pangloss, Pan gloss! what would become of your optimism, if 

you now beheld me, with only one leg, in the hands of my n1ost 

cruel enen1ies? "\Yhen I had just entered the path of felicity; just 

n1ade governor, or rather king, of one of the most considerable 

provinces of the en1pire of ancient Media; when I became possess

ed of camels, slaves, white eunuchs and black eunuchs, and 

thirty-six wives for my own use, and of which I had yet n1ade no 

use--Thus Candide spoke when he was able to speak. 

But whilst he thus bewailed his misery, fortune stood his friend. 

The prin1e minister being informed of the violence which had 

been comn1itted, had dispatched a sufficient body of veterans in 

pursuit of the rebels; and the priest Ed-Ivan-Baal-Denk, had 

published, by means of other priests, that Candide being favoured 

by the priests, was consequently a favourite with God. Besides, 

those who were acquainted with the conspiracy, were the more 

impatient to discover it, since the ministers of religion had declar

ed in the name of Mahomet, that if any one had eaten swine's 

flesh, drank wine, passed several days without bathing, or visited 

a woman at an improper time, contrary to the express commands 

of the Alcoran, should, upon declaring what he knew of the Con

spiracy, be ipso facto absolved. Candide's prison was soon disco

vered; it was instantly forced open,and, as religion was concerned, 
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the vanquished were, according to rule, ~xterminated. Candide, 
marching over heaps of dead bodies, triumphed over the greatest 
danger he had ever yet experienced, and, together with his attend
ants, continued his route towards his government, where he was 
received as a peculiar favourite who had been honoured with the 
bastinado in the presence of the king of kings. 

CHAP. V. 

As how Candide was a great prince, but not satisfied. 

PHILOSOPHY inspires men with the love of their fellow-creatures: 
Pascal is almost the only philosopher who seems endeavouring to 
make us hate them. Happily Candide had never read Pasca~: he 
loved poor humanity with all his soul. Honest n1en perceived his 
disposition: they had hitherto been kept at a distance from the 
Missi Dominici of Persia; but it was not difficult for them to as
semble in the presenc;e of Candide, and to assist him with their 
counsel. He made many wise regulations for the encouragement 
of agriculture, population, commerce, and the arts. He rewarded 
those who had made useful experiments; and even those who had 
only written books, met with encouragement. When all my sub
jects are contented, (said Candide to himself with the most charm
ing candour imaginable), then possibly I may be happy. He was 
but little acquainted with human nature. His reputation was 
attacked in seditious libels, and he was caluminated in a work 
called l'Ami des lwmmes. He found, that, hy endeavouring to 
make men happy, he did but excite their ingratitude. 0, cried 
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Candide, how difficult it is to govern these unfledged animals 

which vegetate on the face of the earth! "\Vhy did I not remain on 

my little farm, in the company of Master Pangloss, Cunegonda, 

the daughter of Pope Urban X. who has hut one buttock, Friar 

Girofflee, and the luxurious Paquette! 

CHAP. VI. 

Candide's pleasures. 

CANDIDE, in the extremity of his grief, wrote a most pathetic letter 

to the Right Reverend Ed-Ivan-Baal-Denk; who was so exceed

ingly n1oved with the sad picture of his misery, that he persuaded 

the Sop hi to dismiss Candide from his employment. His Majesty, 

in recompense for his services, granted him a very considerable 

pension. Thus eased of the weight of grandeur, our philosopher 

sought the optimism of Pangloss in the pleasures of private life. 

Hitherto he seemed to have lived for others, and to have forgot 

that he had a seraglio. He now recollected this circumstance with 

that emotion which the very idea of a seraglio inspires. Let all 

things be prepared, said he to his prime eunuch, for my entrance 

among my wives. My Lord, replied the squeaking gentleman, it 

is now that your Excellence deserves the name of wise. Men, for 

whom you have done so much, were unworthy your attention; 

but women - It may be so, said Candide very n1odestly. 

In the centre of a garden, in which nature was assisted by art to 

develop her charms, stood a small fabric whose structure was 

simple, yet elegant, and therefore quite different from those which 
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are seen in the suburbs of the most magnificent cities in Europ~. 

Candide approached this temple, but not without a blush. The 

soft air spread a delicious fragrance round the peaceful mansion. 

The flowers an1orously entwined, seemed guided by the instinct 

of pleasure; nor were they only the flowers of a day: the rose never 

lost its vermilion. The remote view of a shaggy rock, whence fell 

a rapid torrent, seemed calculated to invite the soul to that sweet 

melancholy which precedes enjoyment. Candide trembling, enter

ed the saloon, where taste and magnificence were elegantly dis

played; a secret charm thrilled throuBh every sense. He beholds, 

breathing upon the canvas, the youthful Telemachus in the midst 

of the nymphs of Calypso's court. He then turns his eyes to a 

half-naked Diana flying into the arn1s ofEndyn1ion. But his agi

tation increased, when he beheld a Venus faithfully copied from 

that of Medicis. All at once he is struck with the sound of divine 

music; a number of young Circassian women appear covered with 

their veils; they forn1 around him a dance agreeably imagined, 

and more veritable than those which are exhibited upon the stage 

after the death of your Cresars and your Pompeys. 

At a certain signal, their veils dropt: their expressive features add 

new life to the entertainment: they practise every bewitching at

titude, but without any apparent design: one by her leering eyes 

expressed a boundless passion; another in a soft languor seemed 

to' expect pleasure without seeking it; a third bends forward, but 

raised herself immediate} y so as to afford a transient glance at 

those ravishing charms, which at Paris the fair sex so profusely 

display; a fourth carelessly throws back the skirt of her robe, 

and discovers a leg, which of itself was sufficient to inflame a 
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man of delicacy. The dance ceases, and the beauties stand mo

tionless. 

The silence that reigned recalls Candide to himself; the fury of 

love rushes into his heart; his insatiable looks wander on all sides; 

he kisses the inflaming lips and moistened eyes; he puts his hand 

on balls whiter than alabaster; their heaving and elastic motion 

makes the hand recoil; he admires the due proportions; he ob

serves the ruddy tips, like the buds of the new-springing rose., 

that do not blow till recreated by the beneficent rays of the sun; 

he kisses them with ecstasy, and his mouth sticks close to them. 

Our philosopher contemplates with attention one of a more deli

cate shape and majestic deportment than the rest; but throws his 

handkerchief to a young nymph whose languishing eyes see1ned 

peculiarly to court his affection, and whose beauty was improved 

by her blushes. The eunuch instantly opened the door of an apart

ment which was consecrated to the mysteries of love. The lovers 

entered, and the eunuch said to his master, You are now going 

to be happy. Oh, replied Candide, I hope I am. 

The cieling and the walls of this delightful chamber were covered 

with mirrors, and in the middle stood a couch of black satin. 

Here he seated the fair Circassian, and began to undress her with 

inconceivable alertness. The good creature did not interrupt him, 

except to express her affection by her kisses. 0, my Lord, said 

she, like a true Mahon1etan, how happy you have made your 

slave! How you honour her by your transports! These few words 

charmed our philosopher. He waslostinecstasy,and every thing 

he beheld was entirely new to him. \Vhat difference between 

Cunegonda grown ugly, and violated by Bulgarian heroes, and 
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a young Circassian of eighteen, who was never ravished! This was 
the first tin1e that poor Candide had tasted pleasure. The objects 
which he devoured, were repeated in the glass. \Vhich way soever 
he turned his eyes, he saw the black satin contrasted with the 
whitest skin in the universe. He beheld -- but I an1 obliged 
to comply with the false delicacy of our language. Let it suffice 
to say, that our philosopher was completely happy. 
0 Master, n1y dear Master Pangloss! cried Candide quite enrapt, 
all is full as well here as in EIJorado; nothing but a fine woman 
can satisfy the desires of man. I am as happy as it is possible to 
he. Leibnitz is in the right, and you are a great philosopher: for 
instance, I make no doubt hut you, my lovely angel, are inclined 

· towards optimisn1, as you have always been happy. Alas! replied 
the lovely angel, I know not what you mean by opti1nism; but 
your slave was never happy before to-day. If my Lord will deign 
to hear rne, I will convince him of this by a concise relation of 

n1y adventures. 'Vith all my heart, said Candide: I am in a proper 
state of tranquillity to listen to a story: and so the charming slave 
began her tale, as in the following chapter. 

C H A P. VII. 

The history of Zirza. 

My father was a Christian, and I also an1 a Christian, as he told 
me. l-Ie lived in a little hern1itage in the neighbourhood ofCotatis, 
where he attracted the veneration of the faithful, by his servant 
devotion, and an austerity of manners, which was shocking to 
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human nature. The women came in crouds to pay him homage, 

and took a singular pleasure in kissing his backside, which was 

every day gored with stripes of discipline. I certainly owe my 

being to one of the tnost devout of them. I was brought up in a 

subterraneous cave near my father's cell. I was twelve years old, 

without having once issued from this tomb, as I may call it, when 

the earth trembled, with a terrible noise: the vault where I lay 

sunk down, and I was with difficulty taken from under the rub

bish. I was half dead, when, for the first tin1e in my life, my eyes 

were struck with the light of day. My father took me into his 

hermitage as a predestined child : thew hole affair appeared strange 

to the people. My father cried out a n1iracle, and the people joined 

in the cry. 

I was nan1ed Zirza, which, in the Persian language signifies, child 

of Providence. It was not long before the beauty of your poor 

slave excited the curiosity of the public. The won1en began to 

visit the hern1itage less frequently, and the men much oftener. 

One of them said he loved me. Wicked wretch, cried my father, 

art thou qualified to love her? She is a treasure which God bath 

committed to my care: he appeared to me last night in the figure 

of a venerable hermit, and commanded me not to part with her 

for less than two thousand crowns. Be gone, vile beggar, lest th) 

impure breath should contan1inate her charms. I confess, an· 

swered the youth, that I have only a heart to offer her; but, mon· 

ster, art thou not ashan1ed to prostitute the name of the Deity to 

thy avarice? \Vith what face, wretch as thou art, dost thou dare 

to assert that God spake to thee? It is degrading the Almighty to 

represent him conversing with men like thee. 0 blasphemy! cried 
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my father in a violent passion: God himself con1manded that 
blasphemers should he stoned. Saying these words, he n1urdered 
n1y unhappy lover, and y blood spurted in n1y face. Now, 
though I was yet unacquainted with love, I found n1yself so far 
interested in the fate of my lover, that the sight of my father 
became insupportable to me. I resolved to leave hin1: he perceived 
my design. Ungrateful girl, said he, it is to 1ne thou art indebted 
for thy being; thou art my daughter, and yet thou hatest me! 
but thou shalt no longer hate me without cause. He kept his word 
but too religiously. During five sad years which I passed in tears 

and groans, neither n1y youth nor faded beauty had power to 
relax his severity. Sometimes he would thrust a thousand pins 
into every part of my body; then with his discipline he would 
cover my backside with blood. That gave you less pain than the 
pins, said Candide. True, my Lord, replied Zirza. At last, how
ever, I found means to escape; and not daring to confide in any 

man, I hid n1yself in the woods. Three days I spent without food, 
and should certainly have died of hunger, but for a tyger to whom 
I had the good fortune to be agreeable, and who was kind enough 
to d[vide his prey with n1e. But I was often dreadfully frightened 
by this terrible anin1al: the brute had once like to have ravished 
fron1 me the flower, the plucking of which has given your Lord
ship so much pain and pleasure. My food gave me the scurvy: 
but I was no sooner cured than I followed a slave-merchant who 
was travelling to Teflis, where the plague then raged, and I soon 
becan1e infected. These misfortunes, however, had so little affected 
n1y charms, that the purveyor of the court thought fit to purchase 
me for your use. It is now three months that I have languished 
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among the rest of your wives; we all began to imagine ourselves 

despised. 0, Sir, if you did but know how disagreeable and im

proper these eunuchs are to console neglected girls. In short, I 

have not yet lived eighteen years, twelve of which I passed in a 

dungeon; I have felt an earthquake; I was sprinkled with the 

blood of the first amiable man I had seen; during five whole 

years I endured the n1ost cruel torture; I have had the scurvy and 

the plague. Pining in the midst of a con1pany of black and white 

monsters, still preserving that which I had saved from the fury 

of a tyger, and cursing n1y destiny, I spent three long n1onths in 

this seraglio; and should most certainly have died of the green 

sickness, if your Excellence had not honoured me with your 

embraces. 

0 heavens! said Candide, is it possible at your age to have ex

perienced such sad n1isfortunes? What would Pang loss say if he 

could hear your story? But your misfortunes are at an end as well 

as mine. Things are not now so bad; do you think they are? 

Saying these words he renewed his caresses, and became more and 

more confirmed in the opinions of Pang loss. 

C H A P. VIII. 

Candide' s disgust. A meeting which he did not expect. 

OuR philosopher, in the midst of his seraglio, distributed his 

favours with tolerable impartiality: he enjoyed the pleasure of 

variety, and returned with fresh ardour of the child of Provid

ence. But this did not continue long. He now began to feel 
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violent pains in his loins, and was also frequently afflicted with 
the colic. In being happy he became emaciated. Zirza 's neck ap
peared neither so white nor so admirably turned; her shape lost 
half its delicacy; her eyes, in the eyes of Candide, seemed less 
sparkling; her complexion appeared less beautiful, and the ravish
ing vermilion of her lips seemed quite faded. He perceived that 
she did not walk well, and was not entirely satisfied with her 
breath. He also discovered a n1ole where he had conceived no 
ble1nish. The impetuosity of her passion becan1e troublesome. In 
his other wives he coolly observed n1any defects, which, during 
his first transports, had escaped his notice: their lewdness grew 
offensive. He was ashamed to have followed the example of the 
wisest of all n1en, et invenit amariorem morte mulierem. 
Candide, still firm in his Christian sentin1ents, sauntered for want 
of employn1ent in the streets of Sus; where, to his great surprise, 
a gentleman richly dressed, caught hin1 in his arn1s, calling him 
by his name. Is it possible, said Candide, bless my spirit! It cannot 
be--- Yet there is so striking a resemblance --Abbe Pe
rigourdin -- It is even so, replied Perigourdin. Candide stept 
back three paces, and ingenuously said, But are you happy, my 
dear Sir? A fine question truly, answered Perigourdin: the little 
trick which I put upon you at Paris, served only to establish my 
credit. The police employed me a while; but disagreeing with 
them at last, I threw off the ecclesiastical habit, which was of no 
longer use to me, and went over to England, where those of my 
profession are better paid. I revealed all that I knew, and all that 
I did not know, of the strength and weakness of the country I had 
quitted. I swore that the French were a rascally people, and that 
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London was the only magazine of good sense; in short, I made a 

considerable fortune, and am come hither to negotiate a treaty at 

the court of Persia, in whi~h the Sophi is bound to exterminate 

every European who shall enter his dominions in search of cotton 

or silk, to the prejudice of the English. The object of your embassy, 

said our philosopher, is doubtless very commendable; but, Sir, 

you are a great rascal: I do not like villan y, and I have some in

terest at court: tremble, therefore, for your prosperity is at an end; 

you will soon feel the punishment due to your crimes. 0 Most 

Noble Lord Candide, said Perigourdin, falling on his knees, have 

mercy on me: I am driven to wickedness by an irresistible im

pulse, in the same n1anner as you are in1pelled to virtue. I per

ceived this fatal inclination the mon1ent I was acquainted with 

Mr 'V alsp, and became a writer in the Feuilles ---* Feuilles! 

cries Candide, what are those? They are, replied Perigourdin, 

certain pamphlets of seventy pages, in which the public are peri

odically entertained with scandal, satire, and Billingsgate. It is an 

honest man, who having learned to read and write, and not being 

able to continue Jesuit so long as he could have wished, set about 

this pretty little performance, in order to buy lace for his wife, 

and bring up his children in the fear of God. There are also a set 

of honest gentlemen who for a few pence, and now and then a 

gill of bad wine, assist the other honest man in carrying on his 

work. This Monsieur W alsp is a member of an extraordinary 

• This is one of the thirty or forty periodical papers printed at Paris. It is only known in 

France, where it meets with success amongst all ranks. But these loose sheets of sevet~ty

two pages must not be confounded with others, comprised under the same number of 

pages, wherein the author is indulgent to himself, and these papers, however, are much 

valued by philosophers. 
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dub, whose chief amusement is to make a few drunken people' 
deny their God; or to assist some poor fool in spending his for
tune, break his furniture, and then send him a challenge: these 
are no more than little gentilities, which these gentlemen call 
mistifications, and which nevertheless merit the notice of the po
lice. In short, this very honest Monsieur W alsp, who denies his 
ever having been sent to the galleys, is blessed with a lethargy 
which renders him insensible to the severest truth; and it is im
possible to rouse him but by certain violent means, which he 
endures with a magnanimity and resignation beyond all belief. I 
laboured some time under this celebrated author; I became fam
ous in my turn, and had just left Monsieur W alsp, with an in
tention to begin for myself, when I had the honour to pay my 
respects to you at Paris --You are a vile rogue, said Candide; 
hut your sincerity moves me. Go directly to court, and present 
yourself to the Right Reverend Ed-Ivan-Baal-Denk: I will write 
to him in your favour, on condition that you promise to become 
an honest man, and that you do not insist on having thousands 
of people murdered, for the sake of a little silk and cotton. Peri
gourdin promised all thatCandide desired of him, and they parted 
friends. 

C H A P. IX. 

Candide's disgrace, travels, and adventures. 

PERIGOURDIN was no sooner arrived at court, than he used all his 
art to gain the minister, and ruin his benefactor. He reported that 
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Candide was a traitor, and that he had spoken disrespectfully of 

the sacred whiskers of the king of kings. It was the general opinion 

of the courtiers, that he ought to be roasted at a slow fire; but the 

Sop hi, with n1ore humanity, was graciously pleased to conde1nn 

him only to perpetual banishment, after having kissed the soles 

of his accuser's feet, according to the customofPersia.Perigourdin 

set out in order to put this sentence in execution: he found our 

philosopher in tolerable health, and aln1ost disposed to renew his 

happiness. My dear friend, said the English ambassador, with the 

utlnost regret I come to acquaint you, that you must quit this. 

kingdmn with all possible expedition, and a1so that you must kiss. 

the soles ofmyfeetwith sincere contrition,for the enorn1ouscrimes. 

of which you have been guilty.-- Kiss the soles of your feet! 

cried Candide; upon n1y word, Mr. Abbe, you carry your jokes 

too far: I do not comprehend you. He had scarce spoken, before 

the n1utes, which attended Perigourdin, entered the room, and 

immediately took off his shoes. He was then told, that he must 

either submit to this humilation, or be impaled. Candide, in virtue 

of his free agency, kissed. the Abbe's feet. They clothed him in a 

roLe of coarse can vas, and the hangman drove him out of the city, 

crying aloud, - He is a traitor! he has spoken disrespectfully of 

the Sophi's whiskers, even of the whiskers of the great king! 

But what was the officious Cenobite doing, whilst his favourite 

was thus disgraced? I really cannot tell. Possibly he was grown 

weary of patronizing Candide. Who can depend on priests or 

princes! 

In the mean tin1e, our hero trudged sorrowfully along. I never in 

my life, said he to himself, spoke of the king ofPersia's whiskers~ 
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I an1 fallen at once fron1 the pinnacle of fortune into the abyss of 
n1isery, because I an1 accused, by a wretch, who has violated all 
laws, of a crime which I never committed; and this fellow, this 
persecutor of virtue- is happy. 

Candide, after several days march, found hin1self on the borders 
ofTurkey. He directed his steps towards Propontis, being deter
nlined to fix there once more, and to spend the remainder of his 
life in cultivating his garden. In passing through a small town, 
he observed a multitude of people gathered together. He inquired 
the cause of this effect. 'Tis a very odd affair, answered an old 

man: you must know, that, some time ago, the rich Mehemet 

obtained in n1arriage the daughter of the Janisary Zamoud: he 
found her not a virgin, and very naturally, according to law, cut 
off her nose, and sent her back to her father. Zan1oud, enraged 
at the affront, as was quite natural, in the first transport of his 
fury, cut off the head of his disfigured daughter, at one stroke of 
his scirnitar. His eldest son, who had a great affection for his sister, · 

which you know is natural enough, in the violence of his passion, 
very naturally plunged a dagger into his father's breast; then like 
a lion, whose rage increases at the sight of his own blood, the young 
Zan1oud flew to the house ofMehemet, and having killed half a 
dozen slaves who opposed his entrance, he murdered Mehen1et, 
his wives, and two children in the cradle; after which he put an 
end to his own life with the dagger, yet reeking with the blood 
of his father, and of his enemies, which, you know, was also quite 
natural. --- 0 horrible! cried Candide. 0 Master Pan gloss! 
if these barbarities are natural, would you not confess that nature 
is corrupted, and that all things are not? --No, replied the 
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old n1an; the pre-established harmony.--- 0 heavens! cried 

Candide, an1 I deceived? Are you not Pang loss hin1self? 'Tis even 

so, said the old man; I knew you at first, but I had a mind to 

penetrate into your sentiments before I discovered myself, Con1e, 

let us reason a little upon contingent effects: let me see what pro

gress you have n1ade in the school of wisdom. Truly, Master 

Pan gloss, said Candide, you time it very ill: inforn1 n1e rather 

what is become of Cunegonda, and where is Friar Girofflee, 

Paquette, and the daughter of Pope Urban. I know nothing of 

the matter, replied Pangloss; 'tis now two years since I left our 

habitation in search of you. I have travelled over all Turkey, and 

was now going to the the court of Persia, where, as I was informed, 

you had made your fortune. I remained in this town among these 

good people, only to recover a little strength in order to pursue 

my journey. What do I see! said Candide in astonishment. You 

have lost an arm, my dear Pang loss. That's nothing at all, replied 

Pangloss; there is nothing more common than to see people with 

but one eye and one arm in this best of worlds. The accident 

happened in n1y journey from Mecca. Our caravan was attacked 

by a troop of Arabs; and as our escort made resistance, the Arabs 

being strongest, according to the laws of war massacred us all. 

There perished in this affair about five hundred people, among 

whom were about a dozen women with child. For my part, I 

escaped with only a cloven skull, and with the loss of an arm. You 

see I am still living, and have always found that every thing was 

for the best. But you yourself, my dear Candide, how happens 

it that you have a wooden leg? Candide then related his ad

ventures. Our philosophers returned to Propontis, amusing them-
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selves as they went along with reasoning on physical and moral 
evil, on free-will and predestination, on monades and pre-estab
lished harmony. 

CHAP. X. 

The arrival of Candide and Pangloss in Propontis, what ther 
saw there, and what became of them. 

0 my dear Candide, said Pangloss, why did you grow weary of 
cultivating your garden? Why could not we be content with our 
preserved citron, and pistachio nuts?Why were you tired of being 

happy?Why because all things are necessary in the best of worlds, 
it was therefore requisite that you should undergo the bastinado 
in the presence of the king of Persia; that you should have your 
leg cut off to n1ake the Susians happy, to try the ingratitude of 
n1ankind, and to draw down punishment upon the heads of some 
villains who deserved to suffer. Thus conversing, they arrived at 
their old habitation. The first objects which struck their eyes, 
were Martin and Paquette, in the habit of slaves. Whence con1es 
this strange metamorphose? said Candide, tenderly embracing 
them. Alas! they replied, sighing, You have no longer a place of 
abode; another is in trusted with the cultivation of your garden; 
he eats your preserved citron and pistachio nuts, and uses us like 
negroes. 'Vho is this other? said Candide. 'Tis, said they, the 
general of the marine, the least humane of all human beings. The 
Sultan, willing to reward his services, without being at any ex
pense, confiscated all your possessions, under pretence that you 
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were gone over to his enemy, and condemned us to slavery. 

Believe me, Candide, added Martin, and proceed on your journey. 

I have always told you, that every thing is for the worst; the sum 

of evil greatly exceeds the sum of good; depart, and I do not 

despair of your becoming a Manichean, if you are not one already. 

Pangloss was going to argue in form; but Candide interrupted 

hitn by inquiring after Cunegonda, the old won1an, Friar Girof

flee, and of Cacambo. Cacambo is here, replied Martin; he is now 

busy in cleaning the comn1on sewer. The old woman is dead of a 

kick in the breast which was given her by an eunuch. Friar Gi

rofflee is entered among the Janisaries. Madam Cunegonda is 

grown fat again, and has recovered her former beauty; she is in 

our master's seraglio. What a string of unhappy wretches! said 

Candide. Was it necessary that Cunegonda should recover l1er 

beauty to make me a cuckold? It is of little importance, said 

Pan gloss, whether Madam Cunegonda be handsome or ugly; 

whether she is in your arn1s, or in those of another; it makes 

no difference in the general system: for my part, I wish her a 

numerous posterity. Philosophers never concern themselves by 

whom won1en have children, provided they have them at all. 

Population--Alas,said Martin, philosophers had much better 

employ then1selves in contributing to the happiness of a few in

dividuals, than undertake to multiply the suffering species.-

While they were speaking, they heard a great noise. 'Twas the 

general who had ordered a dozen slaves to be flogged for his amuse

ment. Pangloss and Candide terrified, left their friends, with 

tears in their eyes, and hastily took the road to Constantinople. 

Here they found every body in an uproar; the fire hegan in the 
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suburbs of Pera: it had already consumed five or six hundred 
houses, and two or three thousand people had perished in the 
flames. What a shocking disaster! cried Candide. All for the best, 
said Pang loss: these little accidents happen every year. It is very 
natural that fire should catch wooden houses, and that those 
houses should burn. Besides, it delivers n1any honest people from 
a miserable existence-- What do I hear? said one of the offi
cers of the Suhlin1e Port. How, wretch! darest thou say it is all for 
the best, when half Constantinople is on fire? Go, dog, cursed 
prophet, go receive the punishment due to thy presumption. In 
saying these words, he took Pangloss by the middle, and threw 
him headlong into the flames. Candide, half dead with fear, crept, 
as well as he could, into a neighbouring quarter, where things 

-were more quiet; and what became of him, we shall see in the 
next chapter. 

C H A P. XL 

Candide continues his journey; and in what capacity. 

I have now no other course to take, said our philosopher, than to 
sell myself for a slave, or turn Turk. Happiness has abandoned 
me for ever. A turban would corrupt all my pleasures. I feel my
self incapable of enjoying peace of mind in a religion full of 
imposture, and which I should never ~mbrace but from the base 
motive of interest. No, I shall never be content if I cease to be 
an honest man: I will therefore become a slave. No sooner had 
Candide taken this resolution, than he determined to put it in 
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practice. He fixed upon an Armenian merchant for his master: 

his character was very good, and he was reputed to have as much 

virtue as an Armenian could possibly have. This Armenian was 

ready to sail for Norway: he took Candide with him, hoping that 

a philosopher might be serviceable to him in his trade. They im

barked, and the wind was so favourable to them, that they made 

their passage in half the time which is generally required. They 

had no occasion to purchase a wind of the Lapland magicians, 

and therefore thought it sufficient to give them son1e trifle, that 

they 1night not interrupt their good fortune by their witchcraft; 

which sometimes happens, if one may believe Moreri' s dictionary. 

As soon as they were landed, the Armenian made his market 

of whale-blubber, and ordered our philosopher to traverse the 

country in search of dry fish. He acquitted himself of his com

mission as well as he could, and was returning with a number of 

rein-deer loaded with this comn1odity, reflecting deeply on the 

amazing difference which he discovered between the Laplanders 

and other men, when he was accosted by an extreme little Lap

onese. Her head was rather larger than the rest of her body, her 

eyes red and fiery, her nose flat, and her mouth reached from 

ear to ear; she hid him good morrow, with the most engaging 

air imaginable. My dear little Lord, said this animal, who herself 

was but one foot ten inches high, you are exceedingly charming; 

be so kind as to love me a little. So saying, she threw her arms 

about his neck. Candide pushed her from him with inexpressible 

horror. She cried out; her husband advanced, accompanied by a 

number of his countryn1en. What is the meaning of this noise? 

said they. 'Tis, said the little animal, only this stranger-- alas! 
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I cannot speak for grief; he despises me. I understand you, said 
the husband. Impolite, uncivil, brutal, infamous, cowardly rascal, 
thou hast brought shame upon my house; thou hast done me the 
greatest injury; thou hast refused to lie with my wife. Is the man 
mad? said our hero. What would you have said, had I lain with 
her? I should have wished you all manner ofprosperity,said the 
enraged Laplander; but thou deservest my utmost indignation. 
So saying, he exercised his stick upon the shoulders of Candide 
without mercy. The rein-deer were seized by the relations of the 
affronted husband; and Candide, fearing worse treatment, was 
obliged to betake himself to his heels, and evermore to renounce 
his good master; for he durst not appear before him without 
money, without fish, and without rein-deer. 

C H A P. XII. 

Candide continues his journey. New adventures. 

CA~DIDE strolled a long tin1e, without even knowing whither he 
would go: he determined, at last, to make the best of his way to 
Denmark, where, he had heard, things went well. He found him
selfpossessed of some little money, which the Armenian had given 
him; and, with this weak support, he hoped to accomplish his 
journey. This hope kept up his spirits, and he still enjoyed some 
happy n1oments. fie chanced, one day, to meet, in an inn, with 
three travellers, who were talking with earnestness of a plenum, 
and materia subtilis. llight, said Candide to himself, these are 
philosophers. Gentlen1en, said he, as to the plenum, it is incon-
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testable, there is no vacuum in nature, and the materia subtilis 

is well imagined. Then you are a Cartesian, said the travellers. 

Yes, said Candide; and, what is still more, I am a Leibnitzian. 

So much the worse for yourself, replied the philosophers. Des

cartes and Leibnitz had not con1mon sense. As for us, we are 

Newtonians, and we glory in the distinction: if we dispute, it is 

only to strengthen our own sentiments, for we are all of the same 

mind. vVe seek the truth upon Newtonian principles, because 

we are convinced that Newton is a great man. -And so is Des

cartes, so is Leibnitz, so is Pangloss, said Candide: these are great 

men worth all the others. You are _very impertinent, friend,replied 

the philosophers. Are you acquainted with the laws of refrangibi

lity, of attraction, and of motion? Have you read Doctor Clarke's 

refutation of your Leibnitz? Do you know what is meant by the 

centrifugal and centripetal force? Do you know that colours are 

formed by density? Have you any notion of the theory of light, 

and of gravitation? Are you ignorant of the period of 2S,g2o 

years, which unfortunately does not agree with chronology? No; 

I warrant, your ideas of all these things are false and imperfect: 

learn to keep silence therefore, for a pitiful Monade as you are; 

and be careful how you affront gentlemen, by comparing them 

with pigmies. Gentlemen, said Candide, if Pang loss was here, 

he would teach you surprising things, for he is a great philosopher: 

he has an absolute contempt for your Newton, and, as I am his 

disciple, Newton is no great favourite of n1ine. The philosophers, 

quite enraged, fell upon Candide, and our poor hero was drubbed 

most philosophically. 

Their wrath appeasing, they begged the hero pardon for their 
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rashness; then one of them began to speak, and made a very 
beautiful discourse on 1nifdness and moderation. 

During this conversation there happened to pass by a very pom
pous funeral, whence our philosophers took occasion to comment 
on the ridiculous vanity of mankind. Would it not, says one of 
them, be much n1ore rational for the relations and friends of the 
deceased to carry, without pomp, the corpse upon their own 
shoulders? Would not the mournful en1ployment more effectu
ally excite the idea of death, and produce the most salutary and 
philosophical effect? Would not this reflection naturally arise? 

This body which I carrx is that of my friend, my relation; he 
is no more, and, like him, I must cease to exist? Might not such 
a custom, in some measure, din1inish the crimes committed in 
this unhappy world, and reclaim beings which believe in the 
soul's immortality? Mankind are hut too willing to keep the 
thought of death at a distance, that we should he afraid of reinind

ing them of their mortality too often. 'Vhy are not the weeping 
mother or husband present at this solemnity? The plaintive accents 
of nature, the piercing cries of despair, would d'o n1ore honour 
to the ashes of the dead, than all those sable n1utes, and that 
string of clergy, jovially singing psalms which they do not under
stand. --It is well said, replied Candide: if you did but always 
talk in this manner, without beating people, you would he a great 
philosopher. 

Our travellers separated with marks of mutual confidence and 
friendship. Candide, steering his course towards Denmark, soon 
found himself in the middle of a wood: in ruminating on the 
misfortunes which had befallen him in this hest of worlds, he had 
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lost his way. The day had considerably declined when he per

ceived his mistake. His courage failed, and sorrowfully lifting his 

eyes to heaven, our hero, leaning against a tree, expressed himself 

in the following words: I have traversed half this globe; I have 

seen fraud and calumny triumphant: my sole intention has been 

to be serviceable to mankind, yet I have been constantly perse

cuted. A great king honours me with his favour, and the basti

nado. 1 am sent to a delightful province, but with a wooden leg: 

there I tasted pleasure after my misfortunes. An abbe arrives, 

and I protect him: by my means he insinuates himself at court, 

and I am obliged to kiss the soles of his feet. I meet my poor 

Pangloss again, only to see him burnt. I stumble upon a com

pany of philosophers, a species of anin1als the mildest and most 

sociable of any that are spread upon the face of the earth, and 

they beat me most unmercifully. Yet all must be right, because 

Pan gloss said so; nevertheless I am the most n1iserable of all pos

sible beings. 
His meditations were suddenly interrupted by piercing cries, 

which seemed not far off. His curiosity led him on. He beheld a 

young woman tearing her hair in the most violent agitation of 

despair. 'Vhosoever you are, said she, if you have a heart, follow 

me. He followed her, and the first object he beheld was a man 

and a woman extended on the grass: their aspect bespoke the 

elevation of their minds and their distinguished origin; their 

features, though disfigured by grief, expressed something so 

interesting that Candide sympathised in their sorrows, and could 

not help eagerly inquiring the cause of their misfortunes. These, 

said the young woman, are my parents; yes, they are the authors 
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of my unhappy being, continued she, throwing herself into their 
arms. They were forced to fly to avoid the rigour of an unjust 
sentence: I attended then1 in their flight, and was contented to 
share their n1isfortunes, in hopes that I might be of some service 
in procuring nourishment for them in the desert we were going 
to enter. We stopt here to repose a while, and unhappily dis
covering that tree, I was deceived in its fruit. 0 Sir! I an1 a 1nost 
horrid criminal! Arm yourself in defence of virtue, and punish 
me as I deserve. Strike! -- That fruit -- I gave it to my 
parents; they eat of it with pleasure: I rejoiced that I had relieved 
them from the torment of thirst. Unhappily, I presented then1 
with death: the fruit is poison. 

Candide shook with horror; his hair stood upright; a cold sweat 
coveredhiswholebody.Heimmediatelydidallinhispowertoassist 
this wretched family; but the poison had already n1ade so much 
progress, that the hest antidote would now have been ineffectual. 
Dear, dear child, our only hope and con1fort! said the expiring 
parents, forgive th yse)f; we sincere! y forgive thee; it was thy exces
sive tenderness which deprives us of life--0 generous stranger! 
be careful of our daughter: her heartisnobleandformedforvirtue: 
it is a treasure which we commit to thy care, infinitely more pre
cious than our past fortune.-- Dearest Zenoide, receive our last 
embraces; mix thy tears with ours. 0 heaven, what delightful mo
ments are these! Thou hast opened to us the door of the comfortless 
dungeon, in which we have lived forty tedious years. We bless thee 
with our last breath, praying that thou mayst never forget the 
lessons which our prudence dictated; and that they may preserve 
thee from the danger to which thou wilt necessarily be exposed! 
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Pronouncing these words, they expired. Candide had great diffi

culty to bring Zenoide to herself. The solitude of the place, and 

the pale light of the moon, rendered the n1elancholy scene still 

n1ore affecting. The day began to dawn before Zenoide recovered 

the use of her senses. She no sooner opened her eyes, than she 

desired Candide to dig a hole to inter the bodies: even she herself 

assisted. with astonishing resolution. This duty being discharged, 

she gave vent to her tears. Our philosopher persuaded her to quit 

this fatal spot; and they walked along for some time, without 

knowing whither they went. At length they perceived a little 

cottage, which was inhabited by an old man and his wife, who, 

in the 1nidst of this desert, were always ready to render all the 

service in their power to their distressed brethren. This couple 

were, in fact, what Philemon and Baucis are said to have been. 

They had enjoyed the sweets of Hymen forty years, without one 

bitter draught. Constant health, the produce of temperance and 

tranquillity; a pleasing sin1plicity of n1anners; an exhaustless 

fund of candour in their disposition; all the virtues for which 

n1an is indebted to hin1self alone, con1posed the happy lot which 

heaven had been pleased to grant them. They were held in great 

veneration in the neighbouring hamlets, whose inhabitants, happy 

in their rusticity, might have passed for very honest people, if 

they had been Catholics. They considered it as their duty to sup

port Agaton and Sunan1e, (such were the names of this old 

couple); and they now extended their charity to the two strangers. 

Alas! said Candide, what pity it was that you, n1y poor Pan gloss, 

were burnt: I know you were quite right; but it was not in those 

parts of Europe and Asia, which we traversed together, that all 
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is for the best: it is in Eldorado, which it is impossible to reach; 
and in a little cottage, situated in the coldest, the most barren, 
and the most dismal country in the whole world. " 7hat pleasure 
should I have had to hear you, in this cabin, talk of pre-established 
harmony and monades! I should like to spend the rest o.f n1y 
days an1ong these honest Lutherans; but it would oblige me to 
renounce going to mass, and expose me to the lash of the Journal 
Chretien. 

Candide was very anxious to know the adventures of Zenoide. 
Modesty hindered him from inquiring. She observed him, and 
satisfied his impatience by the following narrative. 

C H A P. XIII. 

The story of Zenoide. - How Candide became enamoured with 

her, and tlte consequences. 

I am descended from one of the most ancient houses ofDenn1ark: 
one of my ancestors perished in that place where the wicked 
Christiern caused such a number of senators to he put to death. 
The accumulated riches and honours of n1y family served only 
to render their misfortunes more illustrious. My father had the 
boldness to disoblige a man in power, by speaking the truth; he 
suborned false accusers, who charged him with several in1aginary 
crimes. The judges were deceived: Alas! what judge can always 
avoid the snares which calumny spreads for innocence? My father 
was conden1ned to lose his head on a scaffold. Flight only could 
preserve him, and he took refuge with a friend, one whom he 

[xsg] 



C A N D I D E; or, 

thought worthy of this amiable appellation. We continued some 

time concealed in a castle on the sea-shore, which belonged to 

him; and here we might have been still secure, if the cruel wretch, 

taking advantage of our deplorable situation, had not exacted a 

price for his friendship, which made us consider him with detest

ation. The infamous creature had conceived a violent passion for 

my mother and me: he made an attempt on our virtue by methods 

unworthy of a gentleman, and, to avoid the effects of his brutality, 

we were obliged to expose ourselves to the most frightful dangers: 

we betook ourselves to flight a second time, and you know the 

rest. Here Zenoide finished her relation, and she began to weep 

afresh. Candide dried up her tears, and said, in order to comfort 

her: It is all for the best, my dear Miss; for, if your father had 

not been poisoned, hewould,most infallibly ,have been discovered, 

and they would have cut off his head: your mother would have 

died of grief, perhaps; and we should not now be in this poor 

cottage, where all things are much better, than in the most charm

ing castle imaffinable. Alas! Sir, replied Zenoide, my father 

never told me that all was for the best. "\V e all belong to one God, 

who loves us; but he will not exen1pt us fron1 the devouring cares, 

the cruel distempers, the innumerable evils to which human 

nature is liable. In America, poison and the bark grow close to 

each other. The happiest of mortals has shed tears. A mixture of 

pleasures and pain constitutes what we call life; that is to say, a 

determined space of time (always too long in the opinion of wis

donl), which ought to be employed in being useful to the society 

of which we are members, to rejoice in the works of the Almighty, 

without foolishly inquiring into their causes; to regulate our 
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conduct upon the testimony of our conscience; and, above all, 
to respect our religion: happy if we could always observe its 
precepts! 

In this n1anner have I heard my honoured father frequently speak. 
What presumptuous wretches, would he say, are those rash scrib
blers who seek to penetrate into the secrets of the Almighty? On 
the principle, that God expects to he honoured by the numberless · 
aton1s to whom he has given existence, n1ankind have united 
ridiculous chimeras, with the most respectable truths. The Dervise 
among the Turks, the Bramin in Persia, the Bonze in China, the 
Talapoin in India, all worship the Deity in a different manner; 
nevertheless they enjoy peace of mind, though bewildered in 
obscurity; those who would endeavour to dispel the mist, would 
do them no service; he cannot he said to love n1ankind, who would 
ren1ove their prejudices. 

You speak like a philosopher, said Candide: may I presume to 

ask you, my dearest young lady, of what religion you are. I was 
brought up a Lutheran, replied Zenoide; it is the religion of n1y 
country. Every thing you say, continued Candide, is a ray of 
light which penetrates my soul: you fill me with esteem and 
admiration. - flow is it possible that so n1uc;h sense should 
inhabit so fair a body? Indeed, my dear Miss, I love and adn1ire 

you to such a degree -- Candide stainmered out something 
more; but Zenoide, perceiving his confusion, retired: fron1 that 
moment, she avoided all occasions of being alone with him, and 
Candide sought every opportunity of being either alone with her, 
or entirely by himself. He was seized with a n1elancholy, which, 
however, was not unpleasing: he was violently in love with 
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Zenoide, yet endeavoured to dissemble his passion; hut his looks 

betrayed the secret of his heart. Alas! said he, if Pang loss was 

here, he would give me g·ood advice, for he was a great philo-

sopher. 

CHAP. XIV. 

Continuation of Candide's amour. 

CANDIDE was forced to be content with the poor consolation of 

conversing with the beautiful Zenoide in the presence of the old 

man and his wife. And was it possible, said he one day to the 

n1istress of his heart, that the king, whom you were allowed to 

approach, could permit such a flagrant act of injustice to your 

family? You have great reason to hate him. Alas! replied Zenoide, 

who can hate their king? 
Who can avoid loving him who is intrusted with the glittering 

blade of the law? Kings are the visible itnages of the Deity; we 

ought never to condemn their conduct; obedience and respect 

are the duties of good subjects. I admire you n1ore and more, an

swered Candide: pray, Miss, are you acquainted with the great 

Leibnitz, and the great Pangloss, who was burnt, after having 

escaped hanging? Do you know the monades, the materia .sub

tilis, and the vortices? No, Sir, said Zenoide; my father never 

mentioned any of these things; he gave me only a slight notion 

of experimental philosophy, and taught me to despise every kind 

of philosophy which did not directly tend to promote the happi

ness of mankind; which inspires hin1 with false notions of his 
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duty to himself and to his neighbour; which does not teach him 
how to regulate his manners; which serves only to fill his mind 
with unintelligible words, and rash conjectures; which cannot 
give a clearer idea of the author of our being, than that which we 
form from his works, and the n1iracles which are daily performed 
before our eyes. Upon my word, Miss, said Candide, I admire 
you beyond expression; I am enchanted; I am ravished; you are 
certainly an angel sent fron1 heaven to confute the sophisms of 
Master Pang loss. Ignorantanin1al that I was! After having endured 

a prodigious number of kicks on the backside, of stripes across 
n1y shoulders, of strokes with a hull's pizzle on the soles of my 
feet; after having felt an earthquake; after having been present 
at the hanging of Doctor Pangloss, and lately seen hin1 burnt 
alive; after having been ignominiously used by a vile Persian; 
after having been plundered by order of the divan, and drubbed 

by a company of philosophers; notwithstanding all this, I believed 
that all was for the best; but I am now entirely undeceived. Never
theless, nature never appeared to me so beautiful as since I have 
beheld you. The rural concerts of birds strike my ears with a har
mony, towhich,till now,I was quite insensible. AJl nature blooms, 
and the beauty of your sentiments seen1s to anin1ate every object. 
I feel none of that voluptuous languor which I experienced in my 
garden at Sus; the passion you inspire, is quite different. Forbear, 
said Zenoide, lest you offend that delicacy which you ought to 
respect. I will be silent then, said Caudide, but that will only aug
ment my passion. He looked earnestly at Zenoide, as he pro
nounced these words; he perceived that she blushed, and thence, 
like a man of experience, he conceived the most flattering hopes. 
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The young Dane continued for some time to shun her lover. One 

day as he was walking hastily in the garden, he cried out in a 

transport of love, 0 that I had but my Eldoradonian sheep! 

Why am I not able to buy a little kingdom! -- 'Vhat would 

you n1ake 1ne? said a voice that shot through the heart of our 

philosopher. Is it you, charming Zenoide? said he, falling upon 

his knees at her feet, I thought myself alone. The few words you 

spoke seemed to flatter my hopes. I shall never be a king, and 

possibly never shall be rich; but if I were beloved by you--

0 do not turn away those charming eyes, but let me read in them 

a confession which alone can make me happy. Beautiful Zenoide, 

I adore you: for heaven's sake be merciful.-- Ah! what do 

I see? You weep. Gods, I am too happy. Yes, said Zenoide, you 

are happy; nothing obliges n1e to conceal my sensibility from a 

person who deserves it. Hitherto you have been attached to my 

destiny by the ties of humanity only: it is now tin1e to strengthen 

our union with more holy bonds. I have deliberately consulted 

my own heart; do you also maturely reflect, and above all things 

remember, that by marrying me you engage to become niy pro

tector; to soften and participate the miseries which fate may still 

have reserved for me. Marry you? said Candide; these words 

have at once opened my eyes, and shewn me the imprudence of 

my conduct. Alas! sweet lady, I am unworthyofyourgoodness:_ 

Cunegonda is yet living.-- Cunegonda, who is she? My wife, 

replied Candide, with his usual ingenuity. 
Our lovers stood silent for some moments; they would have 

spoken, but the words expired upon their lips: their eyes swan1 in 

tears. Candide held both her hands in his; he pressed them to his 
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heart; he devoured them with kisses. He had the courage to touch 
her heaving breast, and found that she breathed with difficulty. 

His soul rose up to his lips, which by pressing those of Zenoide, 
brought her to herself. Candide thought he saw his pardon writ
ten in her eyes. Dear Candide, said she, my displeasure would but 
ill repay those transports which n1y heart in spite of me approves. 
Yet hold; you will ruin me in the opinion of mankind, and you 
will cease to love me when I an1 become the object of their con

tempt. Stop then, and respect my weakness. " 7 hat! said Candide, 
because the stupid vulgar say that a girl is dishonoured in n1aking 

her lover happy in following the generous dictates of nature, which 
in the early ages of the world--

We shall not relate all this interesting conversation; we shall 
content ourselves with saying that Candide's eloquence, embel
lished by the expressions of love, had all the effect that he could 
expect, on a young and tender-hearted female philosopher. 

Our lovers, who had hitherto passed their tin1e in disquietude 
and affliction, were now continually intoxicated with pleasure. 
The silence of the forest, the mountains covered with brambles 
and surrounded with precipices; the frozen waters, and barren 
fields with which they were environed, served hut to persuade 
them of the necessity of love: they resolved never to quit this 
frightful solitude; hut destiny was not yet weary in her persecu
tions, as we shall see in the next chapter. 
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C H A P. XV. 

The arrival of Volhall. Journey to Copenhagen. 

CANDIDE and his mistress amused themselves with reasoning on 

the works of the Creator, on the worship due to him from man

kind, on the duties of society, more especially on charity, which, 

of all other virtues, is the mDst useful to our fellow creatures. They 

were not content with vain declamations: Candide taught youth 

to respect the sacred restrictions of the law, and Zenoide instructed 

young maidens in their duty to their parents; they united their 

endeavours to sow the prolific seeds of religion in juvenile minds. 

One day as they were busied in this pious enployment, Suname 

acquainted Zenoide, that an old gentleman, with several atten

dants, was just come, and inquired for a person, who, she was 

convinced by his description, could be no other than the beautiful 

Zenoide. The gentleman who followed her close, entered almost 

at the same instant. 

Zenoide fainted away as soon as she saw him; but Volhall, un

moved at this affecting sight, took her by the hand, and dragged 

her with so much violence that she came to herself; but it was only 

to shed a torrent of tears. It is very well, niece, said he, with a 

severe smile, I have caught you in fine company; no wonder you 

should prefer it to the capital, to my house, and to your own 

family. Yes, Sir, replied Zenoide, I prefer the habitation of truth 

and candour to that of treachery and imposture. I shall never 

behold, without horror, the place where my misfortunes began, 
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where I have had such convincing proofs of your baseness, and 
where you are the only relation I have. No matter, Miss, replied 
Volhall, you shall follow me, if you please, though you were to 
have another fit. So saying, he dragged her along, and put her 
into a chaise. She had but just time to bid Candide follow her, to 
bless her kind host and hostess, promising to reward them for 
their generous hospitality. 

One of Volhall 's servants, being moved with Candide' s affliction, 
and believing he had no other interest in the young lady than 
what virtue in distress might inspire, advised him to take a jour
ney to Copenhag-en. He told hin1, he could probably get him 
admitted into Volhall's family, if he had no other resource. Can
dide accepted his offer, and being arrived, his future comrade 

presented him as a relation for whose fidelity he would answer. 
Maraut, said Volhall, I consent: you shall have the honour of 

waiting on a man of my rank and distinction; but be careful 
always to pay an implicit obedience to n1y will: anticipate my 
con1n1ands if you are endowed with sufficient penetration: re

n1ember that a man of my distinction degrades himself by con

versing with such a wretch as you. Our philosopher replied with 
great submission to this impertinent harangue, and that very day ~ 
he was dressed in his master's livery. 

One may easily imagine Zenoide's astonishment and joy, when 
she recollected her lover among her uncle's servants. She gave 
him all the opportunities she could, which Candide judiciously 
improved to their mutual satisfaction. They vowed an eternal 
constancy; nevertheless Zenoide was far from being quite easy: 
she sometimes condemned her passion for Candide, and would 
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now and then afflict him for amusn1ent; but Candide adored 

her; he knew that perfection did not fall to the lot of man, much 

less of woman. Zenoide recovered her good humour in his arms; 

the constraint they were obliged to observe increased their enjoy

ment, and they were yet happy. 

C H A P. XVI. 

How Candide found his wife again. flow he lost his mistress. 

Oun hero had no hardship to bear but the haughtiness of his 

n1aster, and this was not purchasing at too dear a rate the favours 

· of his n1istress. Happy lovers cannot conceal their passion so 

easily as is generally imagined; they soon betrayed their own 

secret; their connection was no longer a mystery to any one in 

the house, except to Volhall himself. Candide was honoured with 

felicitations that made him tremble; he expected the storm which 

was about to burst over his head, and was in no doubt that the 

person who had been so dear to him, was upon the point of acce

lerating his misfortunes. 
For son1e days past Candide had observed a won1an, whose face 

bore a strong resemblance to that of Cunegonda: he now saw her 

again in the courtyard, but her garb was mean; besides, there was 

not the least probability that the favourite mistress of a rich Ma

hometan should appear in the courtyard of an inn at Copenhagen. 

Nevertheless, this disagreeable object fixed her eyes on Candide 

with great attention. She now precipitately approached, and sa

luted him with the most violent box on the ear he ever received 
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in his life. I was not deceived, cried our philosopher; 0 heavens, 
who could have thought it! " rhat business have you here, after 
suffering yourself to be ravished by a Mahon1etan? Go, perfidious 
spouse, I know nothing of you. Thou shalt know me by my fury, 

said Cunegonda. I know all thy wicked courses, thy intrigue with 
thy master's niece, thy contempt of me. Alas! it is three months 
since I was turned out of the seraglio, because I was no longer 
useful. A merchant bought me to mend his linen, and having 
occasion to make a voyage to these parts, broug·ht me along with 
him. 1\Iartin, Cacambo, and Paquette, whom he also purchased, 

are of the party. Doctor Pan gloss also, by the greatest chance 
imaginable, was a passenger in the same ship: we were cast away 
a few n1iles fron1 hence; I escaped with honest Cacambo, whose 
flesh, I assure thee, is as firm as thine; and I have found thee 

again to my sorrow, for thy infidelity is n1anifest. Tremble there
fore, and dread the vengeance of an injured woman. 

Candide was so stupified with this moving scene, that he suffered 
Cunegonda to depart without considering how necessary it is to 
keep terms with those who are in our secrets, when all at once 
Cacamho presented himself to his view. They tenderly en1hraced. 
Candide inquired into the truth of what he had heard, and was 
extremely afflicted for the loss of the great Pangloss, who, after 
having been hanged and burnt, was most miserably drowned. He 
spoke of him with that effusion of heart, which true friendship 
inspires. A billet which Zenoide threw out of the window, put an 
end to their conversation. Candide opened it, and read as follows: 
"Fly, my dear lover, every thing is discovered. An innocent and 
natural inclination, which does no injury to society, is a crime in 
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the estimation of credulous and cruel men. Volhallhasthismoment 

left my chamber, after treating me with the utmost inhumanity: 

he is gone to obtain an order to have you immured in a dungeon. 

Fly, therefore, my dear, dear lover, and save a life which I am· 

no longer suffered to enjoy. Those happy days are past, when our 

n1utual tenderness- Ah! wretched Zenoide, what hast thou done 

to deserve the wrath of heaven! But I wander: 0 do not forget 

thy dear Zenoide. Dear Candide, thy image will never be effaced 

from n1y heart.-- No, thou never knew how much I loved 

thee. - Oh that thou couldst receive fron1 n1y burning lips, n1y 

last farewe11, and my last sigh! I feel that I an1 ready to follow 

my unhappy father: I hold the world in abhorrence; it is all 

treachery and guilt.'' 

Cacambo, always retaining his wisdon1 and prudence, drew along 

with hin1 Candide, who had lost all the power of his sensitive 

faculties. They went, by the shortest way, out of the city. Candide 

did not open his n1outh; and they had got at a pretty conside

rable distance from Copenhagen, before he was roused from his 

lethargy; but, at last staring on his faithful Cacambo, he spoke 

what follows. 

C H A P. XVII. 

How Candide intended to kill himself, and did not effectuate it. 
What happened to him in an inn. 

DEAR Cacambo, formerly my servant, now n1y equal and always 

my friend, thou hast partaken son1e of my misfortunes, thou 
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hast given me salutary advices, thou hast seen my love for Miss 
Cunegonda. Alas! my dear old Master, said Cacambo, it is she 
who played you this most base trick. Being informed by your 
companions, that you was as deep in love with Zenoide, as she was 
with you, she revealed the whole scene to the barbarous Volhall. 
Since this is the case, said Candide, de~th is my only refuge. Our 
philosopher then taking a penknife out of his pocket, began to 
whet it with a composure worthy of an ancient Roman, or of an 
Englishman. 'Vhat do you mean? said Cacambo. To cut n1y 
throat, said Candide. An excellent thought, replied Cacambo; 
but wisdom should never determine, till after n1ature deliberation: 
the means of death wiJI he always in your own power,. if you 
continue in the same mind. Be advised, my dear n1aster, and put 
it off till to-morrow; the longer you defer it, the more courageous 
will he the action. I like thy reasoning, said Candide; besides, if 
I should cut my throat now, the gazetteer ofTrevoux would insult 
my memory: it is then determined, I will not cut my throat for 
this two or three days at least. Thus conversing they arrived at 
Elsineur, a pretty considerable town, at a little distance from 
Copenhagen: here they rested that night, and Cacamho applauded 
himself for the good effect which sleep had produced in the mind 

of Candide. They took their leave of this town at break of day; 
and Candide, always a philosopher, for the prejudices of youth 
are not easily effaced, entertained his friend Cacan1bo with a 
dissertation on moral and physical good, with the discourses of 
the wise Zenoide, and the true lights he had received frorn her 
learned conversation. If Pangloss was not dead, said he, I would 
confute his system beyond contradiction. God preserve me from 
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becoming a Manichean. My dear mistress has taught me to respect 

the impenetrable veil by which the Deity chuses to conceal his 

designs from mankind. Perhaps n1an himself is the cause of the 

misfortunes under which he groans: fruit-eaters are become carni

vorous animals. The savages we have seen devour only the Jesuits, 

yet they live in perfect harmony an1ong themselves; and those 

which, by chance, are scattered through the desert, and feed only 

upon roots and herbs, are certainly happy. Society has given 

birth to the most heinous crimes. There are people, who, from 

their situation, seem as it were obliged to desire the death of their 

fellow-creatures. The shipwreck of a vessel, the burning of a 

house, and the loss of a battle, is the occasion of grief to smne, 

and of joy to others. Things go very ill, my dear Cacan1ho, and 

a wise n1an has nothing to do but to cut his throat as gently as 

possible. You are in the right, said Caca1nbo, but I perceive an 

inn, you n1ust be thirsty; cmne, my old master, let us take a glass, 

and then we will proceed in our.philosophical disquisitions. 

They entered the inn, where a crowd of peasants were dancing in 

the n1iddle of the court, to the sound of very bad instruments. 

A cheerful smile sat on every face: it was a picture worthy the 

pencil of Vatau. As soon as they perceived Candide, a young girl 

took him by the hand, intreating him to dance. l\1y sweet lass, 

replied Cantlide, when a man has lost his mistress, found his 

wife, and but just heard of the death of the great Pangloss, he 

can have no inclination to cut capers: besides, I intend to kill 

1nyself to-morrow; and you know, when a person has hut a few 

hours to live, he should not waste his time in dancing. Cacambo 

then advanced, and expressed himself in the following n1anner: 
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Great philosophers have always had a passion for glory. Cato of 
Utica killed hin1self after having slept soundly; Socrates swallowed 
hemlock after fan1iliarly conversing with his friends; several Eng
lishn1en have blown out their brains after coming from an enter
tainment: but I have never heard of any great 1nan who cut his 
throat after dancing. No, my dear n1aster, this glory is reserved 
for you. Let us dance our bellies full to-day, and we will kill 
ourselves to-morrow. Dost thou not observe, replied Candide, 

that pretty live! y wench? There is something vastly striking in 
her countenance, said Cacambo. She squeezed my hand, replied 

our philosopher. Did you take notice, said Cacambo, of her little 
round breasts, when her handkerchief flew back as she was danc

ing? Yes, I observed then1 well, said Candide: if my heart was 
not full of the charms of Miss Zenoide -- But the little black 
girl interrupted Cacambo, and again besought him to dance: 
Our hero was at last persuaded, and danced with the genteelest 
air imaginable. He then embraced the pretty peasant, and retired 
to his seat without asking the queen of the ball to dance. In1me
diately there was a confused murmur~ both the actors and spec
tators were shocked at such a manifest neglect. Candide was igno
rant of his fault, and therefore could make no apology. At length 
a great clown came forward, and gave him a slap in the face, 
which was returned by Cacambo with a kick in the belly. The 
instruments were scattered about in an instant, the women lost 
their caps. Candide and Cacamho behaved like heroes; hut they 
were forced to be take themselves to their heels, though quite 
crippled with the blows they had received. 

I am very unlucky, said Candide, leaning on his friend Cacambo; 
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I have experienced great misfortunes, but I never expected to 

have had 1ny bones broke for dancing with a peasant at her own 

request. 

C H A P. XVIII. 

Candide and Cacambo retire to an hospital. Adventure there. 

CACA:\1BO and his quondam master were unable to proceed; they 

began to give way to· that Inalady of the soul which destroys all 

its faculties, dejection and despair: when looking up, they espied 

an hospital built for travellers. Cacamho entered,, and Candide 

followed him; they were treated in the manner in which people 

are generally treated for the love of God. Their wounds were 

speedily healed; but they both got the itch, which was not to be 

cured in a few days. This idea drew tears fron1 the eyes of our 

philosopher,and,scratching himself, he said, 0 mydearCacambo, 

whydidst thou hinder me from cutting n1ythroat?Thypernicious 

counsel hath plunged n1e again into disgrace and Inisfortune: if 

I should now cut n1y throat, they would say, in the Journal of 

Trevoux, He was a coward; he killed hin1self because he had the 

itch. See to what thou hast exposed n1e by thy injudicious friend

ship. Our n1isfortunes are not without a ren1ecly, said Cacambo; 

if you will follow n1y advice, we will become brothers of the 

hospital; I understand a little of surgery, and I will engage to 

render our woful condition supportable. Ah! cried Candide, pox 

take all the asses in the world, and especially those chirurgical 

asses, so fatal to human nature! No, I will not suffer thee to pass 
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for what thou art not; it were a piece of treachery, the conse
quences of which might he terrible. Besides, if thou didst but know, 
after having been viceroy of a rich province, after having been 

able to purchase kingdoms, after having been the happy lover 
of 1\liss Zenoide, how hard it is to resolve to serve as mate in an 

hospital. All this I know full well; hut I also know that it is very 
hard to die of hunger. Besides, the plan which I propose is perhaps 
the only one to elude the cruelty of Vo1ha11. 

\Vhilst he thus spake, one of the brothers of the hospital happening 

to pass, asked hin1 a few questions, to which he replied properly. 
This brother assured them that the fraternity Jived well, and 

enjoyed decent liberty. Candide resolved: they were admitted 

without scruple, and these two n1iserabJe beings began to admin
ister con1fort to beings yet n1ore miserable. 

One day as Candide was distributing some bad broth an1ong 
the patients, an old man particularly caught his attention. He 
seemed in the agony of death. Poor n1an, said Candide, how I 

pity you! You must suffer terribly. Indeed I do, he replied, with 

a hollow sepulchral voice: they tell n1e that I have a complication 
of distempers, and that I am poxed to the very bone; if so, I must 

needs be extren1ely ill. Nevertheless, it is aH for the hest, and that 
is n1y consolation. No Inan in the world, said Candide, hut Doctor 

Pangloss, could n1aintain optimism in such a deplorable situation, 

when every other mortal would preach pess --. Do not pro
nounce that detestable word, said the poor old man; I am that 

very Pang loss. \V retch, let me die in peace; all things are good, 

every thing is best. The effort he made in pronouncing these words, 
cost him his last tooth, and in a few n1on1ents after he expired. 
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Candide bewailed his death, for he had a good heart: his cbsti

nacy, however, afforded n1atter of reflection to our philosopher. 

He would frequently ruminate on his ad ventures. Cunegond:: had 

remained at Copenhagen, where, he was informed, she me1ded 

shirts and stockings with great reputation. He had now lost all his 

passio~ for travelling. The faithful Cacambo assisted him with 

his ad vice and friendship. He never murn1ured at the dispensa

tions of providence: I know, he would sometin1es say, thathap

piness is not the lot of humanity; it is no where to be found e:cept 

in the good country of Eldorado; but to go thither is impossible. 

C HA P. XIX. 

New adventures. 

CANDIDE was not quite unhappy, for he had a true friend. He 

had found, in an American mongrel valet, what, in Europe, we 

seek in vain. Perhaps nature, who has planted simples in America 

proper for the maladies of European bodies, may there also have 

sown remedies for the disorders of our hearts and n1inds. Pethaps 

there are a species of men in this new world, who are fom1ed 

differently from us, who are not slaves to self-interest, wh) are 

capable of sincere friendship. 'Twere happy, if instead of bales of 

indigo and cochineal, stained with blood, they would bri]lg us 

some of these men: this kind of commerce would be very advan

tageous to mankind. Cacan1bo was of more value to Candidethan 

a dozen of red sheep loaded with the pebbles of Eldorado. Our 

philosopher now began to be reconciled to life. He consoledhim-
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sefthat he was employed in the preservation ofthehumanspecies, 
an:l in not being an useless men1ber of society. Heaven rewarded 
th~ purity of his intentions, by restoring to hin1, as well as to his 
frimd Cacambo, the blessing of health. They had no longer the 
itc1, and they performed the duties of their function with great 
alCBrity; hut alas! fate soon broke in upon their peaceful security. 
Cmegonda, who had set her heart upon tormenting her husband, 
sallied forth from Copenhagen in pursuit of him: chance directed 
hei to the hospital; she was accompanied by a man whon1 Can

dide soon discovered to be the Baron ofThunder-ten-tronckh: his 
sunrise may be easily supposed. The Baron, perceiving it, spoke 
to J.im in these words. I did not long continue to row in the 
Turkish galleys; the Jesuits, hearing of my misfortune, redeemed 
me for the honour of the society. I made a tour to Germany, 
wh~re I received some civilities from my father's heirs. I left 
notlting unattempted to get intelligence of my sister; and hearing 
at Constantinople, that she had i1nbarked on board a vessel which 

was cast away on the coast of Denmark, I disguised n1yself and 
deptrted, being provided with proper letters of recommendation 
to l lanish merchants in connection with the society: in short, I 
have found my sister again, who loves you notwithstanding you 
are llnworthyofthat honour; and since you have had the insolence 
to lie with her, I consent to the ratification, or rather a new cele
hraton of your nuptials; that is to say, provided she gives you 
onl~ her left hand, which is but reasonable, as she has no less 
than seventy-one quarters, and you have none at all. Alas, says 
Canlide, all the quarters in the world without beauty--. Miss 
Cumgonda was very ugly when I imprudently n1arried her; she 
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became hands01ne, and another has enjoyed her charms; she is 

again grown ugly, and you would have n1e give my hand to her 

a second time: no, no, Reverend father; send her back to her 

seraglio at Constantinople; she has done n1e but too n1uch injury 

in this country. Ungrateful man, said Cunegonda, making hor-

. rible contortions, how can you be so h~rd-hearted? Do not oblige 

the Baron, now a priest, to wash the blot out of his escutcheon 

with your blood. Dost thou believe me capable of consenting to 

the act of infidelity? \Vhat wouldst thou have had n1e done when 

1 was in the power of a Turk who thought me handson1e? Neither 

tears, nor my cries, had any effect on his savage brutality: so that, 

finding it in vain to resist, I contrived to be as con1modiously 

ravished as possible, as any other woman would have done in my 

situation: this is all n1y crime. But my greatest offence is having 

robbed thee of thy n1istress, which, on the contrary, thou shouldst 

consider as a proof of my affection. Con1e, come, n1y dear little 

soul; if ever 1 should grow handson1e again; if my breasts, which 

now are somewhat pendent, should recover their rotund elasticity; 

if-- they shall be all for thee alone, 1ny dear Candide; we are 

no longer in Turkey, and I swear that I will never suffer myself 

to be ravished again. 

This discourse n1ade no very deep in1pression upon Candide. He 

desired a little time for consideration. The Baron granted hin1 

two hours, which he spent in consulting with his friend Cacambo. 

After having weighed every argument pro and con, they deter

mined to accompany the Baron and his sister to Germany. Ac

cordingly every thing being settled, they set out all together; not 

on foot, but mounted on good cavalry, which the Jesuit Baron 

[178] 



ALL FOR THE BEST. 

had brought along with hin1. They were now arrived at the 
frontiers of the kingdom, when a taU ill-favoured felJow fixed his 
eyes attentively on our hero. It is the very man, said he; pray, 
Sir, if I n1ay be so bold, is not your name Candide? Yes, Sir, 
replied Candide, so I have always been calJed. I am extremely 
glad of it, said the man. Yes indeed, you have black eyebrows, 
ears of a moderate size, a round face, and ruddy compJexion, and 

you appear to be about five feet five. Yes, Sir, said Candide, that 
is exactly my height; but what are my ears and my height to 
you? Sir, replied the man, we cannot be too circumspect in our 
e1nployn1ent: permit me to ask you another question; Was you 
not in the service of Squire V olhall? In truth, Sir, said Candide, 
a little disconcerted, I do not understand-- But I understand 
perfectly well that you are the person whose description I have in 
my hand. Please to walk into the guard-roon1. Soldiers, conduct 
the gentleman in; prepare the black hole, and tell the smith to 
make a slight chain of about thirty or forty pound weight. Mr 
Candide, you have got a good-like horse there; I want one of that 
colour; we shall agree about hin1 by and by. 

The Baron did not dare to clain1 his beast. Cunegonda wept for 
a quarter of an hour. The Jesuit beheld the scene without emotion. 
I should have been obliged, said he to his sister, either to kill hin1 
or force him to remarry you; and, all things considered, it is the 
best that could happen for the honour of our fan1ily. Cunegonda 
and her brother set out for Germany; hut the faithful Cacambo 
resolved not to abandon his friend in distress. 



C A N D I D E; or, 

C H A P. XX. 

Th,e continuation of Candide's misfortunes; how !te found his 
mistress again, and what was the consequence. 

0 Pangloss! said Candide, it is a thousand pities that you have 
perished so n1iserably: you have been witness only to the smallest 
part of n1y n1isfortunes, and I was in hopes to make you reject 
that groundless opinion you so obstinate! y maintained, even unto -
death. There is not a n1an in the world who has experienced 
greater adversity than I have; and yet there is not a single soul 
who has not cursed his own existence, as the daughter of Pope 
Urban very pathetical1y told us. 'Vhat will becon1e of n1e, my 
dear Cacambo? 1 cannot tell, replied Cacambo; all I know is, that 
I will never forsake you. But Cunegonda has forsaken me, said 
Candide. Alas! a wife is not worth an American friend. 
This was the conversation ofCandide and Cacambo in a dungeon, 
from whence they were dragged in order to be conveyed to Copen
hagen, where our philosopher was to learn his fate. He feared it 
would be a dreadful one, as the reader 1nay also apprehend; but 
Candide was mistaken, and so is the reader. He was destined to be 

happy at ~openhagen, where he was no sooner arrived than he 
was apprised of the death of Volh;~tll; this brute died unlamented, 
and every body concerned themselves about Candide. His chains 
were imn1ediately knocked off, and liberty was the n1ore agree
able to him,as it furnished him with the means of findingZenoide. 
He hastened to her house; he was a long time before he could 
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utter a syllable, hut their silence was sufficiently expressive. They 
embraced; they endeavoured to speak, but they could only weep. 
Cacambo enjoyed this delightful scene like a being of sensibility; 
he sympathized in his friend's joy, and was almost in the same 
situation. My dear Cacambo, my beloved Zenoide, cried Can
dide, I an1 now recompensed for all my sufferings. Love and 
friendship shall sweeten the retnainder of my life. 'Vhat num

berless difficulties have paved the way to this unexpected happi
ness? But all is now forgotten, dearest Zenoide, I see you, you 

love me; all things go well with me now, every thing is for the 
best. 

The death of V olhall left Zenoide her own mistress, and the 
court allowed her a pension out ofher father's fortune, which had 
been confiscated. She readily shared with Can elide and Cacamho, 

whorn she permitted to live in the same house, and industriously 
reported, that, having received such signal services from these 
two strangers, she thought herself obliged to reward them with 
all the pleasures of life. Some shrewd people penetrated into the 
motives of her kindness, which was not very difficult, as her 
intrigue with Candide had unluckily transpired. Most people 
condemned her, and her conduct was approved only by a few 

people who knew the world. Zenoide, who paid some regard to 
the esteem of fools, was not quite happy in her situation. The 
death of Cunegonda, which the correspondents of trading Jesuits 
reported at Copenhagen, furnished Zenoide with an opportunity 
to reconcile the scrupulous: she ordered a pedigree to he made 
for Candide; and the author, who was a n1an of parts, proved 
him to be descended from one of the most ancient families in 
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Europe: he even pretended that his real nan1e was Can ut, the 

name of an ancient Danish king, than which nothing could be 

more probable; for to change did into ut was no very extraordi

nary metamorphosis. In consequence of this trifling alteration, 

Candide became a nobleman of distinction. He was married pub

licly to Zenoide; they lived together as happily as it is possible 

to live. Cacambo was their common friend; and Candide used 

frequently to say, All things are not so well with us here as in 

Eldorado, but yet they are pretty well. 
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