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For there is a perennial nobleness, and even sacredness, in Work. V/ere he never so benighted,

forgetful of his high calling, there is always hope in a man that actually and earnestly works:

in Idleness alone is there perpetual despair. Work, never so Mammonish, mean, ls in

communication with Nature; the real desire to get Work done will itself lead one more and

more to truth, to Nature's appointments and regulations, which are truth.

The latest Gospel in this world is, Know thy work and do it. 'Know thyself:' long

enough has that poor 'self of thine tormented thee; thou wilt never get to 'know' it, I believe!

Think it not thy business, this of knowing thyself; thou art an unknowable individual: know

what thou canst work at; and work at it, like a Hercules! That will be thy better plan.

It has been written, oan endless significance lies in Work;' a man perfects himself by

working. Foul jungles are cleared away, fair seedfields rise instead, and stately cities; and

withal the man himself first ceases to be a jungle and foul unwholesome desert thereby.

Consider how, even in the meanest sorts of Labour, the whole soul of a man is composed into

a kind of real harmony, the instant he sets himself to work! Doubt, Desire, Sorrow, Remorse,

Indignation, Despair itself, all these like hell-dogs lie beleaguering the soul of the poor

dayworker, as of every man: but he bends himself with free valour against his task, and all

these are stilled, all these shrink murmuring far off into their caves. T-g-!ggg is now AgxuL
The blessed glow of Labour in him, is it not as purifuing fire wherein all poison is burnt up,

and of sour smoke itself there is made bright blessed flame!

Destiny, on the whole, has no other way of cultivating us. A formless Chaos, once set it

revolving, gro\ /s round and ever rounder; ranges itself, by mere force of gravity, into strata,

spherical courses; is no longer a Chaos but a round compacted World. What would become of

the earth, did she cease to revolve? In the poor old Earth, so long as she revolves, all

inequalities, irregularities disperse themselves; all inegularities are incessantly becoming

regular. Hast thou looked on the Potter's wheel, - one of the venerablest objects; old as the

prophet Ezechiel and far older? Rude lumps of clay, how they spin themselves up, by mere

quick whirling, into beautiful circular dishes. And fancy the most assiduous Potter, but

without his wheel; reduced to make dishes, or rather amorphous botches, by mere kneading

and baking! Even such a Potter were Destiny, with a human soul that would rest and lie at

ease, that would not work and spin! Of an idle unrevolving man the kindest Destiny, like the

most assiduous Potter without wheel, can bake and knead nothing other than a botch; let her

spend on him what expensive colouring, what gilding and enamellingShg:vilL he is but a

botch. Not a dish; no, a bulging, kneaded, crooked, shambling, squint-cornered, amorphous

botch, - a mere enamelled vessel of dishonour! Let the idle think of this.

Blessed is he who has found his work; let him ask no other blessedness. He has a work, a life-
purpose; he has found it, and will follow it!
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Thomas Carlyle, Past and Present, Book 3 Chapter 11: "Labour" (1843).
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She rearranged her mother's worsted-work, and fell back into her own thoughts - as

completely forgotten by Mr. Thornton as if she had not been in the room, so thoroughly was

he occupied in explaining to Mr. Hale the magnificent power, yet delicate adjustment of the

might of the steam-hammer, which was recalling to Mr. Hale some of the wonderful stories of

subservient genii in the Arabian Nights - one moment stretching from earth to sky and filling

all the width of the horizon, at the next obediently compressed into a vase small enough to be

borne in the hand of a child.
'And this imagination of power, this practical realisation of a gigantic thought, came out of

one man's brain in our good town. That very man has it within him to mount, step by step, on
J 0 each wonder he achieves to higher marvels still. And I'll be bound to say, we have many

among us whoo if he were gone, could spring into the breach and carry on the war which

compels, and shall compel, all material power to yield to science.'
'Your boast reminds me of the old lines :

"I've a hundred captains in England," he said,
"As good as ever was he."' I

At her father's quotation Margaret looked suddenly up, with inquiring wonder in her eyes.

How in the world had they got from cog-wheels to Chevy Chase?
'It is no boast of mine,'replied Mr. Thomton; 'it is plain matter-oÊfact. I won't deny that I am

proud of belongingto a town - or perhaps I should rather say a district - the necessities of

J C which give birth to such grandeur of conception. I would rather be a man toiling, suffering -

nay, fa"iling and successless - here, than lead a dull prosperous life in the old worn grooves of

what you call more aristocratic society down in the South, with their slow days of careless

ease. One may be clogged with honey and unable to rise and fly.'
'You are mistaken,' said Margaret, roused by the aspersion on her beloved South to a fond

J 5 vehemence of defence, that brought the colour into her cheeks and the angry tears into her

eyes. 'You do not know anything about the South. If there is less adventure or less progress - I

suppose I must not say less excitement - from the gambling spirit of trade, which seems

requisite to force out these wonderfi.rl inventions, there is less suffering also. I see men here

going about in the streets who look glound down by some pinching solrow or care - who are

3 O not only sufferers but haters. Now, in the South we have our poor, but there is not that terrible

expression in their countenances of a sullen sense of injustice which I see here. You do not

know the South, Mr. Thornton,' she concluded, collapsing into a determined silence, and

aîgry with herself for having said so much.
'And may I say you do not know the North?' asked he, with an inexpressible gentleness in his

3 5 tone, as he saw that he had really hurt her. She continued resolutely silent; yearning after the

lovely haunts she had left far away in Hampshire, with a passionate longing that made her feel

her voice would be unsteady and trembling if she spoke.

ElizabethGaskell, North and South, ch.10 "Wrought Iron and Gold" (1855). Harmondsworth

Pensuin Classics. 1986

I 'The Ballad of Chevy Chase' is one of the oldest English ballads and tells of the rivalry between the families of

Percy and Douglas.
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