
“ There are many speculations in Literature, Philosophy, and Re
ligion, which, though pleasant tu walk in, and lying under the shadow 
of great names, yet lead to no important result. They resemble rather 
those roads in the Western forests of my native land, which, though 
broad and pleasant at first, and lying beneath the shadow of the great 
branches, finally dwindle to a squirrel track, and run up a tree.”

—Longfellow, Hyperion.

“ I am not only ashamed, but heartily sorry, that, besides death, 
there are diseases incurable : yet not for my own sake, or that they l>e 
beyond my Art, but for the general cause and sake of humanity, whose 
common cause I apprehend as my own.”

—Browne, Religio Medici.


