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E caddi come l’uom cui sonno piglia.—Dante

A Good many years ago, when a young man, a student in
Paris, I knew the great Carot, and witnessed by his side
many of those cases of mind-malady, in the analysis of
which he was such a master. I remember one little maid of
the Marais who, until the age of nine, did not differ from her
playmates; but one night, lying abed she whispered into her
mother’s ear: “Mama, can you not hear the sound of the
world?” It appears that her geography had just taught her
that our globe reels with an enormous velocity on an orbit
about the sun; and this sound of the world of hers was
merely a murmur in the ear, heard in the silence of night.
Within six months she was as mad as a March-hare.

I mentioned the case to my friend, Haco Harfager, then
occupying with me an old mansion in St. Germain, shut in
by a wall and jungle of shrubbery. He listened with singular
interest, and during a good while sat wrapped in gloom.

Another case which I gave made a great impression upon
my friend: A young man, a toy-maker of St. Antoine,
suffering from consumption—but sober, industrious—
returning one gloaming to his garret, happened to purchase
one of those factious journals which circulate by lamplight
over the Boulevards. This simple act was the beginning of
his doom. He had never been a reader: knew little of the
reel and turmoil of the world. But the next night he
purchased another journal. Soon he acquired a knowledge of
politics, the huge movements, the tumult of life. And this
interest grew absorbing. Till late into the night, every night,
he lay poring over the roar of action, the printed passion. He


