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Editor’s Note 

Christoph Hegendorph’s Encomium Somni (1519) belongs to the 
genre of laus paradoxa (paradoxical praise), in which humanist 
writers would praise something usually considered 
unpraiseworthy, often as a demonstration of their mastery of 
classical learning, Latin and the art of persuasion. Hegendorph 
composed this piece alongside his other companion encomia of 
Drunkenness and Sobriety during the plague that struck Leipzig 
in 1519, and all three were printed that year by the prominent 
publisher Valentin Schumann.  

Hegendorph (also commonly known as Hegendorff, though his 
pen names were legion—see Appendix), was born in Leipzig, 
Germany in or around 1500. He studied at the University of 
Leipzig and earned a master’s degree in 1521, whereupon he began 
his teaching career. His early career focused on educational 
reform, and his most famous work was Dialogi pueriles (1520), a 
collection of Latin dialogues designed to teach schoolboys both 
the language and proper moral conduct. His focus turned next to 
jurisprudence, though he was also a theologian and supporter of 
Martin Luther, and he wrote Biblical commentaries and works on 
Christian ethics. He passed away in Lüneburg, Germany in 1540, 
where he served as a legal advisor for the city. 

This English translation is a free rendering that prioritizes 
readability for a modern lay audience. Hegendorph punctuated 
his Latin with Greek terms throughout as a deliberate mark of 
humanist scholarship; these have here been rendered into English, 
with the Greek noted parenthetically on first occurrence for key 



terms. His original parenthetical annotations are shown as 
footnotes, with further historical references added. The two 
dedicatory letters — to Heinrich Auerbach and to Wolfgang 
Heynick — are not part of the encomium proper but provide 
important biographical context for Hegendorph’s intellectual 
circle in Leipzig. 

The source for the images of the original booklet is Johns Hopkins 
University’s George Peabody Library, which made it accessible via 
the Internet Archive. 

 

 

  



 

  



Dedicatory Letter 

To the most distinguished Doctor of Medicine, Heinrich 
Auerbach, Christoph Hegendorf sends greetings. 

You may wonder, excellent Doctor, why I spend so much effort 
on such trivial subjects1 and dedicate them to highly learned men. 
Let me explain. 

When the plague was devastating our Leipzig far and wide, I could 
find no better remedy for the misery of these afflicted times than 
to spend my labor on trifles. This I did, as best I could, in my 
works praising Drunkenness and Sobriety. Now I have also begun 
to treat the subject of Sleep with similar effort. 

We seek practice, we exercise our style and if not everything seems 
perfectly polished, that must be attributed to haste. For this work 
does not smell of the lamp of Epictetus,2 and I did not wish to 
follow the nine-year rule of Horace.3 I did not wish to spend too 
long refining or reshaping these works. My aim was simply not to 
let a single day pass without writing something.4 

 
1 Hegendorff acknowledges the apparent absurdity of devoting scholarly 
effort to a 'trivial' subject (sleep). This self-deprecating topos was 
conventional in humanist encomia of paradoxical subjects, following the 
model of Erasmus's Moriae Encomium (1511). 

2 The reference is to the Stoic philosopher Epictetus (c. 50–135 CE) and 
the phrase lucernam olere (‘to smell of the lamp’), meaning a work 
showing signs of labored composition.  

3 Horace’s so-called ‘Nine-Year Rule,’ from Ars Poetica 388–389: a writer 
should keep a work for nine years before releasing it.  

4 The Latin proverb nullam diem absque linea (‘no day without a line’), a 
humanist motto for daily disciplined writing practice was attributed to the 
painter Apelles by Pliny the Elder (Natural History 35.84) and widely 
disseminated by Erasmus in the Adages (1.4.12). 



As for dedicating these trifles to learned men — this is because I 
know that great learning is usually joined with great kindness. 
This quality shines especially in you. For just as you are very 
learned, you are also most humane. Hutten,5 that incomparable 
man, attests to this with fullest praise. Therefore, encouraged by 
this, I have dared to dedicate this small work on Sleep to you. 
Please accept it kindly until I may prepare something greater and 
more worthy. Farewell, my greatest support. 

  

 
5 Ulrich von Hutten (1488–1523), the German humanist poet, knight, and 
polemicist, a prominent figure in the circle of Erasmus.  



Beginning of the Encomium 

Sleep Speaks 

Who, I ask, could read a praise of drunkenness without bursting 
into laughter? Drunkenness flatters itself the way Peleus did with 
his sword — as though it surpasses all things, proclaiming its 
superiority so loudly that everything else seems insignificant in 
comparison. 

Yet drunkenness offers no true benefit to humankind. I alone — 
Sleep (or, if you prefer the Greek name, ὕπνος, Hypnos) — am the 
one who soothes all anger, calms disturbances, and relieves the 
burdens of care. If you are willing to listen, I will briefly explain 
this. 

First, I shall speak of my origin, for that is of no small importance. 
I was born of Night as my father and Lethe (Forgetfulness) as my 
mother6 — parents of the highest nobility. Nor did I enter life 
with tears, as some claim is the fate of all; rather, I came forth with 
joy and embraced those around me at once. 

I also have the most beautiful sisters: the relaxation of the senses 
(ἀνάλυσιν), imagination (φαντασία), and dreams (ὄναρ).7 Having 

 
6 In classical mythology, Sleep (Somnus / Hypnos) is the son of Night (Nox 
/ Nyx). Here Hegendorff adds Lethe (the river of forgetfulness in the 
underworld) as the mother, combining mythological traditions.  

7 The three sisters of Sleep named here in Greek are: analusis (release of 
tension), phantasia (imagination), and onar (dream). This mythological 
family of Sleep draws on Hesiod and later allegorical traditions. 



spoken of my lineage, I shall now unfold the treasures of my 
benefits.8 

On Anger 

To begin with, who does not know how dreadful a thing anger is? 
When the mind is inflamed by waves of anger, it can think nothing 
sound or rational. You see how the hands tremble, the face grows 
pale, the eyes burn, and the spirit becomes unsteady — restless and 
turbulent, like a raging sea. 

Homer, blind as he was, understood this well: he imagined Anger 
riding into human hearts on the back of Ate, a goddess who moves 
on swift feet, while the Prayers that follow her creep along on 
tortoise-feet — which is to say, offenses come easily and 
reconciliation only with great difficulty.9 

Anger is, in truth, a brief madness. It blinds reason entirely and 
often drives us to actions that later torment and distress the soul. 
But I, sleep alone, have the power to calm such storms. For 
although anger may seize the heart in the evening, by morning it 
withdraws, and the person returns to themselves in regret. 

Someone, it is said, once advised Augustus himself that whenever 
his temper began to boil, he should recite the alphabet from 

 
8 This meditation on Sleep's origins and its philosophical framing draws 
on Synesius of Cyrene's De insomniis, a Neoplatonist treatise on the soul's 
activity in sleep. 
9 Homer, Iliad 19.91–94, where Agamemnon describes Ate (divine 
delusion/ruin) as moving swiftly, while the Prayers (Litai) that follow her 
are lame and slow-footed.  



beginning to end — so that the uncontrolled fury of his mind 
might have time to cool.10 

Furthermore, it is the advice of all wise men that we should never 
start an important task while angry. If you try to do anything 
while swollen with rage, it is bound to go from bad to worse. You 
have heard, I believe, just how toxic anger is and how it unleashes 
a whole swamp of troubles. Do you think it is a small feat to tame 
such a wild state of mind? I, Sleep, am the only one who can 
soothe a heart flooded with fury. No matter how much anger 
grips someone in the evening, by morning they wake up ready to 
reconsider. 

On Conflict 

But that would hardly be enough to brag about unless I brought 
even greater gifts to mortals. Even a blind man can see how 
destructive conflict is. It shatters friendships, breeds deep envy, 
and turns the closest companions against one another. Yet, I am 
the one who brings people back together — through syncretism11 
— when they are burning with jealousy or raging with hatred. 
Haven’t you seen people fiercely fight in the evening, trade 
horrible insults, and then wake up the next morning to peacefully 
repair their friendship? How does this happen, if not through me? 

 
10 The anecdote about Augustus instructing himself to recite the alphabet 
before acting in anger circulated in antiquity as a practical moral maxim.  

11 Synkretismos: originally a term for Cretan communities uniting against 
a common enemy despite internal quarrels (cited by Plutarch, On 
Brotherly Love 490b). Erasmus popularized the term in the Adages (1.1.1) 
to mean reconciliation among former rivals.  



On Care and Anxiety 

The philosopher Pythagoras, who was the first to convey his 
teaching through riddling symbols, strictly warned his students 
‘not to eat their hearts’12 — meaning, do not let your mind be 
devoured by grief and anxiety, but let go of frustrations. Only 
Sleep makes this possible. Even if a person is tortured by a 
thousand worries during the day, all those troubles melt away the 
moment they fall asleep. Suddenly, everything feels lighter and 
more optimistic. 

Philosophers agree that chronic stress accelerates a person’s death. 
It wipes the smile from their face, wrinkles their brow, makes 
them look haggard, and makes their hair fall out. This is why 
Homer calls anxious men ‘hollow-templed’ (ὁλοκρατάφους)13 — 
because excessive care drains away the body’s natural warmth. I 
am the absolute only cure for this. A mind wrapped in sleep 
forgets its burdens. 

For this reason, we should consider praising Endymion,14 who fell 
asleep on a hillside and did not wake for a full forty-seven years — 
and thereby kept his youth intact. 

 

 
12 The Pythagorean dietary-behavioral maxim mē kardian esthiomen (‘do 
not eat the heart’) warned against consuming oneself with anxiety.  

13 Homer uses the epithet lyokrotaphous (‘hollow-templed’ or ‘gray-
templed’) for anxious or care-worn men.  

14 Endymion: in Greek mythology, a beautiful shepherd (or hunter or king) 
granted eternal sleep by Zeus or Selene, who fell in love with him. He slept 
perpetually on Mount Latmos without aging.  



On Youth 

Because of his long slumber, he kept his youthful looks, much like 
the legendary Phaon.15 No exhausted face, no graying beard, and 
no receding hairline rushed him into old age. Oh, what a 
miraculous thing Sleep is! It preserves youth when it is fresh and 
restores it when it starts to fade. 

The poet Martial mentions that Memnon’s mother used some 
magical juice to extend her husband’s youth,16 and long ago 
people claimed to possess an art that could pause the aging 
process. But I am the only one who can actually do it. 

This is exactly why young women often say they want to sleep 
until noon so they can smooth out their forehead wrinkles and 
bring a beautiful, rosy glow back to their cheeks. It’s completely 
false when people claim the girls of Leipzig look pale because they 
sleep too much.17 On the contrary, they should be praised for 
sleeping until they are fully rested! It allows them to maintain a 
relaxed, cheerful face all day long to charm their lovesick suitors. 

This is why an ancient poet once playfully begged me: ‘Since no 
girl comes to me, you, Sleep, come to me.’ And in another poem: 

 
15 Epimenides of Crete: a semi-legendary poet and religious figure (c. 7th–
6th century BCE) who, according to tradition (Diogenes Laertius 1.109–
115), slept for fifty-seven years in a cave and awoke unchanged.  

16 Phaon: a mythological figure associated with miraculous preservation of 
youth, sometimes linked to a magic salve given by Aphrodite.  

17 Hegendorff defends the habit of Leipzig’s young women of sleeping late, 
arguing it improves their complexion and disposition.  



‘Sleep, the rest of all things, the gentlest of the gods, the peace of 
the mind that soothes.’18 

Listen to this glorious compliment, which guarantees my fame 
will last forever. The fact that I am called the gentlest of the gods. 
Jupiter, Neptune, and Vertumnus19 don’t get that title. Jupiter 
brings storms, Vertumnus brings change. I alone am called the 
most peaceful. This clearly proves that I am miles ahead of the 
other gods, and that everyone honors me as a uniquely special 
deity. 

I don’t care that people haven’t built me massive temples or carved 
statues in my honor. It is enough for me that the entire universe 
serves as my temple, and a brilliantly spacious one at that! Even 
the mighty gods on Mount Olympus cannot survive without my 
help. As for humans on earth, I know for a fact they would drop 
dead long before their time if they didn’t regularly soothe their 
exhausted minds with sleep. 

On Drunkenness 

On top of all this, the goddess Drunkenness, while rambling on 
about her own greatness, somehow completely forgot to mention 
me. The truth is, I am the one who relieves a head pounding from 
too much wine, sobering people up and getting them ready for 
their daily chores. Otherwise, they would be sitting around in dark 

 
18 Ovid, Amores 1.13.3–4: Tu mihi somne veni (‘Come to me, Sleep’).  

19 Vertumnus: the Roman god of seasons and change. Jupiter’s epithet 
ombrios (rain-bringing) and Vertumnus’s metabolos (changeable) are 
contrasted with Sleep’s unique designation as placidissimus (most 
peaceful) from Ovid’s Amores 1.13.3. 



corners before dawn, complaining of a massive ache between their 
ears, had they not caught at least a few hours of sleep. See, it is 
entirely thanks to me that they are fit to handle their tasks the next 
day. 

Furthermore, I ask you, where can that boastful Drunkenness 
produce a single passage from Holy Scripture in which Christ 
enjoins us to pursue her gifts? Meanwhile, you can easily read 
praises about me! When the Savior of the human race was 
preparing to face His trials, and His disciples were waiting 
anxiously in the garden with troubled minds, God Himself 
stepped back from His prayers, looked at His followers, and said: 
‘Sleep and take your rest.’20 Why did He say that? Because their 
eyes were heavy. Do you hear how He graciously instructed them 
to embrace sleep, so they wouldn’t be completely overwhelmed by 
exhaustion? 

On Dreams 

But maybe you think that’s a minor detail. Well, here is the 
crowning jewel of my achievements: my sister, Dream (ὄναρ), 
gives beautiful hope to the miserable. Haven’t you heard of 
destitute people, poorer than beggars, who are suddenly 
comforted by wonderful dreams? Consider Mycillus in Lucian’s 
dialogue:21 in his dream he possessed wealth beyond the Pactolus 

 
20 Matthew 26:45 / Mark 14:41: at Gethsemane, after praying, Jesus 
returns to the disciples and says ‘Sleep on now, and take your rest.’  

21 Mycillus is a character in Lucian’s dialogue Gallus (The Dream, or the 
Cock): a poor cobbler who dreams each night of fabulous wealth and 
wakes to poverty. His name became proverbial for the compensatory 



itself; waking, he had not an obol to his name. Yet, that sweet taste 
of hope made him feel the most fortunate of men — so much so 
that he wouldn’t have traded places with the Emperor of Persia. 

You often hear of people who have absolutely nothing, yet find 
deep comfort in golden dreams. Even if fortune has painted 
someone’s waking life pitch black, a dream can certainly paint it 
bright white by throwing in the illusion of vast wealth. 
Aristophanes’ comedy Plutus22 provides a similar vision of this 
compensation through sleep and dreams. 

On Medical Diagnosis 

And that’s not all. Doctors often say that a person’s physical 
health and temperament can be diagnosed through their sleep.23 
For instance, if a person frequently dreams of a fire destroying 
houses far and wide, doctors declare him to be of a Sanguine or 
Melancholic temperament. However, if he repeatedly dreams of 
plunging headfirst into water, they call him Choleric. 
Superstitious old women even use dreams to predict the future. 
They claim that if you dream of little fish jumping in the sea, it 
means you will experience anger the next day. And if you dream 
of your parents stepping into the ferryman of the underworld’s 
boat, it means total disaster is coming. 

 
riches of dreams. The Pactolus was a gold-bearing river in Lydia, source of 
Croesus’s wealth. 

22 Aristophanes’ comedy Plutus (388 BCE, revised c. 388) features the 
blind god of wealth being cured of blindness at the temple of Asclepius.  

23 A patient’s constitutional temperament (sanguine, melancholic, 
choleric, phlegmatic) was thought to be revealed by the content of their 
dreams.  



On Herbs and Healing 

But all this would be nothing if nature hadn’t also provided us 
with herbs and plants designed specifically to invite me in. Take 
the Lethean poppy, for example.24 When consumed, it works 
miracles, forcing the heaviest eyes shut. This is exactly what nurses 
use when they have screaming, endlessly crying babies; they coax 
them to sleep with a little poppy. If they didn’t, the babies could 
scream until they lost their voices and nothing would calm them 
down. 

Many sweet medicines are designed just to lure the eyes into sleep. 
In fact, if a patient is burning up with a severe fever and cannot 
sleep, doctors warn that the condition is deadly. They will work 
with all their might to try and induce sleep. But the second the 
patient finally closes their eyes and rests, the doctors sigh in relief 
and declare the danger has passed. Who could possibly overstate 
this amazing power of mine, which literally fights off deadly 
diseases? Whenever someone gets sick, the very first thing people 
ask is, ‘Are they sleeping?’ If the answer is yes, everyone expects a 
full recovery. 

Epilogue 
 
Now you have heard what kind of god I am and how my blessings 
flow out to all of humanity. Humans would simply drop dead if 
they couldn’t relieve their tired bodies with periods of rest. A poet 

 
24 The papaver Letheum (Lethean or sleep-inducing poppy) was a 
standard classical symbol of sleep, associated with the underworld river 
Lethe. Virgil (Aeneid 6.762) and Ovid both invoke the sleep-giving poppy.  



once wrote, quite accurately: ‘Sleepless nights waste away the 
bodies of the youth.’25 I, Sleep, breathe fresh life into limbs that 
are shutting down from extreme exhaustion, giving them the 
energy to go back to work. 

I am also the ultimate comfort to travelers. After running around 
all day and wearing themselves out to the bone, the moment they 
surrender to sleep, all the drained energy returns to their legs. The 
next morning, they hit the road with just as much energy as the 
day before. 

See what Sleep can do? Additionally, if we must deliberate on 
important plans in the evening, we often reach no conclusion and 
finalize nothing. Instead, we say, ‘I will sleep on it,’ as if Sleep itself 
provides the best business advice. We simply refuse to make major 
moves until we have satisfied ourselves with a full night’s rest. If 
someone asks us for a favor late in the day, we tell them, ‘Let me 
get some sleep; whatever makes sense to me in the morning, I’ll 
gladly do. You have to give sleep its proper time.’ 

You have heard, I believe, what a massive swarm of blessings I 
bring: I calm anger, settle arguments, prolong youth, soothe 
anxieties, give people strength, provide a way to interpret the 
future, and serve as the ultimate advisor. I am welcome 
everywhere, and a god beloved by all. Who, then, wouldn’t 
embrace, love, and adore me? I have spoken. 

THE END. 

 
 

25 Ovid, Amores 1.6.3–4: Attenuant iuvenum vigilatae corpora noctes 
(‘Sleepless nights waste away the bodies of the young’).  



  



Endymion Speaks to Sleep 

Come, Sleep, come to me, you gentlest of the gods, 
Come, Sleep, gently closing my tired eyes, come. 

Sleep, you who revive our limbs with peaceful rest, 
Wiping away all of our arguments, Sleep, come. 

Come, Sleep, restoring my worn limbs on the bed, 
You who drive away all cares — come to me, Sleep. 

Come, Sleep, you cure the heaviest ache in the head, 
You are the mind’s only true peace, come to me, Sleep. 

Come, Sleep, driving off cares and lifting all burdens, 
You who offer me bright hope, come to me, Sleep. 

Come, Sleep, who bestows the riches the Hermus pours out in gold 
Always come to me, Sleep. 

Come, Sleep, you give the beggar a reason to boast 
That he is a Croesus, lifting his spirits — Sleep, come. 

Come, Sleep, every living creature deeply craves your rest, 
Without you, absolutely nothing lasts, come to me, Sleep. 

Come, Sleep: be a kind companion to those walking life’s path, 
Everyone in the world desires you, come to me, Sleep. 

Come to me, Sleep; come, dear little Sleep — 
Without you, nothing holds firm. Come to me, Sleep. 

 

THE END. 

  



Second Dedicatory Letter 

To the highly prudent Wolfgang Heynick, officially 
certified Bachelor of Laws and secretary to the Most 
Illustrious Prince George, Christoph Hegendorf sends his 
regards. 

For as long as I have lived, my brilliant Wolfgang, I have always 
structured my life to make as many friends as possible. I know 
Plutarch warned that having a large circle of friends makes 
relationships unstable. He argued that just as water loses its force 
when split into many streams, friendship divided among many 
people can rarely stay strong. Yet I have ignored Plutarch’s advice, 
and so far I’ve found that having many friends is actually quite 
rewarding. Among all my friends, you have always been the leader 
— someone who has been genuinely devoted to me from the 
bottom of your heart. 

Often, when overly critical and jealous people tried to tear down 
my modest literary efforts, you would step in and crush their 
insults using the words of Saint Paul like a club. You would 
remind them: “He who judges another inevitably condemns 
himself.” You were also fond of shutting down their madness with 
a brilliant quote from King Philip of Macedon. When Philip 
heard that his army had destroyed the city of Olynthus, he 
supposedly replied, “Yes, but they couldn’t rebuild it nearly as 
easily as they tore it down.” In the same way, you used to say that 
finding fault in someone else’s work is easy enough for the laziest 
of men, but actually creating something better is a task reserved 
only for the truly educated. 



If you were here with me now, you wouldn’t even know what 
spells to use to tie their snake-like mouths shut and stop them 
from hissing their toxic poison. As for me, I just play the part of 
Ulysses and plug my ears with wax so these charmers can’t mess 
with my head. I find this works much better than trying to spit 
poison back at them. If I ever truly needed backup, I have a whole 
crowd of friends I could call upon, all of whom are fiercely loyal 
to me. Among them is Philipp Novenianus, a young man who is 
incredibly hardworking in both Latin and Greek. He writes 
poetry that is sharp yet effortless, and he has been through a lot 
with me. No disaster and no insult from arrogant critics has ever 
been able to drive a wedge between us. 

 

Colophon 

There is also Melchior Clarius, a young man who is deeply 
knowledgeable but entirely humble about it. When he writes 
poetry, he sounds like a second Ovid. 

Then we have young Georg Rhau;26 I don’t know whether to 
praise him more for his intellect or his kindness, but he is without 
a doubt an absolute master of music. He has published handbooks 
on the theory of both types of music — if you read them, you’ll 
agree they are authentic masterpieces. 

 
26 Georg Rhau (1488–1548): the most historically significant member of 
the circle named here. A composer, choirmaster, and later the most 
important music printer of the Lutheran Reformation, based in 
Wittenberg.  



We also used to have Johannes Summerius, a tireless young 
student of literature. His death hit me so hard that I honestly 
don’t know if the loss of anyone else has ever left a deeper wound 
in my heart. He loved spending time with me, and I with him. I 
know for a fact he would have brought immense pride to his 
homeland if he had been allowed to live. But what does envious 
death care? The plague snatched him away from us. May God 
grant him eternal life as a member of the heavenly saints. 

There is also Johannes Teuber, a man with a highly adaptable 
mind and an unshakable dedication to literature; I know that as 
long as he lives, he will achieve great things. 

And we cannot forget Johannes Galliculus,27 a man with a 
brilliantly creative mind for composing songs. Whatever musical 
idea he dreams up seems to just organically bloom out of him. 

Finally, there is Sebald Rosenbach of Grimma, a man with an 
incredibly fun and joyful personality. Spending time with him 
every day is an absolute delight. 

I won’t list everyone, but these men would undoubtedly stand by 
me like true heroes if I ever had to fight a serious battle. Still, I will 
follow your wise advice, my prudent Wolfgang: I will defeat evil 
with good, and in doing so, I will heap burning coals upon the 
heads of my enemies. I wrote all of this so you could see exactly 
who I am dealing with, and what kind of storms are constantly 
crashing against my ship. Farewell, and please continue to defend 

 
27 Johannes Galliculus (c. 1490–c. 1550): a German composer and music 
theorist.  



Christoph against the insults of these loudmouths, just as you 
always do. 

THE END. 

Printed at Leipzig, from the press of Valentin Schumann, in the 
year of our Lord 1519. 



  



  



 
 



 
 
 





  



 
  



  



  



APPENDIX 

Other names used by/for Christoph Hegendorph 

C. H. 
Ch. H. 
Christoph Hegen 
Christophorous Hegen.  
Christophorous Hegend.  
Christophorous Hegendor. 
Christophorous Hegendorf 
Christoph Hegendorfer 
Christoph Hegendorff 
Christophorous Hegendorffinus 
Christophorous Hegendorffius 
Christopher Hegendorffyne  
Christophorous Hegendorfinus  
Christophorous Hegendorfius  
Christophorous Hegendorfphinus  
Christophorous Hegendorphinus  
Christoforous Hegendorphius  
Christophorous Heggendorphinus  
Christophorous Hengendorphinus  
C. Sericarius 
C. Seydensticker 

Source: Library of Congress Name Authority File 
  



 




